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WILLIAM SHAKSPEAEE 


BY THOMAS CAMPBELL. 


CHAPTER I. 


TT is justly regretted by tbe present age that so little information lias come down 
to us respecting the personal history of Shakspeare. The Genius of Biography 
neglected hirn in his own days, — she gave records of men comparatively uninteresting, 
and said nothing about the paragon of nature, — she embalmed the dwarfs of our 
literature, but left its Colossus to be buried in oblivion. 

Perhaps our baulked curiosity can hx upon no individual more strangely 
responsible for this misfortune than Shakspeare himself. He retired from the 
business of life, to enjoy its leisure and domestic happiness, probably at the 
age of forty-eight, with his public honours all thick and fresh upon him. The 
Poet, who saw so deeply into tlie minds of others, could not have looked into 
himself without prognosticating his own favour with futurity. Even if the praises 
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Uiu. ut; . louious m eDnmerate me maivmiials, inciudmg antiquaries, writers 
and professed lovers of literature, who were either his contemporaries, or so 
), as to have had access to abundant information respectin^v him ; but who 
:er slightlv noticed him, or not at all. Coeval tradition has no doubt o-iveii a 
md most pleasing outline of his personal character. Drummond of Haw- 
ess » itn the lou^li assumingness of Ben Jonson; ’and 
isclf, says of Inin, “I loved tlie man and do honour liis memory, on this 
(try , as much as any ; he was, indeed, honest, and of an open and free 
.For thi.s iioblo testimony one is sorry that Drummond was a less generous 
•Jonson s convivial manners and confidential conversation. 

0 addressed '’iV illiam Shahspeare seem to have uniformly connected his name 
epithets— ncoit/iy, gentle, and Moved. “ He was verie good company,” says 
‘ and of a verie ready and smooth wit.” The same John Aubrey say’s, that 
handsome and well made man; a tradition at all events acceptableho onr 
hough Aubrey did not write till about sixty years after the great Poet’s 
t is unfortunate, howevor, that we have not complete assurance as to his 
ippearance. The bust over his monument at Stratford must have been 
ere (according to Malone) earlier than 1623, seven years after Sluik. 
oath, as it is mentioned in the verses of Leonard Digges, written at ’that 
-t gives n.« the idea of a tolerably good-looking, though not of a handsome 
It IS an indifferent piece of sculpture, and may have done him no justice 
.aos portrait of him affords a much finer conception of his phvsiovnomV 
le and Boswell, I think, have showm the great probability of this portrait 
lentic; but still It differs widely from the Stratford bust. These are the two 
able of fehakspeare’s extant likenesses. 

all the traditions respecting Sliakspeare are but scraps to our curiosity, 
ra Dugdale, a native of Coventry, about twenty miles from Stratford- 
b Jbo published the “Antiquities of Warwickshire," only thirty years 
oct s death, and who might have seen a score of persons once familiar with 
10 ion ) e himself to make a single inquiry on the subject. Puller was 
elcss. That Anthony Wood should have collected few anecdotes about the 
, may be pai-tly accounted for by the circumstance that his main obiect 
then® Oxomenses,” was to give an account of uipu bmri t..’ 
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%nd so is the wliole of the part of Constance, his mother, as well as that most appallingly 
interesting of dialogues between King John and Hubert, touching the murder of young = 
Arthur. In the old play, Constance has a good deal of the virago in her pMtraiture ; 
in Shakspeare she is the most interesting character in nature— a doating and a 
herlaved mother. Those who find themselves, as I do, older than they could wish to i 
be may derive some consolation for their age, in recollectfng that they were born ^ 
early enough to have seen Mrs. Siddons perform the part of Constance. j 

Ail’s Well that Ends WELL.-(1598.)-The plot of this piece was derived : 
from lot ™ immedialel. Wood by Sb.k^o™ from 

..W *..m.lw 0- Poot h.. impmod on tt. «o.d..tt «I 1... or.m.A 
HU IloUda, Ike keroine of tke ploy, U Ike deuglite of » decaa.d »d ™™d 
okyoiokn. Sko U » young and ke.uBful orphan, »ko, kavmg keen bred up m 
11 J house of fUo widowed Countess of Eoussinou, alls in lose with too jonng 
C».t of Ronssillom Bert™ U oaHed to Pma. by the king s command 

?Hsm,e..,l.bonrs under a disease "^fsorS: 

^d^S-iet r Xt :^-.rad“;’l.m,,i.i, t,ie euam.,md 

told to name nei , 
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only m ladies . wish to he who , lore their lords, Bertramj on a full explanation before 
tlie king, consents to love bis wife for emr,^ and 

“ The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet.’' 

Til e episodical exposure of tbe lying braggart, Parolles, is tolerably comic, but FalstaF, 
as Scblegel remarks, makes us forget every other comic hero of Shakspeare. 

Altogether, this piece is far from standing in the front rank of Shakspeare's 
plays. Bertram's penitence gives us no deep assurance of his conjugal happiness 
.with a partner whom he has been forced to marry, and tricked into receiving. The 
denouement, also, is unnecessarily perplexed by Diana and her mothers appearance 
before the French king. But some of the happiest aphorisms and poetical passages of 
Sliakspeare might be quoted from this comedy. Though the characters are not deeply 
marked, those of Helena and the Countess of Roussillon are interesting : we take part 
with the former because she is a right-loving woman, and thwarted in her love only 
b} Bertram s odious aristocracy ; but the mother of Bertram propitiates our offence 
at the family pride of her son ; she redeems nobility by reverting to nature. com- 
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As You Like It, — (1599). — The plot of this delicious comedy was taken by our 
Poet from Lodge’s “ Rosalynd, or Euphiies’ Golden Legacye/’ Some of Lodge'^s 
incidents are judiciously omitted, but the greater part are preserved : — the wi’estiing 
scene, the flight of the two ladies into the forest of Arden, the meeting there of 
Rosalind with her father and lover, and the whole happy termination of the plot, are 
found in the prose romance. Even the names of the personages are but slightly 
changed; for Lodges Rosalind, in her male attire, calls herself Ganymede, and her 
cousin^ as a shepherdess, is named Aliena. But never was the prolixity and pedantry 
of a prosaic narrative transmuted by genius into such magical poetry. In the days of 
James I., George Heriot, the Edinburgh merchant, who built an hospital still bearing 
his name, is said to have made his 1 jtune by purchasing for a trifle a quantity of sand 
that had been brought as ballast bp a ship from Africa. As it was dry, he suspected 
from its weight that it contained gold, and he succeeded in filtering a treasure from it. 
Shakspeare, like Heriot, took the dry and heavy sand of Lodge, and made gold out 
of it. 

Before I say more of this dramatic treasure, I must absolve myself by a confession 
as to some of its improbabilities. Rosalind asks her cousin Gelia, ‘‘ Whitlier shall 
we go?” and Celia answers, ‘‘To seek my uncle in the forest of Arden;” but 
arrived there, and having purchased a cottage and sheep-farm, neither the daughter 
nor*niece of the banished Duke seem to trouble themselves mueb to inquire about 
either father or uncle. The lively and natural- hearted Rosalind discovers no 
impatience to embrace lier sire until she has finished her masked courtship with 
Orlando. But Rosalind was in love, as I have been with tlie comedy these forty 
years ; and love is blind ; for until a late period my eyes were never couched so as to 
see this objection. The truth however is, that love is wilfully blind, and now that 
my eyes are opened, I shut them against the fault. Away with your best-proved 
improbabilities, when the lieaii; has been tonclied and the fancy fascinated ! When I 
think of the lovely Mrs. Jordan in this part, I have no more desire for proofs of pro- 
bability on this subject, though “ proofs pellucid as the morning dews,” than for “ tiie 
cogent logic of a bailiff’s writ.” 

In fact, though there is no rule ^vithout exceptions, and no general truth without 
limitation, it may be pronounced, that if you delight us in fiction, you may make our 

sense of probability slumber as deeply as you please. 

But it may be asked whether nature and truth are to be sacrificed at the altar of 
fiction ? No ! in the main effect of fiction on the fancy, they never are nor can be 
sacrificed. The improbabilities of fiction are only its exceptions, whilst the truth of 
nature is its general law ; and unless the truth of nature were in the main observed, 
the fictionist could not lull our vigilance as to particular improbabilities. 

Apply this maxim to Shakspeare’s “ As You Like It,” and our Poet will be found 
to make us forget what is eccentric from nature in a limited view, by showing it more ^ 
beautifully probable in a larger contemplation. In this drama he snatche's us out 
of the busy world into a woodland solitude; he makes us breathe its fresh air, partake 
Its pastoral peace, feast on its venison, admire its bounding wild deer, and sympatbisf 
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with its banished men and simple rustics. But he contrives to break its monotony by 
the intrusion of courtly manners and characters. He has a fool and a philosopher, who 
might have hated each other at court, but who like each other in the forest. He has a 
shepherdess and her wooing shepherd, as natural as Arcadians ; yet when the banished 
court comes to the country and beats it in wit, the courtiersiseem as much naturalised 
to the forest as its natives, and the general truth of nature is equally preserved. 

The events of the play are not numerous, and its interest is preserved by characters 
more than incidents. But what a tablet of characters! the witty and impassioned 
Rosalind, the love-devoted Orlando, the friendship-devoted Celia, the duty-devoted 
old Adam, the humorous Clown and the melancholy Jaques ; all these, together with 
the dignified and banished Duke, make the Crest of Arden an Elysium to our 
imagination ; and our hearts are so stricken by thoLfc benevolent beings, that we easily 
forgive the other once culpable but at last repentant characters. 

Much Ado about Nothing.— (1600.)— The principal incident of this Comedy 
(i e, the crimination of an innocent vroman, in consequence of a villain procuring 
the lady’s maid-servant to appear drest like her mistress, and receive a lover at tlie 
window,) is found in the Orlando Furioso of Ariosto, as well as in one of the novels of 
Bandello, who borrowed it from his compatriot poet. The story is probably still 
older than Ariosto. It is likely to have reached Shakspeare through Belleforests 
‘^Cent Histoires Tragiques,’* published in 1583, and translated into English shortly 
afterwards. There are many coincidences between the novel and the play, and some 
deviations in the latter from the former, which are any thing perhaps but improve- 
ments. 

I fully agree with the admirers of this play in their opinion as to the most of its 
striking merits. The scene of the young and guiltless heroine struck speechless by 
the accusation of her lover, and swooning at the foot of the nuptial altar, i& deeply 
touching. There is eloquence in her speechlessness, and we may apply the words. 

Ipsa siientia terrent,” amidst the silence of those who have not the ready courage to 
defend her, whilst her father’s harsh and hasty belief of her gniit crowns the pathos of 
her desolation. At this crisis, the exclamation of Beatrice, the sole believer in her inno- 
cence, “ 0 i on my soul, my cousin is belied,” is a relieving and glad voice in the wil- 
derness, which almost reconciles me to Beatrice s othermse disagreeable character. I 
agree also that Shakspeare has, all the while, afirorded the means of softening our dis- 
mayed compassion for Hero, by our previous knowledge of her innocence, and we arc- 
sure that she shall be exculpated. Yet who, but Shakspeare, could dry our tears of 
interest for Hero, by so laughable an agent as the immortal Dogberry t 1 beg pardon 
for having allowed that Ealstaff makes us forget all the other comic creations of 
our Poet. How could I have overlooked you, my Launce, and ray Launce s dog, and 
my Dogberry? To say that Falstafif makes us forget Dogberry is, as^ Dogberry 
himself would say, mos^ tokrahh and not to he endured* And yet Shakspeare, 
after ponneing this ridiculous prey, springs up, forthwith, to high <ira!|satre effect, 

irrnViTto* Dlandm who had mistakenly accused Hero, so repentant, as to consentingly 
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marry another w.mian, her supposed cousin, unaerav.u, , , 

displays his own vindicated bride, who had been supposed to have died of grief, hut 
who is now restored to him, like anotlier Alcestis, from Jie gra,ve. 

At the same time, if Shakspeare were looking over my shoulder, I could not dis- 
guise some objections to this comedy, which involuntarily strike me as dcbamng it 
from ranking among our Poet’s most enchanting dramas. I am on the wlioie, I 
trust, a liberal on the score of dramatic probability. Our fancy and its faith aie no 
hatsoever they may be delighted withal ; but, if I may use a 
should not be ridden too hard.” Our fanciful faith is 
j that Don John, without one 
personal spite to Ciandio, slionld contrive 
•hich made the latter assuredly jealous. Moreover, during one 

that of Beatrice. Her 

•awn, and minutely finished. It is ; and so is that 
' ■ ' j is less disagreeable. But 
be admirable in execution, though 
this category. She is a tartar, 
and, if a natural woman, is not a pleasing representative 
to her, but not entirely ; for a 
sufficient atonement 
Themarriage of the maniage-hatmg 
■ Their 


niggards in believing w 
vulgar saying, a willing horse 

misused when it is spurred and impelled to believe 
particle of love for Hero, but out of mere \ 
the infernal treachery w 

half of the play, we have a disagreeable female character in 
portrait, I may he told, is deeply dr 

of Benedick, who is entirely her counterpart, except that he 
the best-drawn portraits by the finest masters may . 
unpleasant to contemplate, and Beatrice s portrait is in 

by Shakspeare s own showing, l — , — - - 

of the sex. In befriending Hero, slie almost reconciles us 
good heart, that shows itself only on extraordinary occasions, is no 
for a bad temper, which Beatrice evidently sho’ws. 

Benedick and the furiously antenuptial Beatrice, is brought about by a trick, 
friends contrive to deceive them into a belief that they love each othei, and paxtly y 
vanity— partly by a mutual affection, which had been disguised under the bickerings 
of their wit— they have their hands joined, and the consolations of rehgion are admi- 
nistered, by the priest who marries them, to the unhappy sufferers. 

Mrs. Jameson, in her characters of Sbakspeare’s women, concludes with hoping 
that Beatrice will live happy with Benedick ; hut I have no such hope ; and my final 
anticipation in reading the play is the certainty that Beatrice will provoke her Bene- 
dick to give her much and just conjugal castigation. She is an odious woman. 
i own cousin says of her — 

i Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in, her eyes, 

Misprizing wliat they look on — and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 

She cannot love, 


All matter else seems weak. 

Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 

She is so seif-endeared. 

I once knew such a pair : the lady was a perfect Beatrice ; she railed hypocritically 
at wedlock before her marriage, and with bitter sincerity after it. She and her 
Benedick now live apart, hut with entire reciprocity of sentiments, each devoutly 
wishing that the other may soon pass into a better world. Beatrice is not to hd 
compared, but contrasted with Rosalind, who is equally witty ; but the sparkling 
sayings of JKosalind are like gems upon her head at court, and like dew-drops on her 
bright hair in the woodland forest. 




Hamlet.— '(1600.)”~Tlie story wliicli mainly forms the plot of this tragedy, can be 
traced back to Saxo Grammaticus’s History of Denmark." From his pages it was 
transferred to those of Belleforest, in the latter half of the sixteenth century, from 
whence it passed into English under the title of The Historic of Hamblett,” a 
small quarto volume, printed in black letter. 

Mr. Malone has also shown ** that some play, founded on the story of Hamlet, had 
been exhibited on the English stage, before 1589, a period at which it is inconceivable 
that Shakspeare could have written his immortal play, Mr. Malone supposes .the 
author of that pristine Hamlet to have been Thomas Kyd; but the supposition is 
only conjectural, and no copy of the piece has been yet discovered. From that now 
lost tragedy, and the black-letter ‘‘TIistorie of Hamblett," our Poet must have 
drawn the chief historical incidents of his play t. 

Amidst our universal admiration of this tragedy, the precise character of its hero j 
has nevertheless remained a problem in the hands of its admirers. Hamlet is strong 
in imagination, beautiful in abstracted thoughts, and great and good in his general 

^ Malone’s Shakspeare by Boswell, vol. ii. page 371. 

t In 1825, Payne & Foss, of Pall Mall, published the first edition of Hamlet from an ancient 
copy, which was never seen by either Malone or Boswell. The title of the old copy is ‘'"'The 
Tragical Historic of Hamlet, Prince of Denmarke ; by William Shakespeare. As k hath been 
diverse times acted by his Highnesse Servants in the Citie of London ; as also in the two Universities * 
of -Cambridge & Oxford & elsewhere. London ; Printed for N. L. & John Trundeli, 1603.’’ | 
On the republication of this old copy by Payne & Foss, the following remarks were made in the j 
Morning Chronicle, \ 

‘Hamlet’ first appeared, according to Malone’s calculation, in 1600; therefore this edition was ; 
published only three years after the tragedy had been produced. Hence we are inclined to suppose, j 
that, in some respects, it is a more exact copy of the original than any one subsequently printed ; and | 
consequently that it may be considered as a better authority in the case of those disputed points, 
where common sense is on its side, than the later editions, which were more likely to give the inter- 
polations of the players. That it shows an abundance of typographical errors is most certain ; and 
that a great want of skill in the copyist appears in many places ; but when it omits passages that reflect 
no credit on the understanding of their author, we are anxious to believe that it is more faithful to the i 
text of such a man as Shakspeare, than those copies are which impute to him obscenity, without even I 
the apology of wit. i 

‘‘Many striking peculiarities in this edition of Hamlet, tend strongly to confirm our opinion, that no j 
small portion of the ribaldry to be found in the plays of our great poet, is to be assigned to the actors ^ 
of his time, who flattered the vulgar taste with the constant repetition of many indecent and not a few ^ 
stupid jokes ; till they came to be considered, and then printed, as part of the genuine text* Of t ueae, * 
the two or three brief but offensive speeches of Hamlet to Ophelia, in the play-scene, act 3rd, are t 
not to be found in the copy of 1603 ; and so far we are borne out in our opinion ; for it is not to be j 
supposed that Shakspeare would insert them upon cool reflection, three years after the success 
of his piece had been determined. Still less likely is it, that a piratical printer would reject any taiog 
actually belonging to the play, which would prove pleasing to the vulgar bulk of those wno were to be 
the purchasers of his publication.” ^ ; 

I am inclined, upon the whole, to agree with these remarks, although the subject leaves iis beset with ; 
• uncertainties. This copy of the play was apparently pirated ; but the pirate’s omission of the improper , 
passages alluded to is not a perfect proof that they were absent in the first representation of the piece. | 
Yet it leads to such a presumption ; for looking at the morality of Shafcspeare’s theatre in the j 
main, he is none of your poetical artists who resort to an impure influence over the fancy. Little <; 
ISalUes of indecorum, he may have now and then committed; but they are few, and are eccentricities from ; 
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inioBtions ; yet he is weak, wayward, and inconsistent; fond, but barbarous towards 
Ophelia ; proudly and justlr conscious of his superiority to ordinary men, and yet, 
not always unjustly, a despiser of himself. The theorists respecting his character 
reconcile its contrarieties to their own satisfaction, but no two of them in the same 

Skottowe recommends us to read the black-letter “ Histone of Hamblett, where 
we shall see his misusage of Ophelia well explained. Now in^ that prose history , 
Hamlet is sent to a solitary place wdtliin the woods, where there is brought to entrap 
him a "fair and beautiful woman, who, with* flattering speeches and all the craftiest 
means she could, sought to allure him: but this is not the innocent Ophelia of 
Shakspeare; and the prince’s harsh treatment of her in poetry, derives not an atom 
of apology from the craft of the woman in prose. My solution of the question about 
Hamlet’s inconsistencies is, that his morbid mind is indued both with the reality and 
the affectation of madness. Such cases are not unknown in the history of mental 
aberration. Surpassingly excellent as Shakspeare’s Hamlet is, it has a fault, as a piece 
of dramatic structure, in the unnecessary perplexity of events towards its close, when 
the prince sails for England and returns, whilst all this while he might as well have 
been in Denmark. 

The Merey Wives of Windsor.— (1601.)— The tradition that this comedy 
T-yas written by our Poet at the conimand of Queen Elizabeth, in order that Fal- 
staff might he exhibited in love, is too pleasant to be set aside by the gravel}’* 
stupid objections of Geoi*ge Chalmers, who alleges that, as the Queen was now sixty- 
eight years old, she could be in no proper mood for such fooleries. For we know 
that Elizabeth danced at that age, and was wise enough to fancy herself in love. 
The worthy George Chalmers criticised George Buchanan without understanding the 
language in which he wrote ; he was a dupe to young Ireland’s forgery ; he regarded 
Swift’s Song by a Person of Quality, Fluttering spread thy purple pinions, Gentle 
Cupid, o’er my heart! "as a sweet and sensible lyric effusion; and if he had 
lived to travel in a steam carriage on a rail-road, he would have joined with me in 
exclaiming, as I did, under the tunnel at Watford,— Swift was a prophet when he 
wrote the Nakire must resign to Art" ” Chalmers further objects to the above 

tradition that Falstaff was already dramatically dead, and that no royal edict could 
effect his resurrection. It is a pity that Shakspeare lived too early to have canonized 
George Chalmers as the Saint George of Dulness. 

In this drama, wdiich displays a rich variety of incidents and a throng of -well- 
eupported characters, we are presented with an unrivalled instance of pure domestic 

his general character, partially pardonable on account of the bad taste of his age. What a frightful 
contrast to his purity is displayed among his nearest dramatic successors — -love in relations of life 
where Kature forbids passion ; Shakspeare scorns to interest us in any love that is not purely natural. • 
I have compared this reprint of the old edition with that of Stockdale, in 1807; and can entertain 
no doubt that it is a pirated copy — perhaps, taken from the stage in short-hand — of the real Shakspeariaii 
Hamlet. It is singular that in this play the personage called Polonius in all subsequent copies, is 
here named Chorambis. 
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love witii any one but iiimself, she gave a command that could not be well obeyed. 
But Sliakspeare fulfilled his commission perhaps with an improvement on the 
humour of its strict letter and law, for he makes the ol^ Knight imagine himself 
to be the object of love with two married women. The under-plot of Anne Page 
and Fenton, and the under-characters of Slender, Evans, and Dr. Cains, are per- 
petual aids to our interest and mirth in this piece ; and after it is done, we aiiti- 
cipate nothing less than Falstaff himself sitting down to supper in the Garter Iim 
at Windsor, and, over a pottle of sack, setting the com-panj in a roar, by the descrip- 
tion of his agonies when he was carried out of Mrs. Page’s house in a basket of foul 
linen, pitclied into the Thames, beaten as an old witch, and pinched by the fairies as 
a horned mortal. 


Twelfth Night.— -The date of this play is assigned by Mr. Dyce to 1001. And 
Mr. Malone was incorrect in supposing that it appeared six years later ; for Mr. 
Collier, in his History of Dramatic Poetry, I, 327, shoves that it was indisputably 
written before 1602, for in the February of that year it was an established play. 

There are some traits of similarity between Shakspeare's plot and the thirtieth 
story in the second part of Bandello’s novels ; but the former lia.s a nearer resem- 
blance to the “ Historie of Apolonius and Sylla,’" in Rich’s Farewell to 
Profession,” published in 1583 ; and it is more probable that the poet consulted 
Rich than Bandello. Still, if Sliakspeare drew from Rich’s storj^, he has altered 
it for the better. Rich makes Tiola previously in love with the Prince, whom she 
subsequently serves as a page, and in pursuit of whom she forsakes her friends and 
country, breaking the domestic ties of nature to get, in male attire, into the house 
of a man who had not fancied her in the garb of her own sex. Sliakspeare says 
nothing of any attachment on the part of Tiola previous to her being a helpless 
and expatriated orphan, and obliged to get her bread as a page, by disguising 
her sex. , ' . 

The entire story, as it is told by Sliakspeare, may be thus abridged. Sebas- 
tian and his sister Tiola, were twins, born at Messaline, and from their birth they 
so much resembled each other that, but for the difference in their dress, they could 
not be knowm apart. When growm up to youth, they made a sea voyage together, 
and were shipwrecked on the coast of Ill 3 Tria. The captain of the vessel, with a few 
sailors that Avere saved, got to land in a small boat, and with them they broiiglit 
Tiola safe on shore, where she, instead of rejoicing at her owm deliverance, lamented 
her brother’s loss ; but the captain comforted her with the assurance that he liad 
seen her brother, when the ship split, fasten himself to a strong mast, on which, as 
long as he could see anything of him for the distance, he perceived him borne up 
above the waves. Tiola now found herself in a strange country, and asked the 
captain who was its governor f The captain toM her that it was governed^by Orsino, 

^ Skottowe on Shakspeare, voL n. p. 200. 
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a duke, noble in nature as well as dignity."^’ Tiola said that she had heard her latiier 

speak of Orsino. The captain further said, that it was the general talk that Orsino 
sousht the love of fair Olivia, whose brother had recently died, and for whose loss she 
was” so amioted that she had abjured the sight and company of men. Viola, herself 
tenderly mourning for a brother, wished she could live with this lady; but it might not 
so be, k-cause the Lady blivia admitted no person to her house, not even the duke him- 
self. Then Viola formed another project, which was, in a man’s habit, to serve the Duke 
Orsino as a page. The captain, being her friend, and having some interest at court, got 
her presented to Orsino under the feigned name of Cesario. The duke was wonderfully 
pleased with the handsome youth, whom he made his page, and in the progress 
of liis favour entrusted with the history of his love for Olivia, and even sent on an 
embassy to woo her in his name, as he had no hopes of being himself admitted to 
her. Cesario, meanwhile, had had the misfortune to have fallen in love with her 
lord ; but she accepts the embassy, and admits of no excuse or refusal to be pre- 
sented to Olivia. The haughty beauty, curious to see this peremptory visitant, 
receives Cesario, and at first sight is enamoured of the suppliant who comes to 
ulead for another. She sends a servant after Cesario, with a diamond ring, under 


nature. 

witacis 


Cesario, dialleiiges tlie poor girl in boy s attire to figlit a duel, and from this chal- 
lenge she escapes with difficulty. But the knot is soon untied by the arrival of 
her brother Sebastian, who has been saved also from shipwreck ; he finds his way, 
by that superintending providence which watches over all true dramatic characters, 
to Olivia's liouse. She, unconscious that he is not Cesario, receives his addresses 
witli rapture, and, lest he should change his mind, gets a priest, who instantly 
unites them. Yiola acknowledges her sex, and the Duke, conceiving a new passion, 
marries her and consoles himself for Olivia. 

This is a dry abbreviation of tlie story of “ Twelfth Night," but who can abridge 
Shakspeare’s stories, or tell them in any other language than his own ? The delicacy 
with which a modest maiden makes love to her lord in male disguise, and the pathos 
with whidi she describes her imaginary, but too real self—when concealment, like a 
worm 1 the bud, preyed on her damask cheek," and the sudden growth of Orsino's 
attachment to her on the discovery of her sex, and on the recalling of her words from 
his memory to his understanding, form beauties in this comedy which no touch of 
human revision could improve. 

The comic, and the grave and tender, were never more finely amalgamated 
than here. The characters play booty, as it were ; they are in collusion to 
aid each otlier^ though seemingly hostile. The roguish Maria, the honest con- 
vivial Sir Toby Belch, the poor Sir Andrew Agueclieek, ambiiioning vices whidx 



he could only ape, and the exquisitely Tulgar coxcomb Malvolio, are all most 
precious beings. 

The character of Yiola is so sweetly peculiar, that I have never seen justice done to 
it upon the stage. Mrs. Siddons was too tragic for it, and Mrs. Jordan was too comic. 

Tkoilus and Cressida, (1602), w-as entered at Stationers’ Hall, February (1G03). 
It w^as therefore probably written in the previous year. It was printed aioain in 
1609, wdth a preface, not by the author, but the editor, who says, that k had nez^r 
hem sidled 'icUh the stage^ nezer clapperclaiced hy the palms of ike tulgar^ But it is 
entered, in 1 603, as having been acted by my lord chamberlain's men/' Mr. Malone 
thinks that these two discordant accounts may be thus reconciled. It miglit have 
been performed in 1602 at court by the Lord Chamberlain’s servants (as many plays 
at that time were), and yet not have been exhibited on the public stage till some 
years afterwards. 

A. W. Schlegel says that Sbakspeare wrote ^‘Troilus and Cressida*' as a mere '■ 
poetical pastime, with no view to its being acted ; and assuredly, if the poet meant to 
produce a piece ill-suited for the stage, lie succeeded in his design ; but he gave it 
unfortunately another negative quality, namely, that of being but imperfectly agi'eeable 
in private perusal. 1 

Sbakspeare drew the chief materials of this drama from Caxton s Eecuyel of the i 
Histories of Tro}?",” and from Chaucer’s ‘‘ Troilus and Cresseide." A good many books • i 
of Chapmans translation of the Iliad had appeared before the play was written, though 
the whole was not published till a year after; so that Sbakspeare may plead tlie excuse 
of ignorance and false information for liis historical injustice to Achilles, in making him 
treacherously murder the unarmed Hector ; though the translated parts of the Iliad 
already published ought to have taught him a fairer conception of Pelides's cliaracter. 
The poet, has gleaned, in general, so just a conception of the cliiefs in the Trojan siege, 
that his making Achilles a cowardly assassin is more surprising even than his ana- 
chronism of Hector quoting Aristotle. His Ulysses is Homeric, and the Cressida 
described by Ulysses in Sbakspeare, is a rich portraiture. 

It is certainly, however, not one of our great dramatist's masterpieces. Tlie language 
is too often tortuously and tumultuously figurative, and is so cramped with Shak- 
speare's frequent fault of trying to be over-muscular in expression, that there are 
almost whole scenes which, if they had been written by a satiric imitator of his style, 

I should say were a cruel caricature of Sbakspeare. 

The plot, if there can be' said to be any, gives us no consolatory Justice in its 
denouement. Troilus always goes off the stage fighting, but he is never killed, and 
Hector dies in his stead ; which is at once provoking and lamentable. As to Cressida, 
however, I think Sbakspeare has made her a more consistent being than CliauccT, 
The Shakspearian Cressida has seduction in the very motion of her foot ; she is 
wanton and volatile, and her perfidy to Troilus is conceivable. But'Ohaueers Cressida 
is a wise, affectionate and modest woman, forsaking a young and fond lover^a 
coMradiction in nature 
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Henry VIII. was brought out in 1603, according to Malone, Boswell, and Dyoe. 
Mr. Chalmers, however, aHeges that it was neither written nor represented before 
1613 ■ whilst Mr. Gifford is convinced that it was produced in 1601, and I am 
inclined to his opinion. At least I am utterly against George Chalmers’s date of 
th.^ piece, from the improbability that Shahspeare should have sat down to compose 
a play celebrating the elevation of Anne Boleyn, and the birth of her daughter 

Elizabeth, in the 10th year of James’s reign. ^ . 

The allusive compliments to James are generally and justly regarded as additions 
foisted into the piece at its representation during the new reign; a,nd I should suspect 
“ Henrj' VIII.” to have been written at the latest in 1602, for in the March of the 
subsequent year, Elizabeth fell into the melancholy of which she died. It seems to 
me, therefore, more probable that Shakspeare should have written a drama likely to 
please both the court and the public before the sunset of the Queen’s popularity, than 
during its twilight, when she herself perceived that the people were preparing them 
orisons for tlie expected sovereign. 

The general opinion certainly seems to coincide with Gifford’s, that “ Henry YIII. 
appeared upon the stage in the reign of Elizabeth. I have heard it, however, allepd 
as a matter of surprise (supposing this to be the fact) that Shakspeare, in the life-time 
of Elizabeth, should have brought before the public a tragedy which affects us with the 
deepest sorrow for the repudiation of Queen Katherine, and which makes an exposure 
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under all this wise management, the drift of his design, namely, to compliment Elka- 
betli as a virgin queen, to interest us in tlie memory of her mother Anne Boleyn ; and 
to impress us with a belief of her innocence, though she suffered as an alleged traitress 
to the bed of Henry? The private death of Katherine of Arragon might have been 
still remembered by many living persons, but the death of ^nne Boleyn was still 
more fresh in public recollection; and a wiser expedient could not have been devised 
for asserting the innocence of Elizabeth s mother, than by portraying Henry's injustice 
towards Queen Katherine. For we are- obliged to infer that, if the tyrant could thus 
misuse the noble Katherine, the purest innocence in her lovely successor could be no 
shield against his cruelty. 


Measure for Measure (1603). — We are much indebted to George Steevens for 
an advice which he gave to Nichols the bookseller to republish six old plays, on 
which Shakspeare founded his “ Measure for Measure,” ‘‘ Comedy of Errors,/* 

Taming the Shrew,” “ King John,” “ King Henry IV.” and King Henry T./* 
and King Lear.” 

George Whetstone’s “ Promos and Cassandra” evidently afforded Shakspeare the 
plot and principal characters of ‘‘ Measure for Measure.” It is exceedingly inter- 
esting to peruse that old play, not only from its possessing a certain degree of 
intrinsic merit, but still more from its being the ground which Shakspeare bal- 
lowed by his tread, and fertilised into fresh beauty. Whetstone's King of Ilun- 
garie is Shakspeare's Duke of Vienna, Promos is the prototype of Angelo, Cassandra 
that of Isabella, Andrugio is Claudio, and Whetstone’s Paulina corresponds to 
Shakspeare's Julia, beloved of Claudio. The old poet has no female counterpart to 
Shakspeare s Mariana, for Cassandra is ultimately married to Promos, and 3Iariana 
was a necessary character to the more recent dramatist, as Isabella is supposed at the 
conclusion to accept of the Duke’s hand. The Clown, Mother Overdone s servant, 
in the old play, is an original, and a sharp rogue. In general, I remark that m 
the .vulgar personages of Whetstone there is a grosser vulgarity than hi those of 
Shakspeare; a difference which maybe fairly attributed to the barbarism of the 
elder times. 

The versification of Whetstone’s play is divided between the old rhpiing alo.v- 
andrine measure, and that of the more modern heroic blank verse. The language of 
« Promos and Cassandra” has at times a touching simplicity, hut m the eloquence o 
poetry it wUl, of course, bear no comparison with “ Measure for Measure,” nor m t lo 
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than in reading the scene in Whetstone’s play .in which Cassandra comes disguised as 
a hoy to the house of Promos, in order to purchase her brother s life by the surrender 
of her virtue, and with the hope promised to her by Promos that he will skin over her 
shame by marryin^ lier : a hope that deepens her degradation. I said to myself. Thanks 
to Shakspeare that Isabella would have seen a thousand brothers perish sooner than 
have submitted to such a shame ! At the same time, tliough Measure for Measure'' 
infinitely overtops ‘‘ Promos and Cassandra" in poetic conception, the former play is 
not one of Shakspeare’s least exceptionable pieces, and in probability of incident it 
suffers by comparison witli the latter. Whetstone is consistent and probable when lie 
resolves and crowns the plot by the King of Hungary and Bohemia arriving at the 
town of Julio and passing judgment on his delegated governors ; but what could 
move Shakspeare to make the Duke appoint Angelo his temporary viceroy, after he 
had known the base treatment which Angelo had given to his betrothed Mariana ? 
Besides, the Duke’s escape from detection by his most familiar subjects and courtiers, 
under the disguise of a friar, is, to say the least, very difficult to be fancied. 

I have said already, however, that if you tell a story pleasantly to the fancy, that 
power of the mind is not severely scrupulous in its belief. The readers of Measure 
for l^Ieasure" must decide on this point for themselves. If they find much pleasure 
in the drama, they will pardon much of its improbability. In the drama, as in the 
merry conversation of common life, we forgive a man for telling white-lie anecdotes ; 
but they must be lily-white lies, and must be fragrant with merriment. At the same 
time, we must own that Shakspeare, in Measure for Measure,” presumes a little 
too far on his right to improbability, and, to use a vulgar phrase, “ draws a long 
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when he makes lago saj, that there was a rumour of Othello having been too intimate 
with his wife. But the villain shows, by his own expressions, that he has no true 
faith in the scandal. His hatred to Othello is wholly founded in oliiciai clisappoiot- 
ment ; and neither towards the crisis, nor amidst it, do we ever d^eam of lago having 
been actuated by so pardonable a motive as conjugal jealousy. Besides, the cimoiog 
and intellect of the poet’s and novelists villain, are different 1}eyond all comparisun. 
Between the Moor of Cinthio and of Shakspeare, it was still more useless to institute 
any comparison : the former gets his wife killed by beating her with a bag of sand, 
and tries to save bimseif from suspicion by breaking down a beam in the ceiling, 'placed 
as if it had fallen by accident. In the novel, the Moor is arrested, carried to Tenice, 
put to the rack, and afterwards assassinated : this is not Shakspeare s Moor of 
Yenice ! 

Some allege that lago is too villanons to be a natural character, but those allegers 
are simpleton judges of human nature : Fletcher of Saltoun has said that there is 
many a brave soldier who never wore a sword ; in like manner, there is many an lago 
in the world who never committed murder. lago’s “ learned spirit” and exquisite 
intellect, happily ending in his own destruction, were as requisite for the moral of the 
piece as for the sustaining of Othello’s high character; for we should have despised 
the Moor, if he had been deceived by a less consummate villain than “honest lago ” 
The latter is a true character, and the philosophical truth of this tragedy makes it 
teriiibie to peruse, in spite of its beautiful poetry. Why has Aristotle said that 
tragedy purifies the passions? for our last wish and hope in reading Othello is, that 
tlie villain lago may be well tortured. 

This drama, by itself, would have immortalized any poet ; then what are we to tldnk 
of Shakspeare, when we may hesitate to pronounce it to he the best of his plays ! 
Certainly, however, it has no superior in his own theatre, and no rival in any other. 
The Moor is at once one of the most complex and astonishing, and yet most intelligible 
pictures, that fiction ever portrayed of human character. His grandeur of soul is natural, 
and we admire it ; his gentleness is equally natural, and we love him for it ; his appear^ 
ance we cannot but conceive to be majestic, and his physiognomy benevolent. The 
Indian prince, Ramoon Eoy, who delighted all hearts in London, a few years ago, 
and who died to our sorrow, was the only living being I ever saw who came up to 
my conception of Othello’s appearance. But the Moor had been bred a barbarian, 
and though his bland nature and intercourse with the more civilised world had long 
warred against and conquered the half-natural habits of barbarisrn, yet those habits, at 
last, broke out, and prevailed in the moments of his jealousy. He is not a jealous 
man by nature, but, being once made jealous, he reverts to savageness, and becT.mes 
as terrible as he had before been tender. This contrast in his conduct, however, is not 
an 0 vidian metamorphosis, but a transition so probably managed as to seem unavoia- 
able • yet, the naturalness of the change prevents neitlmr our terror nor pity : on the 
coutmry, the sweetness of his character before its fall, is the smoothness of the stream 
before its cataract; and his bland dispositions, hereto^ displayed, appear, like a 
arich autumnal day, contrasted with the thunder-storm of its evening. • 
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Macbeth.— ( 1606 .)— E&iglitenecl criticism and universal opinion Lave so c->vi- 

letely set the seal of celebrity on this tragedy, that it will stand whilst our language 
xists as a monument of English genius. Nay, it will outlast the present form oi 
,ur language, and speak to generations rmborn in parts of the earth that are ju 
minhahited. No drama in any national theatre, taking «ren that of Greece mt( 
he account, has more wonderfully amalgamated the natural and the supcrnatiu-at o 
Made the substances of truth more awful by their superstitious shadows— than has tii 
tra^redy of Macbeth. The progress of Macbeth in crime is an unparalleled lecture i 
etWeal anatomy. The heart of a man, naturally prone to goodness, « 

to teach us clearly through what avenues of that heart the black drop oi guilt founu 
way to expel the more innocent blood. A semblance of superstitious " 
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unaltered in substance, tliougli by poetry new liallowed to the imagination ? And 
wbat else is Portia ? For the picture of that wedded pair, at once august and tender, 
human nature and the dignity of conjugal faith are indebted. Brutus and Portia 
have a transient discord, to be sure, but it is like one in perfect music that heightens 
harmony, — when Brutus says, 

You are indeed ray honourable wife, 

And dear to me as are the ruddy drops 
That visit this sad heart. 


I cannot, on the whole, but remark a more matured tone of philosophy in the classical 
and later, than in the earlier and romantic, dramas of Shakspeare. By his classical 
dramas I mean the three great ones, Julius Cmsar,” “ Antony and Cieopatra/' and 
“ Coriolanus,” for Timon** cannot he ranked among his masterpieces. Tliat he displays 
in the characters of Juliet and Hamlet a great knowledge of human nature is unde- 
niable ,* hut Juliet, though a lovelier being than Cleopatra, is not such a finished and 
inexpressibly subtle portraiture as the encliantress of Egypt. The pliilosopliy that 
illuminates Hamlet has, possibly from the hero being neither entirely in his |)erfect 
mind, nor entirely out of it, a certain vagueness and obscurity, unlike the deep 
and clear insight into human nature displayed in the classical dramas which I have 
named. I attribute this difference not to the influence of classical or unclassical 
subjects, but to the ripened growth of the Poet’s mind. * 

It is evident from the opening scene of “ Julius Cmsar,” that Shakspeare, even 
dealing with classical subjects, laughed at the classic fear of putting the ludicrous 
and sublime into juxta-position. After the low and farcical jests of the saucy 
cobbler — the eloquence of the Roman tribune, Marullus, springs uptcards like a 
pyramid of fire!* 


Act I. — Scene I. — Rome. — A Street. 
Enter Flavius, Marullus, and a rabble of Citizens. 

Flavius. I-Ience ; home, you idle creatures, get 
you home ! 

Is this a holiday ? What ! know ye not. 

Being raechanicai, you ought not walk 
Upoa a labouring day without the sign 
Of your profession ? — Speak, what trade art thou ? 
Carpenter. W’’hy, sir, a carpenter. 

Marullus. W^here is thy leathern apron and thy 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on ? [rule ? 
You sir, what trade are you ? 

Cobbler, Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman 
I am but, as you would say, a cobbler. 

Marullus. But what trade art thou ? answer me 
directly ! 

Cobbler. A trade sir, that I hope I may use 
with a safe conscience 5 which is, indeed sir, a 
mender of, bad ^les. 


Marullus. AVhat trade, thou knave, 
naughty knave, what trade ? 

Cobbler. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out 
with me, 

Yet if you be out, sir, I can mend you. 

WlaruUus. What meanest thou by that ? Mend 
me 1 thou saucy fellow. 

Cobbler. Why, sir, cobble you, 

Flavius. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

Cobbler, Truly, sir, all that I live by is with 
the awl. I am, indeed, sir, a surgeon to old shoes; 
when they are in great danger, i recover them. 
As proper men as ever trode upon neat’s leather, 
have gone upon my handywork. 

Flavius. But wherefore art not in thy shop to- 


Why dost thou lead these men about the streets ? 

Cobbler. Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to 
get myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, w^e 
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make holiday to see Ciesar, and to rejoice in his To see great Pompey pass the streets of 

triumph. , , ■ And when you saw his chariot hat appear^ 

Marulhis. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest Have you not made an uniyersal shout, 

brings he home, That Tiber trembled underneath her bssKs,. 

What tributaries follow him to Rome, To hear the replication of your sounds, 

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels ? Made in her concave^shores ? 

You blocks, you stones * you worse than senseless And do you now put on your best attire, 
things! And do you now cull out a holiday. 

Oh ! you hard hearts ! you cruel men of Rome ! And do you now strew do'wers in his way. 

Knew you not Pompey % hlany a time and oft That comes in triumph over Pompey^s blood 

Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements, Be gone ! 

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney tops. Run to your houses, fall upon your kne<;«, 

Your infants in your arms, and there have sat Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 

The live-long day, with patient expectation, That needs must light on this ingratitude. 


It can be no great exaggeration to say% that these lines in the speech of ^lanillos 
are among the most magniheent in the English language. They roil over my minda 
ear like the lordliest notes of a cathedral organ, and yet they succeed iiiimediately 
to the ludicrous idea of a cobbler leading a parcel of fools about tbe streets, in order to 
make them wear out their shoes, and get himself into more work. 


Timon of Athens. — (1610.) — I am at a loss to account for the strong likeness of 
our poet’s misantlrrope to that of Lucian in this tragedy, if tragedy it may be called, 
that leaves us more affected by its comic dialogue than by its tragic conclusion, hroin 
North’s translation of Plutarch he could not have derived a conception of Timon so 
near to that of the Greek iictionist. I have never seen the 3.LS. ojiinedy entitled 
Timon,” which is mentioned by Malone, but I am told that it bears only a slight 
resemblance to Shakspeare s play. Neither will our poet’s probable acquaintance 
with “ Painter s Palace of Pleasure,” in which Timon s story is told, account for the 
iiucian-like appearance of Shakspeare’s hero. Tet there is no proof that Lucian 
had been translated at tins period into Englisb. It is agreeable to remark that, in 
general, our poet’s dramatic power seems to improve with ids adTanciiig years. In 
several of his later masterpieces, the fruitfulness of his fancy remains fresh, Vrhil.-?t: it^ 
fruits are mellowed and enriched by more skilful cultivation. But I cannot su} that 
I consider Timon as one of the proofs of this general observation ; on the coiitrar} £ 
should set it down as an exception. Schlegel puts us off with comparing it to one of 
the biting satires of Juvenal; but a tragedy has no business to resemble a Mtmg 
satire. It contains striking passages, and an amusing portion of cynical phiiusopu} , 
particularly in the conference of the half-rational though hateful cur, Apeinantluife, and 
the human mad dog Timon. But it is far from displaying Shakspeare improved eitiier 
in his philosophy or his philanthropy at the time he wrote it. It is the production of 
his spleen more than of his heart. The interwoven episode of Alcibiades is uninter- 
esting, for it is a moot point whether he or the Athenians were in the wrong. 
Altogether Timon” is a piHar in his theatric fame that might be removed without 
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REMARKS ON THE LIFE AND WRITINGS 


Cymbeline.— ( 1609 .)— The taste of oiirageiio longer listens— either to the minute 
criticisms of Mrs. Lennox, or the trenchant sentence of Dr. Johnson, in disparagement 
of this delightful drama. Both of those impxigners of ‘‘ Cymbeline'' proceeded on a 
principle that is mortally pernicious to our enjoyment of dramatic poetry, namely, 
that, before we allow ourselves to be pleased with a piece of fiction, we ouglit to sift 
and scrutinize, to the uttermost, every ground for our fanciful belief. Tins is a mode 
oidisjyreparing us for the enjoyment of fanciful belief that can be practised in peidection 
only by minds that have not within them the seeds of poetical enjo}nnent ; and in this 
class of mind Johnson may very well pair off with Mrs. Lennox. Both of their souls, 
if they had been rubbed together for a year, could not have produced a spark of 
poetical feeling between them ; and, wiienever they dip their pens in their own hearts, 
they are critical arbitrators against true poetry. 

In order to enjoy the romantic drama, we must accept of the terms on wdiich the 
romantic poet offers ns enjoyment. The outline of his piece in such a poem as Cymhe- 
line’’ will at once show that the scene is placed remotely as to time, in order to soften 
its improbabilities to the imagination by the effect of distance. We all know” that 
in landscapes and landscape-painting the undefined appearance of objects resulting 
from distance has a charm different from that of their distinctness in the foreground ; 
and the same principle holds true in the romantic drama, when the poet avowedly 
leaves his scenes open to the objection of improbability, owdng to the very nature 
of romantic fiction. But the matter-of-fact critics leave no toleration or licence 
for our fanciful credulity. They say you must mathematically prove this or that 
fact, before you can lawfully enjoy the fancy of it. Now this is the converse bxit 
exact semblance of intolerance in religion. The religionists say that you are 
damned, if you doubt; the strait- waistcoat critics tell you that you are a bad judge 
of the drama if you dare to believe, even in fancy, wliat our matliomatics prove 
tD be heresy. 

Of all plays in the world, I think these remarks are particularly applicable to 
Slmkspeare's Cymbeiine. With my heart open to romantic belief, I conscientiously 
suppose all the boldly imagined events of the drama — I am rewarded with the de- 
lightful conceptions of Imogen, of her a-rrival at the cave of her banished brothers, 
with its innumerable beauties, and with its happy conclusion. 

This play is perhaps the fittest in Shakspeare’s whole theatre to illustrate the 
principle, that great dramatic genius can occasionally venture on bold improbabilities, 
and yet not only shrive the offence, but leave us enchanted with the offender. The 
wager of Posthumus, in “ Cymbeiine,’' is a very unlikely one. But let us deal 
honestly with this objection and admit the wager to he improbable ; still v^e have 
enough in the play to make us forget it and more than forgive it. Shakspeare 
foresaw that from this licence he could deduce delightful scenes and situations, and 
he scrupled not to hazard it. The faulty incident may thus be compared to a little 
fountain, which, though impregnated wdth some unpalatable mineral, gives birth to 
a large stream ; and that stream, as it proceeds, soon loses its taint of taste in the 
sweet and maxy waters that join its course. 



SHAKSPEARE’S WILL. 


sideration to be paid to her children, if she have any, and if not, to her executors or 
assigns, she living the said term after my decease:' provided that if such hiisbaiKl as 
she shall at the end of the said three years be married unto, or at any [timel after, 
do sii£S.ciently assure unto her, and the issue of her body,. lands answerable to the por- 
tion by this my will given unto her, and to be adjudged so b^ my executors and over- 
seers, then my will is, that the said hundred and fifty pounds shall be paid to such 
husband as shall make such assurance, to his own use. 


Item^ I give and bequeath unto my said sister Joan twenty pounds, and all my 
wearing apparel, to be paid and delivered within one year after my decease ; and I 
do will and devise unto her the house, with the appurtenances, in Stratford, wherein 
she dwelletb, for her natural life, under the yearly rent of twelve-pence. 


Item^ I give and bequeath unto her three sons, William Hart, Hart, 

Michael Hart, five pounds a piece, to be paid within one year after my decease. 


Item^ I give and bequeath unto the said Elizabeth Hall all my plate, 
broad silver and gilt bowl,) that I now have at the date of this my will. 


Itemi I give and bequeath unto the poor of Stratford aforesaid ten pounds ; to 
Mr. Thomas Combe my sword ; to Thomas Eussel, esq. five pounds ; and to BVancis 
Collins, of the borough of Warwick, in the county of Warwick, gent, thirteen pounds 
six shillings and eight-pence, to be paid within one year after my decease. 


Item^ I give and bequeath to Hamlet [Hamnef] Sadler twenty-six shillings eight- 
pence, to buy him a ring ; to William Reynolds, gent, twenty-six shillings eight-pence, 
to buy him a ring; to my godson, William Walker, twenty shillings in gold; to 
Anthony Nash, gent, twenty-six shillings eight-pence ; and to Mr. John Nash, twenty- 
six shillings eight-pence ; and to my fellows, John Hemynge, Richard Burbage, and 
Henry Cundell, twenty-six shillings eight-pence apiece to buy them rings. 



SHAKSPEARE’S WILL, 


soeyer : to have and to hold all and singular the said premise 
tenances, unto the said Susanna Hall, for and during the term oi 
after her decease to the first son of her body lawfully issuing, i' 
of the body of the said first son lawfully 
second son of her body-iawfully issuing, 
said second son lawfully issuing 
body of the said Susanna lawfully 
said third son lawfully issuing; a. 
remain 


issuing; and tor aeiaiiic oi sucii issue, m wie 
and to the heirs-iiiales of the body of the 
and for default of such heirs, to the tliird son of tlie 
'■ issuing, and to the heirs- males ot tlic body of the 
and for default of such issue, the same so to be and 
to the fourth, fifth, sixth, and seventh sons of her body, lawfully issuing, one 
after another, and to the heirs-males of the bodies of the said fburtb, fifth, sixth, and 
seventh sons lawfully issuing, in such manner as it is beibre limited to bo and wnmun 
to the first, second, and third sons of her body, and to their heirs-males ; and lor de- 
fault of such issue, the said premises to be and remain to my said niece Hall, and 
the heirs-males of her body lawfully issuing ; and for default of such issue, to my 
daughter Judith, and the heirs-males of her body lawfully issuing ; and for default of 
Q-nr-li f.n tbft ricrbt heirs of me the said William Shakspeare tbr ever. 


Item^ I give unto my wife my second best bed, with the furniture. 

Item, I give and bequeath to my said daughter, Judith, my broad silver gilt bowl 
All the rest of my goods, chattels, leases, plate, jewels, and household stuff "whatsoever, 
after my debts and legacies paid, and my funeral expenses discharged, I give, devise 
and bequeath to my son-in-law, John Hall, gent, and my daughter Susanna, his W'iie 
whom I ordain and make executors of this my last will and testament. And I d< 
entreat and appoint the said Thomas Russell, esq. and Francis Collins, gent, to 1 m 
overseers hereof. And do revoke all former wills, and publish this to be my last wil 
and testament. In witness whereof I have hereunto put my hand, tlie day and yea 
first above written. 


WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE. 


Witness to the publishing hereof ^ 


Fra. Collyns, 

Julius Shaw, 

John Robinson, 

Hamnet Sadler, 

Robert Whatcott. 

■ ■ ■ ible ; still ' 

Prohatumfuit testamentum sujjrascriptmn apud London^ co^-fve it. Skro 
Byrde^ Legum Doctore^ %c. mcesimo secundo die mensb and situa^rwo 
1616; juramento Johannis Hall unim esc cid^ de beneym^SiXQQXit. ^ 
potestate^ Susannw Hall^ alt, ex, earn cum gbr, 4'c 

•at of ^ ' 
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TIME OF LIFE AT WHICH SHAKSPEARE MAY BE SUPPOSED 


TO HAVE WRITTEN HIS DRAMAS, 


SHAKSPEARE WAS BORN 


THIRD PART OF HENRY" Y"I, 


COMEDY" OF ERRORS 
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RICHARD n. 


RICHARD III. 
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PLAYERS’ PREFACE 


(FoliOf I 62 i 


TO THE GREAT VARIETY OF READERS, 


•From the most able, to him that .can but spell : there are you nmnbered, we had 
rather you were weighed. Especially, when the fate of all boohs depends iiffOii your 
capacities : and not of your heads alone, but of your purses. "Well ■ it is now publir, 
and you will stand for your privileges, we know : to read, and censure. Do so, but huj 
it first. That doth best commend a book, the stationer says. Tlien, how odd soever 
your brains be, or your wisdoms, make your licence the same, and spare not. Judge 
your six-pen orth, your shillings worth, your five shillings vrorth at a time, or highcT, 
so you rise to the just rates, and welcome. But, whatever you do, buy. Censure i^ill 
not drive a tiade, or make the jack go. And though you be a Magistrate of wit, and sit 
on the' stag© at Blackfriars, or the Cockpit, to arraign plays daily, know, these play.s 
have had their trial already, and stood out all appeals ; and do now come forth 
rather by a decree of court, than any purchased letters of commendation. 


It had been a thing, we confess, worthy to have been wished, that the Aiithur 
himself had lived to have set forth, and overseen his own writings ; but since it bath 
been ordained otherwise, and he by death departed from that right, w’e ]'sray you do 
not envy his friends the office of their care and pain, to have collected and published 
them ; and so to have published them, as where (before) you were abused with divers 
stolen and smreptitions copies, maimed and deformed by the frauds and stealths of 
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My Shakspeake rise ! I mil not lodge^tliee hy 
Chancer, or Spenser, or hid Beaumont lie 
A little further off, to make thee room : 

Thou art a monument mthout a tomb, 

And art alive still, while tiiy book doth live 
And we have wits to read, and praise to give. 

That I not mix thee so, my brain excuses, 

I mean with great, but disproportion’ d Muses : 

For if I thought my judgment were of years, 

I should commit thee surely with tliy peers, 

And tell how far thou didst our Lily outshine, 

Or sporting Kyd, or Marlow’s mighty line. 

And though thou hadst small Latin and less Greek, 

From thence to honour thee, I will not seek 
For names : hnt call forth thund’ring Eschylns, 

Euripides, and Sophocles to us, 

Pacuvius, Accius, him of Gordoua dead, 

To live again, to hear thy buskin tread, 

And shake a stage : or when thy socks were on, 

Leave thee alone for the comparison 

Of all, that insolent Greece, or hanghty Rome 

Sent forth, or since did from their ashes come. 

Trinmpli, my Britain, thou hast one to show, 

To whom ail scenes of Europe homage owe. 

He was not of an age, but for all time I 
And all the Mnses still were in their prime, 

When, like Apollo, he came forth to w^arm 
Our ears, or like a Mercury to charm I 
Nature herself was proud of his designs, 

And joy’d to wear the dressing of his lines ! 

Which were so richly sjuin, and woven so fit, 

As, since, she will vouchsafe no other %vit. 

The merry Greek, tart Aristophanes, 

Neat Terence, witty Plautus, now not please ; 

But antiquated and deserted lie, 

As they were not of nature’s family. 

Yet must I not give nature all ; thy art, 

My gentle Shakspeare, must enjoy a part. 

For though the poet’s matter nature be, 

His art doth give the fashion : and, that he 
Who casts to write a living line, mnst sw’eat, 

(Such as thine are) and strike the second heat 
Upon the !Musos anvil ; turn the same, 

And himself with it, that he thinks to frame ; 

Or for the laurel, he may gain a scorn ; 

For a good poet’s made, as well as born. 

And such wrert thou ! Look how' the father’s face 
Lives in his issue, even so the I'ace 
Of Shakspeare’s mind and manners brightly shines 
In his w^ell torned, and true filed lines : 

In each of w’hich he seems to shake a lance. 

As brandish’d at the eyes of ignorance. 

Sweet Swan of Avon ! what a sight it were 
To see thee in our water yet appear, 

And make those Sights upon the hanks of Thames, 

That so did take Eliza, and our James I 
But stay, I see thee in the hemisphere 
Advanced, and made a constellation there I 
Shine forth, thou Star of poets, and with rage, 

Or influence, chide, or cheer the drooping stage. 

Winch, since thy flight from hence, hath mourn’d like night. 
And despairs day, but for thy volume’s light. 

BEJf JOXSOJf. 
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CW ’niE PORTEAIT OF SHAB:SFB.iHE.. 


IPreJiMim a Frontispiece to ike firM edition pf/kU - W^ 


, TO' THE EE ABEE. 

Tliis figure t liat tlioii here seest -piit,.; - 
It %vas for,gentle ShakspeAee cut, 
‘Wlierein the graver had a strife ■ , 
With .nature, to out-do the life ; - 

O could he hut have drawn Ms wit 
As well in brass, as he has hit 
His face ; the print would then surpass 
Ail that was ever writ in brass ; 

But since he cannot, reader, look 
Not on his picture, but Ms book. 


UPON THE LINES AND LIFE OF THE FAMOUS SCENIC POET, MASTEil 
WILLIAM SHAKSPEARE. ■ 

Those hands which you so clapp’d, go now and wring. 

You Britains brave ; for done are .Shakspeare’s days ; ' ' ' 
His days are done that made the dainty plays, 

Which made the globe of heaven and earth to ring : 

Dry’d is that vein, clry’d is the Thespian spring, 

Turn’d ail to tears, and Phoebus clouds his rays ; 

That corpse, that coffin, now hestick those bays, 

Which crown’d him poet first, then poet’s king. 

If tragedies might any prologue have^, 

All those he made would scarce make one to this j 
Where fame, now that he gone is to the grave, 

(Death’s public tiring-house) the Nuntius is : 

For, though his line of life w'ent soon about, 

The life yet of his lines shall never out. 

HUGH HOLLANB. 


TO THE MEMORY OP THE DECEASED AUTHOR, MASTER W. SHAKSPEARE 

Sbakspeare at length thy pious fellows give 

The world tliy w-orks ; thy wmrks, by which ont-live 

Thy tomb, thy name must : when that stone is rent, 

And time dissolves thy Stratford monument, 

Here we alive shall view thee still ; this book. 

When brass and marble fade, shall make thee look 
Fresh to all ages ; 'when posterity 
Shall loath what’s new, think all is prodigy 
That is not Sakspeare’s, every line, each verse, 

Here shall revive, redeem thee from thy herse. 

Nor fire, nor cank’ring age,— -as Naso said 
Of his,— tiiy wit-fraught book shall once invade : 

Nor shall I e’er believe or think thee dead, 

Though miss’d, until our bankroufc stage be sped 
(Impossible) with some new simn to out-do 
Passions of Juliet, and her Homeo 5”^ 
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Or till I hear a scene more nobly take, 

Than when thy half-sword partying Romaiis spake 
Till these, till any of thy volume’s rest. 

Shall with more fire, more feeling be express’d, 

Be sure, our Shakspeare, thou canst never die, 
But, crown’d wdth laurel, live eternally. 


TO THE JMEMORY OF IMASTER W. SHAKSPBAB-E. 

We wonder’d, Shakspeare, that thou went’st so soon 
From the ^vorld’s stage to the grave’s tiring-room : 
We thought thee dead ; but this thy printed worth 
Tells thy spectators, that thou -went’st but forth 
To enter with applause : an actor’s art 
Can die, and live to act a second part : 

That’s hut an exit of morality, 

This a re-entrance to a plaudite. 


UPON THE EFFIGIES OF MY WOPvTHY FRIEND, THE AUTHOR, MASTER 
' %mLIAM SHAKSPEARE, AND HIS WORKS. ' ' 

Spectator, this life’s shadow is to see 
The truer image, and a livelier he, 

Turn reader : but observe his comic vein, 

Laugh ; and proceed next to a tragic strain, 

Then weep : so, — when thou find’st two contraries, 

Two different passions from thy rapt soul rise, — 

Say, (who alone effect such wonders could,) 

Rare Shakspeare to the life thou dost behold. 


AN EPITAPH ON THE ADMIRABLE DRAMATIC POET, W. SHAKSPEARE. 

Wliat needs ray Shakspeare for his honour’d bones, 

The labour of an age in piled stones ? 

Or that his hallow’d reliques should be hid 
Under a star-}q)ointmg ppamid ? 

Dear son of memory, great heir of fame, 

Wiiat need’st thou such weak witness of thy name ? 

Thou in our wonder and astonishment 
Hast built thyself a live-long monument. 

For wdiilst to th’ shame of slow-endevoring art 
Thy easy numbers flow, and that each heart 
Hath from the leaves of thy unvalued book 
Those Delphic lines wltli deep impression took, 

Then thou our fancy of itself bereartng, 

Dost make us marble with too much conceiving ; 

And so sepulcher’d in such pomp dost lie, 

That kings for such a tomb would wish to die 

JOHN MILTON« ' 
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ON WOKTHY 3fASTEE SHAKSPEABE, AND HIS POEM; 

A mind i*eflecting ages past, wliose clear 
And equal surface can make tilings appear, 
jDistantatkousandyearSjandrepreseBt'.; 

Tiiein in their lively colours, just ejctent.; y •, 

To outrun hasty time, retrieve the fates, 

Roil back the heavens, blow ope the iron gates 
Of death and Lethe, where confused lie 
Great heaps of ruinous mortality : 

In that deep dusky dungeon, to discern 
A royal ghost from churls ; by art to learn 
The physiognomy of shades, and give' 

Them sudden birth, wond’riog liow' oR they live ; 

"What story coldly tells, wliat poets feign. 

At second hand, and picture without brain, 

Senseless and soui-less shews : To give a stage, — 
Ample, and true with life, — voice, action, age, 

As Plato’s year, and new scene of the wmrM, 

Them unto ns, or us to them had hurl’d : 

To raise our ancient sovereigns from, their lierse, 

Make kings Ms subjects ; by exchanging verse 
Enlive their pale trunks, that the present age 
Joys in their joy, and trembles at their rage : 

Yet so to temper passion, that our ears 
Take pleasure in their pain, and eyes in tears 
Both weep and smile j fearful at plots so sad. 

Then laughing at our fear ; abused, and glad 
To be abused ; affected with that truth 
"Which we perceive is false, pleased in tliat rath 
At which we start, and, by elaborate play. 

Tortured and tickled ; by a crab-like wm 
Time past made pastime, and in ugly sort 
Disgorging up his ravin for our sport 
While the plebeian imp, from lofty throne. 

Creates and rules a world, and wmrks upon 
Mankind by secret engines ; now to move 
A cMliing pity, then a rigorous love ; 

To strike up and stroke down, both joy and ire 5 
To steer the affections ; and by heavenly ffre 
jilould us anew, stoFn from ourselves - 
This,— and much more, which cannot be express’d 
But by himself, Ms tongue, and Ms own breast,— 

Was Shakspeare’s freehold ; which Ms cunning brain 

Improv’d by favour of the nine-fold train 

The buskin’d muse, the comick queen, the grand . 

And louder tone of Clio, nimble hand 
And liimblor foot of the melodious pair. 

The sIMer- voiced lady, the most fair 
Calliope, vrhose speaking silence daunts. 

And she whose praise the heavenly body chants : — 
These jointly woo’d him, envying one another 
Obey’d by all as spouse, but lov’d as brother 
And w^rought a curious robe, of sable grave, 

Eresh green, aiM pleasant yellow, red most brave. 

And constant blue, rich purple, guiltless white, 

The lowly russet, and the scarlet bright ; 

Branch’d and embroider’d like the painted spring j 
Each leaf match’d with a flower, and each string 
Of golden mre, each line of silk : there run. ' 

Italian works, w^hose thread the sMem spun | . 
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And tliere did sing, or seem to sing, tlie elioice 
Birds of a foreign note and various voice : 

Here hangs a mossy rock ; there plays a fair 
But chiding fountain, purled : not the air. 

Nor clouds, nor thunder, but were living drawn ; 

Not out of common tiffany or lawn, 

But fine materials, which the Muses know. 

And only know the countries where they grow. 

Now, wdien they could no longer him enjoy, 

In mortal garments pent, — death may destroy, 

They say, his body ; hut his verse shall live, 

And more than Nature takes our hands shall give : 

In a less volume, hut more strongly bound, 

Shakspeare shall breathe and speak ; with laurel crown’d, 
Which never fades ; fed with ambrosian meat, 

In a well-lined vesture, rich, and neat : 

So with this robe they clothe him, bid him wear it ; 

For time shall never stain, nor envy tear it. 

J. M. s. 
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PERSONS EEPRESENTEO. 


Alonso, King r/ Naples. 

Sebastian, hiii brother. 

PnosFEno, the right M Duke 

Antonio, his brother, the marking Duke o/Milan. 

Fep^blnano, son to the King of Napks. 

Gonkalo, an honest otd Counsellor ^/Naiiles. 

Fbancisco, ) 

Caliban, a savage and defvrmcd Slave. 

Tbinculo, a Jester. 

Stephano, a drunken Buffer. 

^fasterofa Skip, Boatswain, and IJariners. 


Mibanba, daughter to Peospebo. 


i Ariel, a/n airg Spirit. 
! iBfs, ^ 

! Ckkes, I 

I Juno, v Spi 

j Kymphs, f 

Meapers, j 


Other Spiriis aiiending cm PaosPEfio. 


SCENE , — The Sea^ with a Ship : afterwards an, unmhahued Island. 





TEMPEST. 


Gob, He'it be hanged yet ; 

Tkougli every drop of water swear against it, 

And gape at wid’^st to glut Mna. 

[^1 confused noise wilMn.]— Mercy on us ! We 
split, we split ’.—Farewell, my wife and children ! 
Farewell, brother!— We split, we split, we split !— 
A nL Let's all sink with the king. 

Seb. Let's take leave of him. 

Gon. Now would I give a thousand furlongs of 
i^ea for an acre of barren ground ; long heath, 
brown furze, any thing : The wills above be done ! 
but I would fain die a dry death. iExii. 

SCENE 11.— -The Island; before the Cell of 

PaOSPERO. 

Enter Prospeeo and Miranda. 

Mira. If by your art, tny dearest father, you have 
Put the wild waters in this roar, allay them : ^ 

The sky, it seems, would pour down stinking pitch, 
But that the sea, mounting to the welkin's cheek, 
Dashes the fire out. O, I have suffer’d 
With those that I saw suffer I a brave vessel, 
had no doubt some noble creatures in her, 
Dash'd all to pieces. O, the cry did knock 
Against my very heart ! Poor souls ! they perish’d. 
Had I been any god of power, I would 
Have sunk the sea within the earth, or e’er 
it should the good ship so have swallowed, and 
The freighting souls within her. 

Be collected ; 

Ko more amazement ; tell your piteous heart, 
There's no harm done. 

Mira, 0, woe the day ! 

Pro. No harm. 

I have done nothing hut in care of thee, 

(Of thee, my dear one ! thee, my daughter !) who 
Art ignorant of what thou art, nought knowing 
Of whence I am ; nor that I am more better 
Than Prospero, master of a full poor cell, 

And thy no greater father. 

Mira, More to know 

Did never meddle with my thoughts. 

Pm. 'Tis time 

I should inform thee further. Lend thy hand, 
And pluck my magic garment from me.— So ; 

{Lays down his manUe. 
Lie there my art.— Wipe thou thine eyes ; have 
comfort. 

The direful spectacle of the wreck, which touch'd 
The very virtue of compassion in thee, 

I have with such provision in mine art 
So safely order’d, that there is no soul — 

No, not so much perdition as an hair, 

Betid to any creature in the vessel 
Which thou heard’st cry, which thou saw’st 
Sit down ; 

For thou must now know further. 

Mira. You have often 

Begun to tell me what I am ; hut stopp’d, 

And left me to a bootless inquisition ; 

Concluding, Stay., not yet . — 

Pro, The hour’s now come ; 

The very minute bids thee ope thine ear ; 

Obey, and be attentive, Can’st thou remember 
A time before we came unto this cell ? 

I d‘) not think thou canst ; for then thou wast not 
Out three^ears old. 

Mira, Certainly, sir, I can. 

Pro, By what ? by gny other house, or person } 


Of any thing the image tell me, that 
Hath kept with thy remembrance. 

Mira. 'Tis far off *5 

And rather like a dream than an assurance 
That my remembrance warrants : Had I not 
Four or five v/omen once, that tended me ? 

Pro. Thou hadst, and more, Miranda : But how 
is it, 

That this lives in thy mind ? What see’st thou else 
la the dark backward and abysm of time ? 

If thou remember'st aught, ere thou cam’st here, 
How thou cam’st here, thou may’st. 

Mira, But that I do not. 

Pro, Twelve years since, Miranda, twelve years 
since, 

Thy father was the duke of Milan, and 
A prince of power, 

Mira. Sir, are not you my father } 

Pro. Thy mother was a piece of virtue, and 
She said— thou wast my daughter ; and thy father 
Was duke of Milan;- and his only heir 
A princess ; no worse issued. 

Mira. O, the heavens! 

What foul play had we, that we came from thence ; 
Or blessed was't, we did ? 

Pro. . Both, both, my girl ; 

By foul play, as thou say’st, were we heaved thence ; 
But blessedly holp hither. 

Mira, O, my heart bleeds 

To think o' the teen that I have turn’d you to, 
Which is from my remembrance I Please you, 
further. 

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call’d Antonio — 
I pray thee, mark me,— that a brother should 
Be so perfidious ! — ^he whom, next thyself, 

Of all the world I loved, and to him put 
The manage of my state ; as, at that time, 
Through all the signiories it was the first, 

And Prospero the prime duke ; being so reputed 
In dignity, and, for the libera) arts. 

Without a parallel : those being all my study, 

The government I cast upon my brother, 

And to my state grew stranger, being transported 
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle — 
Dost thou attend me ? 

Mira. Sir, most heedfuliy. 

Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits, 
Plow to deny them; whom to advance, and whom 
To trash for over-topping; new created [them, 
The creatures that were mine ; I say, or chang'd 
Or else new form'd them; having both the key 
Of officer and office, set all hearts 
To what tune pleased his ear ; that now he vs-as 
The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, 

And suck'd my verdure out on't.. — Thou attend’st 
I pray thee, mark me. [not; 

Mira. 0 good sir, I do. 

Pro. I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicate 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind 
With that, which, but by being so retired, 
O’er-prized all popular i'ate, in niy false brother 
A-waked an evil nature : and my trust, 

Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falsehood, in its contrary as great 

As my trust was; which had, indeed, no limit, 

A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded, 
Not only with what my revenue yielded, 

But what my power might else exact;, — ^like one. 
Who having, unto truth, by telling of it, 

Made such a sinner of his memory, : 
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To credit liis own lie,— lie did believe 
He was the duke; out oft'he substitution,. 

And executinof the outward face of royalty, 

With all prerogative : — ^Hence Ms arnMtion 
Growing, — Dost hear? 

Mira. Your tale, sir, would cure deafness. 

:Fro. To hax’'e, no 'screen between this part he 
And him he playM it for, he needs will be [plajM 
Absolute Milan : Me, poor man !— my library 
Was dukedom large, enough.; of temporal royalties 
He thinks me now incapable: confederates 
,(So dry he was for sway)' with the king of Naples, 
To give him, annual tribute, do him homage ; 
Subject his coronet to his crown, and bend 
The' dukedom, yet unbov/M, (alas, poor Milan !) 
To most ignoble stooping- 

Mira. 0 the heavens 1 

Pro. Mark his condition, .and t'lie event; then 
If tiiis might be a brother. [tell me, 

Mira. I should sin 

To think, but nobly of my grandmother : 

Good wombs have borne bad sons. 

Pro, Now the condition. 

This king of Naples, being an enemy 
To me inveterate, hearkens my brother’’ s suit; 
Which was, that he in lieu o’ the premises, — 

Of homage, and I know not how much tribute, — 
Should presently extirpate me and mine 
Out of the dukedom; and confer fair Milan, 

With all the honours, on my brother; Whereon, 
A treacherous army levied, one midnight 
Fated to the purpose, did Antonio open 
The gates of Milan ; and, V the dead of darkness, 
The ministers for the purpose hurried thence 
Me, and thy crying self. 

Mira. Alack, for pity! 

I, not rememb’ring how I cried out then, 

Will cry it o’er again : it is a hint, 

That wrings mine eyes to it. 

Pro. * Hear a little further, 

And then I’ll bring thee to the present business 
Which now’s upon us ; without the w'hich, this story 
Were most impertinent. 

Mira. Wherefore did they not. 

That hour, destroy us ? 

Pro. Well demanded, wench; 

My tale provokes that question. Dear, they durst 
not ; 

(So dear the love my people bore me) nor set 
A mark so bloody on the business ; but 
With colours fairer painted their foul ends- 
In few, they hurried us aboard a bark ; 

Bore us some leagues to sea; where they prepar’d 
A rotten carcass of a boat, not rigg’d, 

Nor tackle, sail, nor mast; the very rats 
Instinctively had quit it : there they hoist us, 

To cry to the sea that roar’d to us ; to sigh 
To the winds, whose pity, sighing back again, 

Did us but loving wrong, 

Mira. Alack! what trouble 

Was I then to you ! 

Pro. O ! a cherubim 

Tho u wast, tiiat did preserve me \ Thou didst smile, 
Inftised with a fortitude from heaven, 

When I have deck’d the sea with drops fuE salt; 
Under my burden groan’d; which raised in me 
An undergoing stomach, to bear up 
Against what should ensue. 

Mira. How came we ashore ? 

Fro. By Providence divine. 


Some food we had, and some fresh water, that 
A noble Neapolitan, Gonzaio, 

Out of his charity, (who being then appointed 
Master- of this design,) did give us ; witli 
Eich garments, linens, stuffs, and necessaries, 
Which since havesteaded much; so, of his gentleness. 
Knowing I loved my books, he furnish’d me, 
From my own library, with volum.es that 
I prize above my dukedom. 

Mira. ’Would I might 

But ever see that man 1 

Pro. ' Now . I arise : — 

Sit still, and hear the last of our sea-sorrow. 

Here in this island we arrived: and. here ' 

Have I, thy schoolmaster, made thee more profit 
Than other princes can, that have more time 
For vainer hours, and tutors not so careful, 

Mira. Heavens thank you fork! And now, I 
pray you, sir, 

(For stiU ’tis beating in my mind,) your reason 
For raising this sea-storm ? 

Fro. Know thus far forlii.— - 

By accident most strange, bountiful fort'une, ■ 
Now my dear lady, hath mine e'aemie.s 
Brought to this shore; and by my prescience 
I find my zenith doth depend upon 
A most auspicious star; whose mfiuence 
If now I court not, but omit, my fortunes 
WiH ever after droop. — Here cease more questions,: 
Thou art inclin’d to sleep; ’tis a good dulDesa, 
And give it way ; — I know thou can’st not choose . 

'[Mjbasua simps. 

Come away, servant, come : I am ready now ; 
Approach, my Ariel; come. 

Enter Amtfa.. 

Art. All hail, great master ! grave sir, hail ! I come 
To answer thy best pleasure; be’t to ily^ 

To swim, to dive into the fire, to ride 

G,n.the curl’d cloud.s; to thy strong bidding, task 

Ariel, and aE his quality. 

Pro. Hast thou, spirit, ■ 

Perform'd to point- the tempest that 1 badeihee? 
Ari. To every article. 

I boarded the king’s ship: now on the beak, 

Now in the waist, the deck, in €;very cabin, 

I darned amazement; Sometimes, I’d divide, 

And burn in many places ; on the to]t*mRst 
The yards and bowsprit, would I fianie di*tir<.ct]i', 
Then meet, and join: Jove’s lightnings, the pre- 
cursors 

O’ the dreadful thunder-claps, more momentary . 
And sight-out-runnmg were - not : The- fire, ant! 

cracks - ' ___ ' 

Of sulphurous roaring, .the most mighly Neptune 
Seem’d to besiege, 'andmakeMs.bold waves trfcmbl.t‘,' 
Yea, his dread trident shake. 

Fro. ' My brave s|urit ! 

Who was so firm, so constant, - that this^ coll 
Would not infect Ms reason ? 

^rL Not a soul, 

But felt a fever of the mad, and play’d 
Some tricks of desperation ; All, but mariners. 
Plung’d in the foaming brine, and quit the vesscb 
Then alla-firewithine : the king’s son, Ferdhyoid, 
With hair up-staring (then Eke reeds, not hair K 
Was the first man that kap’d ; erkd.Meiiucmpfn, 
And all the dmstk are here / 

Fro^ 'Why, that’s ^y spirit I 

But was not' this nigh shore? 

Ari. ' T>.-> Close by, my 
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Pro, But are they, Ariel, safe ? . . , , , 

fyl Not ahair . perish d ; 

On their sustaining garments not a blemish, ^ 

But fresher than before : and, as thou oad s. me, 

111 troops I have dispersed them bout die isle , 

The king^s son have I landed b\Miim»eif ; 

■ Whom i left cooling of the air with sighs, 

! In an odd angle of the isle, and sitting, 

! His arms in this sad knot. 

\ pZT Of the king’s ship, 

i The mariners, say, how thou hast disposed, 

i \.nd all the rest o' the fleet ? » , . , 

i Safely m harbour 

i Is theking’s ship ; in the deep nook where once 
Thou call’dst me up at midnight to fetch dew _ 

From the still-vex'd Bermoothes, there she s hid : 
The mariners all under hatches stow d ; 

. Whom, with a charm join’d to their safer d labom , 

I have left asleep : and for the rest o the feet, 
Which I dispersed, they all have met again ; 

' And are upon the Mediterranean flote, 

Boundsadly home for Naples ; ^ 

I Supposing that they saw the king s ship wreck d. 

I Andhh great person perish. 

Exactly is perform’d ; bnt there’s more work ; 

What is the time o’ the day ? , . , 

I ■ Past the mid season. ■ 

Pro. At least two glasses : The time ’twist sis 
■ and BOW, . 

3^Iust by us both be spent most preciously. ^ 

■ j' ArL Is there more toil ? Since thou aost .give 
me pains, ^ 

’ Let me remember thee wliat thou hast promis d, 
Which is not yet perform’d me. 

How now? moody? 

What is’t thou can’st demand ? 

Arl liberty. 

PriK Before the time be out ? No more ! 

I jri I pray thee 

Remember, I have done thee worthy service ; 

Told thee no lies, made no mistakings, serv’d ^ 
Without or grudge or grumblings : thou didst 
To bate me a full year. [promise 

I pj.^^ Dost thou forget 

From what a torment I did free thee ? 

' Art. No. 

! Pro. Thou dost; and think’ st 

, It much to tread the ooze of the salt deep ; 

To run upon the sharp wind of the north ; 

To do me business in the veins o’ the earth, 

When it is bak’d with frost. 
j.j-l I do not, sir, [forgot 

Pro. Thou liest, malignant thing! Hast thou 
I The foul witch, Sycorax, who, with age and env^, 

1 Was grown into a hoop ? bast thou forgot her ? 
Ari. No, sir. . ■ . 

Pro, Thou hast : "Where was she born ? 

speak ; tell me. 

i?lrlr"'S,ir,,in'Argier. ' . _ ■ 

p^o. Oh, was she so? I must, 

, Once in a month, recount what thou hast been, 

; Which thou forget’st. This damuM wdtcli, Sycorax, 

■ For mischiefs manifold, and sorceries terrible 

i To enter human hearing, from Argier, _ 

' Ibou know’st, was banish’d ; for one thing she did, 
; They woul^ not take her life : Is not this true ? 

,..„.Jri:.,Ay,, .sir. ' ' 

Pro. This blue-eyed hag was hither brought with 
ciidd,, ■; 


And here was left by the sailors : Thou, my slave, 
As thou report’st thyself, wust then her servant : 
And, for thou wast a spirit too delicate 
To act her earthy and abliorr’d commands, 
Refusing her grand ’bests, she did confine thee, 

By help" of her more potent ministers, 

And in her most immitigable rage, 

Into a cloven pine ; within which rift 
Imprison’d, thou did’st painfully remain 
A dozen years ; within which space she died, 

And left thee there; where thou did’st vent thy 


groans, 

As fast as mill- vv heels strike ; Then was this island, 
(Save for the kon that she did litter here, ^ 

A freckled whelp, hag-born,) not honour’d with 
A human shape. 

AA, Yes; Caliban her son. 

Pro. Dull thing, I say so ; he, that Caliban, 
A¥hom now I keep in service. Thou best know’st 
What torment I did find thee in : thy groaiis 
Did make wolves howl, and penetrate the breasts 
Of ever-angry bears ; it was a torment 
To lay upon the damn’d, which Sycorax 
Could not again undo ; it was mine art, 

When I arriv’d, and heard thee, that made gape 
The pine, and let thee out. 

Ari, I thank thee, master. 

Pro. If thou more murmur’ st, I will rend an oak, 
And peg thee in his knotty entrails, till 
Thou hast howl’d away tw^eive winters. 

Ari. Pardon, master : 

1 will be correspondent to command, 

And do my spriting gently. ^ 

Pro. Do so ; and after two days, 

I will discharge thee. 

Ari. That’s my noble master ! 

What shall I do ? say what ? what shall I do ? 

Pro. Go, make thyself like to a nymph o’ the sea; 
Be subject to no sight but mine ; invisible 
To every eye-ball else. Go, take this shape, 

And hither come in’t : hence, with diligence. 

[Pxii Aries.. 

Awake, dear heart, awake ! thou hast slept well ; 
Awake 1 • . 

Mira. The strangeness of your story put 
Heaviness in me. 

Pro. Shake it off; Come on ; 

We’ll visit Caliban, my slave, who never 
Yields us kind answer. 

Mira. ’Tis a villain, sir, 

I do not love to look on. 

Pro. ' ' But,- as' ’tis, 

We cannot miss him i he does make our fire, 

Fetch in our wood ; and serves in offices 
That profit us. What ho I slave! Caliban! 

Thou earth, thou ! speak. ^ . 

Cal IwUhvi.} There’s wood enough within. 
Pro. Come forth, I say ; there’s other business 
for thee ; 

Come forth, thou tortoise ! when ? 

Re-enter Ariel, like a water-npmpk. 

Fine apparition I My quaint Ariel, 

Hark in thine ear. 

Ari. My lord it shall be done.^ 

Fro. Thou poisonous slave, got by the devil Mm- 
Upon thy wicked dam, come forth I [self 

Enter Caliban. 

Cal As wicked dew as e’er my mother brush’d 
With raven’s feather from un'wholesome fen, 
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Drop on yon both ! a sontli-west blovv on ye, ^’oot it foatly here and there; 

j And blister yon all ob;r, [cramps, sweet sprites, tlie burder 

I Fro, For this, be snre, to-niglit tliou shalfc have Hark, hark! 

I Side-stitCiies that shall pen thy breath up ; urchins tvoivgh, 

: Shall, ror tziat vast ot night that they may work, 

i All exercise on thee ; thou shall be pinch’d Hark, hark l I hear 

As thick as honey-cond'js, each pinch more stinging The strain of strutting chantie 

' Than bees that made them. Cry, Cock-a,-doodle-doo. 

CcfJ. I must eat my dinner. Fer, "VYhere shouid^tliis music b 

This island’s mine, by Sycorax mv mother, [first, the earth ? 

I Which thou tak’st from me. When thou earnest It sounds no more : — and sure it w 
! Thou strok’dst me, and rnad’st much of me ; Some god of the island. Sitting o 
I would’st give me Weeping again the king my father’ 

! Water with berries in’t ; and teach me how This music crept by me upon the v 

, To name the bigger light, and how the less, ^ Allaying both their fury , and my p; 

i That burn by day and night : and then 1 lov’d thee, With its sweet air : thence 1 have i 
j And shew’d thee all the qualities o’ the isle, Or it hath drawn me rather : — ^But 

‘ The fresh springs, brine pits, barren place, and No, it begins again. 

I ' fertile ; ARrar. sin^s. 

j Cursed be I that did so ! — All the charms Full fathom five thy father!; 

Of Sycorax, toads, beetles, bats, light on you ! his hones are coral mad 

! For f am all the subjects that you have, [me ’^hose are pearls that were hi 

I Which first was mine own king; and here you sty that doth i 

' In this hard rock whiles you do keep from me sLcihinj riraSang 

I The rest of the island. ^ Sea-nymphs hourly ring his Iok 

I Fro. Thou most lying slave, 

; Whom stripes may move, not kindness : I have Hark ! now I hear them, —ding 

I used thee, Fer. The ditty does remember n 

j Filth as thou art, -with human care ; and lodged thee This is no mortal business, nor no sc 

; In mine ovm cell, till thou did’st seek to violate That the earth owes ; — I hear it no 

I The honour of my child. j Fro. The fringed curtains of tlii 

; Cal. O ho, O ho 1 — ’would it had been done ! j And say, lyhat thou seest yondb 
! Thou .(iid’st prevent me ; I had peopled else | Mira. Y'hat 

I This isle with Calibans, Lord, how it looks about! Believe 

. Fro, Abhorred slave ; It carries a brave form : — But ’tis ? 

1 Which any print of goodness will not take, Fro, No, wench ; it eats and si 

I Being capable of all ill ! I pitied thee, such senses 

i Took pains to make thee speak, taught thee each As we have, such : This gallant, wl 
I hour Was in the wueck : and but he’s sos 

j One thing or other : when thou did’st not, savage, With grief, that’s beauty’s canker, 
i Know thine own meaning, but would’st gabble like call him 

j A thing most brutish, I endow’d thy purposes A goodly person : he hath lost his f 
I With words that made them known ; But thy vile And strays about to find them, 
r race, [natures Mira. Im 

I Though thou did’st learn, had that in’t which good A thing divine ; for nothing natural 
j Could not abide to be with ; therefore wast thou I ever saw so noble. 

: Deservedly confined into this rock, Fro. It goes on, 

' Who had’st deserved more than a prison. As my soul prompts it: — vSpirit, fi 

Cal. You taught me language ; and my profit on’t free thee 

Is, I know how to curse ; the red plague rid you, Within two days for this. 

For learning me your language I Fer. Most sm 

Fro. Hag- seed, hence ! On whom these airs attend ! — Youehs 

Fetch us in fuel ; and be quick, thou wert best, May know, if you remain upon this 
To answer other business. Shrug’st thou, malice ? And that you will some good instru< 
If thou neglect’st, or dost unwillingly How I may bear me here i My prim 

What I command, I’ll rack thee with old cramps ; Which I do last pronounce, is, O yc 
Fill all thy bones with aches ; make thee roar If you be maid or no ? 

That beasts shall tremble at thy din. Mira. No wonder, 

Cal. No, pray thee ! — But certainly a maid. 

I must obey : his art is of such power, iJside. Fer. My languag? 

[ It would control my dam’s god, Setebos, I am the best of them that speak tli: 

And make a vassal of him. Were I but where ’tis spoken. 

Fro, So, slave; hence! Fro, Hov 

ISxU CAIJIiAN. of Napls 

lie-enter Aiukl invisible, plai/tng and singing f PERnruAsm A single thing, as I am 

foiioming Mm, , To hear thee'speak of Naples : He ^ 

ARIEL'S sovo. ■ Jjg I . layself ^ 

Who with miae eyes, ne'er since at 

Court’sied when you liave, and kiss’d, The feng my father W • a-i n 
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Fpt. Yes, faith, and all his lords ; the duke of 
And his brave sob, beiiig twain. [Milan, 

Pro. The duke of Milan, 

And his more braver daughter, could control thee, 
if HOW’ ’twere lit to do’t: — At the first sight lAslde- 
They have changed eyes : — Delicate Ariel, ^ 

I’ll set thee free for this ! — A w’-ord, good sir ; 

I fear you have dons yourself some wrong : a word. 

3iira. Why speaks my Mher so ungentiy ? This 
Is the third man that e’er I saw ; the first 
That e’er I sigh'd for : pity, move my father 
To be inclined my way ! 

Per^ 0, if a margin, 

And your affection not gone forth, Til make you 
The queen of Naples. 

Pro. Soft, sir ; one word more. — 

They are both in either’s powers ; but this swift 
business 

I must uneasy make, lest too light winning lAside. 
hiake the prize light.— One word more j I charge 
thee, 

That thou attend me : thou dost here usurp 
The name thou ow’.st not ; and hast put thyself 
Upon this island, as a spy, to win it 
From me, the lord on’t. 

Per. No, as I am a man. 

Mira. There’s nothing ill can dwell in such a 
If the ill spirit have so fair an house, [temple : 
Good things will strive to dwell with’t. 

Pro. Follow^ me. — 

[roFum 

Speak not you for him ; he’s a traitor. — Come, 
rii manacle thy neck and feet together : 

Sea-water shalt thou drink ; thy food shall be 
The fresh-brook muscles, wither’d roots, and husks 
M'imreia the acorn cradled : Follow. 

Per. No ; 

I will resist such entertainment, till 

3diue enemy has more power, [/Ic draws. 

Mira. O dear father, 

“Make not too rash a trial of him, for 
He’s gentle, and not fearful. 

Pro. ‘ What, I say, 

My foot my tutor ! Put thy sword up, traitor ; 


Who makest a sliow% but darest not strike, thy con- 
science 

Is so possess’d with guilt ; come from tliy ward ; 
For I can here disarm thee with this stick, 

And make thy weapon, drop. 

Mira. Beseech you, father I 

Pro. Hence ; hang not on my garments. 

Mira. Sir, have pity ; 

I’ll be Iiis surety. 

Pro. Silence 1 one word more 

Shall make me chide thee, if not hate thee. WTiat ! 
An advocate for an impostor ? hush I 
Thou think’st there are no more such shapes as he, 
Having seen but him and Caliban: Foolish wench ! 
To the most of men this is a Caliban, 

And they to him are angels. 

Mira. My affections 

Are then most humble ; I have no ambition 
To see a goodlier man. 

Pro. Come on ; obey : ITo Fkri>. 

Thy nerves are in their infancy again, 

And have lio vigour in them. 

Per. So they are : 

My spirits, as in a dream, are all bound up. 

My father’s loss, the weakness vrhich I feel, 

The wreck of ail my friends, or this man’s threats, 
To whom i am subdued, are but light to me, 
Might I but through my prison once a day 
Behold this maid : all corners else o’ the earth 
Let liberty make use of ; space enough 
Have I, in such a prison. 

Pro. It works ; — Come on.— 

Thou hast done w-ell, fine Ariel ! — Follow me, — 
[Fo Fekd. and Mir. 
Hark, wdiat thou else shalt do me. [2b ABrau. 

Mira. Be of comfort ; 

My father’s of a better nature, sir, 

Than he appears by speech ; this is unwonted, 
Which now came from him. 

Pro. Thou shalt be as free 

As mountain winds : but then exactly do 
AE points of my command. 

Art To the syllable. 

Pro. Come, follow ; speak not for him. ^Exc^lnt 


ACT II. 


SCENE 1.— Another part of the I slmid. 

I ■ Enter Alojmso, Semstiaji, Antokio, Gonzalo, Adbiast, 
i F/iAycisco, and others. 

J Go‘ 1 . ’Beseech you, sir, be merry ; you have cause 
I (So have vre all) of joy ; for our escape 
j Is much beyond our loss : Our hint of woe 
I Is common ; every day, some sailor’s -ivife, 

\ The masters of some merchant, and the merchant, 
j Have just our theme of woe : but for the miracle, 
j I mean our preservation, few in millions 
j Can speak like us : then wisely, good sir, weigh 
I Our sorrow with our comfort. 

I AioJi. Pr’ythee, peace. 

Seh. He receives comfort like cold porridge. 

Ant. The visitor will not give him o’er so. 

Seb. Look, he’s winding up the watch of his wit ,* 
By and by it will strike. 

Gon. 

Seb. One;— Tell 

Gon, Mhen every grief is entertain’d, that’s 
Comes to the entertainer — [offer’d. 


Seb. A dollar. , ' 

Gon. Dolour comes to him? indeed; you have 
spoken truer than you purposed. 

Seb. You have taken it wdselier than I meant 
I Tou should. 

Gojb. Therefore, my lord, — 

A7it, Fye, what a spendthrift is he of his tongue ! 
Alon. I pr’ythee spare. 

Gon. Well, I have done : But yet — 

Seb. He will be talking. 

A7iL Which of them, he, or Adrian, for a good 
wager, first begins to crow ? 

Seh. The old cock. 

Ant. The cockrel. 

Seb. Done : the wager ? 

Ant. A laughter. 

Seb. A match. 

Adr. Though this island seem to be desert, — 
Seb. tia, ha, ha I 
A?it. So, you’ve paid. 

Adr. Uninhabitable, and almost inaccessible, — 
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Married my daughter there ! for, coming thence, 
My son is lost ; and, in my rate, she too, 

Who is so far from Italy removed, 

I ne’er again shall see her. O tlion mine heir 
Of Naples and of Milan, what strange tish 
Hath made his meal on thee ! 

Fran, Sir, he may live ; 

, I saw him beat the surges under him. 

And ride upon their backs : he trod the water, 
Whose enmity he flung"’ aside, and breasted 
The surge most swoln that met him ; his bold head 
’Bove the contentious waves he kept, and oar’d 
Himself with his good arms in lusty stroke 
To the shore, that o’er his wave-worn basis bow'd, 
As stooping to relieve him ; I not doubt. 

He came alive to land. 

Alon, No, no, he’s gone. 

Seh. Sir, you may thank yourself fur this great 
loss ; 

That 'would not bless our Europe with your 
But rather lose her to an African ; [daughter, 
Where she, at least, is banish’d from your eye, 
Who hath cause to wet the grief oii’t. 

Alon. Pr’ythee, peace. 

Seb. You were kneel’d to, and importun’d other- 
By all of us ; and the fair soul herself [wise 

Weigh’d, between iothness and obedience, at 
Which end o’ the beam she’d bow. We have lost 
yonr son, 

I fear, for ever : Milan and Naples have 
More widows in them of this business’ making, 
Than we bring men to comfort them : the fault’s 
Your own. 

Alon. So is the dearest of the loss. 

Gon. My lord Sebastian, 

The truth you speak doth lack some gentleness, 
And time to speak it in ; you rub the sore, 

When you should bring the plaster. 

Seb. Very well. 

Ant. And most chirurgeonly. 

Gon. It is foul weather in us ail, good sir, 

When you are cloudy. 

Seb. Foul weather ? 

Ant. Yery foul. 

Gon. Had I plantation of this isle, my lord, — 
Ant. He’d sow it with nettle-seed. 

Seb. Or docks, or mallows. , 

Gon. And were the king of it, What would I do ? 
Seb. ’Scape being drunk, for want of wine. i 
Gon. V the commonwealth, I would by con- 
traries 

Execute all things : for no kind of traffic 
Would I admit ; no name of magistrate ; 

Letters should not be known ; no use of service, 

Of riches, or of poverty j no contracts, 

Successions ; bound of land, tilth, vineyard, none : 
No use of metal, corn, or -wine, or oil : 

No occupation ; all men idle, all 

And women too ; but innocent and j)ure : 

No sovereignty 

Seb. And yet he would be king on’t. 

Ant. The latter end of his commonwealth forgets 
the beginning. [duce 

Gon. All things in common nature should pro- 
Without sweat or endeavour : treason, felony, 
Sword, pike, knife, pxn^ or need of any engine, 
Would I not have; but nature should bring forth. 
Of its own kind, all foison, all abundance, , 

To feed my innocent people. 

Seb. No marrying ^mong his subjects ? 


Ant. He could not miss it. 

Adr. It must needs be of subtle, tender, and de- 
licate temperance. 

Ant. Temperance was a delicate wench. 

Seb. Ay, and a subtle ; as he most leai-nedly 
delivered. 

Adr. The air breathes upon us here most sweetly. 

Seb. As if it had lungs, and rotten ones. 

Ant. Or, as ’tw'ere perfumed by a fen. 

Gon. Here is every thing advantageous to life. 

J7it. True ; save means to live. 

Srb. Of that there’s none, or little. 

Gon. How lush and lusty the grass looks I how 

Ant. The ground, indeed, is tawmy. [green ! 

Seb. "With an eye of green in’t. 

Alii. He misses not much. 

SA). No ; he doth but mistake the truth total!}'. 

Gon. But the rarity of it is (which is indeed ai- 
most beyond credit) — 

Seb. As many vouch’d rarities are. 

Gon. That our garments, being, as they were, 
drenched in the sea, hold, notwithstanding, their 
freshness and glosses ; being rather new dyed, than 
stained with salt water. 

Ant. If but one of his pockets could speak, 
would it not say, he lies ? 

Sebr Ay, or very falsely pocket up his report. 

Gon. Metliinks,*’ our garments are now as fresh, 
as when put them on first in Africk, at the mar- 
riage of the king’s fair daughter Ciaribel to the 
Mug of Junis. 

Seb. ’Twas a sweet marriage, and we prosper 
well in our return. 

Adr. Tunis was never graced before with such 
a paragon to their queen. 

Gon. Not since 'widow Dido’s time. 

Ant. Y/ido'w ? a pox o’ that ! How came that 
widow in ? Widow Dido 1 

Seb. What if he had said, widower jEneas too ? 
good lord, how yon take it! 

Adr, Widow Dido, said you ? you make me 
study of that : She was of Carthage, not of Tunis. 

Gon. This Tunis, sir, was Carthage. 

Adr. Carthage ? 

Gon. I assure you, Carthage. 

Ant. His word is more than the miraculous harp, 

Seb. He hath raised the wall, and houses too. 

A7tt. What impossible matter will he make easy 
next } 

Seb. I think he ■will carry this island home in 
his pocket, and give it his son for an apple. 

Ant. And, sowing the kernels of it in the sea, 
bring forth more islands. 

.Ay I 

Ant. Why, in good time. 

Gon. Sir, we were talking, that our garments 
seem now as fresh, as when we were at Tunis at 
the marriage of your daughter, who is now queen. 

Ant. And the" rarest that e'er came there. 

Seb. ’Bate, I beseech you, widow Dido. 

Ant. O, widow Dido ; ay, widow Dido. 

Gon. Is not, sir, my doublet as fresh as the first 
day I wore it ? I mean, in a sort. 

Ant. That sort was ■well fish’d for. 

Gon, When X wore it at your daughter’s marriage ? 

Alon. You cram, these -words into mine ears, 
against 

The stomach of ray sense ; ’Would I had never 
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1 Ant. None, man ; all idle ; wliores and knaves. 

I Gon, I wonM'witli sncli perfection govern, sir, 

j To excel the golden age. ^ 

I ’Save his majesty I 

i Ant Long live Gonzalo I 
i Qqyi^ And, do yon mark me sir ? — 

Alon. Pr Vthee, no more : thon dost talk nothing 
to me. 

i . Gotl I do well believe your highness ; and did 
. it to minister occasion to these gentlemen, who are 
of such sensible and nimble lungs, thac they aiii ays 
I nse to langh at nothing. 

‘ Jnt. ’Twas von we iangh’d at. 

' . Gon. Who, m this kind of merry fooling, am 

* nothing to yon : so yon may continue, and laugh 
; at nothing still. 

Ant. Wh^ a blow was there given ? . 

I, Sek An it had not fallen flat-long. 

• Gem. Yon are gentlemen of brave mettle ; yon 
I would lift the moon out of her sphere, if she would 
I coatiane in it five weeks without changing. 

i Enter AnrEi. tminUe, playing solemn music. ^ 

I ' Seh,. We would so, and then go a bat-fowling. 
Ant. Kay, good my lord, be not angiy. 

Gm. Ko, I w^arrant you ; I will not adventure 
my discretion so weakly. Will you laugh me 
asleep, for I am very hea^y ? • 

'Ant . ' Go sleep, and hear us. 

sleep but Alok. See. and Atsr. 
A ion. ■ What, all so soon asleep I I wish mine eyes 
. j. Would, with themselves, shut up my thoughts : I 
i Thev are inciined to do so. [hnd 

S“eh. Please you, sir, 

Do not omit the hea\y offer of it : 

It seldom visits sorrow ; wdien it doth, 

It is a comforter. 

Ant W^’e two, my lord, 

Wbil guard your person, wiile you take your rest, 

! ' And watch your safety. 

! Alo7i. Thank you: wondrous heavy. — 

i [Alonso sleeps- Exit xIeiel. 

Sek What a strange drowsiness possesses them ? 
A7ii. It is the quality o’ the climate. 

' Sek ^ . Why 

Doth it not then our eye-lids sink ? 1 find not 

! ‘Myself disposed to sleep, 

; A7it Kor I ; my spirits are nimble. 

I They fell together all, as by consent ; 

! They dropp’d, as by a thunder-stroke. W’hat might, 

^ W'orthv Sebastian what might ?— >Ko more : — 

; And yet, methinks, I see it in thy face, 

; W’bat thou shoiild’st be : the occasion speaks thee : 
i IMy strong imagination sees a crown [and 

I Dropping upon thy head. 

Sek " WTiat, art thou waking ? 

I Ant Do you not hear me speak ? 

I Sek I do ; and, surely, 

i It is a sleepy language ; and thou speak’ st 
j Out of thy sleep : What is it thou did’st say ? 

, This is a strange repose, to he asleep 
; Witli eyes wide open *, standing, speaking, moving, 
J And yet so fast asleep, 
i Ant Noble Sebastian, 

; Thou lett’st thy fortune sleep — die rather : wink’st 
I Whiles thou art waking. 

{ Sek Thou dost snore distinctly ; 

; There’s meaning in thy snores. 

! Atit I am more serious than my custom : you 
I Must be so too, if heed me 5 which to do 
■ : | Trebles thee o’er. 


Seh. \Yei], I am standing water. 

A7it. Ill teach you how to flow. 

Seb. Do so : to ebb,, 

Hereditary sloth instructs me. 

Ant O, 

If vou but knew, how you the purpose cherish, 
wTiiles thus you mock it I how, in stripping it, 

You more invest it I Ebbing men, indeed, 

Most often do so near the bottom run, 

By their own fear, or sloth. 

Seb. Pr’ytliee, say on : 

The setting of thine eye, and cheek, proclaim 
A matter from thee ; and a birth, indeed, 

W^hich throes thee much to yield. 

Ant. Thus, sir : 

Although this lord of w^eak remembrance, this 
(W'ho shall be of as little memory, 

When he is earth’d) hath here almost persuaded 
(For he’s a spirit of persuasion only,) 
the king, Ms son’s alive : ’tis as impossible 
That h&'s undrown’d, as he that sleeps here, swims. 

Seb. I have no hope 
That he’s undrown’d. 

Afit. O, out of that no hope, 

What great hope have you I no hope, that way, is 
Another way so Mgli an hope, that even 
Ambition cannot pierce a wink beyond, 

But doubts discovery there. Will you grant, with 
That Ferdinand is drown’d ? [me, 

Seh. He’s gone. 

Ant Then, tell me, 

Who’s the next heir of Naples ? 

Seb. Claribel.^ 

Ant. vShe that is queen of Tunis : she that dwells 
Ten leagues beyond man’s life ; she that from 
. Naples 

Can have no note, unless the sim were post 
(The man i’ the moon’s too slow,) till new-born 
chins 

Be rough and razorable ; she, from whom 
: We were all sea- swallow’d, though some cast again ; 

And, by that, destined to perfoi-m an act, 

I Whereof what’s past is prologue; what to come. 

In yom -3 and my discharge. 

Sek What stuff is this ? — How say you r 

’Tis true, my brother’s daughter’s queen of Tunis ; 
So is she heir of Naples ; ’twLxt which regions 
There is some space. 

Ant. A space whose every cubit 

Seems to cry out, IIoiv shall that Claribel 
Measu7'e us hack to Naples ? — Keep in Tunis, 
And let Sebastian w’ake ! — Say, this were death 
That now hath seized them ; why, they were no 
worse 

Than now' they are t There be, that can rule Naples, 
As well as he that sleeps ; lords, that can prate 
As amply and unnecessarily 
As this Gonzalo ; I myself could make 
A chough of as deep chat. O, that you bore 
The mind that I do ! what a sleep were this 
For your advancement I Do you understand me ? 
Sek Methinks, I do. 

Ant And how does your content 

Tender your owm good fortune ? 

Seb. I remember, 

You did supplant your brother Prospero. 

Ant ^ True: 

And, look, how well my garments sit upon me ; 
Much feater than before : My brother’s servants 
Were then my fellows, now they are my men. 
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Seb.. But, lor your conscience— 

Aid. Ay, sir ; where' lies that ? if it were a kybe, 
’Twould put me to my slipper, : , But I feel not 
This deity in my bosom, ; twenty consciences, 
That stand me and .Milan, candied be they, 

And melt, ere they molest I Here lies your brother. 
No better than the earth he lies upon, 

If lie were that wliicli now he’s like : whom I, 
With this obedient steel, „three .iiiclies of it,. „ 

Can lay to bed for ever : whiles you, doing thus, . 
To the" perpetual wink for aye might, put . 

Tliii ancient morsel, this sir Prudence, who 
Should not upbraid our course. For all the rest. 
They’ll take suggestion, as a cat laps milk ; 

They’ll tell the clock to any business that 
We say behts the lioui\ 

Seb." Thy case, dear friend, 

Shall be my precedent ; as tfiou arott’st AI.iIan, 
i’ll come by Naples. Draw thy sword : one stroke 
■Shall free thee from the tribute which thou pay’st ; 
And I the king shall love thee. 

A )d. D ra?r together : 

And when I rear my hand, do you the like, 

To fiill it on Gonzalo. 

Seb. O, but one word. 

IThey converse apart. 

Music. Ite-cntcr Ariel, invisible. 

JrL My master through his art foresees the 
danger 

That these, his friends, are in ; and sends me forth, 
(For else his project dies,) to keep them living. 

■ * [.Sings in Goxzalo’s ear. 

Wiile you here do snoring lie, 

Opon-oyed conspiracy 
I-Iis f ime doth take : 

If of life jwi keep a care, 

Shako off slmnher, and beware : 

Awake I Awake .' 

Atit. Then let us both be sudden. 

Go7u Now, good angels, preserve the king ! 

[Thep awake. 

Alon. Why, how now, ho ! awake I Why are 
jQM draw’n ? 

Wherefore this ghastly looking ? 

Goii. W'hat’s the matter ? 

Seh. MTiiles we stood here securing your repose, 
Even now, we heard a hollow burst of bellowing 
Like bulls, or rather lions ; did it not wake you ? 
It struck mine ear most terribly. 

Alon. I heard nothing. 

Ant. O, Twas a din to fright a monster’s ear ; 
To make an earthquake ! sure it was the roar 
Of a whole herd of lions. 

AJon. Heard you this, Gonzalo ? 

Co7i. Upon mine honour, sir, I heard a humming, 
And that a strange one too, which did aw'ake me : 
i shaked you, sir, and cried : as mine eyes open’d, 
I saw their weapons drawm : — there was a noise, 
That’s verity : ’Best stand upon our guard ; 

Or that we quit this place ; let’s dra,w our weapons. 
Alon. Lead off this ground; and let’s make 
farther search 
For my poor son. 

Gon. Fleavens keep him from these beasts 1 
For he is, sure, F the island. 

Ahn. Lead away. 

An, Prosper© my lord shall know what I hare 
done : [Aside. 

So, king, go safely on to seek thy son# 


SCENE II. — Another pari of the Island. 

Enter Cajliban, tviih a burden ofimod. 

A noise of thunder hea rd. 

Cal. Ail the infections that the sun sucks up 
From bogs, fens^ Hats, on Prosper fall, and make 

him 

By ■inch-meal a disease ! His spirits' hear me, 
And yeti needs .must caarse. But tlieyll nor pinch, 
■Fright roe with urchin shows, pitch me i’ the mire, 
Nor lead me, like a fire-brand, in the dark 
Out of my way, un.less he bid them ; but ■ 

For every trifle are they set upon me : 

Sometimes like apes, that moe and chatter at me, 
And after, bite me ; then like hedge-hogs, which 
Lie tumbling in my bare-foot way, and mount ' 
Their pricks at my foot-fall ; sometime am I 
All wound with adders, who, with cloven tongues, 
Do hiss me into madness : — Lo 1 now ! lo ! 

Enter Tbivculo. 

Here comes a spirit of his ; and to torment me, 
For bringing wood in slowly : I’ll fall fiat ; 
Perchance, he will not mind rae. 

Trin. Here’s neither bush nor slirab, to bear 
off any weather at all, and another storm brewing ; 

I hear it -sing i’ the wind : yond same black clo^ud, 
yond huge one, looks like a foul burabard that 
would shed his liquor. If it should thunder, as i t 
did before, I know not where to hide my head : 
yond same cloud cannot choose but fall by pailfuls. 
— What have we here ? a man or a fish r dead or 
alive ? A fish : he smells like a fish : a very ancient 
and fish-like smell ; a kind of, not of the newest, 
Poor- John. A strange fish ! Were I in England 
now, fas once I was,) and had but this fish printed, 
not a holiday fool there but would give a piece of 
silver : there would this monster make a man ; any 
strange beast there makes a man : when they vrill 
not give a doit to relieve a lame beggar, they will 
lay out ten to see a dead Indian. Legg'd like a 
man 1 and Ms fins like arms ! Warm, o’ my troth ! 

I do now let loose my opinion, hold it no longer; 
this is no fish, but an islander, that hath lately 
suffered by a thunder-bolt. [ Thunder.} Alas ! 
the storm is come again : my best way is to creep 
under his gaberdine ; there is no other shelter here- 
about : Misery acquaints a man with strange bed- 
fellows. I will here shroud, till the dregs of the 
storm be past. 

Enter Stephano, singing ; a bottle in his hmuL 
STB. I slutll no more to sea, to sea. 

Here shall I the a-shore r , 

This is a very scurvy ■tune 'to sing, at a nian/s 
funeral : Well, here’s my comfort. [LAaks. 

The master, the swahbor, the hoatbwairi, and 1. 

The gunner, and his mate, 

Hov’d Mall, Meg, and Marian, and Murgory, 

■But none of. .usuar’Afor Kate.: .■,■ .„ 

Kor she had a tongue with a tang, 

Would cry to a sailor, tro, hung f 
She lov’d not the savour of tar nor of pitch, 

Yet a tailor might scratch her wherG-e’er she did iteh : 
Tiien to.kja, hoys, and let her go hang. 

This is-a scurvy toe.toov .But here’s .my.co.mfort, .. 

' . [JOrinki. 

Cal. Pp not torment me : Oh I 
Ste. , What’S'the matter ? Have we’f cwils here ? 
Do you put tricks upon us with savages, and meo 
of Inde?, )Hal I have not ’scaped drowning, to 
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j be afeard now of your four legs ; for it bath been 
said, As proper a man as ever went on four legs, 

1 cannot make him give ground : and it shall be said 
so again, while Stephano breathes at nostrils. 

Cal, The spirit torments me : Oh ! 

Ste, This is some monster of the isle, v,dth four 
legs : who hath got, as I take it, an ague : Where 
the devil should he learn our language ? I will give 
him some relief, if it be but for that : If I can re- 
cover him, and keep him time, and get to Naples 
with liiro, he’s a present for any emperor that ever 
trod on neat’s-leather. 

Cal Do not torment me, pr’ythee ; 

Pi! bring my wood home faster. 

Ste, He’s in his ht now; and does not talk after 
the wisest. He shall taste of my bottle : if he have 
never drunk wine afore, it will go near to remove 
Ills fit. If I can recover him, and keep him. tame, I 
will not take too much for him : he shall pay for 
him that hath him, and that soundly. 

Cal. Thou dost me yet but little hurt ; thou wilt 
Anon, I know it by thy trembling ; 

: Now Prosper works upon thee. 

Ste, Come on your ways ; open your mouth ; 
here is that which will give language to you, cat ; 

' open your mouth : this will shake your shaking, I 
can tell you, and that soundly : you cannot tell 
who’s your friend : open your chaps again. 

Tf hi, I should know that voice : It should be — 
But he is drowned ; and these are devils : Oh ! 
defend me ! — 

Ste. Four legs, and two voices ; a most delicate 
monster ! His forward voice now is to speak well 
of his friend ; his backward voice is to utter foul 
speeches, and to detract. If all the wine in my 
bottle will recover him,! will help his ague : Come 
— Amen ! I will pour some in thy other mouth. 

Tfin. Stephano, — 

j Ste, Doth thy other mouth call me ? Mercy 1 
mercy ! This is a devil, and no monster : I will 
ioave him : I have no long spoon. 

Trin. Stephano ! — ^if thou beest Stephano, touch 
me, and speak to me ; for I am Trinculo ; — be not 
afeard,— tliy good friend Trinculo. 

Ste. If thou beest Trinculo, come forth ; I’ll 
pull thee by the lesser legs ; if any be Trincuio’s 
legs, these are they. Thou art very Trinciil% in- 
deed : How cam’st thou to be the siege of this 
moon-calf? Can he vent Trinculos ? 

Trin. I took him to be killed with a thunder- 
stroke : — But art thou not drowned, Stephano ? I 
hope now, thou art not drowned. Is the storm 
over-blown ? I hid me under the dead moon-calf s 
gaberdine, for fear of the storm. And art thou 
living, Stephano ? 0 Stephano, two Neapolitans 
’scaped! , . 

Ste. Fr’ythee, do not turn me about; my sto- 
mach is not constant. 

Cal. These be fine things, an if they be not 
sprites, ■ 

That’s a brave god, and bears celestial liquor : 

I will kneel to him. ' 

Ste, How did’st thou ’scape? how cam’st thou 
hither? swear by this bottle, how thou cam’st 
hither. I escaped upon a butt of sack, which the 
sailors heaved over-board, by this bottle ! which I 
made of the bark of a tree, with mine own hands, 
since I^was’^bast a-shore. 

^ Ctzl.' ril sweaiy upon that bottle, to be thy 
i rue subject ; for the Hquor is not earthly. 

Ste. Here ; sw^ear then how thou escap’dst 

Trm, Swam a-shore, man, like a duck ; I can 
swim like a duck, I’ll be sworn. 

Ste. Here, kiss the book: Though thou canst 
swim like a duck, thou art made like a goose. 

Trin. 0 Stephano, hast any more of this ? 

Ste. The whole butt, man ; my cellar is in a rock 
by the sea-side, where my wine is hid. How now 
moon-calf ? how does thine ague ? 

Cal. Hast thou not dropped from heaven ? 

Ste. Out o’ the moon, I do assure thee : I was 
the man in the moon, when time was. 

Cal, I have seen thee in her, and I do adore 
thee ; 

My mistress shewed me thee, thy dog, and bush. 

Ste. Come, swear to that ; kiss the book : 1 will 
furnisb it anon with new contents : swear. 

Trin. By this good light this is a very shallow 
monster I afeard of him ? a very weak monster ; 
—The man i’ the moon ! — a most poor credulous 
monster: Well drawm, monster, in good sooth. 

Cal. I’ll shew thee every fertile inch o’ the 
island ; 

And kiss thy foot ; I pr’ythee, be my god. 

Trin. By this light, a most perfidious and 
drunken monster ; when his god’s asleep, he’ll rob 
bis bottle. 

Cal. I’ll kiss thy foot : I’ll swear myself thy 
subject. 

Ste. Come on then ; down and swear. 

Trin. I shall laugh myself to death at this 
puppy-headed monster : a most scurvy monster ! 

I could find in my heart to beat him,— 

Ste. Come, kiss. * 

Trin. — ^but that the poor monster’s in drink ; 
An abominable monster ! 

Cal. I’ll shew thee the best springs ; I’ll pluck 
tbee berries ; 

I'll fish for thee, and get thee wood enough. 

A plague upon the tyrant that I serve ! 

Ill bear him no more sticks, but follow thee, 

Thou won d’rous man. 

Trin. A most ridiculous monster I to make a 
wonder of a poor drunkard. 

Cal. I pr’ythee, let me bring thee where crabs 
_grow ; , 

, And I with my long nails will dig thee pig-nuts ; 

Show thee a jay’s nest, and instruct thee how 
; To snare the nimble marmozet ; I’ll bring thee 

To clust’ring filberds, and sometimes X’ll get thee 
Young sea-mells from the rock : Wilt thou go 
with me ? 

Ste. I pr’ythee now, lead the way, without any 
more talking. — Trinculo, the king and ail our com- 
' pany else being drown’d, we will inherit here. — 

I Here; bear my bottle. Fellow Trinculo, we’II fill , 
him by and by again. 

Cal. F aTew€U.f master : farewell, farewell. 

{Bings drimlienly. 

Trin. A howling monster ; a drunken monster. 
Cal. No more dams Fll make for fishi 

Nor fetch in firing 

At requiring, 

N or scrape trenchering, nor wash dish ; 
’Ban ’Ban, Ca — Caliban, 

Has a new master — Get a neto man. 
Freedom, hey-day ! hey-day, freedom ! freedom, 
hey-day, freedom I 

Ste. 0 brave monster 1 lead the way. {Exeunt 
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More that I may call men, than yon, good friend. 
And my dear father : how features are abroad, 

I am skill-less of; bat, by my modesty, 

(The jewel in my dower,) 1 w^ould not wish 
Any companion in the world but you ; 

Nor can imagination fiX'ni a shape, 

Beside yonrself, tojike of — But 1 prattle 
Something too wildly, and my father’s precepts 
Therein forget. 

Fer. I am, in my condition, , 

A prince, Miranda ; I do think, a king ; 

(I would, not so l) and w'ould no more endure 
This wooden slavery, than I would suffer 
The desh-hy blow my mouth. — Hear my soul 
The very instant that I, saw you, did [speak — 
My heart dy to your service ; there resides, 

To make me slave to it ; and for your sake, 

Am 1 this patient log-man. 

Mira. Do you love me ? . 

Fer. O heaven, O earth, bear witness to this 
sonnd, 

And crown wdiat I profess with kind event, 

If I speak true ; if hollowly, invert 
What best is boded me, to mischief ! I, 

Beyond all limit of what else i’ the world. 

Do love, prize, honour you. 

Mira. I am a fool, 

To weep at what I am glad of. 

Fro. Fair encounter 

Of two most rare affections 1 Heavens, rain grace 
On that which breeds between them I 

Fer. ’"Wherefore weep you ? 

3f ii'a. At mine nnworthiness, that dare not offer 
What I desire to give ; and much less take, 

What I shall die to want — But this is triding ; 

And all the more it seeks to hide itself, 

The bigger bulk it shows. Hence, bashful cun- 
And prompt me, plain and holy innocence ! [ning ; 

I am your wife, if you vdll marry me ; 

If not, ru die your maid : to be your fellow 
You may deny me ; bnt I’ll be your servant, 
Whether you will or no. 

Fer. My mistress, dearest, 

And I thus humble ever. 

Mira. My husband then ? 

Fer, Ay, with a heart as willing 
As bondage e’er of freedom : here’s my hand. 

Alira. And mine, with my heart in’fc' : . And now 
farewell, 

Till half an hour hence. 

Fer. A thousand I thousand t 

l^EMunt Feb. and | 

Pro. So glad of this as they, I cannot be, 

Who are surprised with all ; but my rejoicing 
At nothing can be more. I’ll to my book $ 

For yet, ere supper time, must I perform 
Much business appertaining. 


SCENE 1. — Fbospeeo’s CcU. 

Enter FEnna’ANn, hearing a tog. 

Fer. There be some sports are .painful ; but their 
labour 

Delight in them sets off: some kinds of baseness 
Are nobly iindergo.ae.; and most poor matters 
Point to 'rich .ends. This my mean task would be 
A s heavy to me, as Tis odious ; but , 

The, mistress, which I serve,. quickens what’s dead, 
iliid makes my labours, pleasures : Oh. she is 
Ten dimes more gentle than her father’s crabbed ; 
And he’s composed of harshness. I must remove 
So,me thousands of these logs, and pile them up, 
•Upon, a sore injunction : My sweet mistress 
Weeps when she sees me work ; and says, such 
baseness 

Had ne’er like executor, I forget : 

Eut these sw’eet thoughts do even refresh my la- 
Most busy-less, w^en I do it. [hours ; 

Enter 3IiKANi>A, and Peospbro at a distance. 
Mira. Alas, now ! pray you, 

Work not so hard : I would the lightning had 
Burnt up those logs, that you are enjoin’d to pile ! 
Fray, set it down, and rest you : when this burns, 
’Twill vreep for having wearied you : My father 
Is hard at study ; pray now, rest yourself; 

He’s safe for these three hours., 

Fer. O most dear mistress, 

The suq will set, before I shall discharge 
What I must strive to do. 

3iira, If you’ll sit down, 

I’ii bear your logs the while : Pi'ay, give me that : 
I Ml carry it to the pile. 

Fer. No, precious creature : 

I had rather crack my sinews, break my back, 
Than you should such dishonour undergo, 

.While I sit lazy by. 

3iira, It would become me 

As well as it does you : and I should do it 
With much more ease ; for my good will is to it, 
And yours against. 

Pro. Poor w’orm ! thou art infected ; 

This visitation shows it. 

Mira, You look wearily. 

Fer. No, noble mistress ; ’tis fresh morning 
.with .me, 

When you are by at night. I do beseech you, 
(Chiefly, that I might set it in m-y prayers,) 

What is your name ? 

3'Iira. Miranda : — O my father, 

I have broke your ’best to say so i 
Fer. Admired Miranda I 

Indeed, the top of admiration ; worth 
What’s dearest to the world ! Full many a lady 
I have eyed with best regard ; and many a time 
The harmony of their tongues hath into bondage 
Brought my too diligent ear : for several virtues 
Have I liked several women ; never any 
With so full soul, but some defect in her 
Did quarrel with the noblest grace she ow'ed, 

And put it to the foil : But you, O you, 

So perfect, and so peerless, are created 
Of every creature’s best 

3Iira. X do not know 

One of my sex I no woman’s face remember, 

Save, from my glass, mine own j nor have X seen 


SCENE II. — Another part of the Islmid. 

Enter Bvephano and Tbijkcujlo ; Cai^itban foUomng with 
a boUtc. 

Ste. Tell not me ; — when the butt is out, we 
will, -drink .water j not a drop befor^i th^erefore 
bear' 'Up, and" board 'em ; Servant-monster, drink 
to me» 
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Trm. SeiTant-moDster ? tlie folly of this island ! 
They say, there’s but fiTe upon this isle: we are 
three of them ; if the other two be brained like ns, 
the state totters. 

Ste, Drink, serrant-monster, when I bid thee ; 
thy eyes are almost set in thy bead. 

Trki. Where should they be set else ? he were 
a bra ve monster indeed, if they were set in his tail. 

Sie. My man-monster path drowned his tongue 
ill sack : for my part, the~sea cannot drown me : I 
swam, ere I could recover the shore, hve-and-thirty 
leagues, oTand on, by this light. — Thou shalt be 
roy lieutenant, monster, or my standard. 

Trbi. Your lieutenant, if you list; he’s no 
standard. 

Ste. We’il not run, monsieur monster. 

Trin. Nor go neither : but you’ll lie, like dogs ; 
and yet say nothing neither. 

Ste. Moon -calf, speak once in thy life, if thou 
beest a good moon-calf. 

Cal. How does thy honour ? Let me lick thy 
shoe : 

Fll not seiwe Mm, he is not valiant. 

Trin. Thou Best, most ignorant monster ; I am 
in case to justle a constable : why, thou deboshed 
hsli thou, was there ever a man a coward, that hath 
drank so much sack as I to-day ? Wilt thou tell 
a monstrous lie, being but half a fish, and half a 
monster ? 

Cal. Lo, how he mocks me ! wdlt thou let him, 
my lord ? 

Trin. Lord, quoth he!— that a monster should 
be such a natural ! 

Cai. Lo, lo, again ! bite him to death, I pr’ythee. 

Ste, Trincuio, keep a good tongue in vourhead : 


Cal What a pied ninny’s this ? Thou scurv 
patch ! — 

I do beseech thy greatness, give him blows, ' 
And take his bottle from him : when that’s gone 
He shall drink nought but brine ; for I’ll not sIiot 
W here the quick freshes are. 

Ste. Trincuio, rim into no further danger : in. 
terrupt the monster one word further, ancL by tlii' 
hand, I’ll turn my mercy out of doors, and make ^ 
stock-fish of thee. 

T rm. Why, what did I ? I did nothing ; I’ll o-c 
further off. o & 

Ste. Didst thou not say, he lied ? 

Ari. Thou liest. 

Ste. Do I so ? take thou that. [Strikes him] 
As you like this, give me the lie another time. 

Trin. I did not give the lie Out o’ your wits 
and hearing too A pox o’ your bottle ! this 
can sack and drinking do. — A murrain on youx 
monster, and the devil take your fingers ! 

Cal. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Ste. Now, forward with your tale. Pr’vtliee 
stand further off*. ^ ’ 

Cal. Beat him enough : after a little time, 

1 11 beat him too. 

Ste. Stand further.— Come, proceed. 

Cal. Why, as I told thee, ’tis a custom with him 
I the afternoon to sleep : there thou may’st brain 
Having first seized his books ; or with a log Tbim, 
Batter his skull, or paunch him with a stake! 

Or cut his wezand with thy knife : Remember, 
hirst to possess his books ; for without them 
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Ste. If thou beest a man, shew thyself in thy 
likeness : if thou heest a devil, take’t as thou list. 

' Trin. O, forgive me. my sins! 

Ste, He that dies, pays all. debts.: I defy thee : — 
Mercy upon us ! 

Cat Art thou afeard ? 

Ste. No, monster, not I.' 

Cal. Be not afeard ; the isle is full of noises, 
Sounds, and sweet.. airs, that give delight, and hurt 
Sometimes a thousand twanglinginstruments [not. 
Will hum' about mine ears ; and someti.mes voices, 
That, if I then had waked after long sleep, 

Will make me sleep again ; and then, in dreaming, 
The clouds, methought, would open and shew 
.riches 

Ready to drop upon me : that, when I waked, 

I cried to. dream again. 

Sie. This will prove a brave kingdom to me, 
where I sliall have my .m.usic for nothing. 

. Cal When Prospero is destroyed. 

' Ste. That shall be by and by : I remember the 
story. 

Trin. The sound is going away : let’s follow it, 
and after, do our work. 

Ste. Lead, monster , we’ll follow. — I would 1 
could see this tahorer : he lays it on. 

Trin. Wilt come.? I’ll follow, Stephano. 


SCENE HI. — Another part of the Island. 
Enter Alonso, Sebastian, Antonio, Gonsalo, Adrian, 
Francisco, and others. 

Gon. By’r lakin, I can go no further, sir ; 

My old bones ache : here’s a maze trod, indeed, 
Through fortli-rights and meanders 1 by your pa- 
I needs must rest me. [tience, 

Alon, Old lord, I cannot blame thee, 

Who am myself attach’d with weariness, 

To the dulling of my spirits : sit down and rest. 
Even here I will put off my hope, and keep it 
No longer for my iiatterer : he is drown’d, 

Whom thus we stray to find : and the sea mocks 
Our frustrate search on land : Well, let liim go. 
Ant. j am right glad that he’s so out of hope. 

lAside to Sebastian. 

Do not, for one repulse, forego the purpose 
Tliat you resolved to effect, 
j Seb. The next ad-iintage 

j Will we take thoroughly. 

Ant. Let it he to-night ; 

: For, now they are oppress’d with travel, they 
! Will not, nor cannot, use such vigilance, 
i As when they are fresh. 

j Seb. I say to-night ; no more, 

i Solemn and strange music; and above tin^ 

j visible- Enter several strange shapes, bringing in 

; a banquet ; they dance about it with gentle actions 

* o/salutationf and inviting the King, ^c., to eat, they 

I depart. 

! Alon. MTiat harmony is this ? my good friends, 

; hark ! 

I Gon. Marvellous sweet music ! 

j Alon. Give us kind keepers, heavens ! What 
I were these ? 

I Seb. A living drollery : Now I will believe, 

I That there are unicorns : that, in Arabia 
I There is one tree, the phoenix’ throne ; one phcenix 
I ' At this hour reigning there, 
i Ant. I’ll believe both j 

; And what does else want credit, come to me. 


And I’ll be s worn ’tis true : travellers ne’er did lie, 
Though fools at home condemn them. 

Gon. . . If in Naples 

I should report this now, would they believe me ? 
If I should say, I saw such islanders, 

(For, certes, these are people of the island,) 

Who, thoughthey areof monstrous shape, yet, note, 
Their manners are more gentle-kind, than of 
Our human generation you shall find 
Many, nay, almost any.^ 

Pro. Honest lord, 

Thou hast said well ; for some of you there present 
Are worse than devils. IJside. 

Alon. I cannot too much muse, 

Such shapes, such gesture, and such sound, ex- 
pressing 

(Although they want the use of tongue,) a kind 
Of excellent dumb discourse. 

Pro. Praise in departing. 

Fran. They vanish’d strangely. 

Seb. No matter, since 

They have left their viands behind ; for we have 
stomachs. — 

Wiirt please you taste of w^hat is here ? 

Alon. Not L 

Gon. Faith sir, you need not fear : 'When we 
were boys. 

Who would believe that there were mountaineers, 
Dew-lapp’d like bulls, whose throats had hanging 
at them 

"Wallets of flesh ? or that there were such men, 
Whose heads stood in their breasts ? '^vhich now 
we find, 

Each putter-out on five for one, will bring us 
Good warrant of. 

Alon. I will stand to, and feed, 

Although my last : no matter, since I feel, 

The best is past : — Brother, my lord the duke, 
Stand to, and do as we. 

Thunder and lightning. Enter Artel like a harpjy ; 
daps his wings upon the table, and with a quaint 
device, the banquet vanishes. 

Ari. You are three men of sin, whom destiny 
(That hath to instrument this lower world, 

And what is in’t,) the never-surfeited sea 
Hath caused to belch up ; and on this island 
Where man doth not inhabit ; yon ’mougst men 
Being most unfit to live. I have made you mad ; 

{Seeing Alon. Seb. draw their swords. 
And even with such like valour, men hang and 
drown 

Their proper selves. Yon fools ! I and my fellows 
Are ministers of fate ; the elements, 

Of whom your swords are temper’d, may as well 
WMund the loud winds, or with bemock’d-at stabs 
Kill the still-closing waters, as diminish 
One dowle that’s in my plume ; my fellow-ministers 
Are like invulnerable ; if you could hurt, 

Your swords are now too massy for your strengths, 
And will not be uplifted : But, remember, 

(For that’s my business, to you,) that you three 
From Milan did supplant good Prospero : 

Exposed unto the sea, which hath requit it, 

Plim, and his innocent child : for which foul deed 
The powers, delaying, not forgetting, have 
Incensed the seas and shores, yea, all the creatures, 
Against your peace : Thee, of thy son, Alonso, 
They have bereft ; and do pronounce lif' me, 
LingYJng.-perdition’ (worse than any death ' 
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ACT IV, 


Can be at once,) shall step by step attend [from 
Yon and your ways ; whose wraths to guard you 
(Which here, in this most desolate isle; else falls 
Upon your heads,) is nothing, but heart’s sorrow, 
And a clear life ensuing. 

He vanishes in thunder : then, to soft music, enter the 
Shapes again, and dance with mops and mows, and 
carry out the table. 

Fro, {Aside.} Bravely the figure of this harpy 
hast thou r- 

Perform^, my Ariel ; a grace it had, devouring : 
Of my instruction hast thou nothing 'bated, 

In what thou hadst to say : so, with good life, 

And observation strange, my meaner ministers 
Their several kinds have done ; my high charms 
And these, mine enemies, are so knit up [work, 
In their distractions : they now are in my power ; 
And in these fits I leave them, whilst I visit 
Young Ferdinand, (who they suppose is drown’d,) 
And his and my loved darling. 

PaosPBRo/rojJt a&uye. 
Gon. I' the name of something holy, sir, why 
In this strange stare r [stand you' 


Alon.t Ot it is monstrous I monstrous ■ 

Methought, the billows spoke, and told me of it ; 
The winds did sing it to me ; and the thunder, 
That deep and dreadful organ-pipe, pi'onounced 
The name of Prosper ; it did bass my trespass. 
Therefore my son i’ the ooze is bedded ; and 
i'll seek him deeper than e’er plummet sounded, 
And with him there lie mudded. lExit 

Seb. But one fiend at a time. 

I'll light their legions o'er. 

AnL ni be thy second. 

lExeunt BmL and Ant. 
Gon. All three of them are desperate; their 
great guilt, 

Like poison given to work a great time after, 

Now ’gins to bite the spirits -I do beseech you 
That are of suppler joints, follow them, swiltiy, 
And hinder them from what this ecstacy 
May now provoke them to. 

Adr, Follow, I pray you. 

E.icuut 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I . — Before Prospebo's Cell, 

Enter Phospbro, Ferdinand, a^id Miranda. 

Pro. If I have too austerely punished you, 

Your compensation makes amends ; for 1 
Have given you here a thread of mine own life. 

Or that for which I live ; whom once again 
I tender to thy hand : all thy vexations 
W ere but my trials of thy love, and thou 
Hast strangely stood the test: here, afore Heaven, 
I ratify this my rich gift. 0 Ferdinand, 

Do not smile at me, that I boast her off, 

For thou shalt find she will outstrip all praise, 

And make it halt behind her. 

Fer. I do believe it, 

Against an oracle. 

Fro. Then, as my gift, and thine own acqtiisition 
Worthily purchas'd, take my daughter: But 
If thou dost break her virgin knot before 
All sanctimonious ceremonies may 
With full and holy rite be minister’d. 

No sweet aspersion shall the heavens let fall 
To make this contract grow : but barren hate, 
Sour-eyed disdain, and discord, shall bestrew 
The union of your bed with weeds so loathly, 

That you shall hate it both : therefore, take heed, 
As Hymen’s lamps shall light you. 

Fer. As I hope 

For quiet days, fair issue, and long life, 

AYith such love as 'tis now ; the murkiest den, 
The most opportune place, the strong’st suggestion 
Our worser Genius can, shall never melt 
Mine honour into lust ; to take away 
The edge of that day’s celebration, 

When I shall think, or Phoebus’ steeds are founder’d, 
Or night kept chain’d below. 

Fro. Fairly spoke I 

Sit then, and talk with her, she is thine own. — 
What, Ariel ; my industrious servant Ariel ! 

Enter Ariel. 

AtL WSat would my potent master? here I am. 


Fro. Thou and thy meaner fellows your last 
service 

Did worthily perform ; and I must use you 
In such another trick : go, bring the rabble, 

O’er whom I give thee power, here, to this place : 
Incite them to quick motion ; for 1 must'" 

Bestow upon the eyes of this young couple 
Some vanity of mine art ; it Is my promise, 

And they expect it from me. 

Ari. Presently ? 

Fro, Aye, with a twink. 

Ari. Before you can say, Coftw, and , 

And breathe twice ; and cry, m, m ; 

Each one, tripping on his toe, 

Will be here with mop and mowe : 

Do you love me, master ? no. 

Pro. Dearly, my , delicate Ariel : Do not ap- 
proach, 

Till thou dost hear me call. 

Ari. Well I conceive. [lAr^t 

P?' 0 . Look, thou be true : do not give dalliance 
Too much the rein : the stronge.st oaths are straw 
To the fire i’ the blood : be more abstemious, 

Or else, good night your vow \ 

Fer. ‘ I warrant you, sir. 

The white cold virgin sno%v upon my heart 
Abates the ardour of my liver. 

Fro. Well.— 

Now’’ come, my Ariel : bring a corollary, 

Rather than want a spirit : appear, and pertly. — > 
No tongue ; all eyes ; be silent. ISaft music. 

A Masque. Enter Iri.h. 

Iris. Ceres, most bounteous lady, thy rich leas 
Of wheat, rye, barley, vetches, oats, and pease ; 
Thy turfy mountains, w'here live nibbling sheep, 
And fiat meads thatch'd with, stover, then'i to keep ; 
Thy banks with peonied and lilied brims, 

Vv hich spongy April at thy 'best betrims, 

To make cold nymphs chaste crowns ; and thy 
broom groves, 

Whose shadow the dismissed bachelor loves. 
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SCENE I. 


Being lass-lom ; tliy pole- dipt vineyard f 
And thy sea-marge, steril, and rocky-hard, 

Where thou thyself dost air : The queen o' the sky, 
Whose watery arch, and messenger, am I, 

Bids thee leave these ; and with her sovereign grace, 
Here on this grass-plot, in this ¥ery place, 

To come and sport : her peacocks fly amain ; 
Approach, rich Geres, her to entertain. 

. Enter Cbres. 

Cer, Hail many-colour' d messenger, that ne'er 
Dost disobey the wife of Jupiter ; 

Who, with thy saffron wings, upon my flowers 
Diffusest honey drops, refreshing showers ; 

And with each end of thy blue bow dost crown 
My bosky acres, and my unshriibb'd down, 

Rich scarf to my proud earth; Why hath thy queen 
Summon’d me hither, to this short-grass'd green ? 

Iris. A contract of true love to celebrate ; 

And some donation freely to estate 
On the Mess’d lovers. 

Cer. Tell me, heavenly bow, 

If Venus, or her son, as thon dost know. 

Do now attend the queen ? since they did plot 
The means, that dusky Dis my daughter got, 

Her and her blind boy’s scandal’ d company h 
I have forsworn. I 

Iris. Of her society f 

Be not afraid ; I met her deity J 

Cutting the clouds towards Paphos ; and her son 
Dove-drawn with her : here thought they to have 
done 

Some wanton charm upon this man and maid, 
Whose vows are that no bed-rite shall be paid 
Till Hyraeu's torch be lighted ; but in vain ; 
Mars's hot minion is return'd again ; 

Her waspish-headed son has broke his arrows, 
Swears he will shoot no more, but play with spar- 
And be a boy right out. [rows, 

Cer, Highest queen of state, 

Great Juno comes ; I know her by her gait. 

Enter Juno. 

Jun, How does my bounteoussister ? Go with me, 
To bless this twain, that they may prosperous be, 
And honour’d in their issue. 

SONG. 

Jaw.— Honour, riches, marriage-blessing, 

Long continuance, and increasing, 

Hourly joys be still upon you ! 

Juno sings her blessings on you. 

Earth’s increase, and foison plenty, 

Bams and garners never empty ; 

Tines, with elust’ring bunches growing ; 
Plants, with goodly burden bowing ; 

Spring come to yoti, at the farthest. 

In the very end of harvest I 
Scarcity and want shall shun you ; 

Ceres’ blessing so is on you. 

Fer. This is a most majestic vision, and 
Harmonious charmingly : May I be bold 
To think these spirits ? 

Fro. Spirits, which by mine art 

I have from their confines called to enact 
My present fancies. 

Fer. Let me live here ever ; 

So rare a wonder'd father, and a wife, 

Make this place Paradise. 

[Juno and Ceres whisper, and send Ibis on 
employment. 

Fro. ' Sweet now, silence ; 

Juno and Ceres whisper seriously; 


There’s something else to do : hush, and be mute, 
Or else our spell is marr’d. 

Iris, You nymphs, call'd Naiads, of the wan- 
d’ring brooks, 

With your sedged crowns, and ever harmless looks, 
Leave your crisp channels, and on this green land 
Answer your summons : Juno does command. 
Come, temperate nymphs, and help to celebrate 
A contract of true love ; be not too late. 

Enter ceiltam Nymphs. 

Yon sun-burn’d sicklemen, of August weary, 

Come hither from the furrow, and be merry ; 
Make holy-day : your rye-straw hats put on, 

And these fresh nymphs encounter every one 
In country footing. 

Enter certain Keapers, properly habited they join 
with Nvmphs in a graceful dance / towards the aid 

whereof ViMSP-BKO starts suddenly, and speaks ,• after 
which, to a strange, hollow, and confused noise, they 
heavily vanish. 

Fro. {Aside.} I had forgot that foul conspiracy 
Of the beast Caliban, and his confederates, 
Against my life ; the minute of their plot 
Is almost come. — [ To the spirits.} Weil done ; — 
avoid ; — no more. 

Fer, This is most strange : your father's in some 
That works him strongly. ’ [passion 

Mira, Never till this day, 

Saw I ham touch'd with anger so distemper’d. 

Pro, Yon do look, my son, in a moved sort 
As if yon were dismay’d : be cheerful, sir : 

Our revels now are ended : these our actors, 

As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air ; 

And, like the baseless fabric of this vision, 

The cloud-capp'd towei's, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 

Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve ; 

And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 

Leave not a rack behind We are such stuff 
As dreams are made of, and^.our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep.’;— Sir, I arn vex’d ; 

Bear with my weakness ) my old brain is troubled. 
Be not disturb’d with my infirmity : 

If you be pleased, retire into my cell, 

And there repose ; a turn or two ITl walk, 

To stiU my beating mind, 

Fer. Mira. We wish your peace. 

lEi^eimt. 

Pro. Come with a thought : — I thank you : — 
Ariel, come. 

Efiter Ariel. 

Ari. Thy thoughts I cleave to : What’s thy 
Pro. Spirit, [pleasure ? 

We must prepare to meet with Caliban. [Ceres, 
Ari, Ay, my commander ; w’hen I presented 
I thought to have told thee of it ; but I fear’d, 

Lest I might anger thee. 

Pro. Say again, where didst thou leave these 
varlets ? [drinking : 

Ari. I told you, sir, they were red-hot with 
So full of valour, that they smote the air 
For breathing in their faces ; beat the ground 
For kissing of their feet ; yet always bending 
Towards their project : Then I beat my tabor, 

At which, like unback'd colts, they prick'd their, 
ears, 

Advanced their eye-Hds, lifted up their noses, 

As they smelt music ,* so I charm’d theJ^ eaj-s, 

That, calf-like, they my lowing follow’d, through 
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Tooth’d hriersi sharp furzes, pricking goss, and 
thorns, 

Which enter’ d their frail shins : at last I left them 
I’ the filthy mantled pool heyond yciir cell, 

There dancing up to the chins, that the foul lahe 
O’er stunk their feet. 

Pro. This was well done, my bird ; 

Thy shape invisible retain thou still : 

The trumpery in my house, go, bring it hither. 

For stale to catch these thieves. r-r> ■, 

An. ^ I go, I go. 

Pro. A devil, a born devil, on whose nature 
Nurture can never stick ; on whom my pains, 
Humanely taken, all, all lost, quite lost • 

And as, with age, his body uglier grows, 

So his mind cankers : I will plague them all, 

Re-enter Ariel loaden with glistering apparel, 

Even to roaring Come, hang them on this line. 

Prospero ajid Ariel remain invisible. Enter Caliban, 
Stephano, and Trinculo, all wet. 

Cal. Pray you tread softly, that the blind mole 
may not 

Ht'ar a footfall : we now are near his cell. 

Hte. Monster, your fairy, which, you say, is a 
harmless fairy, has done little better than played 
the Jack with us. 

Trin. Monster, I do smell all horse-piss ; at 
which my nose is in great indignation. 

Ste. So is mine. Do you hear, monster? If I 
should take a displeasure against you ; look you, — 
Trin. Thou wert but a lost monster. 

Cal. Good my lord, give me thy favour still : 
Be patient, for the prize I'll bring thee to 
Shall hood- wink this mischance : therefore speak 
softly, 

Alps hush’d as midnight yet. 

Trm. Ay, hut to lose our bottles in the pool — 
Sie. There is not only disgrace and dishonour 
in that, monster, but an infinite loss. 

Trm. That’s more to me than my wetting : yet 
this is your harmless fairy, monster. 

Sie. I will fetch off my bottle, though I be o’er 
ears for my labour. 

Cal. Pr’ythee,myking, be quiet: Seest thou here, 
This is the mouth o' the cell : no noise, and enter. 
Do that good mischief, which may make this island 
Thine own for ever, and I, thy Caliban, 

For aye thy foot-licker. 

Sie. Giveme thyhand : I do begin to have bloody 
thoughts. 


Trin. O king Stephano ! O peeu* 1 () worthy 
Stephano ! look, what a wardrobe liere is for tliee ! 

Cal. Let it alone, thou fool ; it is but trash. 

Trin. O, lio, monster ; we know" what belongs 
to a frippery ; — O king Stepliaiio ! 

Sie. Put off that gown, Trinculo ; by this liand, 
I’ll have that gown. ^ 

Trin. Thy grace shall have it. 

Cal. The dropsy drown this fool ! what do you 
To doat thus on such luggage ? Let’s along, [mean, 
And do the murder first : if he awake, 

From toe to crown he’ll fill our skins with pinches ; 
Make us strange stuff. 

Sie. Be you quiet, monster.— M,istress line, is 
not this my jerkin ? Now is the jerkin under tlie 
line : now, jerkin, you are like to lose your hair, 
and prove a bald jerkin. 

Trin. Do, do : We steal by line and level, an’t 
like your grace. 

Sie. I thank thee for tliat jest : here’s a ganmmt ! 
for’t ; wit shall not go unrewarded, wliile I am 
king of this country : Steal Inj line and leeel, is an 
excellent pass of pate; there’s another garment 
for’t. 

Todn. Monster, come, put some lime upon your 
fingers, and away with the rest. 

Cal. I will have none on’t : we shall lose our 
And all be turn’d to barnacles, or to apes [time, 
With foreheads villanous low. 

Sie. Monster, lay-to your fingers ; help to bear, 
this away, where my hogshead of wine is, or I’ll 
turn you out of my kingdom : go to, carry this. 

Trin. And this. 

Sie. Ay, and this. ** 

A noise of hunters heard. L'nf r divers SpmtS.^ nt 
shape of hainuis., and hunt them about. PaosefiRO 
and Ariel, setting them on. 

Pro. liej, Mountain, hoy I 

Ari. Silver! tlicre it goes, /tS'l/rcr/ 

Pro. Fury^ Fury ! there, TV/mn/, there ! hark, 
hark ! [C'.u.. Sti;. and Tkin. are driven out. 

Go, charge my goblins that tliey grind tludr joints 
With dry convulsions ; shorten up their sinews 
With aged cramjis ; and more pinch-spotted make 
Than pard, or cat o’ mountain, [them, 

Ari. Hark, t'ln?y roar. 

Pro. Let them be hunted soundly : At this hour 
Lie at my mercy all mine enemies : 

Shortly shall ail my labours end, and thou 
Shalt have the air at freedom : for a little. 

Follow, and do me service. IKeenat. 


ACT V. 


SCENE 1.— -Before the Cell of Prospeho. 

Enter Prospebo in his magic robes ,. and Ariel, 
Pro. Now does my project gather to a head : 
My charms crack not ; my spirits obey ; and lime 
Goes upright with his carriage. How’s the day ? 

ArL On the sixth hour ; at which time, my lord, 
You said our work should cease. 

Pro. I did say so, 

When fi.rst I raised the tempest, Say, my spirit, 
How fares the king and his ? 

Ari. CordlnM together 

In the s^ine fashion as you gave i? ciiarge, 

Just as you left ihem, sir ; all priftoners 


In the lime-grove which weather-fends your cell ; ■ 

They cannot budge, till your release. The king, | 
His brother, and yours, abide all three distractcal ; j 
And the remainder mourning over them, : 

Brim-full of sorrow and dismay ; but chielly ■ 

Him you termed, sir, The good old lord, Gonzalo; j 
His tears run down liis beard, like winter’s <lrops | 
From eaves of reeds : your charm so strongly works i 
them, 

That if you now beheld them, your affections 
Would become tender. 

Pro. Dost thou think so, sjiirit ? 

Ari. Mine would, sir, wci-e X human. 

Pro. And mine shall. 



TEMPEST. 


Hast thou, which art but air, a touch, a feeling 
Of their afflictions ? and shall not myself, 

One of their kind, that relish all as sharply, 
Passion as they, be kindlier moved than thou art ? 
Though with their high wrongs I am struck to the 
quick, 

Yet, with my nobler reason ’gainst my fury 
Bo I take part ; the rarer action is 
In virtue than in vengeance : they being penitent^ 
The sole drift of my purpose doth extend 
Not a frown further : Go, release them, Ariel; 

My charms I’ll break, their senses I’ll restore. 
And they shall be themselves. 

Ari. I’ll fetch them, sir. lExiL 

Pro. Ye elves of hills, brooks, standing lakes, 
and groves ; 

And ye, that on the sands with printless foot 
Do chase the ebbing Neptune, and do fly him, 
When he comes hack ; you demy-puppets, that 
By moon-shine do the green-sour ringlets make, 
Whereof the ewe not bites ; and you, whose pastime 
Is to make midnight-mushrooms ; that rejoice 
To hear the solemn curfew; by whose aid 
(Weak masters though ye be,) I have be-dimm’d 
The noontide sun, call’d forth the mutinous winds, 
And ’twixt the green sea and the azured vault 
Set roaring war : to the dread rattling thunder 
Have I given fire, and rifted Jove’s stout oak 
With his own bolt : the strong-based promontory 
Plave I made shake ; and by the spurs pluck’d up 
The pine and cedar : graves, at my command, 
Have waked their sleepers ; oped, and let them forth 
By my so potent art : But this rough magic 
There Shjure : and, wl^en I have required 
Some heavenly music, (which even now I do,) 

To work mine end upon their senses, that 
This airy charm is for, I’ll break my staff, 

Bury it certain fathoms in the earth, 

!And, deeper than did ever plummet sound, 

I’ll drowm my book. ISokmn music. 

Re-e7iter Ariel : after Mm, Alonso, with a f rantic gesture, 
attended hy Gonzalo ; Sebastian and Antonio in like 
manner, attended hy Adrian and Francisco : they all 
enter the circle which Prospero had made, and there 
stand cha^'med / rehich Prospero observing, speaks. 

A solemn air, and the best comforter 
To an unsettled fancy, cure thy brains, 

Now useless, boil’d within thy skuE ! There stand, 

For you are spell-stopp’d. 

Holy Gonzalo, honourable man, 

Mine eyes, even sociable to the show of thine, 

Fall feilowly drops. — ^The charm dissolves apace ; 
And as the morning steals upon the night, 

Melting the darkness, so their rising senses 
Begin to chase the ignorant fumes that mantle 
Their clearer reason. — O my good Gonzalo, 

My true preserver, and a loyal sir 
To him thou follow’ st ; I will pay thy graces 
Home, both in word and deed. — Most cruelly 
Didst thou, Alonso, use me and my daughter : 

Thy brother was a furtherer in the act ; — 

Thou’rt pinch’d for’t now, Sebastian Flesh and 

blood, 

You brother mine, that entertain ambition, 
Expell’d remorse and nature ; who, with Sebastian, 
(Whose inward pinches therefore are most strong,) 
Would here have kill’d your king; I do forgive 
thee, 

Unnatural though thou art ! — Their understanding 
Begins to swell ; and the approaching tide 


\'V'ill shortly fill the reasonable shores, 

That now lie foul and muddy. Not one of them. 
That yet looks on me, or would know me: — Ariel, 
Fetch me the hat and rapier in my cell ; 

lExit Ariel. 

I will dis-case me, and myself present, 

As I was sometime Milan : quickly, spirit ; 

Thou shalt ere long be free. 

Amsh re-enters, singing, and helps to attire Prospero. 
Ari. Where the hee sucic.s, there suck I ; 

In a cowslip’s hell I lie : 

There I couch when owls do cry. 

On the hat’s hack I do fly, 

After summer, merrily : 

Merrily, merrily, shall I live now, 

Under the hiossom that hangs on the hough. 

Pro. Why, that’s my dainty Ariel : I shall miss 
thee ; 

But yet thou shalt have freedom : so, so, so. — 

To the king’s ship, invisible as thou art : 

There shalt thou find the mariners asleep 
Under the hatches ; the master, and the boatswain , 
Being awake, enforce them to this place ; 

And presently, I pr’ythee. 

Ari. I drink the air before me, and return 
Or e’er your pulse twice beat. lExit Ariel. 

Gon. All torment, trouble, wonder, and amaze- 
ment 

Inhabits here : Some heavenly power guide us 
Out of this fearful country ! 

Pro. Behold, sir king, 

The wronged duke of MHan, Prospero : 

For more assurance that a living prince 
Does now speak to thee, I embrace thy body ; 

And to thee, and thy company, I hid 
A hearty welcome. 

Alon. Whe’r thou beest he, or no, 

Or some enchanted trifle to abuse me, 

As late I have been, I not know : thy pulse 
Beats, as of flesh and blood ; and, since I saw thee, 
The affliction of my mind amends, with which, 

I fear, a madness held me : this must crave 
(An if this be at all,) a most strange story. 

Thy dukedom I resign ; and do entreat 
Thou pardon me my wrongs : — But how should 
Be living, and be here [Prospero 

Pro. First, noble friend, 

Let me embrace thine age ; ivhose honour cannot! 
Be measured or confined. 

Gon. Whether this be, 

Or be not, I’ll not swear. 

Pro. You do yet taste 

Some subtil ties o’ the isle, that will not let you 
Believe things certain: — Welcome, my friends, 
all:— 

But you, my brace of lords, were I so minded, 

[_Aside to See. and Ant 
I here could pluck his highness’ frown, upon you*. 
And justify you traitors ; at this time 
I’ll tell no tales. 

Seb. The devil speaks in him. [Aside 

Pro. . ' No : , 

For you, most wicked sir, whom to call brother 
Would even infect my mouth, I do forgive 
Thy rankest fault ; all of them ; and require 
My dukedom of thee, which, perforce, I know, 
Thou must restore. 

Alon. If thou beest ProsfKsro, 

Give us particulars of thy preservation • 

^How thou hast met us h^e, who three hours since 


1 



mm 






'r* 


tempest. 


my father 


I chose her, when I could not a: 

For his advice, nor thought 1 ha 
Is daughter to this, famous duke of Milan, 
Of whom so often I have heard renown. 
But never saw before ; of whom I have 
Received a second life, and second father 
This lady makes him to me. 

jilon. I am liers : 

But O, how oddly will it sound, that I 
Must ask my cliild forgiveness ! 

PfQ^ There, s 

Let us not burden our remembrances 
With a heaviness that's gone. 

Gon. _ ^ ink 

Or should have spoke ere tliis. Loi>k do 
And on this couple drop a blessed erowu; 
For it is you, that have elialkhi fonh the ’ 
Which brought us hitlier ! 

Alon. " * Ameu, ( 

Goii. Was Milan thrust from Milan, th:it 
Should become kings of Abiplv's ? O, 
Beyond a common joy ; and set it down 
With gold on lasting piihirs : In one voy: 


How sharp the point of this remembrance is j 

Mv dear son Ferdinand. 

“pfQ I am woe for t, sir. 

Alon, Irreparable is the loss ; and patience 
Savs it is past her cure. 

I rather think, 

You have not sought her help ; of whose soft grace 
For the like loss, I have her sovereign aid, 

And rest myself content. ^ 

You the like loss ? 

Fro. *As great to me, as late; and, portable 
To make the dear loss, have I means muchw^eaker 
Than you may call to comfort you ; for I 

Have lost my daughter. 

Alon. ^ daughter ? 

O heavens ! that they were living both in Naples, 
The king and queen there 1 that they were, I wish 
Myself were mudded in that oozy bed 
Where my son lies. When did you lose your 
daughter ? . 

Pro. In this last tempest. I perceive, these 
At this encounter do so much admire, [lords 
TUpi- tbp.v devour their reason; and scarce think 


0 look, sir, look, sir ; here 

1 prophesied, if a gallows W' 

This fellow could not tlrowri 
That swear' st gr, ace ti’erhoar 
Hast thou no mouth by lau 

Boats. The best news is,tl 
Our king and company : th 
Whi(;h, but three glasses since, we g; 
Is tight, and yare, and hravidy rigg 
We tirst put out to sea. 

Afi. Sir, all, this 

Have I done since I went. 

Pro. My tricksy 

Alon. These arc not natural 
strengthen, 

From strange to stranger : — Say. 

Boats. If I did think, sir, I wei\ 
I’d strive to tell you. were de: 
And (how, wc know not,l all ckipp't 
Where, hut even now, with strange ai 
1 Of roaring, shrieking, howling, gin 


are more oj 
‘re on land. 


^ No, my dearest love, 

J would not for the world. 

Mira. Yes, for a score of kingdoms you should 
And I would caH it fair play. [wrangle, 

Al 07 h. If this prove 

A vision of the island, one dear son 
Shall I twice lose. 

Set). A. most high miracle I 

Per. Though the seas threaten, they are merciful : 

I have cursed them without cause. 

[Fjerd. io A-lon. 

Alon. Now all the blessings 

Of a glad father compass thee about! 

Arise, and say how thou cam’st here. 



TEMPEST. 


Sir, my liege, 

Do not infest your mind with beating on 
The strangeness of this business : at pick’d lei 
Which shall be shortly, single I’ll resolve yon 
(Which to you shall seem probable,) of every 
These happen’d accidents : till when, be ch 4 
And think of each thing well. — Come hither, sp 


I rm. 1 nave been m such a pickle, since I 
yon last, that, I fear me, will never out of 
bones : I shall not fear fly-blovirins:. 

Seh. Why, how now, Stepliano'^? 

Ste, O, touch me not ; I am not Stephano, 
a cramp. 

Pro. You’d be king of the isle, sirrah 
Sie, I should have been a sore one then. 
Alo 7 i. This is as stranjre a thins- as e’er T Inn 


y-omtmg to Calii3ak, 

Pro, He is as disproportioned in his manners 
As 111 his shape : — Go, sirrah, to mv cell ; 

Take with you your companions ; a“s you look 
To have my pardon, trim it handsomely. 

Cal, Ay, that I will ; and I’ll be wise hereafter, 
Ana seek tor grace ; What a thrice-donble ass 
was I, to take this drunkard for a god. 

And worship this dull fool ? 

Go to ; away ! 

Alon, Hence, and bestow your liigg 
you found it. 

Seb. Or stole it, rather. 

. _ [Exeunt Ca-l., Bti 

Fro, Sir, I invite your highness, and your train, 
lo my poor cell : where you shall take your rest 
For this one night ; which (part of it,) I’ll waste 
With such discourse as, I not doubt, shall make it 
Go quick away : the story of my life, 


mere are yet missing ot ^mur company 
Some few odd lads that you remember not. 

lie-enter Amel, driving in Caliban, Stephano, and 
Tbinculo, in their stolen apparel. 

Ste. Every man shift for all the rest, and let no 
man take care for himself ; for all is but fortune : 
—Coragio, bully-monster, coragio ! 

T'} in. If these be true spies which I wear in my 
head, here’s a goodly sight. 

Cal. O Setebos, these be brave spiiits, indeed ! 
How fine my master is ! I am afraid 
He will chastise me. 

Ha, ha ; 

What things are these, my lord Antonio ! 

Will money buy them ? 

Ant. Very like ; one of them 
Is a plain fish, and, no doubt, marketable, [lords. 

Pro. Mark but the badges of these men, my 
Then say if they be true: — This mis-shapen 
knave, 

His mother was a witch ; and one so strono- 


ige where 


EPILOGUE. 

Now my charms are ail o’erthrown, 

And what strength 1 have’s mine own ; 

W Inch is most faint : now ’tis true, 

I must be here confined by you, 

Or sent to Naples : Let me not, 

Since I have my dukedom got, 

And pardon’d the deceiver, dwell 
In this bare island, by your spell ; 

But release me from my bands, 

With the help of your good hands. 


Spoken by Prospero. 

Gentle breath of yours my sails 
Must fill, or else my project fails, 
Wliich was to please : Now I want 
Spirits to enforce, art to enchant ; 
And my ending is despair, 

Unless I be relieved by prayer ; 
Which pierces so, that it assaults 
Mercy itself, and frees all faults. 

As you from crimes would pardon’d 
Let your indulgence set me free. 



TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA 


PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


Panthino, 
Host, 'tvhcr 
Outlaws. 


Duke op Milan, Father to Silvia. 
Valentine, I ^ 

Protkos, I 
Antonio, Father to Proteus. 

Thurio, a foolish rival to Valentine. 
Eolamour, Agent for Silvia in her escape^ 
Spp.ed, adoianish Servant to Valentine. 
Launce, Serva'iit to Proteus. 


Julia, a kidi/ofVoronn, beloved hj; Proteiij 
Silvia, the JDuke's daughter, beloved bg Val 
Lucetta, imUing-ivomau io Julia. 

Servants. ^Funieians. 


SCENE, — Sometimes m Verona ; sometimes in Milan ; and on the frontiers o/Mantu. 


SCENE I. — An open place in Verona. 
Enter Valentine and Proteus. 

Val, Cease to persuade, my loving Proteus ; 
Home-keeping youth, have ever homely wits ; 
W^’er’t not, affection chains thy tender days 
To the sweet glances of thy honour'd love, 

I rather would entreat thy company, 

To see the wonders of the world abroad, 

Than living dully sluggardized at home. 

Wear out thy youth with shapeless idleness. 

But, since thou lov'st, love still, and thrive therein, 
Even as I would, when I to love begin. [adieu I 
Pro. AVilt thou be gone ? Sweet Valentine, 
Think on thy Proteus, when thou, haply, seest 
Some rare note-worthy object in thy travel : 

Wish me partaker in. thy happiness, 

Wlien thou dost meet good hap : and in thy danger, 
If ever danger do environ thee. 

Commend thy grievance to my holy prayers, 

For I will be thy bead’s-man, Valentine. 

X^al. And on a love-book pray for my success. 
Pro. Upon some book I love, ITl pray for thee. 
Val. That's on some shallow story of deep love, 
How young Leander cross'd the Hellespont. 

Pro. That's a deep story of a deeper love ; 

For he was more than over shoes in love. 

Val. 'Tis true ; for you are over boots in love, 
And yet you never swam the Hellespont. 

Pro. Over the boots } nay, give me not the boots. 
Val. No, I’ll not, for it boots thee not. 

Pt'o. What ? 

Val ^ To be 

In love, where scorn is bought with groans ; coy 
looks 

With heart-sore sighs ; one fading moment’s mirth, 
With twenty watchful, weary, tedious nights : 

If haply won, perhaps, a hapless gain ; 

If lost, why then a grievous labour won ; 

However, but a folly bought with wit, 

Or else a wit by folly vanquished. 

Pro. So, by your circumstance, you call me fool. 
Val So, by your circumstance, I fear, you'll 
prove. 


Pro. 'Tis love you cavil at ; I am not love. 

V al Love is your master, for he masters you : 
And he that is so yoked by a fool, 

Methinks should not be chronicled for wrise. 

Pro. Yet writers say, As in the sweetest bud 
The eating canker dwells, so eating love 
Inhabits in tlie finest wits of all. 

Val And writers say, As tbe most forward bud 
Is eaten by the canker ere it ])low, 

Even so by love the young and tender wit 
Is turn'd to folly ; blasting in the bud, 

Losing his verdure even in the prime, 

And all the fair effects of future hopes. 

But wherefore w’^aste I time to counsel thee, 

That art a votary to fond desire ? 

Once more adieu : my fother at the road 
Expects my coming, there to see me shipp’d. 

Pro. And thither will I bring thee, Valentine. 
Val Sweet Proteus, no ; now let us take our leave. 
At Milan, let me hear from thee by letters, 

Of thy success in love, and what news else 
Betideth here in absence of thy friend ; 

And I likewise will visit thee with mine. 

Pro. All happiness bechance to thee in Milan ! 
Val. As much to you at home I and so, farewell. 

[ii'.e/t Valentine. 

Pro. He after honour hunts, I after love : 

He leaves his friends, to dignify them more ; 

I leave myself, my friends, ami ail for love. 

Thou, Julia, thou hast metamorphosed me ; 

Made me neglect my studies, lose my time, 

War with good counsel, set the world at nought 
Made wit with musing weak, heart sick with thought. 
Enter 

Speed. Sir Proteus, save you : Saw you my master.^ 
Pro. But xiovr he parted hence, to embark for 
Milan. 

Speed. Twenty to one then he is shipp'd already ; 
And I have play'd the sheep, in losing him. 

Pro. Indeed a sheep doth very often stray. 

An if the shepherd be awhile away. 
j Speed. You conclude that my master ts a shep- 
/ herd then, and I a sheep ? 




TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 


Pro. I do. 

s-peed. Why then my horns are his horns, -whether 

I wake or sleep. 

fitting well a sheep. 
Speed. Tins proves me still a sheep. 

Pi 0 . Ti ue ; and thy master a shepherd. 
S^eed.J^aj that I can deny by a circumstance. 
F) 0 . It shall go hard but 111 prove it by another. 
Speed. The shepherd seeks the sheep, and not the 
sheep the shepherd ; but I seek my master, and my 
master seeks not me : therefore, I am no sheep. 

Pro. pie sheep for fodder follow the shepherd, 
the shepherd for food follows not the sheep • thou 
for wages fbUowest thy master, thy master for wages 
follows not thee : therefore, thou art a sheep. 
Speed. Such another proof will make me cry baa. 
Pro. But dost thou hear ? gav’st thou my letter 
to Julia r 

Speed. Ay, sir; I, a lost mutton, gave your letter 
to her, a laced mutton ; and she, a laced mutton, 
gave me, a lost mutton, nothing for my labour ! 

Pro. Here’s too small a pasture for such a store 
of muttons. 

Speed. If the ground be overcharged, yon were 
best stick her 

Pro. Nay, in that you are astray ; ’twere best 
pound you. 

Speed. Nay, sir, less than a pound shaU serve 
me for carrying your letter. 

Pro. Y ou mistake ; I mean the pound, a pinfold. 
Speed. From a pound to a pin ? fold it over 
and over, 

I ’’Tis threefold too Httle for carrying a letter to your 
*lover. 

Pro. But what said she ? did she nod } 

[Speed 

Speed. I. 

Pro. Nod, I ; why, that^s noddy. 

Speed. You mistook, sir ; I say, she did nod: and 
you ask me, if she did nod ; and I say, I. 

Pro. And that set together, is — noddy. 

Speed. Now you have taken the pains to set it 
together, take it for your pains. 

Pro. No, no, you shall have it for hearing the 
letter. ■ ' 

Speed. Well, I perceive, I must be fain to bear 
with you. 

Pro. Why, sir, how do you bear with me ? 

Speed, Marry, sir, the letter very orderly ; having 
nothing but the word, noddy, for my pains. 

Pro. Beshrew me, but you have a quick wit. 
Speed. And yet it cannot overtake your slow 
purse. 

Pro. Come, come, open the matter in brief : 
What said she? 

Speed. Open your purse, that the money, and 
the matter, may be both at once delivered. 

Pro. Well, sir, here is for your pains : What 
said she ? '*• 

Speed. Truly, sir, I think you’ii hardly win her. 
Pro, Why ? Could’st thou perceive so much 
from her. 

Speed. Sir, I could perceive nothing at all from 
her ; no, not so much as a ducat for delivering your 
letter : And being so hard to me that brought your 
mind, I fear, she'll prove as hard to you in telling 
her mind. Give her no token but stones ; for she's 
as hard as steel. 

Pro. What, said she nothing ? 

Speed. No, not so much as — take this for thy ! 


pains. To testify your bounty, I thank vou, you 
have testern’d me ; in requital whereof, henceforth 
carry your letters yourself ; and so, sir, Fll com- 
mend you to my master. 

Pro. Go, go, be gone, to save your ship from 
wreck ; 

Which cannot perish, having thee aboard, 

Being destined to a drier death on shore :~ 

I must go send some better messenger ; 

I fear, my Julia would ifot deign my lines, 
Receiving them from such a worthless post 

lExeunt. 

SCENE ll.—The same. Garden of Julia's j 
House. 

Enter Julia and Lucetta. 

^But say, Lucetta, now we are alone, 

Vl ould’st thou then counsel me to fall in love ? 

Luc. Ay, madam ; so you stumble not unbeed- 
Jul. Of aU the fair resort of gentlemen, [fully, 
lhat every day with parle encounter me, 

In thy opinion, which is worthiest love ? 

Luc. Please you, repeat their names, I'll show 
my mind 

According to my shallow simple skill. 

Jul. What think'st thou of the fair Sir Eglamour ? 
Luc. As of a knight well-spoken, neat and fine ; 
But, were I you, he never should be mine. 

J ul. What think'st thou of the rich Mercatio ? 
Luc. Well, of his wealth ; but of himself, so, so. 
Jul. What think’st thou of the gentle Proteus ? 
Luc. Lord, lord ! to see what foUy reigns in us ! 
Jul. How now 1 what means this j 3 assion at his 
name ? 

Pwc. Pardon, dear madam ; 'tis a passing shame, i 
Tliat I, unworthy body as I am, ! 

Should censure thus on lovely gentlemen. | 

Jul. W'hy not on Proteus, as of all the rest ? I 

Luc. Then thus, of many good I think him ! 

Jul. Your reason ? [best. {' 

Luc. I have no other but a woman’s reason ; 

I think him so, because I think him so. 

Jul. And would'st thou have me cast my love 
on him ? 

Lnc. Ay, if you thought your love not cast away. 

J ul. Why, he of all the rest hath never moved me. 
Luc. Yet he of all the rest, I think, best loves ye. i 
Jul. His little speaking shows his love but small. ! 
Luo. Fire, that is closest kept, burns most of ail. 

J ul. They do not love, that do not show their love. 
Luc. O, they love least, that let men know their 
Jul. I would, I knew his mind. [love. 

Luc. Peruse this paper, madam. 

Jul. ‘To Julia/ — Say, from whom ? 

Luo. That the contents v,ill show. 

Jul. Say, say ; who gave it thee ? | 

Lug. Sir Valentine's page ; and sent, I think, I 
from Proteus : i 

He would have given it you, but I, being in the way, 

Bid in your name receive it; pardon the fault, I pray. 

Jul. Now, by my modesty, a goodly broker \ 

Bare you presume to harbour wanton lines ? 

To whisper and conspire against my youth ? 

Now, trust me, 'tis an office of great worth, 

And you an officer fit for the place. 

There, take the paper, see it be return'd ; 

Or else return no more into my sight. 

Luc. To plead for love deserves more fee than 
Jul. Will you be gone ? [hate. 
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ACT 5 


Luc. That you may ruminate. lExit 

Jill. And yet, I would, I had o’erlook’d the letter. 
It were a shame to call her back again, 

And pray her to a fault for which I chid her. 

What fool is she, that knows I am a maid, 

And would not force the letter to my view ? 

Since maids, in modesty, say No, to that 
Which they would have theprolferer construe, 

Fie, he I how wayward is this foolish love. 

That, like a testy babe, w'iU scratch the nurse, 

And presently, ail humbled, kiss the rod ! 

How churlishly I chid Lucetta hence, 

When willingly I would have had her here ! 

How angrily I taugbt my brow to frown. 

When inward joy enforced my heart to smile ! 

My penance is, to call Lncetta back, 

And ask remission for my folly past : — 

What ho ! Lucetta ? 

Re-enter Lucetta. 

Zue. What wmuld your ladyship ? 

Jul. Is it near dinner time ? 

Luc. I would it were ; 

That you might kill your stomach on your meat, 
And not upon your maid. 

Jul What is’t you took up 

So gingerly? 

Luo. Nothing. 

JuL Why didst thou stoop then ? 

Luc. To take a paper up that I let fall. 

And is that paper nothing ? 

Luc. Nothing concerning me. 

Jul. Then let it lie for those that it concerns. 
Liic. Madam, it will not lie where it concerns. 
Unless it have a false interpreter. 

Jul. Some love of yours hath writ to you in 
rhyme. 

Luc. That I might sing it, madam, to a tune : 
Give me a note : your ladyship can set. 

Jtil As little by such toys as may be possible ; 
Best sing it to the tune of Light o’ love. 

Luc. It is too heavy for so light a tune. 

! Jul. Heavy ? belike, it hath some burden then. 

! Luc. Ay; and melodious were it, would you 
Jul. And why not you ? [sing it. 

Luc. I cannot reach so high. 

Jul. Let’s see your song ; — How now, minion? 
Luc. Keep tune there still, so you will sing it out : 
And yet, methinks, I do not like this tune. 

Jul. You do not? 

Luo. No, madam ; it is too sharp. 

Jul. You, minion, are too saucy. 

Luc. Nay, now you are too flat. 

And mar the concord with too harsh a descant ; 
There wanteth but a mean to fill your song. 

J ul. The mean is drown’d with youi* unruly base. 
Luc. Indeed, I bid the base for Proteus. 

J ul. This babble shall not henceforth trouble me. 
Here is a coil with protestation ! — the letter. 
Go, get you gone ; and let the papers lie : 

You would be fingering them, to anger me. 

Luc. She makes it strange 5 but she would oe 
best pleased 

To be so anger’d with another letter. lExU. 

J ul. Nay, would I were so anger’ d with the samel 
O hateful hands, to tear such loving words I 
injurious wasps ! to feed on such sweet honey, 
And kill >he bees, that yield it, with your stings I 
I’ll kiss each several paper for amends. 

And, here is writ — kind Julia j — unkind Julia ! 


As in revenge of thy ingratitude, 

I throw tliy name against the bruising stones. 
Trampling contemptuously on tliy disdain. 

Look, here is WTit — love-tvounded Proteus : — 
Poor wounded name ! my bosom, as a bed, ^ 

Shall lodge thee, till thy wound be throughly heard ; 
And thus I search it with a sovereign kiss. 

But twice, or thrice, was Proteus written down : 
Be calm, good wund, blow" not a word away, 

Till I have found each letter in the letter,* 

Except mine own name ; that some wliiriwiiid bear 
Unto a ragged, fearful, hanging rock, 

And throw it thence into the raging sea ! 

Lo, here in one line is his name twice writ, 

Poor forlorn Proteus, passionate Proteus, 

To the sioeet Julia; tliat Tli tear away ; 

And yet I will not, sith so prettily 
He couples it to his complaining names ; 

Thus wuil I fold tliern one upon another ; 

Now kiss, embrace, contend, do what you wdli. 
Re-enter hncKTi'A. 

Luc. Madam, dinner’s ready, and your fether 
Jul Well, let us go. [stays. 

Luc. What, shall these papers lie like tell-tales 
here ? 

Jul If you respect them, best to take them up. 
Luo, Nay, I was taken up for laying them down ; 
Yet here they shall not lie, for catching cold. 

Jul I see you have a month’s mind to them. 
Luc. Ay, madam, you may say what sights you 
see ; 

I see things too, although you judge I wink, 

Jul Come, come, wilt please you go ? lEweimt. 


SCENE III. — The same. A room 'i?i Antonio’s 
IIo7ise, 

Enter Antonio and Panthino. 

Ant Tell me, Panthino, what sad talk was tliat, 
Wherewith my brother held you in the cloister ? 
Pan. ’Tw"as of Ms nephew Proteus, your son. 
Ant. Why, what of him ? 

Pun. He wonder’d, that your lordship 

Would suffer him to spend his youth* at home ; 
While other men, of slender reputation, 

Put forth their sons to seek preferment out : 

Some, to the w'ars, to try their fortune there ; 
Some, to discover islands far away ; 

Some, to the studious universities. 

For any, or for all these exercises, 

He said, that Proteus, your sou, was meet : 

And did request me, to importune you, 

To let him S])end his time no more at home, 
Which would be great impeachment to his age, 

In having known no travel in his youth. [tliat, 
A7it, Nor need’st thou much importune me to 
Whereon this month I have been hammering. 

I have consider’d well his loss of time ; 

And how he cannot be a perfect man, 

Not being tried, and tutor’d in the world : 
Experience is by industry achieved. 

And perfected by the swift course of time : 

Then, tell me, whither were I best to send him ? 

Pan. I think, your lordship is not ignorant, 
How his companion, youthful Valentine, 

Attends the emperor in his royal court. 

Ant. I know it well. [him thither : 

Pan. ’Twere good, 1 think, your lordship sent 
There shall he practise tilts and tournaments, 




Hear sweet discourse, converse witli noblemen ; 
And be in eye of every exercise, 

Worthy his youth and nobleness of birth. 

Ant. I like thy counsel ; well hast thou advised : 
And, that thou may’ st perceive how well I like it, 
The execution of it shall make known ; 

Even with the speediest execution 
I will dispatch Mm to the emperor’s court. 

Pan. To-morrow, may it please you, Don AI- 
"With other gentlemen of good esteem, [phonso, 
Are journeying to salute the emperor, 

And to commend their service to liis will. [go ; 

Ant Good company ; with them shall Proteus 
And, in good time, — now vrill we break with him. 
Enter Trots us. ^ 

Pro. Svreet love 1 sweet lines ! srveet life 1 
Here is her hand, the agent of her heart ; 

Here is her oath for love, her honour’s pawn : 

O, that our fathers would applaud our loves, 

To seal our happiness with their consents I 
O heavenly Julia ! [there ? 

Ant. How now ? what letter are you reading 
Pro. May’t please your lordship, ’tis a word or 
Of commendation sent from Valentine, [two 
Deliver’d by a friend that came from him. 

Ant. Lend me the letter ; let me see what news. 
Pro. There is no news, my lord ; but that he 
How happily he lives, how well-beloved, [writes 
And daily graced by the emperor ; 

Wishing me with him, partner of his fortune. 

AfiL And how stand you affected to his wash ? 
Pro. As one relying on your lordship’s will. 
And not depending on his friendly wish. 


Ant. My will is something sorted with his wish : 
Muse not that I thus suddenly proceed ; 

For what I will, I will, and there an end. 

I am resolved, that thou shalt spend some time 
AVith Valentinus in the emperor’s court ; 

What maintenance he from his friends receives, 
Like exhibition shalt thou have from me. 
To-morrow be in readiness to go : 

Excuse it not, for I am peremptory. 

Pro. My lord, I cannot be so soon provided ; 
Please you, deliberate a day or two. [thee : 

Ant. Look, what thou want’st, shall be sent after 
No more of stay ; to-morrow thou must go. — 
Come on, Fanthino ; you shall he employ’d 
To hasten on his expedition. 

lE>reunt ANT..a«4 Pap?. 
Pro. Thus have I shunn’d the hre, for fear of 
burning ; 

And drench’d me in the sea, where I am drov.m’d : 
I fear’d to shew my father Julia’s letter, 

Lest he should take exceptions to my love ; 

And with the vantage of mine own excuse 
Hath he excepted most against my love. 

O, how this spring of love resembleth 
The uncertain glory of an April day ; 

Which now shews all the beauty of the sun, 

And by and by a cloud takes all away I 
lie-enter Pajjthino. 

Pan. Sir Proteus, your father calls for you ; 

He is in haste, therefore, I pray you, go. 

Pro. Why, this it Is ! ray heart accords thereto j 
And yet a thousand times it answers, no. 

iBixunt, 


ACT 11. 


SCENE I. — Milan. An Apartment in the Duke’s, 
Palace. 

Enter Valentiicb mid Speed. 

Speed. Sir, your glove. 

Val. Not mine ; my gloves are on. [but one. 

Speed. Wliy then this may be yours ; for this is 

Val. Ha ! let me see : ay, give it me, it’s mine :■ — 
Sweet ornament that decks a thing divine 1 
Ah Silvia ! Silvia ! 

Speed. Madam Silvia I madam Silvia ! 

Val. How nowj sirrah ? 

Speed. She is not within hearing, sir. 

Val. Wiry, sir, who bade you call her ? 

Speed. Your vrorship, sir; or else I mistook. 

Val. Well, youil still be too forwra'd. [slowu 

Speed. And yet I was last chidden for being too 

Val. Go to, sir ; tell me, do you know madam 
Silvia ? 

Speed. She that your worship loves ? 

Val. Why, how know you that I am in love ? ; 

Speed. Marry, by these special marks : First, 
you have learned, like sir Proteus, to wreath your 
arms like a male-content ; to relish a love-song, 
like a Robin-red-breast ; to walk alone, like one 
that had the pestilence ; to sigh, like a school-boy 
that had lost Ms A, B, C ; to weep, like a young 
wench that had buried her grandam ; to fast, .like 
one that takes diet ; to watch, like one that fears 
robbing ; to speak puling, like a beggar at Hal- 
lowmas. You were wont, when you laughed, to 
cz'ow like a cock ; when you walked, to walk like 


one of the lions ; when you fasted, it was presently 
after dinner ; when you looked sadly, it was for 
w^ant of money : and now you are metiimor])hosed 
with a mistress, that, when I look on you, 1 can 
hardly think you my master. 

Val Are all these things perceived in me ? 

Speed. They are all perceived without you. 

Val. Without me ? they cannot. 

Speed. Without you ? nay, that’s certain, for, 
without you were so simple, none else wuiiid : but 
you are so without these follies, that these follies 
are within you, and shine through you like the 
water in an urinal ; that not an eye, that sees you, 
but is a physician to comment on your malady. 

Val. Rut tell me, dost thou know^ my' lady Silvia } 

Speed. She, that you ga'&e on so, as she sits at 
supper? 

Val. Hast thou observed' that . ^ even she I mean. 

Speed. Why, sir, I know her not 

Val. Dost thou know her by my gazing on 
and yet knowest hernot. 

Speed. Is she not hard favoured, sir ? 

Val. Not so fair, boy, as well favoured. 

Speed. Sir, I know that well enough. 

Val. What dost thou know ? 

Speed. That she is not so fair as (of you) 
favoured. 

Val. I mean, that her beauty is 
her favour infinite. 

Speed. That^s because the one is 
the other out of all count. 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF VERONA. 



SCENE 


’Tbeona. •r'A. Samn in Julians 
Mouse. 

Enter PiioTJEtTs and Julia. 

Pro. Have patience, gentle Julia. 

I must, where is no remedy. 

Pro. When possibly I can, I wiU return. 

JtiL If you tux-n not, you will return the sooner : 
eep this remembrance for thy Juliahs sake. 

IGivimj a rinff> 


Ixxi 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF .VERONA. 


ACT JI. 


VaL How painted } and how out of count ? 
Speed, Marry, sir, so painted, to make her fair, 
that no man counts of her beauty. 

VaL How esteemest thou me ? I account of 
her beauty. 

Sp. You never saw her since she was defoi’med. 
Val. How long hath she been deformed ? 
Speed. Ever since you loved her. 

Val. I have loved her ever since I saw her ; and 
still I see her beautiful, n 

Speed. If you love her, you cannot see her. 
Val. Why? 

Speed, Because love is blind. O, that you had 
mine eyes ; or your own eyes had the lights they 
vrere wont to have, when you chid at sir Proteus 
for going nngartered ! 

Val. What should I see then ? 

Speed. Your own present folly, and her passing 
deformity ; for he, being in love, could not see to 
garter his hose ; and you, being in love, cannot 
see to put on your hose. 

Val. Belike, boy, then you are in love ; for last 
morning you could not see to wipe my shoes. 

Speed. Tree, sir ; I was in love with my bed ; I 
thank you, yon swinged me for my love, which 
makes me the bolder to chide you for yours. 

Val In conclusion, I stand affected to her. 
speed. I would yon were set ; so, youi* affection 
would cease. 

Val. Last night she enjoined me to write some 
lines to one she loves. 

Speed. And have you ? 

Val. I have. 

Speed. Are they not lamely writ ? 

Val. No, boy, but as well as I can do them 
Peace, here she comes. 

Enter Silvia. 

Speed. 0 excellent motion! 0 exceeding puppet ! 
now will he interpret to her. 

Val. Madam and mistress, a thousand good- 
morrows. 

Speed. 0, ’give you good even! here^s a million 
I of manners 

otl. Sir Valentine and servant, to you two thou- 
sand. 

Speed. He should give her interest, and she 
gives it him. 

Val. As you enjoin’d me, I have writ your letter, 
Lnto the secret nameless friend of yours ; 

Which I was much unwilling to proceed in, 

But for my duty to your ladyship. 

Sil, I thank you gentle servant ; ^tis very clerkly 
done. 

Val Now trust me, madam, it came hardly off • 
For, being ignorant to whom it goes, 

I writ at random, very doubtfully. [pains > 

SU. Perchance you think too much of so much 
Val. No, madam ; so it stead you, I will write, 
Please you command, a thousand times as much • 
And yet;"— 

Sil A pretty period! WeU I guess the sequel : 
And yet I will not name it ; — -and yet I care not •— 
And yet take tMs again and yet I thank you : 
Meaning henceforth to trouble you no more. 

Speed. And yet you will ; and yet another yet 

Val. "^at means your ladysHp ?. do yTOnot 

Sil. les, yes ; the lines are very quaintly writ: 


But since unwillingly, take them again ; 

Nay, take them. 

Val. Madam, they are for you. 

SU. Aj, ay, you writ them sir, at my request • 
But I will none of them ; they are for you : ’ 

I would have had them writ more movingly. 

Val Please you, ..Fll write your "ladyship 
another. ^ 

Sil. And when it’s writ, for my sake read it over ‘ 
AiuHf it please you, so : if not, why, so. ’ 

Val If it please me, inadain ! what then ? 

SU. Why, if it please you, take it for your labour. 
And so good morrow, servant. '(E.vit Silvia*. 

Speed. O jest niLseen, inscrutable, invisible, 

As a nose on a man’s face, or a weathercock cm a 
steeple ! [suitor 

My master sues to her ; and she hath taught her 
He being her pupil, to become her tutor, 

0 excellent device ! was there ever heard a better ? 
That my master being scribe, to himseif should 
write the letter ? 

Val. Howmiow, sir? what are you reasoniiv 
with yourself ? * 

Speed. Nay, I was rliyming : ’tis you that have 
the reason. 

Val. To do w'liat ? 

Speed. To be a spokesman from madam Silvia. 
Val. To w-hom ? 

Speed. Toyourseif; why, shewoosyoubyaHmire. 

I- al. What figure ? - » ij • 

Speed. By a letter, I should say. 

P«/. Why slie hatii not writ to me ? 

Speed. What needs she, when she hath made yon 
write to yoursey? Why, do yon not percVive the 
y_al. No, believe me. p 

Speed. No believing you indeed, sir ; But did 
youjierceive her earnest ? 

Ipl. She pve mo none, except an angry word. 
Speed. Vhy, she hath given you a letter. 
y al That’s the letter I writ to lier friend. 
i^peed. And that, letter hath she deliver’d, and 
there an end. 

V al I would it werci no worse. 

Speed. I’ll warrant you, ’tis as %vell : 

For opn you hare writ to her ; andehe, in modcstv. 
Or ehe Joi want of idle Ihnc, could 7iol a<jain rcplo • 
Or Jearing else some messenger, that mwht her 
mind discovery 

Merself hath taught her love him.s'clf to write unto 
her lover.,-,.. 

Ail this I speak in print, for in print I found it. — 
Why muse you, sir ? 'tis dinner time. 

Val. 1 have dined. 

Speed. Ay, but hearken, sir; though the caine- 
leon Love can feed on the air, I am one that am 
nourished by my victuals, and would tain have 
meat ; O, be not like your mistress ; be moved, be 
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SCENE III. 


Pfo. Why then we’ll make exchange ; here, take 
you this. 

Jut. And seal the bargain with a holy kiss. 

Pro. Here is my hand for my true constancy ; 
And when that hour o’erslips me in the day, 
Wherein I sigh not, Julia, for thy sake, 

The next ensuing hour some foul mischance 
Torment me for my love’s forgetfulness ! 

My father stays my coming ; answer not ; 

The tide is now : nay, not thy tide of tears 
That tide will stay me longer than I should : 

\_ExU Julia. 

Julia, farewell.— What I gone without a word ? 

Ay, so true love should do : it cannot speak ; 

For truth hath better deeds, than words, to grace it. 
Enter Pantkino. 

Pasw. Sir Proteus, you are staid for. 

Pro. Go ; I come, I come : — 

Alas ! this parting strikes poor lovers dumb. 

\Exeimt. 


master, and the service.^ The tide f Why, man, 
if the river were dry, I am able to hll it with my 
tears ; if the wind were down, I could drive the 
boat with my sighs. 

Pan. Come, come away, man ; I was sent to 
call thee. 

Laun. Sir, call me what thou dares t. 

Pan. Wilt thou go 

Laun. Well, I will go. lEsceuni. 


SCENE IV. 


■Milan. An apartment in the 
Duke’s Palace. 

Enter Valentine, Silvia, Tuurio, and Speed. 

Sil. Servant — 

Val. Mistress : 

Speed. Master, sir Thurio frowns on you. 

I Val. Ay, boy, it’s for love. 

Speed. Not of you. 

Val. Of my mistress then. 

Speed. ’Twere good, you knocked him. 

Sil. Servant, you are sad. 

Val. Indeed, madam, I seem so. 

Thu. Seem you that you are not ^ 

Val. Haply I do. 

Thu. So do counterfeits. 

Val. So do you. 

Thu. What seem I, that I am not } 

Val Wise. 

Thu. What instance of the contrary } 

Val. Your folly. 

Thu. And how quote you my folly ? 

Val. I quote it in youi* jerkin. 

Thu. My jerkin is a doublet. 

Val. Well, then, I’ll double your folly. 

Thu. How? 

Sil. What, angry, sir Thurio ? do you change 
colour ? 

Val. Give Mm leave, madam ; he is a kind of 
cameleon. 

Thu. That hath more mind to feed on your 
hiood, than live in your air. 

Val. You have said, sir. 

Thu. Ay, sir, and done too, for this time. 

Val. I know it well, sir; you always end ere 
you begin. 

SM. A fine volley of words, gentlemen, and 
quickly shot off. 

Val. ’Tis indeed, madam ; we thank the giver. 

Sil. Who is that, servant ? 

Val. Yourself, sweet lady ; for yon gave the fire ; 
sir Thurio hoiTows his wit from your ladyship’s 
looks, and spends what he borrows, kindly in yom* 
company. 

Thu. vSir, if you spend word for word with me, 
I shall make yoiir wit bankrupt. 

Val. I know it well, sir; you have an ex- 
chequer of words, and, I think, no other treasure 


wood woman ; — well, I kiss her : — why there ’tis ; 
here’s my mother's breath uj) and down ; now come 
I to my sister ; mark the moan she makes : now 
the dog all this while sheds not a tear, nor speaks 
a word; but see how I lay the dust with my 
tears. 

Enter Panthino. 

Pa7h. Launce, away, away, aboard ; thy master 
is shipped, and thou art to post after with oars. 
What’s the matter ! why weep’st thou, man ? 
Away, ass ; you will lose the tide, if you tarry any 
longer. 

Laun, It is no matter if the tied were lost ; for 
it is the nnkindest tied that ever man tied. 

Pan. What’s the unkindest tide ? 
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ACT II. 






to give your followers ; for it appears by tbeir 
bare liveries that they live by your bare words. 

SIL No more, gentlemen, no more ; here comes 
my father. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke, Now, daughter Silvia, you are hard beset. 
Sir Valentine, your father’s in good health : 

What say you to a letter from your friends 
Of much good news ? ^ 

Val. My lord, I will be thankful 

To any happy messenger from thence. 

Duke. Know you Don Antonio, your country- 
man ? 

Val Ay, my good lord, I know the gentleman 
To be ox worth, and worthy estimation, 

And not without desert so well reputed. 

Duke. Hath he not a son ? 

Val Ay, my good lord ; a son, that well deserves 
The honour and regard of such a father. 

Duke. You know him well ? 

Val I knew him, as myself ; for from our infancy 
We have conversed, and spent our hours together : 
And though myself have been an idle truant, 
Omitting the sweet benefit of time, 

To clothe mine age with angel-like perfection ; 

Yet hath sir Proteus, for that’s- his name, 

Made use and fair advantage of his days ; 

His years but young, but his experience old ; | 

His head unmeUow’d, but his judgment ripe ; 

And, in a word, (for far behind his worth 
Come all the praises that I now bestow,) 

He is complete in feature, and in mind, 

With all good grace to grace a gentleman. 

Duke, Beshrew me, sir, but, if he make this good, 
He is as worthy for an empress’ love, 

As meet to be an emperor’s counsellor. 

Well, sir ; this gentleman is come to me, 

With commendation from great potentates ; 

And here he means to spend his time awhile : 

I think, ’tis no unwelcome news to you. 

Val Should I have wish’d a thing, it had been he. 
Duke. W elcome him then according to his worth ; 

Silvia, I speak to you : and you, sir Thurio : * 

For Valentine, I need not ’cite him to it : 

I’ll send him hither to you presently. [JEJ^z^Duke. 

I al This is the gentleman, I told your ladyship, 
Had come along with me^ but that his mistress 
Did hold his eyes lock’d in her crystal looks. 

Sil Belike, that now she hath enfranchised them 
Upon some other pawn for fealty. 

Val Nay, sure, I think she holds them prisoners 
still. 

Sil Nay, then he should be blind ; and, being 
blind, 

How could he see his way to seek out you ? 

Val V’liy, lady, love hath twenty pair of eyes. 
Thu. They say, that love hath not an eye at all. 
Val To see such lovers, Thurio, as yourself; 
Upon a homely .object love can wink. 

j&wtey Proteus. 

Sil Have done, have done ; here comes the 
gentleman, 

Val Welcome, dear Proteus ! — Mistress, I 
beseech you, 

Confirm his welcome with some special favour. 

Sil His worth is wan*ant for his welcome hither, 

If this be?he you oft have wish’d to hear from. 

Val Mistress, it is : sweet lady, entertain him 
To be my fellow-servant to your ladyship. 


Sil Too low a mistress for so high a servant 
Pro. Not so, sweec lady ; but too meoii a servant 
To have a look of such a w^orthy mistress. 

Val Leave oif discourse of clisability : — 

Sweet lady, entertain him for your servant. 

Pro. My duty will I boast of, nothing else. 

Sil And duty never yet did want his meed ; 
Servant, you are welcome to a worthless mistress. 
Pro. ril die on him that says so, but yourself. 
Sil That you are welcome ? 

No,; that you are worthless. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, my lord your fetlier would speak 
with you. 

Sil Fll wait upon his pleasure. [.Er/I Servant. 
Come, sir Thurio, 

Go with me : — Oiice more, new servaiit, welcome : 
I’ll leave you to confer of home allairs ; 

When you have done, we look to luair from you. i 
Pro. We’ll both attend upon your ladysidp. 

\_Exeunt Sn.vta, Tovrio, {ind Spoed. 
Val Now, tell me, how do ail from whence you 
came } 

Pro. Your friends are well, and have them much 
commended. 

Val And how do yours ? 

Fro. I left them all in health. 

Val How does your lady ? and how thrives your 
love ? 

Pro. My tales of love were wont to weary you ; 

I know, you joy not in a love-discourse. 

Val Ay, Proteus, but that life is alter’d now : 

1 have done penance for contemning love f 
Whose high imperious thoughts have punish’d me 
With bitter fasts, with penitential groans, 

With nightly tears, and daily heart-sore. sighs ; 

For, in revenge of my contempt of love, 

Love hath chased sleep from my enthralled eyes, 
And made them watchers of mine own heart’s sorrow. 
O, gentle Proteus, love’s a mighty lord ; 

And hath so humbled me, as 1 confess, 

There is no woe to his correction, 

Nor, to his service, no such joy on earth ! 

Now, no discourse, except it be of love ; 

Now can I break my fast, dine, sup, and sleep, 

Upon the very naked name of love. 

Pro. ^ Enough ; I read your fortune i.n your eye 
Was this the idol that you worship so ? 

Val Even she : and is she not a heavenly saint ^ 
Pro. No ; but she is an earthly pai'agan. 

Val, Call her divine. 

Fro. I will not fiatter her. 

Val O, fiatter me ; for love delights in praises. 
Pro. When I was sick, you gave me bitter pills ; 
And I must minister the like to you. 

^ Val Then speak the truth by her ; if not fovine, 
Yet let her be a principality, 

Sovereign to all the creatures on the earth. 

Pro. Except my mistress. 

Sweet, except not any ; 
Except thou wilt except against my love. 

Pro. Have I not reason to prefer mine own ^ 

Val And I will help thee to j)refer her too : 

She shall be dignified with tins high honour,-— 

To bear my lady’s train ; lest the base earth 
Should from her vesture chance to steal a kiss, 

And, of so great a favour growing proud, 

Disdain to root the summer-s-weiling llower, 

And make rough winter everlastingly. 
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IMWI. Marry, after they close 
parted very fairly in jest. 

Speeds But shall she marry If 
Laun, No. 

Speed, How then } shall he m 
Laun, No, neither. 

Speed. What, are they broken 
Laun, No, they are both 
Speed. Why then, how 


i 1 can, is nothh 
worthies nothini 


rro. iiien let her alone. 

Val. Not for the world ; why, man, she 
own ; 

And I as rich in having such a jewel, 

As twenty seas, if all their sand were pearl 
The water nectar, ^aiid the rocks pure gokl 
lo not dream on thee, 
me dote upon my love, 
d her father likes, 
possessions are so huge, 

and I must after, 
st, is full of jealousy, 
you ? 


as whole as a, fish. 

Laun. Marry, thus ; when it stands well with 
him. It stands well with her. 

thef^nof ^ «»‘5erstand 

^ can’st 

not ? My staff understands me. 

“ Speed. "What thou say’st ? 

w !?’*■ ^ thee, I’]) 

buUean, and my staff understands me. 

&peed. It stands under thee, indeed. 

one^’ Why, stand under and understand is ail 

Speed. But tell me true, willT be a rnatcl 
Lami. Ask my dog : if he sav, av, it will 
say, no, it wiU ; if he shake his tail, and sav nc 
It will. 

Speed. The conclusion is then, that it wil 
Laun. Thou shalt never get such a secre: 
me, but by a parable. 

Speed. ’Tis well that I get it so. Bui 
how say’st thou, that my master is becomg 


Forgive me, that I d( 

Because thou sees; 

My foolish rival, that 
Only for his 
Is gone with her alonj 
For love, thou know' 

Pro. But she loves 

Ay, we are betroth d 
my, more, our marriage hour, 

With all the cunning manner of our flight, 

Detei, mined of : how I nlust climb her window • 
The ladder made of cords ; and all the means 
Plotted ; and 'greed on, for my happiness. 

■ Good Proteus, go with me to my chamber, ‘ 

In these affairs to aid me with thy counsel. 

Pro. Go on before ; I shall enquire you forth • 

I must unto the road, to disembark 
Some necessaries that I needs must use ; 

And then I’ll presently attend you. 

Val. Will you make haste ? 

Pro. I will—. lExitYAi.. 

Even as one heat another heat expels, 

Or as one nail by strength drives out another, 

So the femembrance of my former love 
Is by a new^er object quite forgotten. 

Is it mine eye, or Valentinus' praise, 

Hur true perfection, or my false transgression, 


from 


Launce, 

notable 


^aun. A notable lubber, as thou reportest him 

Speed. Why, thou whoreson ass, thou mistakest i 
e. i 

Lazm. my fool, I meant not thee, I meant thv * 
aster. 

Speed. I tell thee, my master is become a hof 
ver. 

Laun. Why, I tell thee, I care not though he 
•rn himself in love. If thou unit go with me to 
e ale-house, so ; if not, thou art an Hebrew, a 
w, and not worth the name of a Christian. 


it 1 can check my erring love, I will : 
If not, to compass her I'll use my skill. 


SCENE VI. 


The same. An Apartment in the 
Palace. 

.Enter Peotistjs. 

To leave my Julia, shall I be forsworn ; 


SCENE V . — The same. A Street. 

Enter Speed and Launce. 

Speed. Launce ! by mine honesty, welcome to 


And even that power, which gave.me first my o 
Provokes me to this threefold perjury. 

Love bade me swear, and love bids me forsw^e? 
O sweet-suggesting love, if thou hast sinn'd, 
Teach me, thy tempted subject, to excuse it. 
At first I did adore a twinkling star, 

But now I worship a celestial sun. 

Unheedfui vows may heedfuliy be broken ; 
And he wants wit, that wants resolved i^ill 
To learn his wit to exchange the bad for bette; 
Fie^ fie, unreverend tongue ! to call her bad, 


am not welcome. I reckon this always— that a 
man is never undone, till he be hanged : nor never 
welcoiiie to a place, till some certain shot be paid, 
and the hostess say, welcome. 

Speed. Come on, you mad-cap, I'll to the ale- 
house with you presently ; where, for one shot of 
five-pence, thou shalt have five thousand welcomes. 
But, 'sirrah, how did thy master part with madam 
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Whose sovereignty so oft thou hast preferred 
With twenty thousand soul-confirming oaths. 

I cannot leave to love, and yet I do ; 

But there I leave to love, where I should love. 
Julia I lose, and Valentine I lose : 

If I keep them, I needs must lose myself ; 
if I lose them, thus find I by their loss, 

Bor Valentine, myself : for Julia, Silvia. 

I to myself am. dearer than a friend : 

For love is still more precious in itself: 

And Sdvia, witness heaven, that made her fair ! 
vShows Julia but a swarthy Ethiope. 

I will forget that Julia is alive, 

Rememb’ring that my love to her is dead ; 

And Valentine I’ll hold an enemy, 

Aiming at Silvia as a sweeter friend. 

I cannot now prove constant to myself, 

Without some treachery used to Valentine : 

This night he meaneth, with a corded ladder, 

To climb celestial Silvia’s chamber-window ; 
Myself in counsel, his competitor : 

Now presently ITl give her father notice 
Of their disguising, and pretended flight ; 

Vflio, all enraged, will banish Valentine ; 

For Thurio, he intends, shall wed his daughter : 
But, Valentine being gone, I’ll quickly cross, 

By some sly trick, blunt Thurio’s dull proceedini 
Love, lend me wings to make my purpose swift, 
As thou hast lent me wit to plot this drift ! lEscit. 


SCENE VII.—Vebona. A Room in Julia’s 
House. 

Ewier Julia (znd Lucetta. 

JtiL Counsel, Lucetta I gentle girl, assist me I 
And, even in kind love, I do conjure thee,— 

Who art the table wherein all my thoughts 
Are visibly character’d and engraved, — 

To lesson me ; and tell me some good mean 
How, with my honour, I may undertake 
A journey to my loving Proteus. 

Luo. Alas ! the way is wearisome and long. 

Jul. A true-devoted pilgrim is not weary 
To measure kingdoms with his feeble steps • 

Much less shaU she, that hath love’s wings to fly • 
And when the flight is made to one so dear 
Of such divine perfection, as sir Proteus 
Luc. Better forbear, till Proteus make return. 
Jul 0 know St thou not, his looks are my soul’s 
Pity the dearth that I have pined in, [food ? 

By longing for that food so long a time. 

Didst thou but know the inly touch of love 
Thou would’st as soon go kindle fire with snow. 

As seek to quench the fire of love with words. 

iw. I do not seek to quench your love’s hot 
But qualify the fire’s extreme rage, ffir© • 

Lest it giould burn above the bounds of reasU. ’ 
Jul. The more thou damm’st it up, the more it 
burns ; 

The current, that with gentle murmur glides, 
Thouknow St, being stopp’d, impatiently doth rage : 
But, when his fair course is not hindered. 

He makes sweet music with the enamePd stones, 
thriving a gentle kiss to every sedge 


He overtaketh in his pilgrimage ; 

And so by many winding nooks he strays 
With willing sport, to the wild ocean. 

Then let me go, and hinder not my course : 

I’ll be as patient as a gentle stream, 

And make a pastime of each weary step, 

Till the last step have brought me to my love • 
And there I’ll rest, as, after much turmoil, 

A blessed soul doth in Elysium. 

Lug. But in what habit will you go along ? 

Jul. Not like a woman; for I would prevent 
The loose encounters of lascivious men ; 

Gentle Xjucetta, fit me with such, weeds 
As may beseem some w^ell-reputed page. 

J^uG. Why then your ladyship must cut your hair, 
Jul. No, girl ; I’ll knit it up in silken strings, 
With twenty odd-conceited true-love knots : 

To be fantastic, may become a youth 
Of greater time than I shall show to be. 

Luc. What fashion, madam, shall I make your 
breeches } [lord, 

Jul. That fits as well, as— “tell me, good my 
Wliat compass will you wear your farthingale ? 
Why, even that fashion thou best lik’st, Lucetta. 
Luc. You must needs have them with a cod- 
piece, madam, 

Jul. Out, out, Lucetta! that will he ill-favour’d. 
Luc, A round hose, madam, now’s not worth a 
Unless you have a cod-piece to stick pins on. [pin, 
Jul. Lucetta, as thou lov’st me, let me have 
What thou think’st meet, and is most mannerly : 
But tell me, wench, how will the world repute me 
For undertaking so imstaid a journey ? 

I fear me, it will make me scandalised. 

Lmc. If you think so, then stay at home, and go 
Jul. Nay, that I will not. [not. 

Then never dream on infamy, but go. 

If Proteus like your journey, when you come, 

No matter who’s displeas’d, when you are gone ; 

I fear me, he will scarce be pleased withal. 

Jul. That is the least, .Lucetta, of my fear : 

A thousand oaths, an ocean of his tears, 

And instances as infinite of love, 

Warrant me welcome to my Proteus. 

JIjUc. All these are servants to deceitful men. 
Jul. Base men, that use them to so base eflect ! 
But truer stars did govern Proteus’ birth : 

His words^ are bonds, his oaths are oracles ; 

His love sincere, his thoughts immaculate ; 

His tears, pure messengers sent from his heart ; 

Ilis heart as tar from fraud, as heaven from earth. 
Luc. Pray heaven, he prove so, when you come 
to him ! 

Jul. Now, as thou lov’st me, do him not that 
Xo bear a hard opinion of his truth : [wrong, 

Only deserve my love, by loving him ; 

And presently go with me to my chamber, 

To take a note of what I stand in need of, 

To famish me upon my longing journey. 

All that is mine I leave at thy dispose, 

My goods, my lands, my reputation ; 

Only, in lieu thereof, dispatch me hence : 

Come, answer not, but to it presently ; 

I am impatient of my tarriance. 
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SCENE I.— Mil. 


AN . — An Ante-room in the 
Duke’s Palace. 

Enter Duke, Thurio, and Proteus 

Sir Tliurio, give us leave, I pray, awhile; 

We have some secrets to confer about.- - 

Now, tell me, Proteus, what’s your wiU with me ? 

Pro. My gracious lord, that which I would disl 
The law of friendship bids me to conceal : [cover 
But, when I call to mind your gracious favours ’ 
Done to me, undeserving as I am, 

My duty pricks me on to utter that 
Which else no worldly good should draw from me. 
Know, worthy prince, sir Valentine, my friend. 
This night intends to steal away your daup-hter ; 
Myself am one made privy to the plot. ° 

I know, you have determined to bestow her 
On Thurio, whom your gentle daughter hates ; 
And should she thus be stolen away from you, 

It would be much vexation to your age. 

Thus, for my duty’s sake, I rather chose 
To cross my friend in his intended drift, 

Than, by concealing it, heap on your head 
A pack of sorrows, which would press you down, 
Being unprevented, to your timeless grave. 

Duke. Proteus, 1 thank thee for thine honest 
care ; 

Which to requite, command me while I live. 

This lo^e of theirs myself have often seen. 

Haply, when they have judged me fast asleep ; 

And oftentimes have purposed to forbid 
Sir Valentine her company, and my court : 

But, fearing lest my jealous aim might err, 

And so, unworthily, disgrace the man, 


nat touch me near, wherein thou must be sera 

To match my ihend sir Thurio. to my daughte 
Val. _ I know It weU, my lord ; and, sure, theina 
W^ere nch and honourable ; besides, the gentler 
Is full of virtue, bounty, ''worth, and quafities 

cSnnT“^ ® ‘Jao&liter : 

peerish, sullen, f 

Proud, disobedient, stubborn, lacking duty; 
Neither regarding that she is my child 
- ......mg me as if I were her father : 

And, may I say to thee, this pride of iiers, 

..vA my love from her ; 
the remnant of mine age 
by ber child-like dul 
Ac a wife, 
will take her in : 

.-r wedding-dower ; 
my possession she esteems not. 

your grace have me to do i 

is a lady, sir, in Milan, here, 
but slie is nice, and coy, 
eloquence : 
ve thee to my tutor 
^ y court : 
time is chang’d ;) 
way, I may bestow myself, 


Nor fearim 

And, I ^ ; ^ ^ 

Dp on advice, hath drawn ] 

And, where I thought the 
Should have been cherish’d I 
I am now full resolved to take 
And turn her out to who v] 

Then let her beauty be her 

For me and i ccz 

Val. What would 
this ? 

Duke. There 
Whom I affect ; 

And nought esteems 
Now, therefore, would I have im 
(For long agone I have forgot to 
Besides, the fashion of the ' 

How, and which 

To be regarded in her sun-bright eye. 

Val. Win her with gifts, if she respect not words : 
Dumb jewels often, in their silent kind, 

Duke. But she did scorn a present that I sent 
jT j . . [tents her : 

yai. A woman sometimes scorns what best con- 

feend her another ; never give her o’er ; 
her scorn at first makes after-love the more. 

It she do frown, Tis not in hate of vou, 

But rather to beget more love in you : i 

H she do chide, ’tis not to have you gone : 

For why, the fools are mad, if left alone. 

Take no repulse, whatever she doth say : 

For, ffet ^ou gone f she doth not mean away: 

Matter, and praise, commend, extol their graces • 
Ihough ne’er so black, say, they have angels’ faces. 
That man that bath a tongue, I say, is no mao, 
it with Ms tongue he cannot win a woman. 

Duke. But she I mean is promised by her friends 
unto a youthful gentleman of worth ; 

And kept severely from resort of men, 

That no man hath access by day to her. 

Val. Why then I would resort to her by nip-ht. 

Duke. Aj, hut the doors be lock’d, and keys 
kept safe, 

That no man hath recourse to her by night. 

Fa/. What lets but one may enter at her window? 
Duke. Her chamber is aloft, far from the ground • 
And built so shelving, that one cannot climb it 
Without apparent hazard of his life. 

Val. Wily then, a ladder, quaintly made of cords, 
To cast up with a pair of anchoring hooks, 

Would serve to scale another Hero’s tower, I 

So bold Leander would adventure it. ^ ! 

Duke. Now, as thou art a geiitiema.n of bIood„ j 
Advise me where I may have such a ladder. I 
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¥al. When would you use it ? pray, sir, tell me 
that. 

Duke. This veiy nsglit ; for love is like a child, 
That longs for every thing that he can come by. 
VaL By seven o’clock I’ll get you such a ladder. 
Duke. But, hark thee ; I will go to her alone ; 
How shall I best convey the ladder thither ? 

Fai. It will be light, my lord, that you may bear it 
Under a cloak, that is of any length. 

Duke. A cloak as long as thine will serve the 
Val. Aj, my good lord. [turn. 

Duke. Then let me see thy cloak 
I’ll get me one of such another length. [lord. 
Val. Why, any cloak will serve the turn, my 
Duke. How shall I fashion me to wear a cloak.^ — 
I pray thee, let me feel thy cloak upon me. — 
What letter is this same? What’s here? — To Silvia? 
And here an engine ht for my proceeding I 
I’ll be so bold to break the seal for once, IReads. 
Jfy thoughts do harbour with nuy Silvia nightly ; 

And slaves they are to me, that send them flying . 
0, could their wiaster come and go as lightly, 
Himself would lodge, where senseless they are 
lying. 

My herald thoughts in thy pure bosom rest them ; 

While I, their king, that thither them impbrtune, 
Do curse the grace that with such grace hath 
blessed them, 

Because myself do want my servants' fortune : 

I curse myself, for they are sent by me, 

That they should harbour where their lord shouldbe. 
What’s here r 

Silvia, this night I will enfranchise thee : 

’Tis so ; and here’s the ladder for the purpose. 
W^hy, Phaeton, (for thou art Merops’ son,) 

Wilt thou aspire to guide the heavenly car, 

And with thy daring folly burn the world ? 

Wilt thou reach stars, because they shine on thee ? 
Go, base intruder ! over-weening slave I 
Bestow thy fawning smiles on equal mates ; 

And think, my patience, more than thy desert, 

Is privilege for thy departure hence : 

Thank me for this, more than for all the favours 
VBiich, all too much, I have bestow’d on thee. 

But if thou linger in my territories, 

Longer than swiftest expedition 

Will give thee time to leave our royal court, 

By heaven, my wrath shall far exceed the love 
I ever bore my daughter, or thyself. 

Be gone, I will not hear thy vain excuse. 

But, as thou lov’st thy life, make speed from hence. 

[JExiiDuius. 

Val. And why not death, rather than living tor- 
To die, is to be banish’d from myself ; [ment ? 
And Silvia is myself : banish’d from her. 

Is self from self : a deadly banishment ! 

What Hght is light, if Silvia be not seen ? 

What joy is joy, if Silvia be not by ? 

Unless it be to think that she is by. 

And feed upon the shadow of perfection. 

Except I be by Silvia in the night, 

There is no music in the nig'htingale ; 

Unless I look on Silvia in the day. 

There is no day for me to look upon : 

She is my essence ; and I leave to be, 

If I be not by her fair influence 
Foster’d, illumined, cherish’d, kept alive. 

I fly not -dteath, to fly Ms deadly doom : 

Tarry I here, I but attend on death ; 

But, fly I hence, I fly away from life. 


Enter Proteus and Launce. 

Fro. Run, boy, run, run, and seek him out. 
Laun. So-ho ! so-ho ! 

Pro. What seest thou ? 

Laun. Him we go to find : there’s not a hair 
on’s head, but ’tis a Valentine. 

Pro. Valentine ? 

Val. No. 

Pro. kWio then ? his spirit ? 

Val. Neither. 

Pro. 'What then ? 

Val. Nothing. 

Laun. Can, nothing* speak? master, sliali I strike? 
Pro. Whom w’-ould’st thou strike ? 

Laim. Nothing*. 

Pro. Villain, forbear. 

Laun. Wliy, sir, I’ll strike nothing : I pray 
. Pro. Sirrab, I say, forbear : Fiiend Valentine, 
<a word. 

Val. My ears are stopp’d, and cannot hear good 
. news, 

So much of bad already hath possess’d them. 

Pro. Then in dumb silence will I bury mine, 
For they are harsh, untuneable, and bad. 

Val. Is Silvia dead ? 

P7'0. No, Valentine. 

Val No Valentine, indeed, for sacred Silvia ! 

Hath she forsworn me ? 

. Pro. No, Valentine. 

Val. No V alentine, if Silvia have forsworn me ! — 
What is your news ? 

Laun. Sir, there’s a procIa,mation that you are 
vanish’d. ^ 

Pro. That thou art banished, O, that’s the news ; 
From hence, from Silvia, and from me thy friend. 

Val. Ob, I have fed upon this "woe already, 

And now excess of it will make me surfeit. 

Both Silvia know that I am banished ? 

Pro. Ay, ay ; and she hath offer’d to the doom, 
(Which, unreversed, stands in eftectual force,) 

A sea of melting pearl, '^vdiicli some call tears : 
Those at her father’s chiniish feet she tender’d ' , 
With them, upon her knees, her humble self ; 
Wringing her hands, whose whiteness' so became^ 
iks if but nov/ they wjixed pale for woe : [them, 
But neither bended knees, pure hands held up, 

Sad sighs, deep groans, nor silver-shedding tears, 
Could penetrate her uneompassionate sire ; 

But Valentine, if he be ta’en, must die. 

Besides, her intercession chafed him so, 

When she for thy repeal was suppliant, 

That to close prison he commanded her, 

With many bitter threats of ’biding there. 

Val. No more ; unless the next word that thou 
. , speak’ St ' 

Have some malignant power upon my life : 

If so, I pray thee, breathe it in mine car, 

As ending anthem of my endless dolour. 

Pro. Cease to lament for that thou can’st not IieJp, 
And study help for that which thou iament’st. 

Time is the nurse and breeder of ail good. 

Here if thou stay, thou canst not see thy love ; 
Besides, thy staying will abridge thy life. 

Hope is a lover’s sfofl' ; walk hence with that, 

And manage it against despairing thoughts. 

Thy letters may be here, though thou art hence : 
Which, being writ to me, shall be deliver’d 
Even in the milk-white bosom of thy love. 

The time now serves not to expostulate : 

Come, Fli convey thee through the city gate ; 
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A? I at iarge 

Of all that may concern thy love-affairs : 

As thou ov St Silvia, though not for thyself, 
Regard thy danger, and along with me. 

Val. 1 pray thee, Launce, an if thou seestmTbov 

Bid lam make haste, and meet me at the north-o-ate 

Fro. Go, sirrah, find Mm out TnmA 

Fuf. O my deal! Silvia, 

lives not now, that knows me to be in love ■ vet 
I am m love ; but a team of horse shaU not pluck 
that from me; nor who ’tis I love, and yet Hk a 
woman : but what woman, I will not tell mvsdf 
and yet 'tis a miik-mald ; yet ’tis not a mai? X; 
she hatn had gossips: yet ’tis a maid, for she is 
her master’s maid, and serves for wages She 

hath more qualities than a water-spaniel, -which 
IS much in a bare-christian. Here is the cat l“ 
[Pulling out a ^ajoer] of her conditions. Tm! 


breiS:^Eead‘on! ^ 

i. irSa" ■ “ .. 

Zaun n ® u! f 

vicesT ‘hat aet this down among he. 

S- I nrav tf'" ^'-'ornan’s^onh 

her chief virt4.*^^®’°“‘ 

Item', She is proud. 

and cZno^be Sen tm h:; 

fP^^<i-.ltem,Shekathuoteoth. 

love cruks. ‘^at neither, because I 

Speed. Item, She is curst. 

SpZ' Hem’ ‘^;'’“‘f’|hehathnoteethtobite. 

7f"f- TV praise her limJ 


therefore U k X?" si ® f ‘h« aalt, an 

mererore it is more than the salt: the hair th^ 
covers the wit, is more th in fhp Trrif 4 ? « 
hides the less.’ 8^““ 

Speed.-^nd more faults than hairs, - 
iMun That s monstrous: O, that that were out 
Speed.— ^id more wealth than faults. 

ciour“ WrfW’lfS ‘he faults gra. 

Clous . Well, I U have her r' And if it be a mateh 

as nothing is impossible,— 

Speed, mat then ? 

Laun. Why, then will I tell thee,— that tlit- 
master stays for thee at the north, irate. ^ " 


r -Vh ■' — J giiuiuiainer. 

Laun. O illiterate loiterer I it w^as the son of th 
grandmother : this proves, that thou canst not rear 
Speed. Come, fool, come : try me in thy paper 
tr.aun. There; and St. Nicholas be thy speed 
Speed. Imprimis. She can milk. ' ^ 

Laun. Ay, that she can. 

S^peed. ^tem, She breius good ale. 

thereof comes the proverb,— Bless- 
Oi your heart, you brew good ale. 

Speed. Item, She can ttew. 

That's as much as to say, can she so } 
Spted. Item, She can knit. 

n ‘ ^ Stock with 

a wench W‘hen she can knit him a stock. 

Speed. Item, She can wash and scour. 

need not 

tie washed and scoured. 

Speed. Item, She can spin. 

XiWB. Then may I set the world on wheels, 
?vhen she can spin for her living. 

Speed. Item, She hath many nameless virtues. 
J.mm. That^'s as much as to say, bastard 

wf ’ indeed, know not their fathers, and 
■lieretore have no names. 

Speed. Here follow Iter vices. 

Close at the heels of her virtues. 


Laun. For thee ? ay : who art thou ? he hatl 
staid for a better man than thee. 

Speed. And must I go to him? 

Wn Thou must run to him, for thou has i 
i'lw serve the turn, 
me sooner? hiox oi 


your love-letters ! 

Laun. Now will he be 

letter : An unmannerly slave, that will thrasrbin’ 

self into secrets !— I’ll after, to rejoice in the boy’ 
correction. '' 


SCENE II 


The same. ,■ A, Foom, in the Di 
Palace. 

Bntei'DxiKB and Tauitro; Proteus behind. 
Duke. Sir Thurio, fear not, but that sh( 
love you, 

Now Valentine is banish’d from her sMht 


rrf? c.* V . lACi 

i hu. Since Ms exile she hath despised me most, 
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Forsworn my company, and rail’d at me, 

That I am desperate of obtaining her. 

DuJce, This weak impress of love is as a 
Trenched in ice ; which with an hour's liei 
Dissolves to water and doth lose his form. 
A little time will melt her frozen thoughts. 
And worthless Valentine shall be forgot. — 
How now, sir Proteus ? Is your countrymai 
According to our proclamation, gone? 

Pro. Gone, my good lord. 

Duke. My daughter takes his going gih 

Pro, A little ti: ’ ’ 

Puke. So I believ 


Lest it should ravel, and be good to none 
You must provide to bottom it on me : ' 
Wliich must be done, by praising me as much 
As you m worth dispraise sir Valentine. 

Duke. And, Proteus, we dare trust you in • 
Because we know, on Valentine's report fki 
You are already love’s firm votary, ’ ^ 

And cannot soon revolt and change your mind 
Upon this warrant shall you have access, 
Where you with Silvia may confer at laro-e • 
For she is lumpish, heavy, melancholy, "" ’ 
And, for your friend’s sake, will be glad of you 
Where you may temper her, by your persuasioi 


^ grievously, 
ime, my lord, will kill that grief, 
'e ; but Tliurio thinks not so. — 
Proteus, the good conceit I hold of thee, 

(For thou hast shown some sign of good desert,) 
Makes me the better to confer with thee. 

Pro. Longer than I prove loyal to your grace, 
Let me not live to look upon your grace, [effect 
Duke. Thou know'st, how willingly I would 
The match between Sir Thurio and my daughter. 
Pro. I do, my lord. 

Duke. And also, I think, thou art not ignorant 
How she opposes her against my will. 

Pro. She did, my lord, when Valentine was here. 
Duke. Ay, and perversely she persevers so. 
YVhat might we do, to make the girl forget 
The love of Valentine, and love Sir Thurio? 

slander Valentine 
With falsehood, cowardice, and poor descent ; 
Three things that women highly hold in hate. 

Duke. Kj, but slie'U think, that it is spoke in 
Ay, if his enemy deliver it : [hate. 

Therefore it must, with circumstance, be spoken 
By one, whom she esteemeth as his friend. 

Duke. Then you must undertake to slander him. 
Pm And that, my lord, I shall be loth to do : 
Tis an ill office for a gentleman ; 

Especially, against his very friend. 

Duke. Where your good word cannot advantage 
I our slander never can endamage him ; [him 
Therefore the office is indifferent, 

Being entreated to it by your friend, 
n prevail’d, my lord : if I can do it, 

By ai^bt that I can speak in his dispraise, 
fehe snail not long continue love to him. 
but say, this weed her love from Valentine, 

^ Si Thurio. [Mm, 

luu. Therefore, as you unwind her love from 


But you, sir Ihiirioj are not sharp enough • 
You must lay lime, to tangle her desires, ’ 

By wailful sonnets, whose composed rhymes 
Should be full fraught with serviceable vows 
Duke. Ay, much the force of heaven Ajred po< 
Pro. Say, that upon the altar of her beautv 
1 ou sacrifice your tears, your sighs, 

Write till your ink be dry ; and with 
Moist it again ' “ 

That 1 ^ ’■ 

For Orpheus’ lute 

Whose golden tou._ 

Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
F ■* ’ ' ’ ' 

yonr dire lamenting elegies. 

With some"^ sweet concert 
Tune a deplo,i 


poesy. 
-V 

your heart ; 

, V - your tears 

mu * -V • line, 

1 iiat may discover such integrity : 

For Orpheus’ lute was strung with poets' sinews - 
Whose golden touch could soften steel and stones 
Make tigers tame, and huge leviathans 
Forsake unsounded deeps to dance on sands. 

After your dire lamenting elegies, 

SS chamber-window 

.t : to their mstriiments 

uing dump ; the night's dead silence 
^ come^ such sweet complaining griev- 
else nothing will inherit her* ranee. 


SCENE I 


'ores£, near Mantua. 

, certain Outlaws. 

2 ofi ff ^ ^ passenger 

^ Out. If tnere be ten, shrink not, but down 

With em. 

n Puter Yal’entinu and Spjsed. 

OuL Stand, sir, and throw us that you have 
about you; 

not, we'll make you sit, and rifle you. 

lat the travellers do fear so much. 
k al. My friends, — 

9 ^ your enemies. 

2 OuL Peace ; we'll hear him. 


My riches are these poor habiliments, 

Ot wiiich if you should here disfurnish me, 

1 ou teke the sum and substance that I have. 
2^0uL Whither travel you? 

Vai. To Verona. 

1 OuL Whence came you ? 

V al. From Milan. 

0 Out.^ Have you long sojourn'd there ? 

VaL Some sixteen months; and longer might 
have staid, 

If crooked fortune had not thwarted me. 

1 What, were you banish’d thence ? 


le’s a proner 



iipiii 

gii* 


piiilB 

ilill 


TWO GENTLEMEN OF YEROm 


SCENE II. 


I kill’d a^man, whose death I much repent 


But yet I slew him manfully in fight, 

Without false vantage, or base treachery. ' 

1 Out. ¥/hy, ne’er repent it, if it were done so : 
But were you banish’d for so small a fault ? 

Val. I was, and held me glad of such a doom. 

2 Out. Have you the tongues ? 

VaL My youthful travel therein made me happy ; 
Or else I often had been miserable. [friar, 

3 Out. By the bare scalp of Robin Hood’s fat 
This fellow were a king for our wild faction. 

1 Out. Well have him ; sirs, a word. 

Speed. Master, be one of them ; 

|t is an honourable kind of thievery. 

Val. Peace, villain ! 

2 Out. Tell us this : Have you anything to take 

Val. Nothing, but my fortune. [to? 

3 Out. Know then, that some of us are gentle- 
Such as the fury of ungovern’d youth [men, 
Thrust from the company of awful men : 

Myself was from Verona banish’d, 

For practising to steal away a lady, 

An heir, and near allied unto the duke. 

2 Out. And I from Mantua, for a gentleman, 
Whom, in my mood, I stabb’d unto the heart. 

1 Out. And I, for such like petty crimes as 

these. 

But to the purpose, — (for we cite our faults 
That they may hold excused our lawless lives,) 
And, partly, seeing you are beautified 
With goodly shape; and by your own report 
A linguist ; and a man of such perfection, 

As we do in our quality much want ; — 

2 Oui.^ Indeed, because you are a banish’d man, 
Therefore, above the rest, we parley to you : 

Are you content to be our general ? 

To make a virtue of necessity, 

And live, as 'we do, in this wilderness ? 

3 Out. What say’st thou ? vdlt thou be of our 
Say, ay, and be the captain of us all : [consdrt ? 
We’ll do thee homage, and be ruled by thee, 

Love thee as our commander, and our king. 

1 Out But if thou scorn ourcourtesy, thou diest. 

2 Out, Thou shaft not live to brag what we have 

offer’d. 

Val I take your offer and will live with you ; 
Provided that you do no outrages 
On silly women, or poor passengers. 

3 Out. No, we detest such vile base practices. 
Come, go with us, we’ll bring thee to our crews, 
And shew thee all the treasure we have got ; 
Which, with ourselves, all rest at thy dispose. 

lExeunt 


Eriter Host, at a distance ; and Julia in hoy's clothes. 
Host Now, my young guest ! methinks vou’re 
allycholly ; I pray you, wliy is it ? 

Jul. Marry, mine host, because I cannot be 
merry. 

Host. Come, we’ll have you merry : Pil bring 
you where you shall hear music, and see the gen- 
tleman that you ask’d for. 

J ul. But shall I hear him speak ? 

Host Ay, that you shall. 

J ul. That will be music. [ Jf plays. 

Host Hark ! hark ! 

J ul Is he among these I 

Host Ay; but peace, let’s hear ’em. 

SONG. 

TVho is Silvia ? what is she, 

That all our swains commend her ? 

Holy, fair, and %vise is she, 

The heavens such grace did lend her. 

That she might admired be. 

Is she kind as she is fair ? 

For beauty lives with kindness : 

Love doth to her eyes repair, 

To help him of his blindness ; 

And, being help’d, inhabits there. 

Then to Silvia let us sing. 

That Silvia is excelling ; 

She excels each mortal tiling, 

Upon the dull earth dwelling I 
To her let us garlands bring. 

Host How now ? are you sadder than you were 
before ? 

Plow do you, man ? the music likes you not. 

Jut You mistake ; the musician lOves me not. 
Host. Why, my pretty youtb ? 

Jul. He plays false, father. 

Host. How ? out of tune on the strings ? 

Jul. Not so ; but yet so false that he grieves my 
very heart-strings. 

Host. You have a quick ear. 

Jul. Ay, I would I were deaf ! it makes me 
have a slow heart. 

Host. I perceive you delight not in music. 

Jul. Not a whit, when it jars so. 

Host. Hark, what fine change is in the music I 
Jul. Ay; that change is the spite. 

Host. You would have them always jilay but 
one thing I ' 

Jul I would always have one play but one thing. 
But, host, doth this sir Proteus, that we talk on, 
often resort unto this gentiewoman ? 

Host. I’ll tell you what Launce, his m=^n, told 
me, he loved her out of all nick. 


SCENE 11. — Milan. Court of the Palace. 
Enter Pbotbus. 

Pro. Already have I been false to Valentine, 
And now I must be as unjust to Thurio, 

Under the colour of commending him, 

I have access my own love to prefer ; 

But Silvia is too' fair, too true, too holy, 

To be corrupted with my worthless gifts. 

When I protest true loyalty to her, 

She twits me with my falsehood to my friend : 
When to her beauty I commend my vows, 

She bids me think how I have been forsworn 
In breaking faith with Julia whom I loved : 
And, notwithstanding all her sudden quips, 

The least whereof would quell a lover’s hope, 
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J ul. Wliere is Launce ? 

Host. Gone to seek Ms dog ; wMch, to-morrow, 
by Ms master's command, he must carry for a pre- 
sent to his lady. 

Jful. Peace! stand aside I the company parts. 
Pro. Sir Thurio, fear not you I I will so plead, 
That you shall say, my cunning drift excels. 

Thu. Where meet we ? 

Pro. At saint Gregory's well. 

Thu. Farewell. [Exeunt Tmsmo and Musicians. 

Silvia appears above, at her window. 

Pro. Madam, good even to your ladyship. 

Sil. I thank you for your music, gentlemen : 
Who is that, that spake ? 

Pro. One, lady, if you knew his pure heart’s 
truth, 

You’d quickly learn to know him by his voice. 

Sil. Sir Proteus, as I take it. 

Pro. Sir Proteus, gentle lady, and your servant. 
Sil. What is your will ? 

■Ffo. That I may compass yours. 

Sil You have your wish ; my will is even this, — 
That presently you hie you home to bed. 

Thou subtle, perjured, false, disloyal man ! 

Think’st thou I am so shallow, so conceitless. 

To be seduced by thy flattery, 

That hast deceived so man y with thy vows ? 

Return, return, and make thy love amends. 

For me, ^by this pale queen of night P swear, 

I am so far from granting thy request, . 

That I despise thee for thy wrongful suit ; 

And by and by intend to chide myself, 

Even for this time I spend in talking to thee. 

Pro. I grant, sweet love, that I did love a lady : 
But she is dead. 

Jul. 'Twere false, if I should speak it ; 

Fo^ I am sure, she is not buried. [Aside. \ 

Sil Say that she be ; yet Valentine, thy friend, 
Survives ; to whom, thyself art witness, 

I am betrothed : And art thou not ashamed 
To wrong him with thy importflnacy ? 

Pro. I likewise hear, that Valentine is dead. 

Szl And so, suppose, am I ; for in his grave 
Assure thyself my love is buried. 

Pro. Sweet lady, let me rake it from the earth, 
SiL Go to thy lady’s grave, and call hers thence : 
Ur, at the least, in hers sepulchre thine. 

Jul He heard not that, [Aside. 

Pro. Madam, if your heart be so obdflrate, 
^uchsafe me yet your picture for my love, 
pictme that is hanging in your chamber : 

To that 1 11 speak, to that I'll sigh and weep : 
r or, since the substance of your perfect self 
Is else devoted, I am but a shadow ; 

And to your shadow 1 will make true love. 

Jul If 'twere a substance, you would, sure, 
deceive it, 

^ shadow, as I am. [Aside. 

Sil I am very loth to be your idol, sir ; 

But, since your falsehood shall become you well 
To worsMp shadows, and adore false shapes, 
feend to me in the morning, and I'll send it : 

And so, good rest. 

^ wretches have o'er-night, 

iiiat wait for execution in the morn. 

CiS?a?eMw«PiioTEus; and Silvia, from above. i 
Jul Host, will you go ? 

Most. By my hallidom, I was fast asleep. 

Jul. Pray you, where hes sir Proteus ? 


ACT IV. 


Host. Marry, at my house : Trust me, I thint 

'tis almost day. 

Not so ; but it hath been the longest night 
That e er I watch d, and the most heaviest. 

SCENE III.— TAe 

same. 

Enter Eglamour. 

Egl This is the hour that madam Silvia 
Entieated me to call, and know her mind 5 
There's some great matter she'd emplov me in.-™. 
Madam, madam ! 

Silvia appears above, at Jicr 'window. 

Sil Who calls } 

and your friend ; 

Une that attends your ladj’'ship’s command. 

Sil Sir Eglamour, a thousand times good- 
morrow. 

Egl As many, worthy lady, to yourself. 
According to your ladyship’s impose, 

I am thus early come, to know what service 
It is your pleasure to command me in. 

Sil O Eglamour, thou art a gentleman, 

(Think not I flatter, for I swear I do not,) 

Valiant, wise, remorseful, well accomplish’d. 

Thou art not ignorant wdiat dear good will 
I bear unto the banish’d Valentine ; 

Nor how my flither would enforce me marry 
Vain Thurio, whom my very soul abhorr'd. 

Thyself hast loved ; and I have heard thee say, 

No grief did ever come so near thy heart, 

As when thy lady and thy true love died, 

Upon whose grave thou vow'dst pure chastity. 

Sir Eglamoui’, I would to Valentine, 

To Mantua, where, I hear, he makes abode ; 

And, for the wa 3 »’s are dangerous to pass, 

I do desire thy worthy company, 

Upon whose faith and honour I repose. 

Urge not my father’s angeij Eglamour, 

But think upon my grief, a lady's grief ; 

And on the justice of my flying hence, 

To keep me from a most unholy match. 

Which heaven and fortune still reward with plagues. 

1 do desire thee, even from a heart 
As full of sorrows as the sea of sands, 

To bear me company, and go with me : 

If not, to hide what I have said to thee, 

That I may venture to depart alone. 

^ »^^oh your grievances ; 

Which since I know they virtuously are placed, 

1 give consent to go along with you ; 

Recking as little what betideth me ’ 

As much I wish all good befortiine you. 

When will you go 

-rTTi evening coming. 

Egl Where shall I meet you ? 

WT-f r • , Patrick’s cell, 

Where I intend holy confession. 

Egl I will not fail your ladyship : 

Good morrow, gentie lady. 

Sil Good morrow, kind sir Eglamour. [Exeujit 


SCENE IV. 
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went to it ! 1 iiave tanglit him — even as one 

would say precisely, Tims I would teach a dog. I 
was sent to deliver him, as a present to mistress 
Silvia, from my master ; and I came no sooner into 
the dining-chamher, hut he steps me to her trencher, 
and steals her capon’s leg. 0, ’tis a foul thing, 
when a cur cannot keep himself in all companies ! 

I would have;, as one should say, one that takes 
upon him to be a dog indeed, to be, as it were, a dog 
at all things. If I had not had more wit than he, 
to take a fault upon me that he did, I think verily 
he had been bang’d for’t ; sure as I live he had 
suffer’d for’t : you shall judge. He thrusts me 
himself into the company of three or four gentle- 
man-like dogs, under the duke’s table : he had not 
been there (bless the mark) a pissing while, but all 
the chamber smelt him. Out with ike dog, says 
one ; What cur is that 9 says another ; Whip him 
out, says a third; Hang him up, says the duke. 

I, having been acquainted with the smell before, 
knew it was Crab ; and goes me to the fellow that 
whips the dogs : Friend, quoth I, you mean to 
whip the dog ? Ay, marry do X, quoth he. You i 
do him the 7nore wrong, quoth I; Hwas I did the 
thing you wot of. He makes me no moi'e ado, 
but whips me out of the chamber. How many 
masters would do this for their servant ? Nay, I’ll 
be sworn, 1 have sat in the stocks for puddings he 
hath stolen, otherwise he had been executed: I 
have stood on the pillory for geese he hath killed, 
otherwise he had suffer’d for^t : thou think’ st not 
of this now ! — Nay, I remember the trick you served 
me, when I took my leave of madam Silvia ; did 
not I bi(i thee still mark me, and do as I do t 
When did’st thou see me heave up my leg, and i 
make water against a gentlewoman’s farthingale ? 
didst thou ever see me do such a trick ? 

Enter Proteus and Julia. 

Pro. Sebastian is thy name ? I like thee well, 
And will employ thee in some service presently. 

Jul. In what you please ; — I vdll do what I can. 

Pro. I hope thou wilt. — How now, you whore- 
son peasant ? ITo Launch. 

VTiere have you been these two days loitering ? 

Laun. Marry, sir, I carried mistress Silvia the 
dog you bade me. 

Pro. And what says she to my little jewel ? 

Laun, Marry, she says, your dog was a cur; 
and tells you, currish thanks is good enough for 
such a present. 

Pro. But she received my dog ? 

Laun. No, indeed, she did not ; here have I 
brought him back again. 

Pro. What, didst thou offer her this from me? 

Laun. Ay, sir ; the other squirrel was stolen 
from me by the hangman’s boys in the market- 
place : and then I offer’d her mine own ; who is a 
dog as big as ten of yours, and therefore the gift 
the greater. 

Pro. Go, get thee hence, and ffnd my dog again, 
Or ne’er return again into my sight. 

Away, I say : Stay’st thou to vex me here ? 

A slave, that, still an end, turns me to shame. 

{Exit Launce. 

Sebastian, I have entertain’d thee, 

Partly, that I have need of .such a youths 
That can with some discretion do my business, 

For ’tis no trusting to yond foolish lout ; 

But chiefly, for thy face, and thy behaviour ; 


Which (if my augury deceive me not) 

Witness good bringing up, fortune, and truth : 
Therefore know thou, for this I entertain thee. 

Go presently, and take this ring with thee, 
Deliver it to madam Silvia : 

She loved me well, deliver’d it to me. 

Jul. It seems you loved not her, to leave her 
She’s dead, belike. “ [token ; 

Not so : I think she lives. 

Jul. Alas ! 

Pro. Why dost thou cry, Alas ! 

Jzil. I cannot choose but pity her. 

Pro. Wherefore should’st thou pity her ? 

Jul. Because, methinks, that she loved you as 
As you do love your lady Silvia : [ well 

She dreams on him, that has forgot her love ; 

You dote on her, that cares not for your love. 

’Tis pity, love should be so contrary ; 

And thinking on it makes me cry, Alas ! 

Pro. Well, give her that ring, and therewithal 
This letter ; — that’s her chamber. — Tell my lady, 

I claim the promise for her heavenly picture. 

Your message- done, hie home unto my chamber, 
Where thou shalt And me sad and solitary. 

[Exit P.EOTEUS, 

J ul. How many women would do such a message ? 
Alas, poor Proteus ! thou hast entertain’d 
A fox, to be the shepherd of thy lambs ; 

Alas, poor fool ! why do I pity him 
That with his very heart despiseth me ? 

Because he loves her, he despiseth me ; 

Because I love him, I must pity him. 

This ring I gave him, when he parted from me. 

To hind him to remember my good wiE : 

And now am I (unhappy messenger) 

To plead for that, which I would not obtain ; 

To carry that which I wmuld have refused ; 

To praise his faith, which I would have dispraised. 
I am my master’s true confirmed love ; 

But cannot be true servant to my master, 

Unless I prove false traitor to myself. 

Yet will I woo for him ; but yet so coldly. 

As, heaven it kno%vs, I wmuld not have him speed. 
Enter Silvia, attended. 

Gentlewoman, good day ! I pray you, be my mean 
To bring me where to speak with madam Silvia. 
Sil. What would you with her, if that I he slie 
Jul. If you be she, I do entreat your patience 
To hear me speak the message I am sent on. 

Sil. From whom ? 

Jul. From my master, sir Proteus, madam. 

Sil. O I — ^he sends you for a picture ? 

Jzil. Ay, madam. 

Sil. Ursula, bring my picture there. 

[Pictm'e hrovglit. 

Go, give your master this : tell him from me, 

One Julia, that his changing thoughts forget, 
Would better fit his chamber, than this shadow. 

Jul. Madam, please you peruse this letter 

Pardon me, madam ; I have unadvised 
Delivered you a paper that I should not. 

This is the letter to your ladyship. 

Sil. I pray thee, let me look on that again. 

Jul. It may not be; good madam, pardon me. 
Sil. There, hold. 

I will not look upon your master’s lines : 

I know, they are stuff’d with protestations. 

And full of new-found oaths ; which he wili_brea.k, 
As easily as I do tear his paper. ^ ^ ^ 

JuL Madain, he sends your ladyslnp this ring. 



SCENE IL — The same. An Apartment in the 
Dxjke^s Palace. 

^ Enter Thurio, Pjrotbtjs, and ^vua. 

Thu. Sir Proteus, wliat says Silyia to my suit ? 
Pro. 0, sir, I find her milder than she was : 
And yet she takes exceptions at your person. 

Thu. What, that my leg is too long ? 

Pr(C No ; that it is too little. [rounder. 

Thu. ril wear a hoot, to make it somewhat 
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ACT W 


Sil. The more shame for him that he sends it me ; 
For, I have heard him say a thousand times, 

His J ulia gave it him at his departure ; 

Though his false finger have profaned the ring. 
Mine shall not do his Julia so much wrong. 

Jul. She thanks you. 

Sil. What say’st thou ? 

Jul. I thank you, madam, that you tender her: 
Poor gentlewoman ! my master wrongs her much. 
Sil. Dost thou knowfher ? 

Jul. Almost as well as I do know myself : 

To think upon her woes, I do protest, 

That I have wept an hundred several times. 

Sil. Belike, she tliinks that Proteus hath forsook 
her. 

Jul. I think she doth, and that^s her cause of 
Sil. Is she not passing fair ? [sorrow. 

Jw/. She hath been fairer, madam, than she is : 
When she did think my master loved her well. 

She, in my judgment, was as fair as you ; 

But since she did neglect her looking-glass, 

And threw her sun-expelling mask away, 

The air hath starved the roses in her cheeks, • 

And pinch’d the lily-tincture of her face, 

That now she is become as black as I. 

Sil. How tall was she } 

Jul. About my stature : for, at Pentecost, 
When all our pageants of delight were play’d, 

Our youth got me to play the woman’s part, 

And I was trimm’d in madam Julia’s gown ; 
Which served me as fit, by all men’s judgment, 

As if the garment had been made for me : 
Therefore, I know she is about my height 
And, at that time, I made her weep a-good, 

For I did play a lamentable part ; « 

Madam, ’twas Ariadne, passioning 
For Theseus’ perjury, and unjust flight ; 

Which I so lively acted with my tears, 


That my poor mistress, moved therewithal 
Wept bitterly ; and, would I might be dead, 

If I in thought felt not her very sorrow ! 

Sil. She is beholden to thee, gentle youth ! — 
Alas, poor lady ! desolate and left I — 

I weep myself, to think upon thy words. 

Here, youth, there is my purse ; I give thee this 
For thy sweet mistress’ sake, because thou iov ’st 
her. 

Farew^ell. Silvia, 

Jul. And she shall thank jmu forT, if e’er yo\i 
know her. 

A virtuous gentlewoman, mild, and beautiful. 

I hope my master’s suit will be but cold, 

Since she respects my mistress’ love so much, 
Alas, how love can trifle with itself ! 

Here is her picture : Let me see ; I think, 

If I had such a tire, this face of mine 
Were full as lovely as is this of hers : 

And yet the painter flatter’d her a little, 

Unless I flatter with myself too much. 

Her hair is auburn, mine is perfect yellow : 

If that be all the difference in his love, 

I’ll get me such a colour’d periwig. 

Her eyes are grey as glass ; and so are mine : 

Ay, but her forehead’s low, and mine’s as high. 
What should it be, that he respects in her, 

But I can make respective in myself, 

If this fond love were not a blinded god ? 

Come, shadow, come, and take this shadow up, 
For ’tis thy rival. O thou senseless form, 

Thou shalt be worshipp’d, kiss’d, loved, and adored ; 
And, were there sense in his idolatry, 

My substance should be statue in thy stead. 

I’ll use thee kindly for thy mistress’ sake, 

That used me so ; or else, by Jove I vow, 

I should have scratch’d out your unseeing eyes, 

To make my master out of love with thee. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I . — The same. An Ahhey. 

Enter Eglamour. 

Erjl. The sun begins to gild the western sky ; 
And now, it is about the very hour 
That Silvia, at Patrick’s cell, should meet me. 

She will not fail ; for lovers break not hours, 
Unless it be to come before their time ; 

So much they spur their expedition. 

Enter Silvia. 

See where she comes : Lady, a happy evening I 
Sil. Amen, amen ! go on, good Eglamour ! 

Out at the postern by the abbey-wall ; 

I fear, I am attended by some spies. 

Egl Fear not : the forest is not three leagues off : 
If we recover that, we are sure enough. iExeu?it. 


Pro. But love will not be spurr’d to what it 
ioaths. 

Thu. What says she to my fiice? 

Pro. She says, it is a fair one. 

Thu. Nay, then the wanton lies ; my face is 
black. 

Pro. But pearls are fair ; and the old saying is, 
Black men are pearls in beauteous ladies’ eyes. 

Jul. ’Tis true, such pearls as put out ladies’ eyes ; 
For I had rather wink than look on them. lAside. 
Thu. How likes she my discourse ? 

Pro. Ill, when you talk of war. 

Thu. But well, when I discourse of love and 
peace ?, . , , , 

Jul. But better, indeed, wdien you hold your 
peace. lAskie. 

Thu. What says she to my valour } 

Pq'o. 0 , sir, she makes no doubt of that. 

Jul. She needs not, when she knows it cowardice. 

[Aside. 

Thu. What says she to my birth i 
Pro. That you are well derived. 

Jul. True ; from a geutlenian to a fool. [Aside. 
Thu. Considers she my possessions ? 

Pro. O, ay ; and pities them. 

Thu. Wherefore? 

Jul. That such an ass should owe them. 
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Pro. That they are out by lease. 

JuL Here comes the dube. 

Enter Dijkb- 

Pulce. How now, sir Proteus ? how now, Thurio ? 
Tf hicli of you saw sir Eglamour of late ? 

Thu. Not I. 
pro. Nor I. 

Duke. Sa?v you my daughter ? 

Pro. Neither. 

Duke. Why, then she’s fieri unto that peasant, 
Valentine ; 

And Eglamour is in her company. 

’Tis true ; for friar Lawrence met them both, 

As he in penance wmnder’d through the forest : 
Him he knew well, and guess’d that it w’as she ; 
But, being mask’d, he was not sure of it : 

Besides, she did intend confession 
At Patrick’s cell this even ; and there she was not : 
These likelihoods confirm her flight from hence. 
Therefore, I pray you, stand not to discourse, 

But mount you presently ; and meet with me 
Upon the rising of the mountain-foot 
That leads towards Mantua, whither they are fied. 
Dispatch, sweet gentlemen, and follow me. lExit. 

Thu. Why this it is to be a peevish girl, 

That flies her fortune w'hen it follows her : 

I’ll after ; more to be revenged on Eglamour, 
Than for the love of reckless Silvia. lExit. 

Pro. And I will foUow, more for Silvia’s love, 
Than hate of Eglamour that goes with her. iExit. 

Jul. And I will follow more to cross that love, 
Than hate for Silvia, that is gone for love. lExit 


SCENE III. — Frontiers of Mantua. The 
Forest. 

Enter Silvia, and Outlaws. 

1 Out. Come, come ; 

Be patient, we must bring you to our captain. 

Sil. A thousand more mischances than this one 
Have learn’ d me how to brook this patiently. 

2 Out. Come, bring her away. 

1 Out. Where is the gentleman that was with 
her ? 

Out. Being nimble-footed, he hath out-run us, 
But Moyses, and Valerius, follow him. 

Go thou with her to the Tvest end of the wood, 
There is our captain : we’ll follow him that’s fled. 
The thicket is beset, he cannot ’scape. 

1 Out, Come, I must bring you to our captain’s 
cave ; 

Fear not ; he bears an honourable mind, 

And will not use a woman lawlessly. 

Sil. 0 Valentine, this I endure for thee. lExeunt. 


SCENE IV. — Another part of the Forest. 
Enter Yalsntine. 

Val. How use doth breed a habit in a man ! 
This shadowy desert, unfrequented woods, 

I better brook than flourishing peopled towns : 
Here can I sit alone, unseen of any, 

And to the nightingale’s complaining notes, 
Tune my distresses, and record my woes. 

O thou that dost inhabit in my breast, 

Leave not the mansion so long tenantiess ; 
Lest, growing ruinous, the building fall, 

And leave no memory of what it was 1 
Repair me with thy presence, Silvia ; 


Thou gentle nymph, cheri.sh thy forlorn swain ! — 
W'hat halloing, and what stir is this to-day ? 

These are my mates, that make their wills their law, 
Plave some unhappy passenger in chase : 

They love me well ; yet I have much to do, 

To keep them from uncivil outrages. 

Withdraw thee, Valentine ; who’s this comes here? 

aside. 

Enter Pr.O'etsxs, Silvia, and Julia. 

Pro. Madam, this servicb I have done for you, 
(Though you respect not aught your servant dkh,) 
To hazard life, and rescue you from him 
That would have forced your honour and your love. 
Vouchsafe me, for my meed, hut one fair look ; 

A smaller boon than this I cannot beg, 

And less than this, I am sure, you cannot give. 

Val. How like a dream is this I see and hear ! 
Love, lend me patience to forbear a while. 

Sil. O miserable, unhappy that I am I 
Pro. Unhappy w'ere you, madam, ere I came ; 
But, by my coming, I have made you happy. 

Sil. By thy approach thou makest me most un- 
happy. 

Jul. And me, when he approaclieth to your pre- 
sence. lAside. 

Sil. Had I been seized by a hungry lion, 

I would have been a breakfast to the beast, 

Rather than have false Proteus rescue me. 

O, heaven be judge, how I love Valentine, 

Wliose life’s as tender to me as my soul ; 

And full as much, (for more there cannot be,) 

I do detest false perjured Proteus : 

Therefore be gone, solicit me no more. 

Pro.What dangerous action, stood it next to death, 
V^ould I not undergo for one calm look 1 
O, ’tis the curse in love, and still approved. 

When women cannot love, where they’re beloved. 

SiU When Proteus cannot love where he's be- 
Read over Julia’s heart, thy first best love, [loved. 
For whose dear sake thou didst then rend thy faith 
Into a thousand oaths ; and all those oaths 
Descended into perjury, to love me. 

Thou hast no faith left now, unless thou liad’st two, 
And that’s far worse than none ; better have none 
Than plural faith, which is too much by one t 
Thou counterfeit to thy true friend I 
Pro. In love,, 

Who respects friend ? 

Sil. All men but Proteus. 

Pro. Nay, if the gentle spirit of moving words 
Can no way change you to a milder form, 

I’ll woo you like a soldier, at arms’ end ; 

And love you ’gainst the nature of love, force you. 
Sil. O heaven! 

Pro. I’ll force thee yield to my desire. 

Val, Ruflian, let go that rude uncivil touch ; 
Thou friend of am ill fashion 1 

Pro. Valentine I 

Val. Thou common friend, that’s without faith 
or love; 

(For such is a friend now,) treacherous man 1 
Thou hast beguiled my hopes ; nought but mine eye 
Could have persuaded me : Now I dare not say, 

I have one friend ahve; thouwmuld’st disprove me. 
Who should be trusted mow, wben one’s right hand 
I.S perjured to the bosom ? Proteus, 

I am sorry I must never trust thee more, 

But count the world a stranger for thy sake^ 

The private wound is deepest : O time, most curst! 
’Mongst all foes, that a friend should be the worst. 
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Pro, My sliame and guilt confound me. — 
Forgive me, Valentine: if hearty sorrow 
Be a sufficient ransom for offence, 

I tender it here ; I do as truly suffer, 

As e’er I did commit. 

fal. Then I am paid ; 

And once again I do receive thee honest. — 

Who by repentance is not satisfied, 

Is nor of heaven, nor earth; for these are pleased; 
By penitence the Etemal's wrath’s appeased : 

And, that my love may appear plain and free, 

All that was mine in Silvia, I give thee. 

Jul O me, unhappy ! IFaints. 

Pro. Look to the boy. 

VaL Why, boy ! why, wag 1 how now ? what is 
Look up ; speak. [the matter ? 

JuL O good sir, my master charged me 

To deliver a ring to madam Silvia ; 

Which, out of my neglect, was never done. 

Pro. Where is that ring, boy ? 

Here ’tis : this is it. 
IGivcs a ring. 

Pro. How ! let me see : 

Why this is the ring I gave to Julia. 

JuL O, cry you mercy, sir, I have mistook ; 
This is the ring you sent to Silvia. 

{_Siioios another ring. 
Pro. But, how earnest thou by this ring ? at my 
I gave this unto Julia. [depart, 

JuL And Juha herself did give it me ; 

And Julia herself hath brought it hither. 
pro. How ! Julia ! 

JuL Behold her that gave aim to all thy oaths, 
And entertain’d them deeply in her heart : 

How oft hast thou with perjury cleft the root ? 

O Proteus, let this habit make thee blush 1 
Be thou ashamed, that I have took upon me 
Such an immodest raiment ; if shame live 
In a disguise of love : 

It is the lesser blot, modesty finds, [minds. 

Women to change their shapes, than men their 
Fro. Than men their minds’, ’tis true; O 
heaven I were man 

But constant, he were perfect : that one error 
Fills him with faults ; makes him run through all 
Inconstancy falls off, ere it begins : [th’ sins : 

What is in SiMa’s face, hut I may spy 
More fresh in Julia’s, with a constant eye ? 

Val. Come, come, a hand from either : 

Let me he blest to make this happy close ; 

’Twere pity two such friends should be long foes. 
Pro. Bear witness, Heaven, I have my wish for 
Jul. And I have mine. [ever. 

Outlaws, with Duke and Thubio. 

OuL A prize, a prize, a prize ! 

Vai. Forbear, I say ; it is my lord the duke. 


Your grace is welcome to a man disgraced, 
Banished Valentine. 

Duke. Sir Valentine ! 

Thu. Yonder is Silvia ; and Silvia’s mine. 

Val. ThuriOjgive back, or else embrace thy death ; 
Come not within the measure of my wrath : 

Do not name Silvia thine ; if once again, 

Milan shall not behold thee. Here she stands, 
Take but possession of her with a touch ; — 

I dare thee but to breathe upon my love. — 

Thu. Sir Valentine, I care not for her, I ; 

I hold him but a fool, that will endanger 
His body for a girl, that loves him not : 

I claim her not, and therefore she is thine. 

Duke. The more degenerate and base art tboii, 
To make such means for her as thou hast done, 
And leave her on such slight conditions. — 

Now, by the honour of my ancestry, 

I do applaud thy spirit, Valentine, 

And think thee worthy of an empress’ love. 

Know then, I here forget all former griefs, 

Cancel all grudge, repeal thee home again. — 

Plead a new state in thy unrivall’d merit, 

To which I thus subscribe, — sir Valentine, 

Thou art a gentleman, and well derived ; 

Take thou thy Silvia, for thou hast deserved her. 
Val, I thank your grace: the gift hath made 
me happy. 

I now beseech you, for your daughter’s sake, 

To grant one boon that I shall ask of you. 

Duke, I grant it, for thine own, whate’er it be. 
Val. These banish’d men, that I have kept withal. 
Are men endued with worthy qualities ; 

Forgive them what they have committed here, 

And let them be recall’d from their exile : 

They are reform’d, civil, full of good, 

And fit for great employment, worthy lord. 

Duke, Thou hast prevail’d; I pardon them, 
and thee ; 

Dispose of them, as thou know’st their deserts. 
Come, let us go ; we will include all jars 
With triumphs, mirth, and rare solemnity. 

Val. And, as we walk along, I dare be bold 
With our discourse to make your grace to smile : 
What think you of this page, my lord _? 

Duke, I think the boy hath grace in him ; he 
blushes. 

Val. I warrant you, my lord ; more grace than 
Diike^ What mean you by that saying ? [boy 
Val. Please you, I'll tell you, as we pass along, 
That you will wonder what hath fortuned, — 
Come, Proteus ; ’tis your penance, but to hear 
The story of your loves discover’d : 

That done, our day of marriage shall he yours ; 
One feast, one house, one mutual happiness. 

iExeunt. 
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there is no fear of Got in a riot: the Conncil, look 
yon, shall desire to hear the fear of Got, and not to 
hear a riot ; take yonr vizaments in that, 

Shal Ha 1 o’ my life, if I were yonn| 
the sword should end it. 

Em. It is petter that friends is the sword, and 
end it : and there is also another device in my 
prain, which, peradventure, prings goot diseretioiis 
with it : There is Anne Page, which is daughter to 
master George Page, which is pretty virginity. 

Slen. Mistress Anne Page? She has broxvn hair, 
and speaks small like a woman. 

Eva. It is that fery person for all the ’orld, as 
and seven hundred pounds 


SCENE I.— Windsor. Before Page’s House. 
Enter Justice Shallow, Slender, and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Shal Sir Hugh, persuade me not ; I will make 
a Star-chamber matter of it : if he were twenty sir 
John Falstaffs, he shall not abuse Robert Shallow, 

esquire. . . . 

Slen. In the county of Gloster, justice of peace, 

and coram. 

Shal. Ay, cousin Slender, and Cust-alorum. 
Slen. Ay, and ratolorum too ; and a gentleman 
born, master parson ; who writes himself armu 
gero; in any bill, warrant, quittance, or obliga- 
tion, armigero. 

Shal. Ay, that we do ; and have done any time 
these three hundred years. , . 1 . 

Slen. All his successors, gone before him, have 
done’t ; and aU his ancestors, that come after him, 
may : they may give the dozen white luces in their 
coat. ■ ' . . 

Shal. It is an old coat. _ 

Eva. The dozen white louses do become an old 
coat vrell 


agam. 


just as you will desire , — 
of monies, and gold, and silver, is her grandsire, 
upon his death’s-bed, (Got deliver to a joylul 
resurrections !) give, when she is able to overtake 
seventeen years old ; it were a goot motion, if we 
leave our pribbles and prabhles, and de.sire a mar- 
riage between master Abraham, and mistress Anne 

Page. ■ ' , ' , 

Shal Did her grandsire leave her seven hun- 
dred pound? 

Eva. Ay, and her father is make her a pet*.er 

^^^Shal I know the young gentlewoman ; she has 

good gifts. ....... 

Seven hundred pounds, and possmmaes, 

is goot gifts. „ - 

Shal. Well, let us see honest master Page : is 

Falstaff there ? . • r 

Ena. Shall I tell you a lie r I do despip a liar, 
as I do despise one that is false ; or, as I despisc- 
one that is not true. The knight, sir John, n 
there; and, I beseech you, be rulea bv yom 
well-wiliers. I wiH peat the door [/i/mc/is] foi 
master Page. What, hoa! Got piess your housi 
here I 


^ it agrees well, passant : it is a familiar 
beast to man, and signifies — ^love. , , «. • 

Shal. The luce is the fresh fish ; the salt fish is 
an old coat. 

Slen. 1 may quarter, coz ? 

Shal You may, by marrying. 

Eva. It is marring, indeed, if he quarter it, 

Shal Not a wliit. 

Eva. Yes, py’r-lady ; if he has a quarter of your 
coat, there is but three skirts for yourself, in my 
simple conjectures ; hut this is all one : If sir J olin 
Falstaff have committed disparagements unto you, 
I am of the church, and will be glad to do my 
benevolence, to make atonements and compro- 
mises between you. 
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EntcT Page. 

Page, Wlio’s there ? 

Eva. Here is Got’s plessing, and your friend, 
and justice Shallow : and here young master Slen- ; 
der ; that, peradventnres, shall tell you another 
tale, if matters grow to your likings. 

Page. I am glad to see your worships well : I 
thank you for my ■venison, master Shallow. 

Shal Master Page, I am glad to see you; Much 
good do it your good h^art! I wished your venison 
better; it was ill killed: — How doth good mistress 
Page ? — and I love you always with my heart, la ; 
with my heart. 

Page. Sir, I thank you. 

SlUl. Sir, I thank you ; by yea and no, I do. 

Page. I am glad to see you, good master Slender. 

Slen. How does your fallow greyhound, sir ? I 
heard say, he was outrun on Cotsale. 

Page. It could not be judged, sir. 

Sleri. You’ll not confess, you’ll not confess. 

Shal. That he will not;— ’tis your fault, ’tis 
your fault ; — ’Tis a good dog. 

Page, k cur, sir. 

Shal. Sir, he’s a good dog, and a fair dog ; Can 
there be more said ? he is good, and fair. Is sir 
John Falstaff here ? 

Page. Sir, he is within ; and I would I could do 
a good O'ffice between you. 

Em. It is spoke as a Christians ought to speak. 

Shal. He hath wrong’d me, master Page. 

Page. Sir, he doth in some sort confess it. 

Shal. If it be confess’d, it is not redress’d; is 
not that so, master Page ? He hath wrong’d me ; 
indeed, he hath; — at a word he hath; — ^believe 
me ; Robert Shallow, esquire, saith, he is wrong’d. 

Page. Here comes sir John. 

Enter sir John Falstafp, Bardolph, Nym, ayid Pistol. 

Fal. Now, master Shallow ; youTl complain of 
me to the king ? 

Shal. Knight, yon have beaten my men, killed 
my deer, and broke open my lodge. 

Fal. But not kiss’d your keeper’s daughter ? 

Shal. Tut, a pin ! this shall be answer’d. 

Fal. I will answer it straight ; — I have done all 
this Tliat is now answer’d. 

Shal The Council shall know this. 

Fal ’Twere better for you, if it were known in 
counsel : you’ll he laughed at. 

Em. Pauca verba, sir John, goot worts. 

Fal. Good worts ! good cabbage. — Slender, I 
broke your head; "What matter have you against me? 

Skn. Marry, sir, I have matter in my head 
against you ; and against your coney-catching 
rascals, Bardolph, Nym, and Pistol. They carried 
me to the tavern, and made me drunk, and after- 
wards picked my pocket. 

Yon Banbury cheese 1 

Slen, Ay, it is no matter. 

Pist. Plow now, Mephostophiius ? 

Slen. Ay, it is no matter. 

Nym. slice, I say ! pauca, pauca ; slice ! that's 
my humour. 

Slen. Where’s Simple, my man i’ — can yon tell, 
cousin ? 

Em. Peace: I pray you I Now let ns under- 
stand : There is three umpires in this matter, as I 
understand: that is — master Vn.^e^,fidelicet, master 
Page ; and there is myself, Jidelicet, myself ; and 
the th^e party is, lastly and finally, mine host of 
the Garter. 


Page. We three, to hear it, and end it between ■ 
them. 

Eva. Fery goot : I will make a prief of it in 
my note-hook ; and we will afterwards ’ork upon 
the cause, with as great discreetly as we can, 

Fal Pistol,— 

Pist. He hears with ears. 

Eva. The tevil and his tarn ! what phrase is 
this, He hears tviih ear f Why, it is affectations. 

Fal Pistol, did you pick master Slender’s 
purse ? 

Sle 7 i. Ay, by these gloves, did he, (or I would 
I might never come in mine own great chamber 
again else,) of seven groats in mill-sixpences, and 
two Edward shovel-boards, that cost me two sliilling 
and two pence a-piece of Yead Miller, by these 
gloves. 

Fal Is this true, Pistol ? 

Eva. No ; it is false, if it is a pick-purse. 

Pist. Ha, thou mountain-foreigner !-^Sir John 
and master mine, 

I combat challenge of this latten bilbo : 

W ord of denial in thy labras here ; 

Word of denial : froth and scum, thou liest. 

Slen. By these gloves, then ’twas he. 

Nym. Be advised, sir, and pass good humours : 

I will say, marry trap, with you, if you run the 
nut-hook’s humour on me : that is the very note 
of it. 

Slen. By this hat, then, he in the red face had 
it ; for though I cannot remember what I did 
when you made me drunk, yet I am. not altogether 
an ass. 

Fal What say yon, Scarlet and J ohn ^ 

Bard. Why, sir, for my part, I say, the gentle- 
man had drunk himself out of his five sentences. 

Eva. It is his five senses : fie what the igno- 
rance is ! 

Bard. And being fap, sir, was, as they say, 
cashier’d ; and so conclusions pass’d the careires, 

Slen. Ay, you spake in Latin then too ; but ’tis 
no matter : I’ll ne’er be drunk whilst I live again, 
hut in honest, civil, godly company, for this trick : 
if I be drunk, I’ll be drunk with those that have 
the fear of God, and not with drunken knaves. 

Eva. So Got ’udge me, that is a virtuous mind. 

Fal You hear ail these matters denied, gentle- 
men ; you hear it. 

Enter Mistress Anne Page tcUh wine; Mistress Ford 
aiid Mistress ¥age following. 

Page. Nay, daughter, carry the wine in ; we’ll 
drink within. Anne Page. 

Slen. O heaven ! this is Mistress Anne Page. 

Page. How now, mistress Ford ? 

Fal Mistress Ford, by my troth, you are very 
well met : by your leave, good mistress. IKlssingher. 

Page. Wife, bid these gentlemen welcome ^ 
Come, we have a hot venison pasty to dinner ; 
come gentlemen, I hope we shall drink down all 
unkindness. lExeymtall hut Shal., Slender, vans. 

Slen. 1 had rather than forty shillings, 1 had my 
Book of Songs and Sonnets here 
Enter Simrle. 

How now, Simple ! Where have yon been ? I 
must wait on myself, must I ? You have not The 
Book of Riddles about you, have you ? 

Sim. Book of Riddles I why, did not you lend 
it to Alice Shortcake upon Allhallowmas last, a 
fortnight afore Michaelmas ? 
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Shal. Come, coz: come, coz ; vre stay for you. 

A word with you, coz : marrj^ this, coz : There 
is, as Twere, a tender, a kind of tender, made afar 
off by sir Hugh here ; — Do you understand me ? 

Slen. Ay, sir, you shall find me reasonable ; if 
it be so, I shall do that that is reason. 

Shal. Nay, but understand me. 

Slen. So I do, sir. 

Eva. Give ear to his motions, master Slender : 

I will description the matter to you, if you be capa- 
city of it. 

Slen. Nay, I will do as my cousin Shallow says : 

X pray you, pardon me ; he’s a justice of peace in 
his country, simple though I stand here. 

Eva. }3ut this is not the question ,* the question 
is concerning your marriage. 

ShaL Ay, there’s the point, sir. 

Eva. Marry, is it ; the very point of it ; to mis- 
tress Anne Page. 

Slen. Why, if it he so, I will marry her, upon 
any reasonable demands. 

Eva. But can you affection the ’oman ? Let us 
command to know that of your mouth, or of your | 
lips ; for divers philosophers hold, that the lips is 
parcel of the mouth ; — ^Therefore, precisely, can 
you carry your good will to the maid ? 

Shal. Cousin Abraham Slender, can you love 
her? 

Slen. I hope, sir,— I will do, as it shall become 
one that would do reason. 

Eva. Nay, Got’s lords and his ladies, you must 
speak possitahle, if you can carry her your desires 
towards her. 

Shal. ‘That you must : Will you, upon good 
dowry, marry her ? 

Slen. 1 will do a greater thing than that, upon 
your request, cousin, in any reason. 

Shal. Nay, conceive me, conceive me, sweet 
coz ; what f do, is to pleasure you, coz ; Can you 
love the maid ? 

Slen. I will marry her, sir, at your request ; but 
if there be no great love in the beginning, yet 
lieaven may decrease it upon better acquaintance, 
when we are married, and have more occasion 
to know one another : I hope, upon familiarity 
I will grow more contempt ; but if you s&j , 711 arry 
her, I will marry her, that I am freely dissolved, 
and dissolutely. 

1 Eva. It is a fery discretion answer ; save, the 
fauP is in the ’ort d'issolutely : the ’ort is, accord- 
ing to our meaning, resolutely ; — his meaning is 
good. 

Shal Ay, I think my cousin meant well. 

Slen. Ay, or else I would I might be hanged, la. 

Be-enter Anne Pa&e. 

Shal Here comes fair mistress Anne Would 
I were young, for your sake, mistress Anne ! 

Anne. The dinner is on the table ; my father 
desix’es your worships’ company. _ 

Shal I will wait on Mm, fair mistress Anne. 

Em. Od’s plessed will ! I will not be absence at 
the o-race. lExmnt Shallow and Sir H. Evans. 

Jinne. Will’t please your worship to come in, 
sir ? 

Slen. No, I thank you, forsooth, heartily ; I am 
very well. 

A 7 i 7 ie. The dinner attends you, sir. 

Slen. 1 am not a-hungry, I thank you, forsooth. 
Go, sirrah, for all you are my man, go wait upon 


my cousin Shallow ; Simple.] Ajiisti-' f ■ 

peace sometime may be beholden to his frien-.. * ‘i 
a man : — I keep but three men and a boy yet, ' i.l : 
my mother be dead : But what though ? yet 1 1! ■ e ' 
like a poor gentleman born. 

An7ie. I may not go in without your worship : 
they will not sit, till you come. 

Slen. ITaith, I’ll eat nothing ; I thank you as : 
much as though I did. 

' Anne. I pray you, sir, 'Walk in. 

Sle7i. I had rather walk here, I thank you : 1 
bruised my shm the other day with playi?!" at 
sword and dagger with a master of fence, thrte 
veneys for a dish of stewed prunes ; and, by ir.y 
troth, I cannot abide the smell of hot meat since. 
Why do your dogs bark so ? be there bears 1’ the ' 
town ? 

Anne. I think there are, sir ; I heard them talk- 
ed of. 

Slen. I love the sport well ; but I shall as soon 
quarrel at it, as any man in England: — You aie 
afraid, if you see the bear loose, are you not r 

An7ie, Ay, indeed, sir. 

Sle7i. That’s meat and drink to me now : I haxe 
seen Sackerson loose twenty times ; and have taken 
him by the chain : but, I warrant you, the 
have so cried and shriek’d at it, that it pass’d : — 
but women, indeed, cannot abide ’em ; thi y are . 
very ill favoured rough things. 

Be-enter Page. 

Page. Come, gentle master Slender, come : wo 
stay for you. = 

Shn. I’ll eat nothing, I thank you, sir. ‘ 

Page. By cock and pye, you shall not choose, 
sir : come, come, ; 

Slen. Nay, pray you, lead the wmy. 

Page. Come on, sir. 

Sleti. Mistress xVnne, yourself shall go first. 

Anne. Not I, sir ; pray you, keep on. ! 

Slen. Truly, I will not go first ; truly, la : I will ' 
not do you that wrong. 

Anne. I pray you, sir. _ , 

1 Slen. m rather be unmannerly than troub-je- | 
I some : you do yourself wrong, indeed, la. \ 


SCENE 11.— The same. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans and SL^WLE. 

Eva. Go your ways, and ask of Doctor Cains’ 
house, which is the w^ay : and there dwells one 
mistress Quickly, which is in the manner of his 
nurse, or his dry nurse, or his cook, or his laundiy, 
his washer, and his wringer. 

Simp. Well, sir. ^ 

Eva. Nay, it is petter yet : give her this 

letter ; for it is a ’oman that altogether’s acquain- 
tance with mistress Anne Page : and the letter, is, 
to desire and require her to solicit your master’s 
desires to mistress Anne Page : I pray you, begone ; 
I will make an end of my dinner ; there’s pippins 
and cheese to come. lExcunf^ 


SCENE 111.— -A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff, Host, Baeuolph, Nvai, Pistol and 
Robin. ■ 

FaL Mine host of the Garter,— 

Most. What says my buily-rook ? Spedk- scho- 
larly, and wisely. 
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Fal. Truly, mine host, I must turn away some 
of my followers. 

Host. Discard, bully Hercules ; cashier : let 
them wag ; trot, trot. 

Fal. 1 sit at ten pounds a week. 

Host ThouVt an emperor, Caesar, Keisar, and 
Plieezar. I will entertain Bardolph ; he shall draw, 
he shall tap ; said I well, bully Hector } 

Fal. Do so, good mine host. 

Host. I have spoke ; "iet him follow : Let me see 
thee froth, and lime : I am at a word : follow, 

lExit Host. 

Fat. Bardolph, follow him : a tapster is a good j 
trade : an old cloak makes a new jerkin *, a withered 
servingman, a fresh tapster : Go ; adieu. 

Bard. It is a life that I have desired ; I will 
thrive. 

Fist. 0 base Gongarian wight ! wilt thou the 
spigot wield ? 

Nym. He was gotten in drink : Is not the hu- 
mour conceited ? His mind is not heroic, and 
there^s the humour of it. 

Fal. I am glad, I am so acquit of this tinder- 
box ; his thefts were too open ; his filching was like 
an unskilful singer, he kept not time. 

Nym. The good humour is, to steal at a minute’s 
rest. 

Fist Convey, the wise it call: Steal! foh; a 
fico for the phrase ! 

Fal. Well, sirs, I am almost out at heels. 

Fist. Why then, let kibes ensue, 

Fal. There is no remedy ; I must coney-catch; 
I must shift. 

Fist. Young ravens must have food. 

Fal. Which of you know Ford of this town ? 
Fist I ken the wight ; he is of substance good. 
Fal. My honest lads, I will tell you what I am 
about. 

Fist. Two yards, and more. 

Fal. No quips now. Pistol ; Indeed I am in the 
waist two yards about : but I am now about no 
waste ; I am about thrift. Briefly, I do mean to 
make love to Ford’s wife ; I spy entertainment in 
her ; she discourses, she carves, she gives the leer 
of invitation : I can construe the action of her 
familiar style ; and the hardest voice of her beha- 
viour, to be English’d rightly, is, I am sir John 
Falstaff's. 

Fist. He hath studied her well, and translated 
her weU ; out of honesty into English. 

Nym. The anchor is deep : Will that humour 
pass ? 

Fal. Now, the report goes, she has all the rule of 
her husband’s purse ; she hath legions of angels. 
Fist. As many devils entertain ; and, To hei\ 
say I. 

Nym. The humour rises ; it is good : humour 
me the angels. 

Fal. 1 have writ me here a letter to her : and 
here another to Page’s wife ; who even now gave 
me good eyes too, examined my parts with most 
judicious eyliads : sometimes the beam of her view 
gilded my foot, sometimes my portly belly. 

Fist. Then did the sun on dunghill shine. 

Nym, I thank thee for, that humour. 

Fal. 0, she did so course o’er my exteriors with 
such a greedy intention, that the appetite of her 
eye did seem to scorch me up like a burning-glass ! 
Here’s “another letter to her ; she bears the purse 
too ; she is a region in Guiana, aU gold and bounty. 


I will be cheater to them both, and they shall be 
exchequers to me ; they shall be my East and West 
Indies, and I will trade to them both. Go, bear 
thou this letter to mistress Page ; and thou this to 
mistress Ford ; we will thrive, lads, we will thrive, 
Pi&t. Shall I sir Pandarus of Troy become, 

And by my side wear steel ? then, Lucifer take all ! 

Nym. I will run no base humour : here, take 
the humour letter; I will keep the ’liaviour of 
reputation. 

Fat Hold, sirrah, \to Rob.] bear you these 
letters tightly ; 

Sail like my pinnace to these golden shores. — 
Rogues, hence, avaunt ! vanish like hailstones, go ; 
Trudge, plod, away, o’ the hoof; seek shelter, pack ! 
Falstaff will learn the humour of this age, 

French thrift, you rogues ; myself', and skirted page. 

Falstaff and Robin. 
Fist. Let vultures gripe thy guts ! for gourd, 
and fullam holds, 

And high and low beguile the rich and poor ; 
Tester I’ll have in pouch, when thou shalt lack, 
Base Phrygian Turk ! 

Nym. I have operations in my head, which be 
humours of revenge. 

Fist. Wilt thou revenge ? 

Nym. By welkin, and her star ! 

Fist With wit, or steel ? 

Nym. With both the humours, I : 

I will discuss the humour of this love to Page. 
Fist. And I to Ford shall eke unfold, 

How Falstaff, varlet vile, 

His dove will prove, his gold will hold, 
And his soft couch defile, 

Nym. My humour shall not cool : I will incense 
Page to deal with poison ; I will possess him with 
yellov^Tiess, for the revolt of mien is dangerous : 
that is my true humour. 

Fist Thou art the Mars of malcontents : I se- 
cond thee ; troop on. 


SCENE IV — 4 ^oom in Dr. C.\ius’s House. 

Enter Mrs. Quicicly, Simplk, Rugby. 

Quick. What : John Rugby ! — I pray thee, goto 
the casement, aird see if you can see my master, mas- 
ter Doctor Caius, coming : if he do, i’faith, and find 
any body in the house, here will be an old abusing 
of God’s patience, and the king’s English. 

Rug. ni go watch. Rugby, 

Quick. Go; and we’ll have a posset for’ t soon 
at night, in faith, at the latter end -of a sea-coal 
fire. An honest, willing, kind fellow, as ever ser- 
vant shall come in house withal ; and, I warrant you, 
no tell-tale, nor no breed-bate : his worst fault is, 
that he is given to prayer ; he is something peevish 
that way; but nobody hut has his fault; — but let 
that pass. Peter Simple, you say your name is r 

Sim. Ay, for fault of a better. 

Quick. And master Slender’s your master ? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth. 

Quick. Does he not wear a great round beard, 
like a glover’s paring-knife ? 

Sim. No, forsooth : he hath but a little wee face, 
with a little yellow beard ; a Cain- coloured beard. 

Quick. A softly- sprighted man, is he not ? 

Sim. Ay, forsooth : but he is as tall a man of 
his hands, as any is between this and his head ; he 
hath fought with a warrener. 

Quick. How say you ? — O, I should remember 
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Sim. Tis a great charge, to coDie oiiJer ooe 
body’s hand. 

Quick* Are you avis’d o’ that? you shall find 
it a great charge : and to be up early and down 
late ; — but notwithstanding, (to tell you in yoar 
ear ; 1 would have no words of it ;) iny master 
himself is in love with mistress Anne Page ; but 
notwithstanding that,. — I know Anne’s mind, — 
that’s neither here nor there. 

Cairn* You jack’napet give-a dis letter to sir 
Hugh; by gar, it is a shallenge : I will cut his 
troat in de park ; and I viil teach a scurvy jack-a- 
nape priest to meddle or make : — you may be gone ; 
it is not good you tarry here : — by gar, I 11011 cut 
all his two stones ; by gar, he shall not have a stone 
to trow at his dog. lExit Simple. 

Quick. Alas, he speaks but for his friend. 

Cams, It is no matter-a for dat : — do not you 
tell-a me dat I shall hare Anne Page for myself ? — 
by gar, I will kill de Jack Priest; and I have ap- 
pointed mine host of de Jarterre to measure our 
gar, I vill myself have Anne Page. 


weapon 

Quick. Sir, the maid loves you, and all shall be 
well : we must give folks leave to prate ; What, 
the good-jer ! 

Caius. Rugby, come to de court vit me : — By 
gar, if I have not Anne Page, I shall turn your head 
out of my door : — Follow my heels, Rugby 

\,Exeunt Caius and Rugby. . 

Quick. You shall have An fool’s-head of your 
own. No, I know Anne’s mind for that : never a 
woman in Windsor knows more of Anne’s mind, 
than I do; nor can do more than I do with her, I 
thank heaven. 

Feni. \_WUhm.'\ Who’s within there ? ho! 

Quick. Who’s there, I trow? Come near the 
house, I pray you. 

Enter Fenton. 

Fent. How now, good woman ; how’ dost thou ? 

Quick. The better, that it pleases your good 
worship to ask. 

Fent. What news? howdoespretty mistress Anne? 

Quick. In trath, sir, and she is pretty, and 
honest, and gentle ; and one that is your friend, I 
can tell you that by the way ; I praise heaven for it. 

Fent. Shah. I do any good, think’st thou ? Shall 
I not lose my suit ? 

Quick. Troth, sir, all is in his hands above : but 
notwithstanding, master Fenton, I’ll be sworn on 
a book, she loves you -Have not your worship a 
wart above your eye ? 

Fent. Yes, marry, have I ; what of that ? 

Quick. Well, thereby hangs a tale ; — good faith, 
it is such another Nan ; — ^but, I detest, an honest 
maid as ever broke bread : W e had an hour s talk of 
that wart : — I shall never laugh but in that maid’s 
company 1 But, indeed, she is given too much to 
allichoily, and musing : Bat for you — go to. 

Fent. Well, I shall see her to-day ; Hold, there’s 
monevfor thee : let me have thv voice in my behalf: 



Ford. I will be patient ; I will find out this* 
Ni/m, And this is true [to Page.] I like not 
the humour of lying. He hath wronged me in 
some humours : I should have home the humoured 
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ACT II, 


ACT 11. 


SCENE I. — Before Pagers House. 

Enter Mistress Page, with a Letter. 

Mrs. Page. What I have I ’scaped love-letters 
in the holiday time of my beauty, and am I now 
a subject for them ? Let me see : IReads. 

Ask me no reason why f love you ; for though love 
use reason for his precisian, he admits him not for his 
counsellor ; You are not young, no more am I ; go to then, 
there’s sympathy : you are merry, so am I ; I-Ia ! ha ! then 
there’s more sympathy: you love sack, and so do I; 
Would you desire better sympathy ? Let it suffice thee, 
mistress Page, (at the least, if the love of a soldier can 
suffice,) that I love thee. I will not say, pity me, ’tis not 
a soldier-like phrase ; hut I say, love ma By me. 

Thine own true knight. 

By day or night. 

Or any kind of light, 

With all his might. 

For thee to fight, John Falstaff. 
What a Herod of Jewry is this ? — O wicked, wicked 
world ! — one that is well nigh worn to pieces vwith 
age, to show himself a young gallant I What an 
unweighed behaviour hath this Flemish drunkard 
picked (with the devil’s name) out of my conver- 
sation, that he dares in this manner assay me ? 
Why, he hath not been thrice in my company 1 — 
What should I say to him } — I was then frugal 
of my mirth : — ^heaven forgive me ! — ^Why I’ll 
exhibit a bill in the parliament for the putting 
down of men. How shall I be revenged on him ? 
for revenged I will be, as sure as his guts are made 
of puddings. 

Enter Misi'»‘ess Ford. 

Mrs. Ford. Mistress Page 1 trust me, I was 
going to your house ! 

Mrs. Page. And, trust me, I was coming to you. 
You look very ill. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe that ; I have 
to show to the contrary. 

Mrs. Page. ’Faith, but you do, in my mind. 

Mrs. Ford. Well, I do, then ; yet, I say, I could 
show you to the contrary : O, mistress Page, give 
me some counsel ! 

Mrs. Page. What’s the matter, woman ? 

Mrs. Ford. O woman, if it were not for one 
trilling respect, I could come to such honour ! 

A/rs. Page. Hang the trifle, woman; take the 

honour: What is it? dispense with trifles ; — 

what is it ? 

Mrs. Ford. If I would but go to hell for an 
eternal moment, or so, I could be knighted, 

Mrs. Page. What ? thou liest ! — -Sir Alice Ford 1 

These knights will hack ; and so thou shouldst 

not alter the article of thy gentry. 

Ford. We burn day -light : — here, read, 
read; — ^perceive how I might be knighted.— I 
shall think the worse of fat men, as long as I have 
an eye to make difference of men’s liking : And yet 
he would not swear ; praised women’s modesty : 
And gave such orderly and well-behaved reproof to 
all uncomeliness, that I would have sworn his dis- 
position would have gone to the truth of his words : 
but they do no more adhere and keep place together 
than the hundredth psalm to the tune of Green 
sleeves. What tempest, I trow, threw this whale, 
with s'?-^ many tuns of oil in his belly, ashore at 
Windsor ? How shall I be revenged on him ? I 


think the best way were to entertain him with hope, 
till the wicked fire of lust have melted him in his 
own grease. — Did you ever hear the like ? 

Mrs. Page. Letter for letter ; but that the name 
of Page and Ford differs !— To thy great comfort 
in this mystery of ill opinions, here’s the twin- 
brother of thy letter : but let thine inherit first ; 
for, I protest, mine never shall. I wrarraiithe hath 
a thousand of these letters, writ with blank space 
for different names, (sure more,) and these are of 
the second edition : He will print them out of 
doubt; for he cares not wdiat he puts into the 
press when he would put us twm. I had rather be 
a giantess, and lie under mount Pelion. Well, 
I will find you twenty lascivious turtles, ere one 
chaste man. 

Mrs. Ford. Why this is the very same ; the very 
hand, the very words : What doth he think of us ? 

Mrs. Page. Nay, I know not ; It makes me 
almost ready to wrangle with mine own honesty. 
I’ll entertain myself like one that I am not ac- 
quainted withal ; for, sure, unless he know some 
strain in me, that I know not myself, he would 
never have boarded me in this fury. 

Mrs. Ford. Boarding, call you it ? I’E be sure 
to keep him above deck. 

Mrs. Page. So will I ; if he come under my 
hatches, I’ll never to sea again. Let’s be revenged 
on him ; let’s appoint him a meeting ; give him a 
show of comfort in his suit ; and lead hin? on with 
a flne baited delay, till he hath pawn’d his horses 
to mine Host of the Garter. 

Mrs, Ford. Nay, I will consent to act any vil~ 
lany against him, that may not sully the chariness 
of our honesty. O, that my husband saw this 
letter ! it would give eternal food to his jealousy. 

3Irs. Page. Why, look, where he comes ; and 
my good man too ; he’s as far from jealousy, as I 
am from giving him cause ; and that, I hope, is an 
unmeasurable distance. 

Afrs. Ford. You are the happier woman. 

Mrs. Page. Let’s consult together against this 
greasy knight : Come hither. IThcg retire. 

Enter Foan, Pistol, Page, and Nym. 

Ford. Well, I hope, it be not so. 

^ Fist. Hope is a curtail dog in some affairs ; 

Sir John afiects thy wife. 

Ford. Why, sir, my wife is not young. 

Pist. He WOOS both high and low”, both rich 
and poor, 

Both young and old, one with another, Ford; 

He loves thy gally-mawfry ; Ford, perpend. 

Ford. Love my wife ? [thou, 

Pist. With liver burning hot : Prevent, or go 
Like sir Actseon he, with Ring- wood at thy heels : — 
O, odious is the name. 

Ford. What name, sir ? 

Pist. The horn, I say : Farewell. : 

Take heed ; have open eye ; for thieves do foot by 
Take heed, ere summer conies , or cuckoo birds do 

Away, sir corporal Nym. [sing. — 

Believe it, Page ; he speaks sense. Pistol. 


SCENE I. 
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letter to her ; but I have a sword, and it shall bite 
upon my necessity. He loves your wife ; there’s 
the short and the long. My name is corporal 
Nym ; I speak, and I avouch. ’Tis true; — my 
name is Nym, and FalstafF loves your wife. — Adieu! 
I love not the humour of bread and cheese ; and 
there’s the humour of it. Adieu. lExit Nyai. 

Faffe. The humour of quoth ’a! here’s a fel- 
low frights humour out of his wits. 

Foj'd. I will seek out Falstaff. 

Fa^e. I never heard such a drawling, affecting 
rogue. 

Ford, If I do find it, well. 

Fage. I will not believe such a Catalan, though 
the priest of the town commended him for a true 
man. 

Ford, ’Twas a good sensible fellow : Well. 

Page. How now, Meg ? 

Mrs. Fage. Whither go you, George ? — Hark 
you. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, sweet Frank ? why art 
thou melancholy. 

Ford. I melancholy ! I am not melancholy. — 
Get you home, go. 

Mrs. Ford. ’Faith, thou hast some crotchets in 
thy head now Will you go, mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Have with you. — You’ll come to 
dinner, George ? Look, who comes yonder : she 
shall be our messenger to this paltry knight. 

\_Asid6 to 3Irs. Ford. 

Enter Mrs. Qdicicly. 

Afrs. Ford. Trust me, I thought on her : she’ll 
fit it. 

Mrs, Fage. You are come to see my daughter 
Anne ? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and I pray, how does 
good mistress Anne ? 

Mrs. Page. Go in with us, and see; we have an 
hour’s talk with you. 

[^Exeunt Mrs. Page, Mrs. Ford, and Mrs. Quickly, 

Page. How now, master Ford ? 

Ford. You heard what tliis knave told me ; did 
you not ? 

Page. Yes ; And you heard what the other told 
me ? 

Ford. Do you think there is truth in them ? 

Page. Hang ’em, slaves ; I do not think the knight 
would offer it : but these that accuse him in his in- 
tent towards our wives, are a yoke of his discarded 
men : very rogues, now they be out of service. 

Ford. Were they his men? 

Page. Marry, were they. 

Ford. I like it never the better for that. — Does 
he lie at the Garter ? 

Page. Ay, marry, does he. If he should intend 
this voyage towards my wife, I would turn her 
loose to him ; and what he gets of her more than 
sharp words, let it lie on my head. 

Ford. I do not misdoubt my wife ; hut I would 
be loath to turn them together : A man may be too 
confident : I would have nothing lie on my head ; 
I cannot be thus satisfied. 

Page. Look, where my ranting host of the Gar- 
ter comes : there is either liquor in his pate, or 
money in his purse, when he looks so merrily. — 
How now, mine host ? 

ETiter Host and Shallow. 

Host. How now, hully-rook I thou’rt a gentle- 
man; cavaiero-justice, i say. 


Shal. I follow, mine host, I follow, — Good even, 
and twenty, good master Page i Master Page, will 
you go with us ? we have sport in hand. 

Host. Tell him, cavaiero-justice ; tell him, bully- 
rook. 

Shal. Sir, there is a fray to be fought, between 
sir Hugh the Welch priest, and Cains the French I 
doctor. 1 

Ford. Good mine host o’ the Garter, a word 
with you. .. 

Host. Vnhat saj’st thou, bully-rook ? 

[Tlieg go aside. 

Shal. Will you [io Page] go with us to behold 
it ? My meriy host hath had the measuring of 
their weapons ; and, I think, he hath appointed 
them contrary places : for, believe me, I hear, the 
parson is no jester. Hark, I will tell you what 
our sport shall be. 

Host. Hast thou no suit against my knight, my 
guest-cavalier ? 

Ford. None, I protest : hut I’ll give you a pottle 
of burnt sack to give me recourse to him, and tell 
him, my name is Brook ; only for a jest. 

Host. My hand, bully : thou shalt have egress 
and regress ; said I well ? and thy name shall be 
Brook ; It is a merry knight. — Will you go on, 
hearts ? 

Shal. Have with you, mine host. 

Page. I have heard the Frenchman hath good 
skill in his rapier. 

Shal. Tut, sir, I could have told you more : In 
these times you stand on distance, your passes, 
stoccadoes, and I know not what : ’tis the heart, 
master Page ; ’tis here, ’tis here. I have seen the 
time, with my long sivord, I would have made you 
four tall fellows skip like rats. 

Host. Here, boys, here, here 1 shall we wag ? 

Page. Have with you : — I had rather hear them 
scold than fight. 

[E;reuntIlosr,SEALLOW,andFAGK. 

Ford. Though Page be a secure fool, and stands 
so firmly on his wife’s frailty, yet I cannot put off 
my opinion so easily ; She was in Ms company at 
Page’s house; and" what they made there, I know 
not. Well, I will look further into’t : and I have 
a disguise to sound Falstaff : if I find her honest, 

I lose not my labour ; if she be otherwise, ’tis 
labour well bestowed. 


SCENE n. A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Pistol, 

Fal. I will not lend thee a penny. 

Pist. Why, then the world’s mine oyster, 
Which I with sword will open. — 

I will retort the sum in equipage. 

Fal. Not a penny. I have been content, sir, 
you should lay my countenance to pawn ; I have 
grated upon my good friends for three reprieves 
for you and your coach-fellow, Nym ; or else you 
had looked through the grate, like ageminy of ba- 
boons. I am damned in hell, for swearing to gen- 
tlemen my friends, you were good soldiers, and 
tail fellows: and when mistress Bridget lost the 
handle of her fan, I took’t upon mine honour, thou 
hadst it not. 

Pist. Didst thou mot share ? hadst thou not fif- 
teen pence? 

Fal. Reason, you rogue, reason : Thinl^gt thou 
I’E endanger my soul gratis $ At a word, hang no 



ACT J. 


46 MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


more about me, I am no gibbet for you; — go.— A 
short knife and a throng ; — to your manor of Pickt- 
hatch, go. — Youli not bear a letter for me, you 
rogue 1 — you stand upon your honour ! — Why, 
thou unconfinable baseness, it is as much as I can 
do, to keep the terms of my honour precise. I, I, 
I myself sometimes, leaving the fear of heaven on 
the left hand, and hiding mine honour in my neces- 
sity, am fain to shuffle, to hedge, and to lurch ; and 
yet you, rogue, will enseonce your rags, your cat- 
a-mountain looks, your red lattice phrases, and your 
bold-beating oaths, under the shelter of your ho- 
nour ! You will not do it, you ? 

Fist. I do relent ; What would' st thou more of* 
man ? 

Enter Robin. 

Roh. Sir, here's a woman would speak with you. 

FaL Let her approach. 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Quick, Give your worship good-morrow. 

FaL Good-morrow, good wife. 

Quick. Not so, an't please your worship. 

FaL Good maid, then. 

Quick. I’ll be sworn ; as my mother was, the 
first hour I was born. 

FaL I do believe tbe swearer ; What with me ? 

Quick. Shall 1 vouchsafe your worship a word 
or two ? 

FaL Two thousand, fair woman : and I '11 vouch- 
safe thee the hearing. 

Quick. There is one mistress Ford, sir ; — I pray, 
come a little nearer this ways : — I myself dwell 
with master doctor Caius. 

FaL Well, on : Mistress Ford, you say, 

Quick. Your worship says very true: I pray 
your w’orship, come a little nearer this ways. 

FaL I warrant thee, nobody hears ; — mine own 
people, mine own people. 

Quick. Are they so ? Heaven bless them, and 
make them his servants I 

FaL Well : Mistress Ford : — ^what of her ? 

Quick. Why, sir, slie’s a good creature. Lord, 
lord ! your worship’s a wanton ; Well, heaven for- 
give you, and all of us, I pray ! 

FaL Mistress Ford; — come, mistress Ford, — 

Quick. Marry, this is the short and the long of 
it ; you have brought her into such a canaries, as 
'tis wonderful. The best courtier of them ail, 
when the court lay at Windsor, could never have 
brought her to such a canary. Yet there has been 
knights, and lords, and gentlemen, with their 
coaches ; I warrant you, coach after coach, letter 
after letter, gift after gift ; smelling so sweetl)’-, 
(all musk) and so rushling, I warrant you, in silk 
and gold ; and in such alligant terms ; and in such 
wine and sugar of the best, and the fairest, that 
would have won any woman’s heart ; and, I war- 
rant you, they could never get an eye-wink of 
her.— I had myself twenty angels given me this 
morning ; but I defy all angels, (in any such sort, 
as they say,) but in the way of honesty : — and, I 
warrant you, they could never get her so much as 
sip on a cup with the proudest of them all : and 
yet there has been earls, nay, which is more, pen- 
sioners ; but, I warrant you, all is one with her. 

F aL But what says she to me ? be brief, my 
good she Mercury. 

Qui^. Marry, she hath received your letter; 
for the which she thanks you a thousand times ; 


and she gives v^ou to notify, that her husband will 
be absence from his house between ten and eleven. 

FaL Ten and eleven? 

Quick. Ay, forsooth ; and then you may come 

and see the picture, she says, tliat you wot of ; ' 

master Ford, her liusband, will be from home. 
Alas ! the sweet woman leads an ill life with him ; ! 
he's a very jealousy man : she leads a very fram- 
pold life with him, good heart. 

FaL Ten and eleven : Woman, commend me 
to her ; I will not fail her. 

Quick. Why you say well : Pmt I liave another 
messenger to your worship: .hlistress ihigc liath 
her hearty commendations to yon too : — and let 
me tell you in your t.ar, slu/s ns fartuous a civil ' 
modest wMfe, and one (I tidl you) tiiat will not 
miss yon morning nor evening prayer, as any is in ' 
Windsor, whoe’er be the other : and slut hade me ' 
tell your worship, that her husband issehlinn from ' 
home; but, she hopes, then, will eome a time. 1' [ 
never knew a woman so dote upon a man ; surely, | 
I think you have charms, la ; yes, in truth- * j 

FaL Not I, I assure thee ; setting the attrac- | 
tion of my good parts aside, 1 have no other charms. | 

Quick. Blessing on your heart for’t 1 i 

FaL But, I pray thee, tell me this : has Ford’s j 
wife, and Page’s wife, acquainted each other how j 
they love me? i 

Quick. That wTire a jest, indeed ! — they have I 
not so little grace, I hope : — that were a trick, I 
indeed 1 But mistress Page would desire you to I 
send her your little page, of all loves : her husband ! 
has a marvellous infection to the little page : and, 
truly, master Page is an honest man. *Never a 
wife in Windsor leads a better life than she does ; 
do what she will, say what she will, take (til, pay 
ail, go to bed when she list, rise when she list, ail 
is as she will ; and, truly, she deserves it : for if 
there be a kind woman in Windsor, she is one. 
You must send her your page ; no remedy. 

FaL Why, I will. 

Quick. Nay, but do so tlien : and, look you, lie 
may come and go between you both ; and, in any 
case, have a nay-word, that you may know one 
another's mind, and the boy never need to under- 
stand any thing ; for 'tis not good that children 
should know any ndekedness : old folks, you know, 
have discretion, as they say, and know the worhi. 

FaL Fare thee well : commend me to them 

both : there's my purse ; I am yet tliy debtor 

Boy, go along with this w'oman. — -^This news 
distracts me ! lExrunt QrrcKLv and Ronr.v. 

Fist. This punk is one of Cupid’s carriers i — 
Clap on more sails; pursue, up with your lights; 
Give fire ; she is my prke, or ocean whelm them 
all ! lExit risToi.. 

FaL Say'st thou so, old Jack ? go thy ways ; 
I'll make more of thy old body than i have done. 
Will they yet look after thee ? Wilt thou, after 
the expense of so much money, be now a gainer? 
Good body, I thank thee: Let them say, 'tis gi’ossly 
done ; so it be fairly done, no mattef. 


Ba7‘d, Sir J ohn, there's one master Brook below 
would fain speak wdth you, and be acquainted with 
you; and hath sent your worship a morning’s 
draught of sack. 

FaL Brook, is his name ? 

Bard. Ay, sir. 


Enter Bardolpii, 
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Fal. Call liim in; \_Ex%t Bardolph.] Such 
Brooks are welcome to me, that o’erfiow such li- 
quor. Ah ! ha ! mistress Ford and mistress Page, 
have I encompassed you ? go to ; via ! 

Re-enter Bardolph, with Ford disguised. 

Ford. Bless you, sir. 

Fal. And you, sir : Would you speak with me ? 

Ford. I make bold, to press with so little pre- 
paration upon you. 

Fal. You’re welcome ; what’s your will ? Give 
us leave, drawer. \_Exit Bardolph. 

Ford. Sir, I am a gentleman that have spent 
much ; my name is Brook. 

Fal. Good master Brook, I desire more ac- 
quaintance of you. 

Ford. Good sir John, I sue for yours : not to 
charge you ; for I must let you understand, I think 
myself in better plight for a lender than you are : 
the which hath something emboldened me to this 
unseasoned intrusion : for they say, if money go 
before, all ways do lie open. 

Fal. Money is a good soldier, sir, and will on. 

Ford. Troth, and I have a bag of money here 
troubles me : if you will help me to bear it, sir 
John, take all, or half for easing me of the carriage. 

Fal. Sir, I know not how I may deserve to be 
your porter. 

Ford. I will tell you, sir, if you will give me the 
hearing. 

Fal. Speak, good master Brook ; I shall be 
glad to be your servant. 

Ford. Sir, I hear you are a scholar, — I will be 

brief with you, and you have been a man long 

known to me, though I had never so good means, 
as desire, to make myself acquainted with you, I 
shall discover a thing to you, wherein I must very 
much lay open mine own imperfection : but, good 
sir John, as you have one eye upon my follies, as 
you hear them unfolded, turn another into the re- 
gister of your own ; that I may pass with a reproof 
the easier, sith you yourself know, how easy it is 
to be such an offender. 

Fal. Very well, sir ; proceed. 

Ford, There is a gentlewoman in this town, her 
husband’s name is Ford. 

Fu/. Well, sir. 

Ford, I have long loved her, and I protest to you 
bestowed much on her ; followed her with a doat- 
ing observance; engrossed opportunities to meet 
her; fee’d every slight occasion, that could but 
niggardly give me sight of her ; not only bought 
many presents to give her, but have given largely 
to many, to know what she would have given: 
briefly, I have pursued her, as love hath pursued 
me ; which hath been on the wing of all occasions. 
But whatsoever I have merited, either in my mind, 
or in my means, meed, I am sure, I have received 
none ; unless experience be a jewel ; that I have 
purchased at an infinite rate ; and that hath taught 
me to say this : 

Love like a shadow files., when substance love 

,:SFitrsuis:F--' ’ 

Pursuing that that fiies^ and flying what pursues. 

Fal. Have you received no promise of satisfac- 
tion at her hands ? 

Ford. Never. 

Fal. Have you importuned her to such a pur- 
pose ? 

Ford. Never. ' . 


Fal. Of what quality was your love, then ? 

Ford. Like a fair house, built upon another 
man’s ground ; so that I have lost my edifice, by 
mistaking the place where I erected it. 

FaL To what purpose have you unfolded this 
to me ? 

Ford. When I have told you that, I have told 
you ail. Some say, that, though she appear honest 
to me, yet, in other places, she enlargeth her mirth 
so far, that there is shrewd construction made of 
her. Now, sir John, here is the heart of my pur- 
pose : You are a gentleman of excellent breeding, 
admirable discourse, of great admittance, authentic 
in yom- place and person, generally allowed, for 
your many war-like, court-like, and learned pre- 
parations. 

Fal. O, sir ! 

Ford. Believe it, for you know it : — There is 
money ; spend it, spend it ; spend more ; spend all 
I have ; only give me so much of your time in ex- 
change of it, as to lay an amiable siege to the 
honesty of this Ford’s wife ; use your art of woo- 
ing, win her to consent to you ; if any man may, 
you may as soon as any. 

Fal. Would it apply well to the vehemency of 
your affection, that I should win what you would 
enjoy ? Methinks, you prescribe to yourself very 
preposterously. 

Ford. O, understand my drift I she dwells so 
securely on the excellency of her honour, that the 
folly of my soul dares not present itself ; she is too 
bright to be looked against. Now, could I come to 
her with any detection in my hand, my desires had 
instance and argument to commend themselves ; I 
could drive her then from the ward of her purity, 
her reputation, her marriage vow, and a thousand 
other her defences, which now are too strongly 
embattled against me: What say you to’t, sir 
John? 

FaL Master Brook, I will first make bold with 
your money ; next, give me your hand ; and last, 
as I am a gentleman, you sh^, if you will, enjoy 
Ford’s wife. 

Forfl?. O good sir 1 

Fa/. Master Brook, I say you shall. 

Ford. Want no money, sir John, you shall want 
none. 

FaL Want no mistress Ford, master Brook, you 
shall want none. I shall be with her, (I may tell 
you,) by her own appointment ; even as you came 
in to me, her .assistant, or go-between, parted from 
me : I say, I shall be with her between ten and 
eleven ; for at that time the jealous rascally knave, 
her husband, will be forth. Come you to me at 
night ; you shall know how I speed. 

Ford. I am blest in your acquaintance. Do 
you know Ford, sir ? 

Fal. Hang him, poor cuckoldly knave I I know 
him not: — yet I wrong him to call him poor ; 
they say, the jealous wittolly knave bath masses 
of money ; for the which his wife seems to me 
well-favoured. I will use her as the key of the 
cuckoldly rogue’s coffer ; and there’s my harvest- 
home* ■ ■■■ • ■ 

Ford. I would you knew Ford, sir ; that you 
might avoid him, if you saw him. 

Fah Hang him, mechanical salt-butter rogue ! 

I will stare him out of his wits ; I will awe him 
with my cudgel : it shall hang like a met803;^’er 
the cuckold’s boms: master Brook, thou malt 
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MERRY WIVES OF WINDSOR. 


ACT II. 


know, I will predominate o’er the peasant, and 
thon shalt lie with his wife. — Come to me soon 
at night ; — Ford’s a knave, and I will aggravate 
his stile j thon, master Brook, shalt know him 
for a knave and cuckold : — come to me soon at 
night. [BA'zt. 

Ford. What a damned Epicurean rascal is this ! 
— My heart is ready to crack with impatience — 
Who says, this is improvident jealousy ? My wife 
hath sent to him, the^,hour is fixed, the match is 
made. Would any man have thought this ? — See 
the heU of having a false woman ! my bed shall be 
abused, my coffers ransacked, my reputation gnawn 
at ; and I shall not only receive this villanoiis 
wrong, but stand’ under the adoption of abominable 
terms, and by him that does me this wrong. 
Terms I names ! Amaimon sounds well; Luci- 

fer, well ; Barbason, well ; yet they are devils’ ad- 
ditions, the names of fiends : but cuckold! wittol- 
cuckold ! the devil himself hath not such a name. 
Page is an ass, a secure ass I he will trust his wife, 
he will not be jealous ! I will rather trust a Fleming 
with my butter, parson Hugh the Welchman with 
my cheese, an Irishman with my aqua-vitse bottle, 
or a thief to walk my ambling gelding, than my wife 
with herself : then she plots, then she ruminates, 
then she devises : and what they think in their 
hearts they may effect, they will break their hearts 
but they will effect. Heaven be praised for my jea- 
lousy !— .Eleven o’clock the hour; — I will prevent 
this, detect my wife, he revenged on Falstaff, and 
laugh at Page. I will about it ; better three hours 
too soon, than a minute too late. Fie, fie, fie ! 
cuckold ! cuckold ! cuckold I {Exit. 


SCENE lll.-^Windsor Park. 

Enter Caius and Rugby. 

Caius. Jack Rugby ! 

Rug. Sir. 

Caius. "Vat is de clock, Jack ? 

Rug. Tis past the hour, sir, that sir Hugh pro- 
mised to meet. 

Caius. By gar, he has save his soul, dat he is no 
come; he has pray his Pible veil, dat he is no 
come : by gar, Jack Rugby, he is dead already, if 
he be come. 

Rug. He is wise, sir ; he knew, your worship 
would kill him, if he came. 

Caius. By gar, de herring is no dead, so as I vill 
kill him. Take your rapier, Jack; I vill tell you 
how I vill kill him. 

Rug. Alas, sir, I cannot fence. 

Caius. Villany, take your rapier. 

Rug. Forbear ; here’s company. 

Enter Host. Shallow, Slendjbb, and Page. 

Host. Bless thee, bully doctor. 

Shal. Save you, master doctor Caius. 

Pago. Now, good master doctor ! 

Slen. Give you good morrow, sir. 

Caius, Vat be all you, one, two, tree, four, come 
for?'' ' 

Host. To see thee fight, to see thee foin, to see 
thee traverse, to see thee here, to see thee there ; 
to see thee pass thy punto, thy stock, thy reverse, 
thy distance, thy montant. Is he dead, my Ethi- 
opian ? is he dead, my Francisco ? haf-bully ! What 
says^ny >Esculapius? my Galen? my heart of 
elder ? ha! is he dead, bully Stale ? is he dead ? 


Caius. By gar, he is de coward Jack priest of 
the VO lid ; lie is not show his face. 

Host. Thou art a Castilian king, Urinal ! Hec- 
tor of Greece, my boy ? 

Caius. I pray you, bear vitness that me have 
stay six, or seven, two, tree hours for him, and 
he is no come. 

Shal. He is the wiser man, master doctor : he is 
a curer of souls, and you a ciirer of bodies ; if 37011 
should fight, you go against the hair of your pro- 
fessions ; is it not true, master Page ? 

Page. Master Shalloiv, you have yourself been 
a great fighter, though now a man of peace. 

Shal. Bodykins, master Page, though I now be 
old, and of the peace, if I see a sword out, my fin- 
ger itches to make one : though we are justices, 
and doctors, and churchmen, master Page, we have 
some salt of our youth in us ; we are the sons of 
women, master Page. 

Page. ’Tis true, master Shallow. 

Shal. It will be found so, master Page. Master 
doctor Caius, I am come to fetch you home. I am 
sworn of the peace ; you have showed yourself a 
wise physician, and sir Hugh hath shown himself a 
wise and patient churchman : you must go with 
me, master doctor. 

Host. Pardon, guest justice:— -A word, mon- 
sieur Muck- water. 

Caius. Muck-vater ! vat is dat ? 

Host. Muck- water, in our English tongue, is 
valour, bully. 

Caius. By gar, then I have as much muck-vater 

as de Englishman ; Scurvy jack-dog priest 1 by 

gar, me vill cut liis ears. ,n 

Host, He will clapper-claw thee tightly, bully. 

Caius. Clapper- de-claw I vat is dat? 

Host. That is, he will make thee amends. 

Caius. By gar, me do look, he shall clapper-de- 
claw me ; for, by gar, me vill have it. 

Host. And I will provoke him to’t, or let him 
wag. 

Caius. Me tank you for dat. 

Host. And moreover, bully, — But first, master 
guest, and master Page, and eke cavalero Slender, 
go you through the towm to Frogmore. 

to them. 

Page. Sir Hugh is there, is he ? 

Host. He is there : see what humour he is in ; 
and I will bring the doctor about by the fields ’.-will 
it do well ? 

Shal. We will do it. 

Page, Shal. and Slezi. Adieu, good master 
doctor. lExeuzit Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Caius. By gar, me vill kill de priest ; for he speak 
for a jack-an-ape to Anne Page. 

Host. Let him die : but, first, sheath thy im- 
patience ; throw cold ^vater on thy choler ; go 
about the fields with me through Frogmore ; I will 
bring thee where mistress xVnne Page is, at a farm- 
house, a feasting : and thou shalt woo her; Cry’d 
game, said I well ? 

Caius. By gar, me tank you for dat : by gar, I 
love you ; and I shall prociire-a you de good guest, 
de earl, de knight, de lords, de gentlemen, my 
patients. 

Host. For the which, I will be thy adversary 
towards Anne Page ; said I well ? 

Caius. By gar, ’tis good ; veil said. 

Host. Let us wag then. 

Cants. Come at my heels, Jack Rugby. lExcunt. 


Ixxl 
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ACT III. 


SCENE l.-^A Field near Fhogmore. I 
Enter Sir Hugh Evans and Simple. 

Eva. I pray you now, good master Slender’s 
serving-man, and friend Simple by your name, 
which way have you looked for master Cains, that 
calls himself Doctor of Fhysick ? 

Sim. Marry, sir, the city-ward, the park-ward, 
every way ; old Windsor way, and every way but 
the town way. 

Em. I most fehemently desire you, you will 
also look that way. 

Sim. I will, sir. 

Eva. ’Pless my soul ! how full of cholers I am, 
and trempling of mind! — I shall be glad, if he 
have deceived me : — how melancholies I am ! — I 
will knog his urinals about his knave’s costard, 
when I have good opportunities for the ’ork — 
’pless my soul I iSings. 

To shallow rivers, to whose falls 
Melodious birds sing madrigals ; 

There will we make our peds of roses, 

And a thousand fragrant posies. 

To shallow — — 

’Mercy on me ! I have a great dispositions to cry. 
Melodious birds sing madrigals — 

When as I sat in Pabylon 

And a thousa7id vagram posies. 

To shallow 

Sim. Yonder he is coming, this way, sir Hugh. 

Eva. He’s welcome : 

To shallow rivers, to whose falls — — 
Heaven prosper the right ! — ^What weapons is he ? 

Sim. No weapons, sir : There comes my master, 
master Shallow, and another gentleman, from Frog- 
more, over the stile, this way. 

Eva. Fray you, give me my gown ; or else keep 
it in your arms. 

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Shad. How now, master parson ? Good-morrow, 
good sir Hugh. Keep a gamester from the dice, 
and a good student from his book, and it is won- 
derful. 

Slen. Ah, sweet Anne Page ! 

Page. Save you, good sir Hugh I 

Eva. . ’Pless you from his mercy sake, all of you ! 

Shal. What! the sword and the word! do you 
study them both, master parson? 

Page. And youthful still, in your doublet and 
hose, this raw rheumatick day ? 

Eva. There is reasons and causes for it. 

Page. We are come to yoU;, to do a good office, 
master parson. 

Eva. Fery well : What is it ? 

Page. Yonder is a most reverend gentleman, 
who, belike having received wrong by some person, 
is at most odds with his own gravity and patience, 
that ever you saw. 

ShaL I have lived fourscore years, and upward ; 
I never heard a man of his place, gravity, and 
learning;, so wide of his own respect. 

Eva. What is he ? 

Page. I think you know him ; master doctor 
Cains, the renowned EreneB. Physician. 

Eva. Got’s will, and his passion of my heart ! 


I had as lief you would tell me of a mess of 
porridge. 

Page. Why ? 

Eva. He has no more knowledge in Hihocrates 
and Galen, — and he is a knave besides ; a cowardly 
knave, as you would desires to be acquainted 
withal. c 

Page. I warrant you, he’s the man should fight 
with him. 

Slen. 0, sweet Anne Page ! 

Shal. It appears so, by his weapons. — Keep 
them asunder ; — ^here comes doctor Cains. 

Enter Host, Caius, and Rugby. 

Page. Nay, good master parson, keep in your 
weapon. 

Shal. So do you, good master doctor. 

Host. Disarm them, and let them question ; 
let them keep their limbs whole, and hack our 
English. 

Cams. I pray you, let-a me speak a word vit 
your ear : Verefore vill you not meet-a me ? 

Eva. Pray you, use your patience : In good time. 

Caius. By gar, you are de coward, de Jack dog, 
John ape. 

Eva. Pray you, let us not be laughing-stogs to 
other men’s humours ; I desire you in friendship, 
and I will one way or other make you amends : — . 
I will knog your urinals about your knave’s cogs- 
comb, for missing your meetings and appointments. 

Caius. Diablel — Jack Rugby,— mine Host de 
Jarterre, have I not stay for him, to kill him ? 
have I not, at de place I did appoint ? 

Eva. As I am a Christians soul, now, look you, 
this is the place appointed ; I’ll be judgment by 
mine host of the Garter. 

Host. Peace, I say, Gallia and Gaul, French 
and Welch ; soul-curer and hody-curer. 

Caius. Ay, dat is very good ! excellent ! 

Host. Peace, I say; hear mine host of the 
Garter. Am I politick? am I subtle? am I a 
Macbiavel ? Shall I lose my doctor ? no ; he gives 
me the potions, and the motions. Shall I lose my 
parson ? my priest ? ray sir Hugh ? no ; he gives 
me the proverbs and the no-verbs. — Give me thy 
hand, terrestrial ; so ; — Give me thy hand, celestial; 
so. — Boys of art, I have deceived you both : I have 
directed you to wrong places; your hearts are 
mighty, your skins are whole, and let burnt sack 
be the issue.— Come, lay their swords to pawn : — 
Follow me, lad of peace ; follow, follow, follow. 

Shal. Trust me, a mad host Follow, gentle- 
men, follow. 

Slen. O, sweet Anne Page ! 

[ Exeunt Shallow, Slender, Page, m4 Host. 

Caius. Ha! do I perceive dat ? have you make-a 
de sot of us ? ha, ha! 

Eva. This is well ; he has made us his vlouting- 
stog.— I desire you, that we may be friends ; and 
let us knog our praius together, to be revenge on 
this same scall, scurvy, cogging companion, the 
host of the Garter. ^ 

Cains. By gar, vit all my heart ; he promise to 
bring mevere is Anne Pa,ge; l>y deceive 

me too. ■ . ■■■■■■ 

Eva. Well I will smite his noddles Prav you, 
•fonow. „ 
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ACT in. 


SCENE 11. — The Street in Windsou. 

Enter Mistress Page and Robin. 

Mrs, Page, Nay, keep your way, little gallant ; 
you were wont to be a follower, but now you are a 
leader : Wbetber bad you rather, lead mine eyes, 
or eye your master’s heels ^ 

Rob. I had rather, forsooth, go before you like 
a man, than follow him like a dwarf. 

Mrs. Page. O you are a flattering boy ; now, I 
see, you’ll be a courtie^'. 

Enter Foan. 

Ford. Well met, mistress Page: Whither go 
you } 

Mrs. Page. Truly, sir, to see your wife ; Is she 
at home ? 

Ford. Ay ; and as idle as she may hang together, 
for want of company : I think, if your husbands 
were dead, you two would marry. 

Mrs. Page. Be sure of that, — two other hus- 
bands. 

Ford. Where had you this pretty weather- cock ? 

Mrs. Page, I cannot tell what the dickens his 
name is my husband had him of : What do you call 
your knight’s name, sirrah ? 

Rob. Sir John Falstaff. 

Ford. Sir John Fal staff I 

Mrs. Page. He, he ; I can never hit on’s name. 

There is’ such a league between my good man 
and he ! — Is your wife at home, indeed ? 

Ford, Indeed, she is. 

Mrs. Page. By yonr leave, sir ; — I am sick, till 
I see her. ^Exeunt Mrs. Page and Robin. 

Ford. Has Page any brains } hath he any eyes } 
hath he any thinking } Sure, they sleep ; he hath 
no use of them. Why, this iDoy will carry a letter 
twenty miles, as easy as a cannon will shoot point- 
blank twelve score. He pieces-out his wife’s in- 
clination ; he gives her folly motion and advantage : 
and now she’s going to my wife, and Falstaff’s boy 
with her. A man may hear this shower sing in 
the wind ! — and Falstaff’s boy with her I — Good 
plots 1 — they are laid ; and our revolted wives share 
damnation together. Well ; I will take him, then 
torture my wife, pluck the borrowed veil of modesty 
from the so seeming mistress Page, divulge Page 
himself for a secure and wilful Actseon ; and to 
these violent proceedings ail my neighbours shall 
cry aim. [Cloek strikes.] The clock gives me my 
cue, and my assurance bids me search ; there I 
shall find Falstaff : I shall be rather praised for 
this, than mocked ; for it is as positive as the earth 
is firm, that Falstaff is there : I will go. 

Enter Page, Shallow, Slender, Host, Sir Hugh Evans, 
Caius a7id Rugby. 

Shal. Page, ^c. Well met, master Ford. 

Ford. Trust me, a good knot : I have good cheer 
at home ; and, I pray you, all go with me. 

Shal. I must excuse myself, master Ford. 

Slen. And so must I, sir ; we have appointed to 
dine with mistress Anne, and I would not break 
with her for more money than I’ll speak of. 

ShaL We have lingered about a match between 
Anne Page and my cousin Slender, and this day 
we shall have our answer. 

Skn, I hope I have your good will, father Page. 

Page. You have, master Slender; I stand wholly 
for yon : — ^but my wife, master doctor, is for you 
aitog'^her. 


Cams. Ay, by gar ; and de maid is love a-me ; 
my nursli-a Quickly tell me so mush. 

Host. What say you to young master Fenton ? 
4ie capers, he dances, he has eyes of youth, he 
writes verses, he speaks holiday, he smells April 
and May : he will carry’ t, he will carry’ t ; ’tis in 
his buttons ; he will carry’ t. 

Page. Not by my consent, I promise you. The 
gentleman is of no having : he kept company with 
the wild Prince and Poins ; he is of too high a 
region, he knows too much. No, he shall not 
knit a knot in his fortunes with the linger of my 
substance : if he take her, let him take her simply'; 
the wealth I have waits on my consent, and my 
consent goes not that way. 

Ford. I beseech you, heartily, some of you go 
home with me to dinner : besides your cheer, you 
shall have sport; I will show you a monster. — 
Master doctor, you shall go ; — so shall you, master 
Page ; — and you, sir Hugh. 

Shal. Well, fare you well ; — we shall have the 
freer wooing at master Page’s. 

Shallow and Slender. 

Caius. Go home, John Rugby; I come anon, 

lExit Rugby. 

Host. Farewell, my hearts ; I will to my honest 
knight Falstaff, and drink canary with him. 

lE.vit Host. 

Ford. l^Aside.] I think, I shall drink in pipe- 
wine first with him ; I’ll make him dance. Will 
you go, gentles ? 

All. Have with you, to see this monster. lExennt. 


SCENE HI. — A Room in Fokd’s House. 

Enter Mrs. Ford and Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. What, John ! what, Robert ! 

Mrs. Page. Quickly, quickly : Is the buck- 
basket — 

Mrs. Ford. I warrant; — ^What, Robin, I say. 

Enter Servants, with a basket, 

Mrs. Page. Come, come, come. 

Mrs. Ford. Here, set it down. 

Afrs. Page. Give your men the charge ; we 
must be brief. 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, as I told you before, John, 
and Robert, be ready here hard by in the brew- 
house ; and when I suddenly call you, come forth, 
and (without any pause, or staggering,) take this 
basket on your shoulders : that done, trudge with 
it in all haste, and carry it among the whitsters in 
Datchet mead, and thei*e empty it in the muddy 
ditch, close by the Thames side. 

Afw. Pap'e. You will do it 

A-drs. Ford. I have told them over and over ; 
they lack no direction : Be gone, and come when 
you are called. Servants. 

Mrs. Page. Here comes little Robin. 

Enter Robin. 

Mrs. Ford. How now, my eyas-musket ? what 
news with you ? 

Rob. My master, sir John, is come in at your 
back-door, mistress Ford ; and requests your 
company. 

Mrs, Page. You little Jack-a-lent, have you 
been true to us ? 

Rob. Ay, I’ll be sworn : My master knows not 
of your being here ; and hath threatened to put 
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me into everlasting liberty, if I tell yon of it ; for 
be swears, he’ll tnrn me away. 

Mrs. Page. Thon’rt a good boy ; this secrecy of 
thine shall be a tailor to thee, and shall make thee 
a new doublet and hose. — I’ll go hide me. 

Mrs. Ford. Do so : — Go tell thy master, I am 
alone. Mistress Page, remember yon yonr cue. 

Robin. 

Mrs. Page. I warrant thee ; if I do not act it, 
hiss me. [Escit Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Ford. Go to then ; well nse this nnwhole- 
sorne humidity, this gross w’atery pnmpion ; — well 
teach him to know turtles from jays. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Have I caught thee, my heavenly jewel? 
Why, now let me die, for I have lived long enough ; 
this is the period of my ambition ; O this blessed 
hour ! 

Mrs. Ford. O sweet sir John ! 

Fal. Mistress Ford, I cannot cog, I cannot prate, 
mistress Ford. Now shall I sin in my wish : I 
would thy husband were dead ; 111 speak it before 
the best lord, I would make thee my lady. 

Mrs. Ford. 1 your lady, sir John! alas, I should 
be a pitiful lady. 

Fal. Let the court of France show me such an- 
other ; I see how thine eye would emulate the dia- 
mond: thou hast the right arched bent of the 
brow, that becomes the ship -tire, the tire- valiant, 
or any tire of Venetian admittance. 

3frs. Ford. A plain kerchief, sir John : my brows 
become nothing else ; nor that well neither. 

Fal. Thou art a traitor to say so : thou would’st 
make an absolute courtier ; and the firm fixture of 
thy foot wdhld give an excellent motion to thy gait, 
in a semi-circled farthingale. I see what thou werfc, 
if fortune thy foe were not ; nature is thy friend : 
Come, thou caust not hide it. 

Mrs. Ford. Believe me, there's no such thing 
in me. 

Fal. What made me love thee } let that persuade 
thee, there's something extraordinary in thee. 
Come I cannot cog, and say, thou art this and 
that, like a many of these lisping haw-thorn buds, 
that come like women in men’s apparel, and smell 
like Buckler's-bury in simple-time ; I cannot : but 
I love thee ; none but thee ; and thou deservest it. 

Mrs. Ford. Do not betray me, sir: I fear, you 
love mistress Page. 

Fal. Thou might’ st as well say, I love to walk 
by the Counter-gate ; which is as hateful to me as 
the reek of a lime-kiln. 

Mrs. Ford. WeU, heaven knows, how I love 
you ; and you shall one day find it. 

Fal. Keep in that mind; FU deserve, it. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, I must teU you, so you do ; 
or else I could not be in that mind. 

Roh. Iwithin.'] Mistress Ford, mistress Ford ! 
here’s mistress Page at the door, sweating, and 
blowing, and looking wildly, and would needs speak 
with you presently. 

Fal. She shall not see me ; I will ensconce me 
behind the arras. 

Mrs. Ford. Pray you, do so : she’s a very 
tattling woman.— * [Faxstaff hides himself. 

Enter MistreM Page and Robin. 

What's the matter ? how now ? 

Mrs. Page. O- mistress Ford, what have you 
done ? You’re shamed, you are overthrown, you i 
are undone for ever. I 


3Irs. Ford. W’hat’s the matter, good mistress 
Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Owell-a-day, mistress Ford! liavinp- 
an honest man to your husband, to give him such 
cause of suspicion I 

Mrs. Ford. WTiat cause of suspicion } 

Mrs. Page. What cause of suspicion.^ — out up- 
on you ! how am I mistook iu you 

Mrs. Ford. V^hy, alas ! what’s the matter ? 

Mrs. Page. Your husband’s coming hither, 
woman, with aU the ofScers in Windsor, to search 
for a gentleman, that, he says, is here now in the 
house, by your consent, to take an ill advantage 
of his absence : You are undone. 

Mrs. Ford. Speak louder. — {Aside.} — ^’Tis not 
so, I hope. 

Mrs. Page. Pray heaven it be not so, that you 
have such a man here ; but ’tis most certain your 
husband’s coming with half Windsor at his heels, to 
search for such a one. I come before to tell you : 
f you know yourself clear, why I am glad of it ; 
but if you have a friend here, convey, convey him 
out. Be not amazed ; call all your senses to you ; 
defend your reputation, or bid farewell to your 
good life for ever. 

Mrs. Ford. What shall Ido? — There isa gentle- 
man, my dear friend ; and I fear not mine own 
shame, so much as his peril : I had rather than a 
thousand pound, he were out of the house. 

Mrs. Page. For shame, never stand you had 
rather, and you had rather ; your husband’s here 
at hand, bethink you of some conveyance : in the 
house you cannot hide him. — O, how have you 
deceived me! — Look, here is a basket; if he be of 
any reasonable stature, he may creep in here ; and 
throw foul linen upon him, as if it ’were going to 
bucking : Or, it is whiting-time, send him by your 
two men to Datchet mead. 

Mrs. Ford. He’s too big to go in there : What 
shall I do ? 

Re-enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Let me see’t, let me see’t ! O let me 
see't! I’U in. I’ll in; follow your friend’s counsel ; 
—Filin. 

Mrs. Page. What! Sir John Falstaff! Are these 
your letters, knight ? 

Fal. I love thee, and none hut thee ; help me 
away : let me creep in here ; I’ll never — 

[lie goes into the basJcet; they cover him iviihfoul linen , 

3frs. Page. Help to cover your master, boy : 
Call your men, mistress Ford : — ^You dissembling 
knight! 

Mrs. Ford. What John, Robert, John! {ExU 
Robin. Re-enter Servants.] Go take up these 
clothes here, quickly; where's the cowl-stalf? look, 
how you drumble ; carry them to the laundress in 
Datchet mead ; quickly, come. 

Enter Ford, Page, Caxus, and Sir -Even Evans. 

Ford. Pray you, comeneai* : if I suspect without 
cause, why then make sport at me, then let me be 
your jest ; I deserve it. — How now ? whither bear 
you this? 

Serv. To the laundress, forsooth. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, what have you to do whither 
they bear it ? You were best meddle with buck- 
washing. 

Ford, Buck? I ’would I could wash myself of 
the buck ! Buck, buck, buck ? Ay, buck ; I war- 
rant you, buck ; and of the season too ; it shall 
appear. {Egseunt Servants with the hasket.} G5sn- 
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act III. 


tlemen, I have dreamed to-night ; I^U tell you my 
dream. Here, here, here he my keys : ascend my 
chambers, search, seek, find out : I’ll warrant we’ll 
unkennel the fox : — Let me stop this way first : — 
so, now uncape. 

Page. Good master Ford, be contented : you 
wrong yourself too much. 

Ford. True, master Page. — Up, gentlemen ; 
you shall see sport anon : follow me, gentlemen. 

[Exit. 

Eva. This is fery fantastical humours and jea- 
lousies. 

Caius. By gar, ’tis no de fashion of France : it 
is not jealous in France. 

Page. Nay, follow him, gentlemen ; see the issue 
of his search. [Exeunt Evans, Page and Caius. 

Mrs. Paqe. Is there not a double excellency in 
this ? 

Mrs. Ford. I know not which pleases me better, 
that my husband is deceived, or sir John. 

Mrs. Page. What a taking was he in, when your 
husband asked who was in the basket ! 

Mrs. Ford. I am half afraid he will have need 
of washing ; so throwing him into the water will 
do him a benefit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest rascal! I would 
all of the same strain were in the same distress. 

Mrs. Ford. I think my husband hath some 
special suspicion of Falstaff’s being here ; for I 
never saw him so gross in his jealousy till now. 

Mrs. Page. I will lay a plot to try that : And 
we will yet have more tricks with Falstaff : his dis- 
solute disease will scarce obey this medicine. 

Mrs. Ford. Shall we send that foolish carrion, 
mistress Quickly, to him, and excuse his throwing 
into the water ; and give him another hope, to betray 
him to another punishment ? 

Mrs. Page. We’ll do it ; let him be sent for to- 
morrow eight o’clock, to have amends. 

Re-enter Ford, Page, Caius, and Sir Hugh Evans. 

Ford. I cannot find him : may be the knave 
bragged of that he could not compass. 

Mrs. Page. Heard you that ? 

Mrs. Ford. Ay, ay, peace : — You use me well, 
master Ford, do you ? 

Ford. Ay, I do so. 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven make you better than your 
thoughts ! 

Ford. Amen. 

Mrs. Page. You do yourself mighty wrong, 
master Ford. 

Ford. Ay, ay ; I must bear it. 

Eva. If there be any pody in the house, and in 
the chambers, and in the coffers, and in the presses, 
heaven forgive my sins at the day of judgment 1 

Caius. By gar, nor I too ; dere is no — bodies. 

Page. Fie, fie, master Ford ! are you not ashamed ? 
What spirit, what devil suggests this imaginatiou? 
I would not have your distemper in this kind, for 
the wealth of Windsor Castle. 

Ford. ’Tis my fault, master Page : I suffer for it. 

Eva. You suffer for a pad conscience : your wife 
is as honest a ’omans, as I will desires among five 
thousand, and five hundred too. 

Caius. By gar, I see ’tis an honest woman. 

Ford. Well ; — I promised you a dinner : — 
Come, come, walk in the park : I pray you, pardon 
j^I will hereafter make known to you, why I 
have done this.*— Come, wife come, mistress 


Page; I pray you, pardon me; pray heartily, 
pardon me. 

Page. Let’s go in, gentlemen ; but, trust me, we’ll 
mock him. I do invite you to-morrow morning to 
my house to breakfast ; after, we’ll abirding together ; 
I have a fine hawk for the bush : Shall it be so ? ’ 
Ford. Any thing. 

Eva. If there is one, I shall make two in the 
company. 

Caius. If there be one or two, I shall make-a 
de turd. 

Eva. In your teeth : for shame. 

Ford. Pray yon go, master Page. 

Eva. I pray you now, remembrance to-morrow 
on the lousy knave, mine host. 

Caius. Dat is good ; by gar, vit all my heart. 
Eva. A lousy knave ; to have his gibes and his 
mockeries. 

SCENE IV — A Room in Page’s House. 
Enter Fenton and Mutrc.u Anne Page. 

Feni. I see, I cannot get thy father’s love ; 
Therefore no more turn me to him, sweet Nan. 
Anne. Alas ! how then ? 

Pent. Why, thou must be thyself. 

He doth object, I am too great of birth ; 

And that, my state being gall’d with my expense, 
I seek to heal it only by his wealth : 

Besides these, other bars he lays before me,' — — 
My riots past, my wild societies ; 

And tells me, ’tis a thing impossible 
I should love thee, but as a property. 

Anne. May be, he tells you true. 

Feni. No, heaven so speed me in my time to 
Albeit, I will confess, thy father’s wealth ‘ [come I 
Was the first motive that I woo’d thee, Anne : 
Yet, wooing thee I found thee of more value 
Than stamps in gold, or sums in sealed bags ; 

And ’tis the very riches of thyself 
That now I aim at. 

Anne. Gentle master Fenton, 

Yet seek my father’s love ; still seek it, sir : 

If opportunity and humblest suit 

Cannot attain it, %vhy then — Hark you hither. 

[They converse apart. 

Enter Shallow, Slender, and Mrs. CiuicKLY. 

Shal. Break their talk, mistress Quickly ; my 
kinsman shall speak for himself. 

Slen. I’ll make a shaft or a bolt on’t : slid, ’tis 
but venturing. 

Shal. Be not dismay’d. 

Sleri. No, she shall not dismay me : I care not 
for that, — ^but that I am afeard. 

Quick. Hark ye ; master Slender would speak 
a word, with you. 

Anne. I come to him, This is my father’s 
choice. 

0, what a world of vile ill-favour’ d faults 
Looks handsome in three hundred pounds a year I 

Quick. And how does good master Fenton? 
Pray you, a word with you. 

Shal. She’s coming ; to her, coz. O boy, thou 
hadst a father I 

Slen. I had a father, mistress Anne ; — my uncle 
can tell yon good jests pf him : — Pi’ay you, uncle, 
tell mistress Anne the jest, how my father stole two 
geese out of a pen, good uncle. 

Shal. Mistress Anne, my cousin loves }>^ou. 
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SCENE V. 


Skn. Ay, that I do ; as well as I love any 
woman in Gloucestershire- 

ShaL He will maintain you like a gentlewoman. 
SUn. Ay, that I will, come cut and long-tail, 
under the degree of a '‘squire. 

Slml. He will make you a hundred and fifty 
pounds jointure. 

Anne. Good master Shallow, let him woo for 
himself. 

ShaL Marry, I thank you for it ; I thank you 
for that good comfort. She calls you, coz : Fll 
leave you. 

Anne. Now, master Slender. 

Slen. Now, good mistress Anne. 

Anne. What is your will ? 

Slen. My will ? ^od’s heartlings, that’s a pretty 
jest, indeed ! I ne’er made my will yet, I iliank 
heaven ; I am not such a sickly creature, I give 
heaven praise. 

Anne. I mean, master Slender, what would you 
with me ? 

Slen. Truly, for mine own part, I would little 
or nothing with you ; Your father, and my uncle, 
have made motions : if it be my luck, so : if not, 
happy man be his dole ! They can tell you how 
things go, better than I can : You may ask your 
father ; here he comes. 

Enter Page and Mistress Page. 

Page. Now, master Slender :~Love him, daugh- 
ter Anne. — 

VTiy, how now ! what does master Fenton here ? 
You wrong me, sir, thus still to haunt my house : 
I told you, sir, my daughter is disposed of. 

Feyit. Nay, master Page, be not impatient. 

Mrs. Page. Good master Fenton, come not to 
my child. 

Page. She is no match for you. 

Pent. Sir, will you hear me ? 

Page. No, good master Fenton. 

Come, master Shallow ; come, son Slender ; in : — 
Knowing my mind, you wrong me, master Fenton. 

\_Eoseimt Page, Shallow, and Slender. 
Qitick. Speak to mistress Page. 

Pent. Good mistress Page, for that I love your 
daughter 

In such a righteous fashion as I do, 

Perforce, against all checks, rebukes, and manners, 
I must advance the colours of my love, 

And not retire : Let me have your good will. 
Anne. Good mother, do not marry me to yond 
fool, 

Mrs. Page. I mean it not; I seek you a better 
husband. 

Quick. That’s my master, master doctor. 

Anne. Alas, I had rather be set quick i’ the 
And bowl’d to death with turnips. [earth, 

Mrs. Page. Come, trouble not yourself : Good 
master Fenton, 

I will not be your friend, nor enemy : 

Aly daughter will I question how she loves you, 
And as I find her, so am I affected ; 

Till then, farewell, sir : — She must needs go in ; 
Her father wiH be angry. 

iExeunt Mrs, Page and Anne. 
Pent. Farewell, gentle mistress ; farewell, Nan. 
Quick. This is my doing now; — Nay, said I, 
will you cast away your child on a fool, and a phy- 
sician } Look on master Fenton : — this is my 
doing. 


Pent. I thank thee ; and I pray thee, once to- 
night 

Give my sweet Nan this ring : There’s for thy pains, 

lExit. 

Quick. Now heaven send thee good fortune ! A 
kind heart he hath : a woman would run through 
fire and water for such a kind heart. But yet, I 
would my master had mistress Anne ; or I would 
master Slender had her ; or, in sooth, I would mas- 
ter Fenton had her : I Trill what I can for them 
all three; for so I have promised, and I’ll be as 
good as my word ; but speciously for master Fen- 
ton. Well, I must of another errand to sir John 
Falstaff from my two mistresses ; What a beast 
am I to slack it ! [Exit 


SCENE V. — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Falstaff and Bardolph. 

Pal. Bardolph, I say, — 

Bard. Here, sir. 

Pal. Go fetch me a quart of sack : put a toast 
in’t. \^Eocit Bard.] Have I lived to be carried 
in a basket, like a barrow of butcher’s offal ; and 
to be thrown into the Thames ? Weil, if I be 
served such another trick. I’ll have my brains 
ta’en out, and butter’d, and give them to a dog 
for a new year’s gift. The rogues slighted me 
into the river with as little remorse as they would 
have drowned a bitch’s blind puppies, fifteen i’ the 
litter : and you may know by my size, that I have 
a kind of alacrity in sinking ; if the bottom were 
as deep as hell, I should down. I had been 
drowned, but that the shore was shelvy and shal- 
low ; a death that I abhor ; for the water swells 
a man ; and what a thing should I have been, 
when I had been swelled 1 I should have been 
a mountain of mummy. 

Re-enter Bardolph, with the wine. 

Bard. Here’s mistress Quickly, sir, to speak 
with you. 

Pal. Come, let me pour in some sack to the 
Thames water ; for my belly’s as cold as if I had 
swallowed snow-balls for pills to cool the reins. 
Call her in. 

Bard. Come in, woman. 

Enter Mrs. Quickly. 

Quick. By your leave ; I cry you mercy : Give 
your worship good-morrow. 

Pal. Take away these chalices : Go, brew me a 
pottle of sack finely. 

Bard. With eggs, sir? 

Pal. Simple of itself ; I’ll no pullet-sperm in 
my hrewage. — [Ewit Bardolph.] — How now : 

Quick. Marry, sir, I come to your worship from 
mistress Ford. 

Pal. Mistress Ford ! I have had ford enough : 
I was thrown into the ford : I have my belly Ml 
of ford. 

Quick. Alas the day ! good heart, that was not 
her fault : she does so take on with her men ; they 
mistook their erection. 

Pal. So did I mine, to build upon a foolish 
woman’s promise. 

Quick. Well, she laments, sir, for it, that it 
would yearn your heart to see it. Her husband 
goes this morning a birding ; she desires you once 
more to come to her between eight and nine ; I 
must carry her word quickly: she’ll make^mu 
amends, I warrant you. 



» 




/Sn* Hugh Etans, 

How now, sir Hugh ? no school to-day ? 

Em, No ; master Slender is let the boys leave 
to play. 

Quick. Blessing of liis heart ! 

Mrs. Page. Sir Hugh, my husband says, my 
son profits nothing in the world at his book; I 
pray you, ask him some questions in his accidence. 

jkm. Come hither, William ; hold up your head ; 
come. 

Mrs. Page. Come on, sirrah : hold up your 
head ; answer your master, be not afraid. 


SCENE l.-^The Street. 

Enter Mrs. Page, Mrs. Q,uickly, and Wiliiam. 

Mrs. Page. Is he at master Ford's already, 
think'st thou? 

Quick. Sure he is by this ; or will be presently : 
but truly he is very courageous mad, about his 
throwing into the water. Mistress Ford desires 
you to come suddenly. 

Mrs. Page. I'll be with her by and by *, I’ll but 
b^g my young man here to school ; Look, where 
his master comes ; 'tis a playing day, I see. 
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Fal. Well, I will visit her : Tell her so ; and 
bid her think w^hat a man is : let her consider his 
frailty, and then judge of my merit. 

Quick. I will tell her. 

Fat. Do so. Between nine and ten, say'st thou ? 
Quick. Eight and nine, sir. 

FaL Well, he gone : I will not miss her. 

Quick. Peace he with you, sir. lExU. 

Fal I marvel, I hear not of master Brook ; he 
sent me word to stay within : I like his money w^ell. 
0 here he comes. 

Enter Ford. 

Ford. Bless you, sir ! 

Fal, Now, master Brook ? you come to know 
what hath passed between me and Ford’s wife. 
Ford. That, indeed, sir John, is my business. 
Fal. Master Brook, I will not lie to you ; 1 was 
at her house the hour she appointed me. 

Ford. And how sped you, sir ? 

Fal, Very ill-favouredly, master Brook. 

Ford. How so, sir ? Did she change her deter- 
mination ? 

Fal No, master Brook ; but the peaking cor- 
nuto her husband, master Brook, dwelling in a 
continual ’larum of jealousy, comes me in the in- 
stant of our encounter, after we had embraced, 
kissed, protested, and, as it were, spoke the pro- 
logue of our comedy ; and at his heels a rabble of 
his companions, thither provoked and instigated 
by his distemper, and forsooth, to search his house 
for his wife's love. 

Ford. What, while you were there ? 

Fal While I was there. 

Ford. And did he search for you, and could 
not find you ? 

Fal You shall hear. As good luck would have 
it, comes in one mistress Page ; gives intelligence 
of Ford’s approach ; and, by her invention and 
Ford’s wife's distraction, they conveyed me into a 
buck -basket. 

Ford. A buck-basket I 

Fal By the Lord, a buck-basket : rammed me 
in with foul shirts and smocks, socks, foul stock- 
ings, and greasy napkins; that, master Brook, 
there was the rankest compound of villanous 
smell, that ever offended nostril. 

Ford. And how long lay you there ? 

Fal Nay, you shall hear, master Brook, what I 
have suffered to bring this woman to evil for your 
good. Being thus crammed in the basket, a couple 
of Ford’s knaves, his hinds, were called forth by 
their mistress, to carry me in the name of foul 
clothes to Datchet-lane : they took me on their 


shoulders ; met the jealous knave their master in 
the door ; who asked them once or twice what 
they had in their basket : I quaked for fear, lest 
the lunatic knave would have searched it ; but fate, 
ordaining he should be a cuckold, held his hand. 
Well : on went he for a search, and away went I 
for foul clothes. But mark the sequel, master 
Brook : I suffered the pangs of three several deaths : 
first, an intolerable fiight, to be detected with a 
jealous rotten bell-wether : next, to be compassed, 
like a good bilbo, in the circumference of a peck, 
hilt to point, heel to head : and then, to he stopped 
in, like a strong distillation, with stinking clothes 
that fretted in their own grease : think of that,-— 
a man of my kidney, — think of that : that am as 
subject to heat, as butter ; a man of continual dis- 
solution and thaw; it was a miracle, to ’scape suf- 
focation. And in the height of this bath, when I 
was more than half stewed in grease, like a Dutch 
dish, to be thrown into the Thames, and cooled, 
glowing hot, in that surge, like a horse-shoe ; think 
of that, — hissing hot, — think of that, master 
Brook. 

Ford. In good sadness, sir, I am sorry that for 
my sake you have suifered all this. My suit then 
is desperate ; you’ll undertake her no more. 

Fal. Master Brook, I will be thrown into Etna, 
as I have been into Thames, ere I will leave her 
thus. Her husband is this morning gone a bird- 
ing : I have received from her another embassy of 
meeting ; ’twixt eight and nine is the hour, Mas- 
ter Brook. 

Ford. ’Tis past eight already, sir. 

Fal. Is it? I will then address me to my 
appointment. Come to me at your '^convenient 
leisure, and you shall know how I speed ; and the 
conclusion shall be crowned with your enjoying 
her : Adieu. You shall have her, master Brook ; 
master Brook, you shall cuckold Ford. lExlt. 

Ford. Hum ! ha ! is this a vision ? is this a 
dream ? do I sleep ? Master Ford, awake ; awake, 
master Ford; there's a hole made in your best 
coat, master Ford. This 'tis to be married ! this 
'tis to have linen, and buck-baskets I — ^Well, I will 
proclaim myself what I am : I will now take the 
lecher ; he is at my house : he cannot 'scape me ; 
’tis impossible lie should ; he cannot creep into a 
halfpenny purse, nor into a pepper-box ; but, lest 
the devil that guides him should aidhim, I will 
search impossible places. Though what I am I 
cannot avoid, yet to be what I would not, shall 
not make me tame : if I have horns to make one 
mad, let the proverb go with me, I’ll be horn mad. 

iExit. 
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Eva> William, how many numbers is in nouns ? 

Will. Two. 

Quick. Truly, I thought there had been one j 
number more ; because they say, od’s nouns. 

Eva. Peace your tattlings. What is ./hir, Wil- 
liam ? 

Will. Pulclier. 

Quick. Polecats 1 there are fairer things than 
polecats, sure. 

Eva. You are a very simplicity, ^oman ; I pray 
you peace. What is lapis., William ? 

Will. A stone. 

Eva. And what is a stone, William ? 

Will. A pebble. 

Eva. No, it is lapis : I pray you remember in 
your prain. 

Will. Lapis. 

Eva. That is good, William. What is he, Wil- 
liam, that does lend articles ? 

Will. Articles are borrowed of the pronoun; 
and be thus declined, Singulariter, nwainativo^ 
hie, hcBc, hoc. 

Eva. Nominailvo, Ug, hag, hog: — pray you, 
mark : genUivo, hujus : Well, what is your accu- 
satwe case 9 

Will. Acousativo, hinc. 

Eva. I pray you have your remembrance, child ; 
Accusaiivo, king, hang, hog. 

Quick. Hang hog is Latin for bacon, I warrant 
you. 

Eva. Leave your prabbles, 'oman. What is 
the focative case, William ? 

Will. O — vocativo, O. 

Eva. Remember, William, focative is, ca^’eL 

Quick. And that’s a good root. 

Et^a. ’Oman, forbear. 

3frs. Page. Peace. 

Eva, What is your genitive ease plural, Wil- 
liam ? 

Will. Genitive case 9 

Eva. Ay. 

Will. Genitive, — horumj harum, liorum. 

Quick. ’Vengeance of Jenng’s case ! fie on her 1 
— never name her, child, if she he a whore. 

Eva. For shame, ’oman. 

Quick. You do ill to teach the child such words : 
he teaches him to hick and to hack, which they’ll 
do fast enough of themselves, and to call horum : 
fie upon you I 

Eva. ’Oman, art thou lunatics ? hast thou no 
understandings for thy cases, and the numbers of 
the genders ? Thou art as foolish Christian crea- 
tures as I would desires. 

Mrs. Page. Pr’ythee, hold thy peace. 

Eva. Show me now, William, some declensions 
of your pronouns. 

Will. Forsooth, I have forgot. 

Eva. It is ki, km, cod ,* if you forget your Mes, 
your kms, and your cods, you must be preeches. 
Go your ways, and play, go. 

Mrs. Page. He is a better scholar than I thought 
he was. 

Eva. He is a good sprag memory. Fai'ewell, 
mistress Page. 

Mrs. Page. Adieu, good sir Hugh. {EmI Sir 
Hugh.] Get you home, boy. — Come, we stay too 
long, 


SCENE II. — A Room in Ford’s House. 

Enter Falstaff and Airs. Foiin. 

Fal. Mistress Ford, your sorrow hath eaten up 
my sufferance : I see, you are obsequious in your 
love, and I profess requital to a hair’s breadth ; 
not only, mistress Ford, in the simple office of 
love, but in aU the accoutrement, complement, and 
ceremony of it. But are you sure of your husband 
now ? 

Mrs. Ford. He’s a birdijig, sweet Sir John. 

Mrs. Page. IWiihin.^ What hoa, gossip Ford, 
what hoa 1 

Mrs. Ford. Step into the chamber, sir John. 

[_Exit Falstafst. 

Enter Mrs. Page. 

Mrs. Page. How now, sweetheart? who’s at 
home, beside yourself? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, none but mine own people. 

Mrs. Page. Indeed ? 

Mrs. Ford. No, certainly ; — Speak louder. 

lAside. 

Mrs. Page. Truly, I am so glad you have no- 
body here. 

Mrs. Fm'd. Whj ? 

Mrs. Page. Why, woman, your husband is in 
his old lunes again ; he so takes on yonder with 
my husband ; so rails, against all married mankind; 
so curses all Eve’s daughters, of what complexion 
soever ; and so buffets himself on the forehead, 
crying Peer-out, peer-out ! that any madness I ever 
yet beheld, seemed but tameness, civility, and 
patience, to this his distemper he is in now : I am 
glad the fat knight is not here. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, does he talk of him ? 

Mrs. Page. Of none but him ; and sweats, lie 
was carried out, the last time he searched for him, 
in a basket : protests to my husband, lie is now here ; 
and hath drawn him and the rest of their company 
from their sport, to make another experiment of his 
suspicion ; but I am glad the knight is not here : 
now he shall see his own foolery. ^ 

Mrs. Ford. How near is he, mistress Page ? 

Mrs. Page. Hard by ; at street end ; he v,'ili be 
here anon. 

Mrs. Ford. I am undone ! — the knight is here. 

Mrs. Page. Why then you are utterly ashamed, 
and he’s but a dead man. What a woman are 
you 1— Away with him, away with him ; better 
shame than murder. 

Mrs. Ford. Which way should he go ? how 
should I bestow him ? Shall I put him into ilie 
basket again ? 

Re-enter¥ALSTAFF. 

Fal. No, I’ll come no more i’ the basket : May 
I not go out ere he come ? 

Mrs, Page. Alas, three of master Ford’s bro- 
thers watch the door with pistols, that none shall 
issue out ; otherwise you might slip away ere he 
came. But what make you here ? 

Fal. What shall I do ?— I’ll creep up into the 
chimney. 

3Irs. Ford. There they always used to discharge 
their birding pieces : Creep into the kiln-bole. 

Where is it? 

3frs. Ford. He will seek there, on my word. 
Neither press, coffer, chest, trunk, well, vaultj but 
he hath an abstract for the remembrance of such 
places;, and goes to them by his note ; There is no 
hiding you in the house. 

Fal. I’ll go out then. 
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ACT IV. 


Mrs. Page. If you go outin your own semblance, 
you die, sir John. Unless you go out disguised^ — 

Mrs. Ford. How might we disguise him ? 

Mrs. Page. Alas the day, I know not. There is 
no woman's gown big enough for him ; otherwise, 
he might put on a hat, a muffler, and a kerchief, 
and so escape. 

Fal. Good hearts, devise something : any ex- 
tremity, rather than a mischief. 

Mrs. Ford. My maid’s, aunt, the fat woman of 
Brentford, has a gown above. 

Mrs. Page. On my word, it will serve him ; 
she’s as big as he is : and there’s herthrum’d hat, 
and her muffler too : Run up, sir John. 

Mrs. Ford. Go, go, sweet sir John: mistress 
Page and I, will look some linen for your head. 

Mrs. Page. Quick, quick ; we’ll come dress 
you straight: put on the gown the while. 

[Exit PALSTAFF. 

Mrs. Ford. I would, my husband would meet 
him in this shape : he cannot abide the old woman 
of Brentford ; he swears, she’s a wdtch, forbade 
her my house, and hath threatened to beat her. 

Mrs. Page. Heaven guide him to thy husband’s 
cudgel; and the devil guide his cudgel afterwards I 

Mrs, Ford. But is my husband coming 

Mrs. Page. Ay, in good sadness, is he ; and he 
talks of the basket too, howsoever he hath had in- 
telligence. 

Mrs. Ford. We’ll try that ; for I’ll appoint my 
men to carry the basket again, to meet him at the 
door with it, as they did last time. 

Mrs. Page. Nay, but he’ll be here presently : 
let’s go dress him like the witch of Brentford. 

Mrs. Ford. I’ll first direct my men, what they 
shall do with the basket. Go up, I’E bring linen 
for him straight. [Exit. 

Mrs. Page. Hang him, dishonest varlet ! we can- 
not misuse him enough. 

We’ll leave a proof, by that which we will do, 

Wives may be merry, and yet honest too : 

We do not act, that often jest and laugh ; 

’Tis old but true, Still sxoine eat all Hie draff, 

[Exit 

Ee-enter 3frs. Ford with two Servants. 

M7's. Fo7'd. Go, sirs, take the basket again on 
your shoulders *, your master is hard at door ; if he 
bid you set it down, obey him : quickly, despatch. 

1 Se7“v. Come, come, take it up. 

2 Serv. Pray heaven, it be not full of the knight 
again. 

1 Serv. I hope not; I had as lief bear so much lead. 

Enter Ford, Page, Shallow, Caius, and Sir Hugh 
Evans. 

Ford. Ay, hut if it prove true, master Page, 
have you any way then to unfool me again ?— Set 
down the basket, villain : — -Somebody call my wife : 

You, youth in a basket, come out here ! O, 

you panderly rascals ! there’s a knot, a gin, a 
pack, a conspiracy against me : Now shall the devil 
be shamed. What ! wife, I say I come, come 
forth ; behold what honest clothes you send forth 
to bleaching. 

Page. Why, this passes I Master Ford, you are 
not to go loose any longer ; you must be pinioned. 

Fva. Why, this is lunatics ! this is mad as a 
mad dog ! 

Indeed, master Ford, this is not well ; i 
iadewi. , , . I 


Enter Mrs. Ford. 

Ford. So say I too, sir — Come hither, mistress 
Ford ; mistress Ford, the honest woman, the modest 
wife, the virtuous creature, that hath the jealous 
fool to her husband !— I suspect without cause 
mistress, do I } ’ 

Mrs. Fo7-d. Heaven be my witness, you do, if 
you suspect me in any dishonesty. 

Fo7'd. Well said, brazen-face ; hold it out.--~~- 
Come forth, sirrah. 

[Pulls the clothes out of the basket. 

Page. This passes I 

Mrs. Ford. Are you not ashamed } let the 
clothes alone. 

Fo7'd. I shall find you anon. 

Eva. ’Tis unreasonable ! Will you take up your 
wife’s clothes ? Come away, 

Fo7^d. Empty the basket, I say. 

Mrs. Ford. Why, man, why, — 

Ford. Master Page, as I am a man, there was 
one conveyed out of my house yesterday in this 
basket : Why may not he be there again ? In my 
house I am sure he is : my intelligence is true ; 
my jealousy is reasonable : Pluck me out all the 
linen. 

M7's. Ford. If you find a man there, he shall 
die a flea’s death. 

Page. Here’s no man. 

Shal. By my fidelity, this is not well, master 
Ford; this wrongs you. 

Eva. Master Ford, you must pray^ and not fol- 
low the imaginations of your own heart : this is 
jealousies. 

Ford. Well, he’s not here I seek for. 

Page. No, nor no where else, but in your bi-ain. 

Fo7'd. Help to search my house this one time : 
if I find not what I seek, show no colour tor my 
extremity, let me for ever be your table sport ; let 
them say of me, As jealous as Ford, that searched 
a hollow walnut for his wufe’s leman. Satisfy me 
once more ; once more search with me. 

Mrs. Ford. What, hoa, mistress Page! come 
you, and the old woman dovm ; my husband will 
come into the chamber. 

Fo7'd. Old vroman ! What old wonian’s that? 

Mrs. Ford. Why, it is my maid’s aunt of Brent- 
ford. 

Fo7'd. A watch, a quean, an old cozening quean! 
Have I not forbid her my house ? She comes of 
errands, does she ? We are simple men; w^e do 
not know what’s brought to pass Tinder the profes- 
sion of fortune-telling. She works by charms, by 
spells, by the figure, and such daubery as this is : 

beyond our element : we know nothing. Come 

down, you witch, you hag you ; come dowm, I say, 

Mo's. Fo7'd. Nay, good, sweet husband ; — good 
gentlemen, let him not strike the old woman. 

Enter Falstaff in lao'omi^s clothes, bg Mrs. Page. 

Ml'S. Page. Come, mother Prat, come, give me 
your hand. 

Ford. I’ll prat her ; Out of my door, you 

witch, [heats hhn'] you rag, you baggage, you pole- 
cat, you ronyon! out! out! I’ll conjure you, FII 
fortune-tell you. [Exit Palstaff. 

Mrs. Page. Are you not ashamed ? I think? you 
have killed the poor woman. 

M7's. Ford. Nay, he wall do it -.—’Tis a goodly 
credit for you. 

Ford. Hang her, witch ! 

Eva. By yea, and no, I think, the ’oman is a 
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; Tritch. indeed ; I like not when a ’omaii lias a great 
peard ; I spy a great peard under her muffler. 

: Ford. Will yon follow, gentlemen ? I beseech 

i yon, follow ; see but the issue of my jealousy : if 
1 cry out thus upon no trail, never trust me when 
I I open again.^ 

I Page. Let’s obey his humour a little further: 
i Come, gentlemen. 

lExeiint Page, Fonn, Shallow, and Eyaks. 

Mrs. Page. Trust me, he beat him most pitifully. 

Mas. Ford. Nay, by the mass, that he did not; 
he beat him most unpitifully, methought. 

Mrs. Page. I'll have the cudgel hallowed, and 
hung o'er the altar ; it hath done meritorious ser- 
vice. 

Mas. Ford. What think you ? May we, with the 
warrant of womanhood, and the wutness of a good 
conscience, pursue him wdth any further revenge ? 

Mrs. Page. The spirit of wantonness is, sure, 
scared out of him ; if the devil have him not in fee- 
simple, with fine and recovery, he will never, I 
think, in the way of waste, attempt us again. 

i¥?*s. Ford. Shall we tell our husbands how we 
have served him ? 

Mrs. Page. Yes, by all means ; if it be but to 
scrape the figures out of your husband’s brains. If 
they can find in their hearts, the poor unvirtuous 
fat knight shall be any further afflicted, we two 
will still be the ministers. 

Mrs. Ford. I'll warrant they’ll have him pub- 
licly shamed : and, methinks, there would be no 
period to the jest, should henotbe publicly shamed. 

Mrs. Page. Come, to the forge with it then, 
shape it ; I would not have things cool. [Exeunt. 


Yet once again, to make us public sport, | 

Appoint a meeting with this old fat fellow, i 

Where we may take him, and disgrace him for it. j 
Ford. There is no better way than that they ' 
spoke of. * t 

Page. How ! to send him word they’ll meet him I 
in the park at midnight; fie, fie ; he’ll never come. I 
Eva. You say, he has been throwm into the I 
rivers ; and has been grievously peaten, as an old | 
’oman ; metliinks, there sljiould be terrors in him, j 
that be should not come ; methinks, Ms fiesli is | 
punished, he shall have no desires. 

Page. So think I too. [he comes, 

Mrs. Ford. Devise but bow you’ll use him wdien 
And let us two derise to bring him thither. 

Mrs, Page. There is an old tale goes, that Herne 
the hunter, 

Sometime a keeper here in Windsor forest, 

Doth all the winter time, at still midnight, 

Walk round about an oak, with great ragg’d horns ; 
And there he blasts the tree, and takes the cattle ; 
And makes milch-kine yield blood, and shakes a 
In a most hideous and dreadful manner : [cliain 
Y ou have beard of such a spirit ; and vrellyou know, 
The superstitious idle-headed eld 
Received, and did deliver to our age, 

This tale of Herne the hunter for a truth. [fear 
Page. Why, yet there want not many, that do 
In deep of night to walk by this Herne’s oak : 

But what of this ? j 

Mrs. Ford. Marry, this is our device ; 

That Falstaff at that oak shall meet with us, 
Disguised, like Herne, with huge horns on his head. 

Page. Well, let it not be doubted but he'll come, 
And in this shape : When you have brought him 
thither, 

What shall be done with him ? what is your plot ? 
Mrs. Page. That likewise have we thouglit i 
upon, and thus : 

Nan Page my daughter, and my little son, 

And three or four more of their grow'th, we’ll dress 
Like urchins, ouphes, and fairies, green and white. 
With rounds of waxen tapers on their heads, 

And rattles in their hands ; upon a sudden, 

As Falstaff, she, and I, are newly met. 

Let them from forth a saw-pit rush at once 
With some diffused song ; upon their sight, 

We two in great amazedness will fiy ; 

Then let them all encircle him about, 

And fairy-like, to pinch the unclean knight ; 

And ask him, why, that hour of fairy revel, 

In their so sacred paths he dares to tread, 

In shape profane. 

Mrs. Ford. And till he tell the truth, ; 

Let the supposed fairies pinch him soimd, i 

And burn him with their tapers, i 

Mrs. Page. The truth being kno^’m, j 

We’ll all present ourselves ; dis-horn the spirit, 

And mock him home to Windsor. 

Ford. Tiie children must 

Be practised well to this, or they’ll ne’er do’t. 

Eva. I will teach the children their behaviours ; 
and I will be like a jack-an-apes also, to burn the 
knight with my taber. 

F^ord. That will be excellent. I’ll go buy them 
vizards, 

Mrs. Page. My Nan shall be the queen of all 
the fairies, 

Finely attired in a robe of white. 

P^e. That silk will I go buy; — and in that time 


SCENE III — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Host ajid Baiidolph. 

Bard. Sir, the Germans desire to have three of 
your horses : the duke himself will be to-morrow 
at court, and they are going to meet him. 

Host. What duke should that be, comes so se- 
cretly ? I hear not of him in the court : Let me 
speak with the gentlemen ; they speak English? 

Bard. Ay, sir ; I’ll call them to you. 

Host. They shall have my horses ; but I’ll make 
them pay, I’ll sauce them : they have had ray houses 
a week at command ; I have turned away my other 
guests : they must come off ; I’ll sauce them : Come. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE IV , — A Room in Ford’s House. 

Enter Page, Ford, 3Irs. Page, M}'S. Ford, and Sir Hugh 
■ ■ -"Evans.. - ■ ■ 

Hva. ’Tis one of the pest discretions of a ’oman 
as ever I did look upon. 

Page. And did he send you both these letters at 
an instant ? 

Mrs. Page. Within a quarter of an hour. 

Ford. Pardon me, wife: ITenceforth do what 
thou wilt ; 

I rather will suspect the sun with cold, 

Than thee with wantonaess : now doth thy honour 
la him that was of late an heretic, " [stand, 
As firm as faith. 

Page. ’Tls weU, ’tis well;' no more. 

Be not as extreme in submission, 

As in offence ; 

But let our plot go forward : let our wives 
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Fal. Conceal them, or tliou diest. 

Sim. Why, sir, they were nothing hut about 
mistress Anne Page ; to know if it were my mas- 
ter’s fortune to have her, or no, 

Fal. ’Tis, ’tis his fortune. 

Sim. What, sir 1 

Fal. To have her, — or no : Go ; say, the woman 
told me so. 

Sim. May I be so bold to say so, sir ? 

Fal. Ay, sir Tike ; who more bold ? 

Sim. 1 thank your worship ; I shall make my 
master glad with these tidings. lEa:U SimplA 

Host. Thou art clerkly, thou art clerkly, sir 
John ; Was there a wise woman vrith thee ? " 

Fal. Ay, that there was, mine host ; one that 
hath taught me more wit than ever 1 learned before 
in my life : and I paid nothing for it neither, but 
was paid for my learning. 

Enter Bahjdolph. 

Bard. Out, alas, sir ! cozenage ! mere cozenage ! 

Hostc Where be my horses.? speak well of them, 
varletto. 

Bard. Run away with the cozeners : for so soon 
as I came beyond Eton, they threw me off, from 
behind one of them, in a slough of mire; and set 
spurs, and away, like three German devils, three 
Doctor Faustnses. 

Host. They are gone but to meet the duke, vil- 
lain : do not say, they be fled ; Germans are honest 
men. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans. 

Eva. VTiere is mine host ? 

Host. What is the matter, sir ? 

Eva. Have a care of your entertainments : there 
is a friend of mine come to towui, tells me, there 
is three couzin germans, that has cozened all the 
hosts of Readings, of B'laidenhead, of Colehrook, 
of horses and money, I tell you for good-will, 
look you : you are wise, and full of gibes and 
vlouting-stogs ; and ’tis not convenient you shoixld 
be cozened : Fare you w^ell. [BavY. 

EtiterldB.. Caios. 

Cains. Vere is mine Hostde Jarferre9 

Host. Here, master doctor, in perplexity, and 
doubtful dilemma. 

Caius. I cannot tell vat is dat : But it is tell-a 
me, dat you make grand preparation for a duke 
de Jarmany : by my trot, dere is no duke, dat de 
court is know to come ; I tell you for good viil : 
adieu. lExit 

Host. Hue and cry, villain, go : — assist me, 
knight ; I am undone : fly, run, hue and cry, vil- 
lain ! I am undone 1 iExcimt Host and BABuom-i, 

Fal. I would, all the world might be cozened ; 
for I have been cozened, and beaten too. If it 
should come to the ear of the court, how I have 
been transformed, and how my transformation 
hath been washed and cudgelled, they would melt 
me out of my fat, drop by drop, and liquor fisher- 
men’s boots with me ; I warrant, they xvould whip 
me with their fine wits, till I were as crest-fallen 
as a dried pear. I never pro.spered since I for- 
swore myself at ’primero. Weil, if my wind were 
hut long enough to say my prayers, I W'ould re- 
pent — 

Enter Mistress Quickly. 

Now I whence come you ? 

Quick. From the two parties, forsooth. 

Fal. The devil take one party, and his dam the 


Shall master Slender steied my Nan away. lAside. 

And marry her at Eton. Go, send to Falstaff 

straight. 

Ford. Nay, I’ll to him again, in name of Brook ; 
He’ll tell me all his purpose : Sure, he’ll come. 

3Irs. Page. Fear not you that : Go, get us pro- 
And tricking for our fairies. [perties, 

Eva. Let us about it : It is admirable pleasures, 
and fery honest knaveries. 

lEx^unt Page, Foed, and Evans. 
Mrs. Page. Go, mistress Ford, 

Send quickly to Sir John to know his mind. 

lExit 3Irs. Ford. 

I’ll to the doctor; he hath my good will. 

And none but he, to marry with Nan P age. 

That Slender, though well landed, is an idiot ; 

And he my husband best of all affects : 

The doctor is well money’ d, and his friends 
Potent at court ; he, none but he, shall have her, 
Though twenty thousand worthier come to crave 
her. 


SCENE V. — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter Host and Simple. 

Host* What would’st thou have, boor? what, 
thick-skin? speak, breathe, discuss ; brief, short, 
quick, snap. 

Sim. Marry, sir, I come to speak with Sir John 
Falstaff from master Slender. 

Host. There’s his chamber, bis house, his castle, 
his standing-bed, and truckle-bed; ’tis painted 
about with the story of the Prodigal, fresh and new : 
Go, knock and call; he’ll speak like an Anthropo- 
phaginian unto thee : Knock, I say. 

Sim. There’s an old woman, a fat woman, gone 
up into his chamber; I’ll be so bold as stay, sir, 
till she come down ; I come to speak with her, 
indeed. 

Host. Hal a fat woman! the knight may be 
robbed : I’ll call. — Bully knight! BuUy Sir John ! 
speak from thy lungs military : Art thou there ? it 
is thine host, thine Ephesian, calls. 

Fal. [above.] How now, mine host ? 

Host. Here’s a Bohemian-Tartar tarries the 
coming down of thy fat woman; Let her descend, 
bully, let her descend; my chambers are honour- 
able : Fye ! privacy ? fye ! 

Ewter Falstaff. 

Fal. There was, mine host, an old fat woman, 
even now with me ; hut she’s gone. 

Sim. Pray you, sir, was’t not the wise woman of 
Brentford? 

Fal. Ay, marry, was it, muscle-shell; What 
would you with her ? 

Sim. My master, sir, my master Slender, sent to 
her, seeing her go thorough the streets, to know, 
sir, whether one Nym, sir, that beguiled him of a 
chain, bad the chain, or no. 

Fal. I spake with the old woman about it, 

Sim. And what says she, I pray, sir ? 

Fal Marry, she says, that the very same man, 
that beguiled master Slender of his chain, cozened 
him of it. 

Shn. I would, I could have spoken with the 
woman herself ; I had other things to have spoken 
with her too, from him. 

Fal. What are they ? let us know. 

IJ^si. Ay, come ; quick. 

Sim. I may not conceal them, sir. 
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other, and so they shall be both bestowed ! I have 
suffered more for their sakes, more, than the 
villainous inconstancy of man’s disposition is able 
to bear. 

Quick. And have not they suffered ? Yes, I 
warrant *, speciously one of them ; mistress Ford, 
good heart, is beaten black and blue, that you can- 
not see a white spot about her. 

Fal. What tell’st thou me of black and blue ? 
I was beaten myself into all the colours of the 
rainbow ; and I was like to be apprehended 
for the witch of Brentford ; but that my admir- 
able dexterity of wit, my counterfeiting the ac- 
tion of an old woman, deliver’d me, the knave 
constable had set me i’ the stocks, i’ the common 
stocks, for a witch. 

Quick. Sir, let me speak with you in your 
chamber : you shall hear how things go ; and, I 
warrant, to your content. Here is a letter will 
say somewhat. Good hearts, what ado here is to 
bring you together 1 Sure, one of you does not 
serve heaven well, that you are so crossed. 

Fal. Come up into my chamber. lExeunt 


That neither, singly, can be manifested. 

Without the show of both wherein fat Falstaff 
Hath a great scene : the image of the jest 

iShowhig the letter 

I’ll show you here at large. Hark, good mine host ; 
To-night at Heme’s oak, just ’twixt twelve and one, 
Must my sweet Nan present the fairy queen : 

The purpose why, is here ; in which disguise, 
While other jests are something rank on foot, 

Her father hath commanded her to slip 
Away with Slender, and with him at Eton 
Immediately to marry : she hath consented : 

Now, Sir, 

Her mother, ever strong against that match, 

And firm for Doctor Cains, hath appointed 
That he shall likewise shuffle her away. 

While other sports are tasking of their minds, 

And at the deanery, where a priest attends, 
Straight marry her : to this her mother’s plot 
She, seemingly obedient, likewise hath * 

Made promise to the doctor ; — Now thus it rests : 
Her father means she shall be all in white ; 

And in that habit, when Slender sees his time 
To take her by the hand, and bid her go, 

She shall go with him : her mother hath intended, 
The better to denote her to the doctor, 

(For they must aU be mask’d and vizarded,) 

■Tbat, quaint in green, sbe shall be loose enrobed, 
With ribands pendant, flaring ’bout her head ; 
And when the doctor spies his vantage ripe, 

To pinch her by the hand, and, on that token, 

The maid hath given consent to go with him. 
Host. Which means she to deceive ? father or 
mother ? 

Fent Both, my good host, to go along with me ; 
And here it rests, — that you’ll procure the vicar 
To stay for me at church, ’twixt twelve and one, 
And, in the lawful name df marrying. 

To give our hearts united ceremony. [vicar : 

Host. Well, husband your device; 111 to the 
Bring you the maid, you shall not lack a priest. 

Fent. So shall I ever more be bound to thee ; 
Besides, rU make a present recompense. lEateunt 


SCENE VI . — Another Room in the Garter Inn. 
Enter Fenton and Host. 

Host. Master Fenton, talk not to me ; my mind 
is heavy, I will give over all. 

Fent. Yet hear me speak : Assist me in my 
purpose, 

And, as I am a gentleman, I’ll give thee 
A hundred pound in gold, more than your loss. 

Host. I will hear you, master Fenton ; and I 
will, at the least, keep your counsel. 

Fent. From time to time I have acquainted you 
With the dear love I bear to fair Anne Page ; 

Who, mutually, hath answer’d my affection 
(So far forth as herself might be her chooser,) 
Even to my wish : I have a letter from her 
Of such contents as you will wonder at ; 

The mirth whereof so larded with my matter, 


ACT V, 


jealousy in Mm, master Brook, that ever governed 
frenzy. I will tell you. — He beat me grievously, 
in the shape of a woman ; form the shape of man, 
master Brook, I fear not Goliath with a weaver’s 
beam ; because I know also, life is a shuttle. I 
am in haste; go along with me ; Til tell you all, 
master Brook. Since I pluck’d geese, play’d 
truant, and wMpp’d top, I knew not what it was 
to be beaten, till lately. Follow me : Til teU you 
strange things of this knave Ford, on whom to- 
night I will he revenged, and I will deliver his wife 
into your hand. — Follow : Strange things in hand, 
master Brook ! follow. lEateunt. 


SCENE I . — A Room in the Garter Inn. 

Enter E Aisr AF¥ and M7’S. (luicKLY. 

Fal. Pr’ythee, no more prattling go. I’ll 

hold: This is the third time; I hope good luck 
lies in odd numbers. Away, go ; they say, there 
is divinity in odd numbers, either in nativity, 
chance, or death, — Away. 

Quick. I’ll provide you a chain : and I’ll do 
what I can to get you a pair of horns. 

Fal. Away, I say ; time wears : hold up your 
head, and mince, \_ExitMrs. Q.mCKJbY. 

Enter Forb. 

How now, master Brook? Master Brook, the 
matter will he known to-night, or never. Be you 
in the Park about midnight, at Herne’s oak, and 
you shall see wonders. 

Ford. Went you not to her yesterday, sir, as 
you told me you had appointed ? 

Fal. I went to her, master Brook, as you see, 
like a poor old man ; but I came from her, master 
Brook, like a poor old woman. That same knave, 
Ford her husband, hath the finest mad devil of 


SCENE 11 . — Windsor Park. 

Enter Page, Shallow, and Slender. 

Come, come ; we’U couch i’ the castle- 
ditch, till we see the light of our fairies.— Remem- 
ber, son Slender, my daughter. 

. Slen . Ay, forsooth ; 1 have spoke with her,,g^d 
we have a nay-word, how to know one another. 
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Fal. My doe with the black scut ? — Let the sky 
rain potatoes ; let it thniider to the tune of Green 
Sleeves; hail kissing- comfits, and snow eringoes ; 
let there come a tempest of provocation, I will 
shelter me here. lEmbradng her. 

3Irs. Ford. Mistress Page is come with me, 
sweetheart. 

Fal. Divide me like a bribe-buck, each a haunch : 
I will keep my sides to myself, my shoulders for the 
fellow of this walk, and my horns I bequeath your 
husbands. Am I a woodman ? ha I Speak I like 
Herne the hunter ? — ^Why, now is Cupid a child of 
conscience ; he makes restitution. As I am a true 
spirit, welcome ! INoise within. 

Mrs. Page. Alas ! what noise ? 

Mrs. Ford. Heaven forgive our sins ! 

Fal. What should this be ? 

Ms'. p7gf. f 

Fal. I think, the devil will not have me damned, 
lest the oil that is in me should set hell on fire ; he 
would never else cross me thus. 

Enter Sir "Evaii “Evasis, like a satj/r ; 3Irs. Quickly, aoid 
Pistol: Anne Page, as the Fairy Queen, attended by 
her brother and others, dressed like fairies, with waxen 
tapers on their heads. 

Quick. Fairies, black, grey, green, and wdiite, 
Yon moon-shine revellers, and shades of night, 
Yon orphan-heirs of fixed destiny, 

Attend your office, and your quality. 

Crier Hobgoblin, make the fairy o-yes. 

Pist. Elves, list your names; silence, you airy toys. 
Cricket, to Windsor chimneys shalt thou leap ; 
Where fires thou find’st unraked, and hearths un- 
swept, 

There pinch the maids as blue as bilberry i 
Our radiant queen hates sluts and sluttery. 

Fal. They are fairies ; he, that speaks to* them, 
shall die ; 

ril wink and couch: no man their works must eye. 

ILies (kmn upon klsface> 
Eva. YHiere’s Pede Go you, and where you 
find a maid 

That, ere she sleep, has thrice her prayers said, 
Raise up the organs of her fantasy, 

Sleep she as sound as careless infancy ; 

But those as sleep, and think not on their sins, 
Pinch them, arms, legs, backs, shoulders, sides, 
Quick. Al30ut, about ; [and shins. 

Search Windsor-castle, elves, within and out : 
Strew good luck, ouphes, on every sacred room ; 
That it may stand till the perpetual doom. 

In state as wholesome, as in state ^tis fit; 

Worthy the owner, and the owner it. 

The several chairs of order look you scour 
With juice of balm, and every precious flower : 
Each fair instalment, coat, and several crest, 

With loyal blazon, evermoi'e be blest I 
And nightly, meadow-fairies, look you sing, 

Like to the Garter’s compass, in a ring : 

The expressure that it bears, green let it be, 

More fertile-fresh than all the field to see ; 

And, Hony soit qui mal y pense, write, 

In emerald tufts, flowers purple, blue, and white : 
Like sapphire, pearl, and rich embroidery, 1 
Buckled below fair knighthood’s bending Imee : / 
Fairies use flowers for their eharactery. j 

Away ; disperse : But, till ’tis one o’clock, 

Our dance of custom, round about the oak 
Of Heme the hunter, let us not forget. 


I come to her in white, and cry, mum ; she cries 
budget ; and by that we know one another. 

.S' W. That’s good too; but what needs either 
your mum, or her budgets the white will decipher 
her well enough. — It hath struck ten o’clock. 

Page. The night is dark ; light and spirits will 
become it well. Heaven, prosper our sport ! No 
man means evil but the devil, and we shall know him 
by his horns. Let’s away ; follow me. lExeimt. 


SCENE lll.—Tle Street in 'Windsor. 

Enter 3Irs. Page, 3Irs. Ford, and Dr. Caius. 

Mrs. Page. Master Doctor, my daughter is in 
green ; when yon see your time, take her by the 
hand, away with her to the deanery, and despatch 
it quickly : Go before into the park ; we two must 
go together. 

Caius. I know vat I have to do ; Adieu. 

Mrs. Page. Fare you well, sir. lExit Caius. 
My husband will not rejoice so much at the abuse 
of Falstaff, as he will chafe at the doctor’s marrying 
my daughter : but ’tis no matter ; better a little 
chiding, than a great deal of heart-break. 

Mrs. Ford. Where is Nan now, and her troop of 
fairies ? and the Welch devil, Hugh ? 

Mrs. Page. They are all couched in a pit hard 
by Herne’s oak, with obscured lights ; which, at 
the very instant of Falstafl’s and our meeting, they 
will at once display to the night. 

Mrs. Ford. That cannot choose but amaze him, 

Mrs. Page. If he be not amazed, he will be 
mocked ; if he be amazed^ he will every way be 
mocked. 

Mrs. Ford. WeTl betray him finely. 

Mrs. Page. Against such lewdsters, and their 
Those that betray them do no treachery, [lechery, 

Mrs. Ford. The hour draws on ; To the oak, to 
the oak ! {.Exeunt. 


SCENE TSf. ^Windsor Park. 

Enter Sir Hugh Evans, and Fairies. 

Eva. Trib, trib, fairies ; come ; and remember 
your parts : be pold, I pray you ; follow me into 
the pit ; and when I give the watch-’ ords, do as I 
pidyou; Come, come; trib, trib. {Exeunt. 


SCENE V. — Another "part of the Park. 

Enter Falstaff disguised, with a buck's head on. 

Fal. The Windsor bell hath struck twelve ; the 
minute draws on ; Now, the hot-blooded gods assist 
me: — Remember, Jove, thou wast a bull for thy 
Europa ; love set on thy horns. — O powerful love ! 
that, in some respects, makes a beast a man; in 
some other, a man a beast. — You were also, Jupiter, 
a swan, for the love of Leda : — 0, omnipotent 
love ! how near the god drew to the complexion of 
a goose ? — A fault done first in the form of a beast ; 
— 0 Jove, a beastly fault ! and then another fault 
in the semblance of a fowl; think on’t, Jove; a 
foul fault. — ^When gods have hot backs, what shall 
poor men do ? For me, I am here a Windsor stag ; 
and the fattest, I think, i’ the forest : Send me a 
cool rut- time, Jove, or who can blame me to piss 
my tallow ? Who comes here ? my doe ? 

Enter Mrs. Fom) and Mrs Page. 

Mrs. F ord. Sir John ? art thou there, my deer ? 
my male deer? 
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Eva. Pray you, lock kand in hand ; yoursehes 
in order set : 

And twenty glow-worms shall our lanterns be, 

To guide our measare round about the tree. 

But, stay : I smell a man of middle earth. 

FaL Heavens defend me from that Welch fairy I 
lest he transform me to a piece of cheese ! 

Pisi. Vile worm, thou wast o’erlook’d even in 
thy birth. 

Quick. With trial-fire touch me his finger-end : 
If he be chaste, the flame will back descend, 

And turn him to no pain ; but if he start, 

It is the flesh of a corrupted heart. 
pist. A trial, come. 

Eva. Come, will this wood take fire r 

IThey burn him with their tapers. 

FaL Oh, oh, oh ! 

Quick. Corrupt, corrupt, and tainted in desire ! 
About him, fairies ; sing a scornful rhyme ; 

And, as you trip, still pinch him to your time. 

Eva. It is right ; indeed he is full of lecheries 
and iniquity. 

SONG. 

Fye on sinful fantasy ! 

Fye on lust and luxury ! 

Lust is but a bloody fire, 

Elindled with unchaste desire, 

Fed in heart ; whose flames aspire, 

As thoughts do blow them, higher and higher. 
Pinch him, fairies, mutually ; 

Pinch him for his villany ; 

Pinch him, and burn him, and tuna him about, 

Till candles, and star-light, and moon-shine be out. 
Baring this song, the fairies pinchFAL&rAFV. Doctor 
Caiu's comes one way, and steals away a fairy in 
green / SuBimBB another way, and takes off a fairy 
in white ; and Fenton comes, and steals away 3Irs. 
Anne Page. A noise of hunting is made within. 
All the fairies rxmaway. pulls off Ms 

hudi's head, and rises. 

Enter Page, Ford, Mrs. Page, and Mrs. Ford. They 
lay hold on him. 

Page. Nay, do not fly ; I think, we have watch'd 
you now : 

Will none but Herne the hunter serve your turn ? 
Mrs. Page. I pray you, come ; hold up the jest 
no higher : — 

Now, good sir John, how like you Windsor wives ? 
See you these, husband ? do not these fair yokes 
Become the forest better than the town f 
Ford. Now, sir, who’s a cuckold now ?— Master 
Brook, Faistaff’s a knave, a cuckoldly knave ; here 
are his horns, master Brook : And, master Brook, 
he hath enjoyed nothing of Ford's but his buck- 
basket, his cudgel, and twenty pounds of money ; 
which must he paid to master Brook ; his horses 
are arrested for it, master Brook. 

Mrs. Ford. Sir John, we have had ill luck ; we 
could never meet. I will never take you for my 
love again, but I will always count you my deer. 

FaL I do begin to perceive that T am made an 
nss.> 

Ford. Ay, and an ox too ; both the proofs are 
extant. 

FaL And these are not fairies ? I was three or 
four times in the thought, they were not fairies : and 
yet the guiltiness of my mind, the sudden surprise 
of my powers, drove the grossness of the foppery 
into a received belief, in despite of the teeth of all 
rhyme and reason, that they were fairies. See 
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now, how wit may be made a Jack-a-Ient, wliea 'tis i 
upon ill employment. | 

Eva. Sir John Falstaff, serve Got, and leave your i 
desires, and fairies will not pinse you. | 

Ford. Weil said, fairy Hugh. j 

Eva. And leave you your jealousies too, I pray | 

YOU, 

Ford. I will never mistrust my wife again, till 
thou art able to woo her in good English. 

FaL Have I laid my brJiin in the sun, and dried 
it, that it wants matter to prevent so gross o’er- 
reaching as this ^ Am I ridden with a Welch goat 
too ? Shall I have a coxcomb of frize ? 'Tis time I 
were choked with a piece of toasted cheese. 

Eva. ‘Seese is not good to give putter ; yourpelly 
is all putter. 

FaL Seese and putter ! have I lived to stand at 
the taunt of one that makes fritters of English ? 
This is enough to be the decay of lust and late- 
walking, through the realm. 

Mrs. Page. Why, sir J ohn, do you think, though 
we would have thrust virtue out of our hearts by the 
head and shoulders, and have given ourselves with- 
out scruple to hell, that ever the devil could have 
made you our delight ? 

Ford. What, a hodge-pudding ? a bag of flax ? 

Mrs. Page. A puffed man ? 

Page. Old, cold, withered, and of intolerable 
entrails 

Ford. And one that is as slanderous as Satan ? 

Page. And as poor as Job ? 

Ford. And as wicked as Ms wife ? 

Eva. And given to fornications, and to taverns, 
and sack, and wine, and metheglins, and to drink- 
ings, and swearings, and starings, pribbles, and 
prabbles ? 

FaL Well, I am your theme : you have the start 
of me ; I am dejected ; I am not able to answer 
the Welch flannel : ignorance itself is a plummet 
o’er me ; use me as you will. 

Ford. Marry, sir, we’ll bring you to Windsor, to 
one master Brook, that you have co 2 ened of money, 
to whom you should have been a pander : over and 
above that you have suffered, I think, to repay that 
money will be a biting affliction. 

Mrs. Ford. Nay, husband, let that go to make 
amends : 

Forgive that sum, and so we’ll all be friends. 

Ford. Well, here’s my hand ; all's forgiven at 
last. 

Page. Yet be cheerful, knight ; thou shalt eat a 
posset to-night at my house ; where I will desire ; 
thee to laugh at my wife, that now laughs at thee : i 
Tell her, master Slender hath married her daughter, j 

Mrs. Page. Doctors doubt that : if Anne Page I 
be my daughter, she is, by this, doctor Cains’ wife, j 


Slen. Who—ho ! ho ! father Page 1 

Page. Son! how now? how now, son ? have you 
despatched ? 

Slen. Despatched !— I'll make the best in Glo- 
cestershire know on't ; would 1 were hanged, la, 
else. 

jP«^e, Of what, son ; 

Slen. I came yonder at Eton to marry mistress 
Anne Page, and she’s a great lubberly boy ; If it 
had not been i’ the church, I would have swilled 
him, OP he should have swinged me. If I did not 
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tliink it had been Anne Page, would I might never 
stir, and 'tis a post-master’s boy. 

Page. Upon my life then yon took the wrong. 
Skn. What need you tell me that ? I think so, 
when I took a boy for a girl : If I had been mar- 
ried to him, for ail he was in woman’s apparel, I 
would not have had him. 

Page. Why, this is your own foUy. Did not I 
tell you, how you should know my daughter by her 
garments? " ^ 

Slen. 1 went to her in white, and cried mum, 
and she cried budget, as Anne and I had appointed; 
and yet it was not Anne, but a post-master’s boy. 

Em. Jeshul master Slender, cannot you see but 
marry boys ? 

page. Oh, I am vexed at heart : What shall I do ? 
Mrs. Page. Good George, be not angry; I knew 
of your purpose ; turned my daughter into green ; 
and, indeed, she is now with the doctor at the 
deanery, and there married. 

Enter Caius. 

I Caius. Vere is mistress Page? By gar, I am 
cozened ; I ha’ married un gargon, a hoy ; un 
paisan, by gar, a boy ; it is not Anne Page : by gar, 
1 am cozened. 

Mrs. Page. Why, did you take her in green . ^ 
Caius. Ay„ by gar, and ’tis a boy : by gar, I’ll 
raise all Windsor. Caius. 

Ford. This is strange : Who hath got the right 
Anne ? 

Page. My heart misgives me ; Here comes 
master Penton. 

Enter Fenton and Anne Page. 

How now, master Fenton ? 

Anne. Pardon, good father ! good my mother, 
pardon 1 


Page. Now, mistress, how chance you went not 
with master Slender ? 

Mrs. Page. Why went you not with master 
doctor, maid ? 

Pent. You do amaze her : Hear the truth of it. 
You would have married her most shamefully, 
Where there was no proportion held in love. 

The truth is, she and I, long since contracted, 

Are now so sure, that nothing can dissolve us. 

The offence is holy, that she hath committed : 

And this deceit loses the name of craft, 

Of disobedience, or unduteous title ; 

Since therein slie doth evitate and shun 
A thousand irreligious cursed hours, 

Which forced marriage would have brought upon 
her. 

Ford. Stand not amazed : here is no remedy: — 
In love, the heavens themselves do guide the state ; 
Money buys lands, and wives are sold by fate. 

Fal. I am glad, though you have ta’en a special 
stand to strike at me, that your arrow hath glanced. 
Page. Well, what remedy? Fenton, heaven give 
thee joy ! 

What cannot be eschewed, must be embraced. 

I Fal. When night-dogs run, all sorts of deer are 
chased. 

'Em. I will dance and eat plums at your wedding. 
Mrs. Page. Well, I will muse no further : — 
Master Fenton, 

Heaven give you many, many merry days ! — 
Good husband, let us every one go home, 

And laugh this sport o’er by a country fire ; 

Sir John and all. 

Ford. Let it be so : — Sir Jolin, 

To master Brook you yet shall hold your word ; 
For he, to-night, shall lie with mistress Ford. 

[^Exeunt 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Orsino, Duke o/IlljHa. i 

Sebastian, a young Gentleman, brother to Viola. 

Antonio, a Sea Captain, friend to Sebastian. 

A Sea Captain, friend to Viola. 

Valentine, i ^ 

Curio I attcMdmg on the Duke. 

Sir Toby Belch, Uncle of Olivia. 

Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Malvolio, Steward to Olivia. 

SCENE,— City in Illyria ; and the Sea^coast near it 


Servants Olivia. 


OLmA, a rick Countess. 
Viola, in love nntJi the Duke. 
HLxrta, Olivia’s Woman. 


'riests, Sailors, Officers. 

Attendanis. 


'usicians, and other 


ACT I 


SCENE I An Apartment in the Duke’s Palace, 

Enter Bxtkjs, Curio, Lords; Musicians attending. 
I^uJce. If music be the food of love, play on, 
Give me excess of it ; that, surfeiting, 

The appetite may sicken, and so die. 

That straiu, again ; — it had a dying fall : 

0, it came o’er my ear like the sweet south, 

That breathes upon a bank of violets, 

Stealing, and giving odour. — Enough ; no more ; 
’Tis not so sweet now, as it was before. 

O spirit of love, how quick and fresh art thou i 
That, notwithstanding thy capacity 
Receiveth as the sea, nought enters there, 

Of what validity and pitch soever, 

But falls into abatement and low price, 

Even in a minute ! so full of shapes is fancy, 

That it alone is high -fantastical. 

Cur. Will you go hunt, my lord I 
Duke. WTiat, Curio ? 

Cur. The hart. 

Duke. WThy, so I do, the noblest that I have : 
O, when mine eyes did see Olivia first, 
Methought, she pm*ged the air of pestilence ; 

That instant was I turn’d into a hart ; 

And my desires, like fell and cruel hounds, 

E’er since pursue me. — How now? what news 
from her ? 

Enter Valentine. 

VaL So please my lord, I might not be admitted, 
But from her handmaid do return this answer : 
The element itself, till seven years’ heat, 

Shall not behold her face at ample view ; 

But, like a cloistress, she will veiled walk, 

And water once a day her chamber round 
With eye- offending brine : all this, to season 
A brother’s dead love, which she would keep fresh, 
And lasting, in her sad remembrance. 

Duke. O, she that hath a heart of that fine frame, 
To pay this debt of love but to a brother, 

How will she love, when the rich, golden shaft, 
Hath kill’d the fiock of all affections else 


That live in her ! when liver, brain, and heart, 
These sovereign thrones, are all supplied, and fill’d, 
(Her sweet perfections,) with one seif king I — 
Away before me to sweet beds of flowers ; 
Love-thoughts He rich, when canopied with bowers. 

{^Exeunt 


SCENE II.— Sea-coast 
Enter Viola, Captain, and Sailors. 

Vio, What country, friends, is this ? 

Cap, Illyria, lady. 

Vio. And what should I do in Illyria ? 

My brother he is in Elysium. [sailors ? 

Perchance, he is not drown’d : — ^What think you, 
Cap. It is perchance, that you yourself were 
saved. 

Vio. O my poor brother I and so, perchance, 
may he be. 

Cap. True, madam ; and, to comfort you with 
Assure yourself, after our ship did split, [chance, 
W^hen you, and that poor number saved with you, 
Hung on our driving boat, I saw your brother, 
Most provident in peril, bind himself 
(Courage and hope both teaching him the practice) 
To a strong mast, that lived upon the sea ; 

WTiere, Hke Arion on the dolphin’s back, 

I saw him hold acquaintance with the waves, 

So long as I could see. 

Vio. For saying so, there’s gold ; 

Mine own escape unfoldeth to my hope, 

Whereto thy speech serves for authority, 

The like of him. Know’st thou this country ? 

Cap. Ay, madam, well ; for I was bred and born, 
Not three hours’ travel from this very place. 

Vio. Who governs here ? 

Cap. A noble duke, in natur?. 

As in his name. 

Vio. What is his name ? 

Cap. Orsino. 

Vio. Orsino I I have heard my father name him^ 
He was a bachelor then. 
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Cap. And so is now, 

Or was so very late : for but a month 
Ago I went from hence ; and then ^twas fresh 
In murmur, (as, you know, what great ones do, 
The less will prattle of,) that he did seek 
The love of fair Olivia. 

Vio. What’s she ? 

Cap. A virtuous maid, the daughter of a count 
That died some •twelvemonth since ; then leaving 
In the protection of his son, her brother, [her 
Wlio shortly also died : for whose dear love. 

They say, she hath abjured the company 
And sight of men. 

Vio. O that I served that lady 1 

And might not be delivered to the world. 

Till I had made mine own occasion mellow, « 
What my estate is. 

Cap. That were hard to compass ; 

Because she will admit no kind of suit. 

No, not the duke’s. 

Vio. There is a fair behaviour in thee, captain ; 
And though that nature with a beauteous wall 
Doth oft close in pollution, yet of thee ^ 

I will believe, thou hast a mind that suits 
With this thy fair and outward character. 

I pray thee, and I’ll pay thee bounteously, 
Conceal me what I am ; and be my aid 
For such disguise as, haply, shall become 
The form of my intent. I’ll serve this duke ; 
Thou shalt present me as an eunuch to him, 

It may be worth thy pains ; for I can sing, 

And speak to him in many sorts of music. 

That will allow me very worth his service. 

Wliat else may hap, to time I will commit ; 

Only shape thou thy silence to my wit. 

Cap. Be you his eunuch, and your mute I’ll be ; 
When my tongue blabs, then let mine eyes not see ! 
Vio. I thank thee : Lead me on, [FA^eunt. 


SCENE HI . — J Room in Olivia’s Bouse. 

Enter Sir Tobv Belch, and Maria. 

Sir To. What a plague means my niece, to take 
the death of her brother thus ? I am sure, care’s 
an enemy to life. 

Mar. By my troth, sir Toby, you must come in 
earlier o’nights ; your cousin, my lady, takes great 
exceptions to your ill hours. 

Sir To. Why, let her except before excepted. 

Mar, Ay, but you must coniine yourself within 
the modest limits of order. 

Sir To. Confine? I’ll confine myself no finer 
than I am : these clothes are good enough to drink 
in, and so be these boots too ; an they be not, let 
them hang themselves in their own straps. 

Mar. That qualfing and drinking will undo you j 
I heard my lady talk of it yesterday; and of a 
foolish knight, that you brought in one night here, 
to be her wooer. 

Sir To. Who ? Sir Andrew Ague- cheek ? 

Mar. Ay, he. 

SW To. He’s as tall a man as any’s in Illyria. 

Mar. What’s that to the purpose ? 

Sir To. Why, he has three thousand ducats a 
year. ■ 

Mar. Ay, but he’ll have but a year in all these 
ducats ; he’s a very fool, and a prodigal. 

^Sir To. Eye, that youTl say so 1 he plays o’ the 
viol-de-gambo, and speaks three or four languages 


word for word without hook, and hath all the good 
gifts of nature. 

Mar. He hath, indeed, — almost natural : for, 
besides that he’s a fool, he’s a great quarreller ; 
and, but that he hath the gift of a coward to allay 
the gust he hath in quarrelling, ’tis thought amono' 
the prudent, he would quickly have the gift of a 
grave. 

Sir To. By this hand, they are scoundrels, and 
substractors, that say so of him. Who are they? 

Mar. They that add moreover, he’s drunk nightly 
in your company. 

Sir To. With drinking healths to my niece ; I’ll 
drink to her, as long as there is a passage in my 
throat, and drink in Illyria : He’s a coward, and a 
coystril, that will not drink to my niece, till his 
brains turn o’ tbe toe like a parish-top. What, 
wench .5^ Castiliano-vulgo ! for here comes Sir An- 
drew Ague -face. 

Enter Sir Andrew Aoue-chkek. 

Sir And. Sir Toby Belch I how now, Sir Toby 
Belcli ? 

Sir To. Sweet sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. Bless you, fair shrew. 

Mar. And you too, sir. 

Sir To. Accost, sir Andrew, accost. 

Sir And. What’s that ? 

Sir To. My niece’s chamber-maid. 

Sir And. Good mistress Accost, I desire better 
acquaintance. 

Mar. My name is Mary, sir. 

Sir And. Good mistress Mary Accost, 

Sir To. You mistake, knight : accost, is, front 
her, board her, woo her, assail her. 

Sir And. By my troth, I would not undertake her 
in this company. Is that the meaning of accost ? 

Mar. Fare you well, gentlemen. 

Sir To. An thou let part so, sir Andrew, ’would 
thou might’ st never draw sword again. 

Sir And. An you part so, mistress, I woiild I 
might never draw sword again. Fair lady, do you 
think you have fools in hand ? 

Mar. Sir, I have not you by the hand. 

Sir And. Marry, but you shall have; and here’s 
my hand. 

Mar. Now, sir, thought is free : I pray you, 
bring your hand to the buttery-bar, and let it 
drink. 

Sir And. Wherefore, sweetheart ? what’s your 
metaphor ? 

Mar. It’s dry, sir. 

Sir And. Why, 1 think so ; I am not such an 
ass, but I can keep my band dry. But what’s 
your jest ? 

Mar. A dry jest, sir. 

Sir And. Are you full of them ? 

Mar. Ay, sir; I have them at my fingers’ ends: 
marry, now I let go your hand, I am barren. 

{Exit StARIA. 

Sir To. O knight, thou iack’st a cup of canary : 
When did I see thee so put down ? 

Sir And. Never in your life, I tliink ; unless 
you see canary put me down : Methinks some- 
times I have no more wit than a Christian, ^or an 
ordinary man has : but I am a great eater of beef, 
and, I believe, that does harm to my wit- 

Sir To. No question. 

Sir And. An I thought that, I’d forswear it. 
I’ll ride home to-morrow, sir Toby. 

Sir To, Pourquopy my dear knight ? 
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Sir And. What is pourquoy 9 do or not do ? I 
would I had bestowed that time in the tongues, 
that I have in fencing, dancing, and bear-baiting: 
O, had I but followed the arts ! 

Sir To. Then hadst thou had an excellent head 
of hair. 

Sir And. Why, would that have mended my 
hair ? 

Sir To. Past question ; for thou seest, it will not 
curl by nature. 

Sir And. But it becomes me weE enough, does’t 
not } 

Sir To. Excellent ; it hangs like flax on a dis- 
taff ; and I hope to see a housewife take thee be- 
tween her legs, and spin it off. 

Sir And. ’Faith, 111 home to-morrow, Sir 
Toby : your niece will not be seen ; or, if slie be, 
it’s four to one she ’ll none of me : the count him- 
self, here hard by, wooes her. 

Sir To. She 11 none o’ the count ; she 11 not 
match above her degree, neither in estate, years, 
nor wit ; I have heard her swear it. Tut, there’s 
life in’t, man. 

Sir And. I’ll stay a month longer. I am a fel- 
low o’ the strangest mind i’ the world ; I delight in 
masques and revels sometimes altogether. 

Sir To. Art thou good at these kick-shaws, 
knight ? 

Sir And. As any man in Illyria, whatsoever he 
be, under the degree of my betters ; and yet I will 
not compare with an old man. 

Sir To- What is thy excellence in a galUard, 
knight ? 

Sir And. ’Faith, I can cut a caper. 

Sir To. '•And I can cut the mutton to’t. 

Sir And. And, I think, I have the back-trick, 
simply as strong as any man in Illyria. 

Sir To. Wherefore are these things hid.^ where- 
fore have these gifts a curtain before them ? are 
they like to take dust, like mistress Mali’s pic- 
ture } why dost thou not go to church in a gal- 
liard, and come home in a coranto? My very 
walk should be a jig ; I would not so much as make 
water, but in a sink-a-pace. 'What dost thou 
mean } is it a world to hide virtues in ? I did think, 
by the excellent constitution of thy leg, it was 
formed under the star of a galiiard. 

Sir And. Ay^ ’tis strong, and it does indifferent 
well in a flame* coloured stock. Shall we set about 
some revels 

Sir To. What shall we do else ? were we not 
horn under Taurus ? 

Sir And. Taurus.^ that’s sides and heart. 

Sir To. No, sir ; it is legs and thighs. Let me 
see thee caper : ha ! higher : ha, ha I — excellent ! 

lEa!eunt 


BrderIivKF.,CvRm,andAttcndantt. 

Vio. I thank you. Here comes the count, 
Duke. Who saw Cesario, ho ? 

Vio. On your attendance, my lord ; here. 

Duke. Stand you awhile aloof. — Cesario, 

Thou know’ St no less but all ; I have unclasped 
To thee the book even of my secret soul : 
Therefore, good youth, address thy gait unto her ? 
Be not denied access, stand at her doors, 

And tell them, there thy fixed foot shall grow, 
Till thou have audience. 

Sure, my noble lord, 

If she be so abandon’d to her sorrow 
As it is spoke, she never will admit me. 

Duke. Be clamorous, and leap all civil bDiinds, 
Bather than make unprofited return. 

Via. Say, I do speak with her, my lord : What 
then? 

Duke. O, then unfold the passion of my love, 
Surprise her with discourse of my dear faith : 

It shall become thee well to act my woes ; 

She wiE attend it better in thy youth, 

Than in a nuncio of more grave aspect. 

Vio. I think not so, my lord. 

Duke. Dear lad, believe it 

For they shaE yet belie thy happy years, 

That say, thou art a man : Diana’s hp 

Is not more smooth, and rubious ; thy small pipe 

Is as the maiden’s organ, shrill and sound, 

And aU is semblative a woman’s part. 

I know, thy constellation is right apt 

For this affair : — Some four, or five, attend him : 

All, if you wiE ; for I myself am best, 

When least in company : — Prosper well in this, 
And thou shalt live as freely as thy lord, 

To call his fortunes thine. 

Viol. I’ll do my best, 

To woo your lady : yet, \_Aside.'] a barfui strife ! 
Whoe’er I woo, myself would be his wile. 


SCENE V. — A Room in Oiayia^q House. 
Enter Maria mid Clown. 

Mar. Nay, either tell me where thou hast been, 
or I wiE not open my lips, so wide as a bristle may 
enter, in way of thy excuse : my lady will hang 
thee for thy absence. 

Clo. Let her hang me : he, that is well hanged 
in this world, needs to fear no colours. 

Mar. Make that good. 

Clo. He shaE see none to fear. 

Mar. A good lenten answer: I can tell thee 
where that saying was born, of, I fear no colours. 
Clo. Where, good mistress Mary r 
Mar. In the wars ; and that may you be bold 
to say in your foolery. 

Clo. Well, God give them wisdom, that have 
it ; and those that are fools, let them use their 
SCENE lY. — A Room m the Djjk'e’s Palace. talents. 

„ . » TT . ... Mar. Yet you will be hanged, for being so long 

’ absent : or, to be turned away j IS not that as good 

Val. If the duke continue these favours towards as a hanging to you ? 
you, Cesario, you are Eke to be much advanced ; Clo. Many a good hanging; prevents a bad mar- 

he hath knowm you but three days, and already you riage ; and, for turning away, let summer hear it 
are no stranger. out. 

Vio. You either fear his humour, or my Afar. You are resolute then ? 

negligence, that you call in question the con- Clo. Not so neither ; but I am resolved on two 

tinuance of his love : Is he inconstant, sir, in Ms points. 

favours ? Mar. That, if one break, the other will hold | 

VaL No, believe me. or, if both. break, your gaskins faE. 
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Clo. Apt, ia good faith; very apt! Well, go thy 
way ; if sir Toby would leave drinking, thou wert 
as witty a piece of Eve’s flesh as any in Illyria. 

Mar. Peace, you rogue, no more o’that ; here 
comes my lady : make your excuse wisely, you 
were best. {.Exit. 

Enter Olivia and Malvolio. I 

Clo. Wit, and ’t be thy will, put me into good ; 
fooling 1 Those wits, that think they have thee, do 
verv oft prove fools ; and I, that am sure I lack 
thee, may pass for a ^wise man : For what says | 
Quinapalus ? Better a witty fool, than a foolish | 
’(VTit. Qod bless thee, lady ! | 

Oil. Take the fool away. | 

Clo. Do you not hear, fellows ? Take away the : 
lady. 

OIL Go to, you’re a di*y fool; ITl no more of 
you ; besides, you grow dishonest. 

Clo. Two faults, madonna, that drink and good 
counsel will amend : for give the dry fool drink, 
then is the fool not dry ; bid the dishonest man 
mend himself; if he mend, he is no longer disho- 
nest ; if he cannot, let the botcher mend him : 
Any thing that’s mended, is but patched ; virtue, 
that transgresses, is but patched with sin; and 
sin that amends, is but patched with virtue : If 
that this simple syllogism will serve, so ; if it will 
not, what remedy ? As there is no true cuckold 
but calamity, so beauty’s a flower : — the lady bade 
take away the fool ; therefore, I say again, take 
her away. 

OIL Sir, I bade them take away you. 

Clo. Misprision in the highest degree I — Lady, 
Cucullus nonfacit monacJium; that’s as much as 
to say, I wear not motley in my brain. Good 
madonna, give me leave to prove you a fool. 

Oil. Can you do it ? 

Clo. Dexterously, good madonna. 

Oli. Make your proof. 

Clo. I must catechize you for it, madonna; 
Good my mouse of virtue, answer me. 

Oli. Well, sir, for want of other idleness, I’ll 
’bide your proof. 

Clo. Good madonna, why mourn’st thou ? 

Oli. Good fooL for my brother’s death. 

Clo. I think, his soul is in hell, madonna. 

OIL I know his soul is in heaven, fool. 

Clo. The more fool you, madonna, to mourn for 
your brother’s soul being in heaven. — Take away 
the fool, gentlemen. 

Oli. What think you of this fool, Malvolio 1 
doth he not mend ? 

Mai. Yes ; and shall do, tDl the pangs of death 
shake him: In&pflty,. that decays the wise,, dp^^^ 
ever make the'Fetter fool. 

Clo. God send you, sir, a speedy inflrmity, for 
the better increasing your folly ! Sir Toby will 
be sworn that I am no fox ; but he will not pass 
! his word for two-pence that you are no fool, 

I Oli. How say you to that, Malvolio i 
I Mai. I marvel your ladyship takes delight in 
such a barren rascal; I saw him put down the 
other day with an ordinary fool, that has no more 
brain than a stone. Look you now, he’s out of 
his guard already ; unless you laugh and minister 
occasion to him, he is gagged. I protest, I take 
these wise men, that crow so at these set kind of 
fools, no better than the fools’ zanies. 

OIL 0, you are sick of self-love, Malvolio, and 
; fciirte with a distempered appetite. To be generous. 


guiltless, and of free disposition, is to take those 
things for bird-bolts, that you deem cannon-bul- 
lets : There is no slander in an allowed fool, 
though he do nothing but rail ; nor no railing in 
a known discreet man, though he do nothing but 
reprove. 

Clo. Now Mercury endue thee with leasing, for 
thou speakest well of fools ! 

Re-enter Marta. 

Mar. Madam, there is at the gate a young gen- 
tleman, much desires to speak with you. 

Oli. From the count Orsino, is it ? 

Mar. I know not, madam ; ’tis a iuir young 
man, and well attended. 

Oli. WTio of my people hold him in delay ? 

Mar. Sir Toby, madam, your kinsman. 

Oli. Fetch him off!, I pray you ; he speaks no- 
thing but madman : Fye on him ! [Exit Mama. 
Go you, Malvolio : if it be a suit from the count, 

I am sick, or not at home ; what you will, to dis- 
miss it. [Exit ]Malvolio.] Now you see, sir, how 
your fooling grows old, and people dislike it 

Clo. Thou hast spoke for us, madonna, as if thy 
eldest son should be a fool: whose skull Jove cram 
with brains, for here he comes, one of thy kin, has 
a most weak pia mater. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch. 

OIL By mine honour, half drunk. — What is he 
at the gate, cousin ? 

Sir To. A gentleman. 

Oli. A gentleman ? What gentleman ? 

Sir To. ’Tis a gentleman here — A plague o’ these 
pickle-herrings I — How now, sot? 

Clo. Good Sir Toby, 

OIL Cousin, cousin, how have you come so 
early by this lethargy ? 

Sir To. Lechery ! I defy lechery : There’s one 
at the gate. 

OIL Aye, many ; -what is he ? 

Sir To. Let him be the devil, an he will, I care 
not : give me faith, say I. Well, it’s all one. 

{Exit. 

OIL What’s a clnmken man like, fool ? 

Clo. Like a drowned man, a fool, and a mad- 
man : one draught abo%^e heat makes him a fool ; 
the second mads him ; and a third drowns him, 

Oli. Go thou and seek the coroner, and let him 
sit o’ my coz ; for he’s in the third degree of 
drink, he’s drown’d : go, look after him. 

Clo. He is but mad yet, madonna ; and the fool 
shall look to the madman. Clown. 

Re-enter Malvolio. 

Mai. Madam, yond young fellow swears he will 
speak with you. I told him you were sick ; he 
takes on him to understand so much, and there- 
fore comes to speak -with you ; I told Mm you 
were asleep ; he seems to have a fore-knowledge 
of that too, and therefore comes to speak with you. 
What is to be said to him, lady ? he’s fortified 
against any denial. 

OIL Tell Mm, he shall not speak with me. 

Mai. He has been told so ; and he says, he’ll 
stand at your door like a sheriff's post, and be the 
supporter of a bench, but he’ll speak with you. 

OH. What kind of man is he ? 

Mai, Why, of mankind. 

OU. What manner of man ? 

Mai. Of very ill manner ; he’ll speak with you, 
will you, or no. 
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am, and what I v/ould, are as secret as maidea- 
head : to your ears, divinity ; to any other’s, pro- 
fanation. 

OIL Give us the place alone ; we will hear tills 
divinity. {Exit Maria.] Now, sir, what is vour 
text ? 

Vio. Most sweet lady, 

Oil. A comfortable doctrine, and much may he 
said of it. Wliere lies your text ? 

Vio. In Orsiao’s bosom 

OU. In his bosom In what chapter of Iris 
bosom ? 

^ Vio. To answer by the method, in the f<rst of 
his heart. 

OU. O, I have read it; it is heresy. Hare you 
no more to say ? * * 

Vio, Good madam, let me see your face. 

OU. Have you any commission from your lord 
to negotiate with my face ? you are now out of 
your text : but we will draw the curtain, and shew 
you the picture. Look you, sir, such a one as I 
was this present : Is’t not well done ? iUm'cUhhj. 

Vio. Excellently done, if God did all. 

OU. ’Tis in grain, sir ; ’twill endure wind and 
weather. [white 

Vio. 'Tis beanty truly blent, whose red and 
Nature’s own sweet and cunning hand laid on : 
Lady, you are the cruel’ st she alive, 

If you will lead these graces to the grave, 

And leave the world no copy. 

OU. O, sir, I will not be so hard-hearted ; I 
will giye out divers schedules of my beauty : It 
shall be inventoried ; and every particle and uten- 
sil labelled to my will : as, item, tw’o lips indif- 
ferent red ; item, two grey eyes, with lids to them ; 
item, one neck, one chin, and so forth. Were 
you sent hither to ’praise me ? 

Vio. I see you what you are : yon are too proud ; 
But if you were the devil, you are fair. 

My lord and master loves you ; O, such love 
Couldbebutrecompensed, though you were crown’d 
The nonpareil of beauty ! 

OIL How does he love me ? 

Vio. With adorations, with fertile tears, 

With groans that thunder love, with sighs of fire. 

OU. Your lord does knorr my mind, I cannot 
love him : 

Yet I suppose him virtuous, know him noble, 

Of great estate, of fresh and stainless youth : 

In voices well divulged, free, learn’d, and valiant, 
And, in dimension, and the shape of nature, 

A gracious person : but yet I cannot love Mm ; 

He might have took his answer long ago. 

Vio. If I did love you in my master’s fiame, 
With such a suifering, such a deadly life, 

In your denial I would find no sense, 

I would not understand it. 

OIL Why, what would you ? 

Vio» Make me a willow cabin at your gate, 

And call upon my soul within the house : 

Write loyal cantons of contemned love, 

And sing them loud even in the dead of night ; 
Holla your name to the reverberate hills, 

And make the babbling gossip of the air 
Cry out, Olivia I 0, you should not rest 
Between the elements of air and earth, 

But you should pity me. [age ^ 

OU. You might do much : What is your parent- 

Vio. Above my fortunes, yet my state is well : 

X am a gentleman. > 


Mai. Not yet old enough for a man, nor young 
enough for a boy ; as a squash is before ’tis a peas- 
cod, or a codling when ’tis almost an apple ; ’tis 
with him e’en standing water, between boy and 
man. He is very well-favoured, and he speaks 
very slirewishiy ; one would think, his mother’s 
milk were scarce out of him. 

OIL Let him approach : Call in my gentle- 
woman. 

3Iai. Gentlewoman, my lady calls. lExit. 

Re-enter Maria. 

OK. Give me my veil : come, throw it o’er my 
We’ll once more hear Orsino’s embassy. [face ; 

Enter Viola. 

Vio. The honourable lady of the house, which 
is she ? 

on. Speak to me, I shall answer for her : Your 
wdll ? 

Vio. Most radiant, exquisite, and unmatchable 
beauty, ^ — I pray you, tell me, if this be the lady of 
the house, for I never saw her : I would be loath 
to cast away my speech ; for, besides that it is ex- 
cellently well penn’d, I have taken great pains to 
con it. Good beauties, let me sustain no scorn ; 
I am very comptible, even to the least sinister usage. 

OU. Whence came you, sir ? 

Vio. I can say little more than I have studied, 
and that question’s out of my part. Good gentle 
one, give me modest assurance, if you be the lady 
of the house, that I may proceed in my speech. 

OH. Are you a comedian ? 

Vio. No, my profound heart : and yet, by the 
very fangs gf malice, I swear I am not that I play. 
Are you the lady of the house ? 

OU. If I do not usurp myself, I am. 

Vio. Most certain, if you are she, you do usurp 
yourself ; for what is yours to bestow, is not yours 
to reserve. But this is from my commission : I 
will on with my speech in your praise, and then 
shew you the heart of my message. 

OH. Come to what is important in’t : I forgive 
you the praise. 

Vio. Alas, I took great pains to study it, and 
Tis poetical. 

OU. It is the more like to be feigned ; I pray 
you, keep it in. I heard you were saucy at my 
gates ; and allowed your approach, rather to won- 
der at you than to hear you. If you be not mad, 
be gone ; if you have reason, be brief : ’tis not 
that time of moon with me, to make one in so skip- 
ping a dialogue. [way. 

Mar. Will you hoist sail, sir? here lies your 

Vio. No, good swabber; I am to hull here a 
little longer. — Some mollification for your giant, 
sweet lady. 

OU. Tell me your mind. 

Vio. I am a messenger. 

OU. Sure, you have some hideous matter to 
deliver, when the courtesy of it is so fearful. Speak 
your office. 

Vio. It alone concerns your ear. I bring no 
overture of .war, no taxation of homage ; I hold 
the olive in my hand : my words are as full of 
peace as matter. ' 

OIL Yet you began rudely. What are you.^ 
what would you ? 

Vio. The rudeness that hath appeared in me, 
have I learned from my entertainment. What I 



A nt. The gentleness of all the gods go with thee ! 
I have many enemies in Orsino’s court, 

Else would I very shortly see thee there ; 

But, come what may, I do adore thee so, 

That danger shall seem sport, and I will go. lExit. 


SCENE I. — The Sea-coast. 

Enter Antonio mid Sebastian. 

Ant. Will you stay no longer } nor will you not, 
that I go with you ? 

Seb. By your patience, no : my stars shine 
darhly over me ; the malignancy of my fate might, 
perhaps, distemper yours ; therefore I shall crave 
of you your leave, that I may bear my evils alone : I 
It were a had recompense for your love, to lay any ’ 
of them on you. | 

Ant. Let me yet know of you, whither you are 
bound. 

Seb. No, ^sooth, sir ; my determinate voyage is 
mere extravagancy. But I perceive in you so ex- 
cellent a touch of modesty, that you will not extort 
from me what I am willing to keep in ; therefore 
it charges me in manners the rather to express 
myself. You must know of me then, Antonioj 
my name is Sebastian, which I called Rodorigo; 
my father was that Sebastian of Messaline whom, 

I know, you have heard of : he left behind him, 
myself, and a sister, both horn in an hour. If the 
heavens had been pleased, ’would we had so ended ! 
but, youj sir, altered that ; for, some hours before 
you took me from the breach of the sea, was my 
sister drowned. 

Ant. Alas the day/ 

Seb. A lady, sir, though it was said she much 
resembled me, was yet of many accounted beauti- 
ful : but, though I could not, with such estimable 
wonder, overfar believe that, yet thus far I will 
boldly publish her, she bore a mind that envy could 
not but call fair : she is drowned, already, sir, with 
Sait water, though I seem to drown her remem- 
brance again with more. 

Ant. Pardon me, sir, your bad entertainment. 

Seb. 0, good Antonio, forgive me your trouble, 

xlnt. If you will not murder me for my love, 
let me be your servant. 

Seb. If you will not undo what you have done, 
that is, kill him whom you have recovered, desire 
it not. Fare ye w^ell at once ; my bosom is full 
of kindness ; and I am yet so near the manners of 
my mother, that upon the least occasion more, 
mine eyes will tell tales of me. I am bound to the 
«^unt Orsino's court : farewell, lExU. 


SCENE 11.—^ Street. 

Enter Viola ; MALVOLio/oZ^oiuin/jf. 

Mai. Were not you even now with the countess 
Olivia 

Vio. Even now, sir ; on a moderate pace I have 
since arrived but hither. 

3fai. She returns this ring to you, sir ; you 
might have saved me my pains, to have taken it 
away yourself. She adds moreover, that you should 
put your lord into a desperate assurance she will 
none of him ; And one thing more ; that you he 
never so hardy to come again in his affairs, unless 
it be to report your lord’s taking of this. Receive 
it so. 

Vio. She took the ring of me : Til none of it. 
Ifal Come, sir, you peevishly threw it to her ; 
and her will is, it should be so returned ; If it be 
worth stooping for, there it lies in your eye ; if not, 
be it his that finds it. 

Vio. I left no ring with her : AYhat means this 
lady? 

P'ortune forbid, my outside have not charm’d her! 
She made good view of me; indeed, so much, 
That, sure, methought, her eyes had lost her tongue, 
For she did speak in starts distractedly. 

She loves me, sure ; the cunning of her passion 
Invites me in this churlish messenger. 

None of my lord's ring ! why, he sent her none. 

I am the man ; — if it 1)6 so, (as ’tis,) 

Poor lady, she were better love a dream. 

Disguise, I see, thou art a wickedness. 

Wherein the pregnant enemy does much. 

How easy is it, for the proper-false 


In women’s waxen hearts to set theix- forms 1 
Alas, our frailty is the cause, not we ; 

For, such as we are made of, such w'e be. 

How will this fadge ? My master loves her dearly 
And I, poor monster, fond as much on him ; 

And she, mistaken, seems to dote on me * 

What will become of this ! As I am man. 


IWWELFTH NIGHT ; OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


ACT II, 


OIL • Get you to youx* lord ; 

I cannot love him : let him send no more ; 

Unless, perchance, you come to me again, 

To tell me how he takes it. Fare you well : 

I thank you for your pains : spend this for me. 

Vio. I am no fee’dpost, lady ; keep your purse ; 
My master, not myself, lacks recompense. 

Ijove make his heart of flint, that you shall love ; 
And let your fervour, like my master’s, be 
Placed in contempt ! Farewell, fair cruelty. [Exit. 

OH. What is your parentage } ^ 

Above my fortunes^ yet my state is well : 

/ am a gentleman. I’ll he sworn thou art ; 

Thy tongue, thy face, thy limbs, actions, and spirit, 
Do give thee five-fold blazon: Not too fast: — 
soft! soft! 

Unless the master were the man — Plow now ? 
Even so quickly may one catch the plague ? 


Metliinks, I feel this youth’s perfections, 

Vfith an invisible and subtle stealth, 

To creep in at mine eyes. Well, let it be. — 
What, ho, Malvolio ! — 

Re-enter SLu-volio. 

3IaL Here, madam, at your service. 

Oli. Run after that same peevish messenger, 
The county’s man : he left this ring behind him. 
Would I, or not ; tell him, 111 none of it. 

Desire him not to flatter with his lord, 

Nor hold him up with hopes ; I am not for him ; 
If that the youth will come this way to-morrow, 
I’ll give him reasons for’t. Hie thee, Malvolio. 
MaL Madam, I will. 

OH. I do I know not what : and fear to find 
Mine eye too great a flatterer for my mind. 

Fate, show thy force : Ourselves we do not owe ; 
What is decreed must be ; and be this so ! [Exit. 


Ixxii 



My state is desperate for my master’s love ; 

As I am woman, now alas the day! 

What thriftless sighs shall poor Olivia breathe ? 

O time, thou must untangle this, not I ; 

It is too hard a knot for me to untie. \_Exit, 


tagion. But shall we make the welkin dance in- 
deed ? Shall we rouse the night-owl in a catch, that 
will draw three souls out of one vsreaver ? shall we 
do that ? 

Sir And. An you love me. let's do't : i am dog 
at a catch. 

Clo. By’rlady, sir, and some dogs wiU catch w^elL 

Sir And. Most certain : let our catch bcj Thou 
knave. 

Clo. Hold thy peace., thm^knave., knight? I shall 
be constrain’d in’t to call thee knave, knight. 

Sir And. ’Tisnotthefirsttime I have constrain’d 
one to call me knave. Begin, fool ; it begins, Hold 
thy peace. 

Clo. I shall never begin, if I hold my peace. 

Sir And. Good, i’faith ! Come, begin. 

[They sing a catch. 

Enter JIaria. 

31 ar. What a catterwauling do you keep here ! 
If my lady have not called up her steward, Mal- 
volio, and bid him turn you out of doors, never 
trust me. 

Sir To. My lady’s a Catalan, we are politicians ; 
Malvolio’s a Peg-a-Ramsay, and Three merry men 
he we. Am not I consanguineous ? am I not of her 
blood ? Tilly-valley, lady ! There dwelt a man in 
Babylon, lady, lady. {^Singing. 

Clo. Beshrew me, the knight’s in admirable 
fooling. 

Sir And. Ay, be does well enough, if he be dis- 
posed, and so do I too ; be does it with a better 
grace, but I do it more natural. 

Sir To. O, the twelfth day of December . — 

ISlnging. 

3Iar. For the love o’ God, peace. 

Enter Malvolio, 

3Ial. My masters, are you mad } or what are 
you? Have you no wdt, manners, nor honesty, but 
to gabble like tinkers at tliis time of niglit ? Do ye 
make an ale-house of my lady’s house, that ye squeak 
out your coziers’ catches without any mitigation or 
remorse of voice ? Is there no respect of place, 
persons, nor time, in you ? 

Sir To. We did keep time, sir, in our catches. 
Sneck up ! 

3fal. Sir Toby, I must be round with you. My 
lady bade me tell you, that, though she harbours 
you as her kinsman, she’s nothing allied to your dis- 
orders. If you can separate yourself and your mis- 
demeanors, you are welcome to the house ; if not, 
an it would please you to take leave of her, she is 
very willing to bid you farewell. 

Sir To. Farewell, dear heart, since I m ust needs 
be gone. 

Mar. Nay, good Sir Toby. 

Clo. His eyes do shew Ms days are almost done. 

Mai. Is’t even so 

Sir To. But I will never die. 

C/o. Sir Toby, there you lie. 

Mai. This is much credit to you. 

Sir To. Shalllhidfm gof ISinging. 

Clo. What an if you doT 

Sir To. Shall 1 bid Mm go, and spare not 9 

Clo. O no, no, no, no, you dare not. 

Sir To. Out o’ tune ? sir, ye lie. — Art any more 
than a steward? Dost thou think, because thou art 
virtuous,- there shall be no more cakes and ale ? 

Cb. Yes, by Saint Anne ; and ginger shall be 
hot i’the mouth too. A* 


SCENE III. — A Room in Olivia’s House. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir To. Approach, sir Andrew : not to be a-bed 
after midnight, is to be up betimes ; and dUuculo 
surgere, thou know’st, — 

Sir And. Nay, by my troth, I know not ; but I 
know, to be up late, is to be up late. 

Sir To. A false conclusion ; I hate it as an un- 
filled can : To be up after midnight, and to go to 
bed then is early : so that, to go to bed after mid- 
night, is to go to bed betimes. Do not our lives 
consist of the four elements ? 

Sir And. ’Faith, so they say ; but, I think, it 
rather consists of eating and drinking. 

Sir To. Thou art a scholar ; let us therefore eat 
and drink. — Marian, I say 1 a stoop of wine. 

, Enter Clown. 

Sir And. Here comes the fool, i’faith. 

Clo. How now, my hearts ? Did you never see 
the picture of we three ? 

Sir To. Welcome, ass. Now let’s have a catch. 

Sir And. By my troth, the fool has an excellent 
breast. I bad rather than forty shillings I had such 
a leg ; and so sweet a breath to sing, as the fool has. 
In sooth, thou wast in very gracious fooling last 
night, when thou spokest of Pigrogromitus, of the 
Vapians pggsing the equinoctial of Queubus ; ’twas 
very good, i’faitli. I sent thee sixpence for thy 
leman : Hadst it ? 

Clo. I did impeticos thy gratillity ; for Malvolio’s 
nose is no whipstock : My lady has a white hand, 
and the Myrmidons are no bottle-ale houses. 

Sir And. Excellent 1 Why, this is the best fool- 
ing, when ail is done. Now, a song. 

Sir To. Come on ; there is sixpence for you : let’s 
have a song. 

Sir And. There’s a testrii of me too : if one 
knight give a— — 

Clo. ¥7ould you have a love-song, or a song of 
good life .^ 

Sir To. A love-song, a love-song. 

Sir, Afid. Ay, ay ; I care not for good life. 

SONG. 

Clo. O mistress mine, where are you roaming ? 

O, stay and hear ; your true love's coming, 

That can sing both high and low : 

Trip no further, pretty sweeting ; 

Journeys end in lovers’ meeting, 

Every wise man’s son doth know. 

Sir And. Excellent good, i’faith. 

Sir To. Good, good. 

Clo. What is love ? ’tis not hereafter ; 

Present mirth hath present laughter; 

What’s to come is still unsure : 

In delay there lies no. plenty; 

’ ■Then' come kiss me, sweet and twenty. 

Youth’s a stuff will not endure. 

Sir And. A mellifluous voice, as I am true 
knight- 

Sir To. A contagious breath. 

Sir Ajid. Very sweet and contagious, i’faith. 

Sir To. To hear by the nose, it is dulcet in con- 



TWELFTH NIGHT ; OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


ACT II. 


Sir To. Tiiou’rt i’tlie right. — Go, sir, rub your 
chain with crums : — A stoop of wine, Maria ! 

Mai. Mistress Mary, if you prized my lady’s fa- 
vour at any thing more than contempt, you would 
not give means for this uncivil rule ; she shall know 
of it, hy this hand. lEojit. 

3far. Go shake your ears. 

Sir And. ’Twere as good a deed as to drink when 
a man’s a hungry, to challenge him to the field ; and 
then to break promise-with him, and make a fool of 
him. 

Sir To. Do’t, knight ; I’ll write thee a challenge ; 
or ril deliver thy indignation to him by word of 
mouth. 

Mar. Sweet sir Toby, he patient for to-night ; 
since the youth of the count’s was to-day with my 
lady, she is much out of quiet. For monsieur Mal- 
volio, let me alone with liim : if I do not gull him 
into anayv^ord,and make him a common recreation, 
do not think I have wit enough to lie straight in my 
bed: I know, I can do it. 

Sir To. Possess us, possess us; teU us something 
of him. 

Mar. Marry, sir, sometimes he is a kind of 
Puritan. 

Sir And. 0, if I thought that, I’d beat him like 
a dog. 

Sir To. What, for being a Puritan thy exqui- 
site reason, dear knight ^ 

Sir And. I have no exquisite reason for’t, but I 
have reason good enough. 

Mar. The devil a Puritan that he is, or any 
thing constantly but a time pleaser ; an affection’ d 
ass that cons state without book, and utters it by 
great swarths : the best persuaded of himself, so 
crammed, as he thinks, with excellencies, that it is 
his ground of faith, that all, that look on him, love 
him; and on that vice in him will my revenge find 
notable cause to work. 

Sir To. What wilt thou do P 

Mar. I will drop in his way some obscure epistles 
of love ; wherein, by the colour of his beard, the 
shape of his leg, the manner of his gait, the ex- 
pressm-e of his eye, forehead, and complexion, he 
shall find himself most feelingly personated : I can 
write very like my lady, your niece ; on a forgotten 
matter we can hardly make distinction of our hands. 

Sir To. Excellent 1 I smeE a device. 

Sir And. I have’t in my nose too. 

Sir To. He shall think, by the letters that thou 
wilt drop, that they come from my niece, and that 
she is in love with him. 

Mar. My purpose is, indeed, a horse of that 
colour. 

Sir And. And your horse now would make him 
an ass. 

Mar. Ass, I doubt not. 

Sir And. 0 ’twill be admirable. 

Mar. Sport royal, I warrant you : I know, my 
physic will work with him. I wiU plant you two, 
and let the fool make a third, where he shall find the 
letter; observe his construction of it. For this night, 
to bed, and dream on the event. Farewell. IJEscit. 

Sir To. Good night, Penthesilea. 

Sir And. Before me, she’s a good wench. 

Sir To. She’s a beagle, true bred, and one that 
adores me ; "What o ’that ? 

Sir And. I was adored once too. 

Sir To. Let’s to bed, knight. — Thou hadst need 
liSiid for more money. 


Sir And. If I cannot recover your niece, I am, a 
foul way out. 

Sir To. Send for money, knight ; if thou hast 
her not i’tlie end, call me Cut. 

Sir And. If I do iiot^ never trust me, take it 
how you will. 

Sir To. Come, come; I’ll go burn some sack, 
’tis too late to go to bed now : come, knight ; come, 
knight. lExemt. 


SCENE IV. — A Room in the Duke’s Palace. 
Enter Duke, Viola, Curio, and others. 

Duke. Give me some music No\v, good mor- 
row, friends : 

Now, good Cesario, but that piece of song, 

That old and antique song we heard last night ; 
Methought it did relieve my passion much ; 

More than light airs and recollected terms, 

Of these most brisk and giddy-paced times — . 

Come, but one verse. 

Cur. He is not here, so please your lordship, 
that should sing it. 

Duke. Who was it ? ^ 

Cur. Feste, the jester, my lord ; a fool, that the 
lady Olivia’s father took much delight in : he is 
about the house. 

Duke. Seek him out, and play the tune the while. 

\_Exlt Curio. — Music 

Come hither, hoy ; If ever thou shalt love, 

In the sweet pangs of it, remember me : 

For, such as I am, all true lovers are ; 

Unstaid and skittish in all motions else, 

Save, in the constant image of the creature 
That is belov’d. — How dost thou like ^his tune? 

Fio, It gives a very echo to the seat 
Where Love is throned. 

Duke. Thou dost speak masterly : 

My life upon’t, young though thou art, thine eye 
Hath stayed upon some favour that it loves ; 

Hath it not, boy ? 

Vio. A little, by your favour. 

Duke. What kind of woman is’t ? 

Vio, Of your complexion, 

Duke. She is not worth thee, then. What years, 
Vio. About your years, my lord. ? 

Duke. Too old, by heaven ; Let still the woman 
An elder than herself ; so wears she to him, [take 
So sways she level in her husband’s heart. 

For, boy, however we do praise ourselves, 

Our fancies are more giddy, and unfiroi-, 

More longing, wavering, sooner lost and w'orn, 
Than women’s .are, 

Vio. ■ 1 think it well, my lord. 

Duke. Then let thy love be younger than thyself, 
Or thy affection cannot hold the bent : 

For. women are as roses ; whose fair liower. 

Being once display’d, doth fall that very hour. 

Vio. And so they are : alas, that they are so ; 
To die, even when they to perfection grow ! 
Re-enter Curio and Cloti'N. 

Duke. O fellow, come, the song we had last 
Mark it, Cesario ; it is old and plain : [night : — 
The spinsters and the knitters in the sun, 

And the free maids, that weave their thread with 
Do use to chaunt it ; it is silly sooth, [hones, 
And dallies with the innocence of love, 

Like the old age. 

Clo. Are yott ready, sir ? 

Duke. Ayrpr’ythee, sing. IMmic. 
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SONG. 

Cio. Come away, cowie away, death, 

And in sad cypress let me be laid ; 

Fiy away, fly away, breath ; 

I am slain by a fair cruel maid. 

My shroud of white, stuck all with yew, 

0, prepare it ; 

My part of death no one so true 
Did share it. 

Not a flower, not a flower sweet, 

On my black coffln let there be strowm 

Not a friend, not a friend greet 
My poor corpse, where my bones shall be thrown : 
A thousand thousand sighs to save. 

Lay me, 0, where 
Sad true lover never find my grave, 

To weep there. 

Duke. There’s for thy pains. 

Clo. No pains, sir ; I take pleasure in singing, sir. 

Duke. I’ll pay thy pleasure then. 

Clo. Truly, sir, and pleasure will be paid, one 
time or another. 

Duke. Give me now leave to leave thee. 

Clo. Now, the melancholy god protect thee ; and 
the tailor make thy doublet of changeable taffata, 
for thy mind is a very opal ! — I would have men of 
such constancy put to sea, that their business might 
be every thing, and their intent every where ; for 
that’s it, that always makes a good voyage of no- 
thing. — Farewell. iExit Clown. 

Duke. Let all the rest give place. 

{Exeunt Curio and Attendants. 

Once more, Cesario, 
Get thee to yon same sovereign cruelty : 

Tell her, my love, more noble than the world, 
Prizes not«quantity of dirty lands ; 

The parts that fortune hath bestow’d upon her, 
Tell her, I hold as giddily as fortune ; • 

But ’tis that miracle, and queen of gems, 

That nature pranks her in, attracts my soul. 

Vio, But, if she cannot love you, sir } 

Duke. I cannot be so answer’d* 

Vio. ’Sooth, but you mast. 

Say, that some lady, as, perhaps, there is, 

Hath for your love as great a pang of heart 
As you have for Olivia ; you cannot love her ; 

You tell her so ; Must she not then be answer’d ? 

Duke. There is no woman’s sides, 

Can bide the beating of so strong a passion 
As love doth give my heart ; no woman’s heart 
So big, to hold so much ; they lack retention. 

Alas, their love may he called appetite, — 

No motion of the liver, but the palate, — 

That suffer surfeit, cloyment, and revolt ; 

But mine is all as hungry as the sea, 

And can digest as much ; make no compare 
Between that love a woman can bear me, 

And that I owe Olivia. 

Vio. Ay, but I know, — 

Duke. What dost thou know ? 

Vio. Too well what love women to men may owe * 
In faith, they are as true of heart as we. 

My father had a daughter loved a man, 

As it might be, perhaps, were I a woman, 

I should your lordship. 

Duke. And what’s her history ? 

Vio, A blank, my lord : She never told her love, 
But let concealment, like a worm i’the bud, 

Feed on her damask cheek : she pined in thought ; 
And, with a green and yellow melancholy, 

She sat like patience on a monument, 


Smiling at grief. Was not this love, indeed 
We men may say more, swear more ; but, iitdeed, 
Our shows are more than will; for still we prove 
Much in our vows, hut little in our love. 

Duke. But died thy sister of her love, my boy ? 

Vio. I am all the daughters of my father’s house, 
i\.nd all the brothers too ; — and yet I know not. — 
Sir, shaU I to this lady ? 

Duke. Ay, that’s tlie theme. 

To her in haste : give her tl^is jewel ; say, 

My love can give no place, bide no denay. [Excurd. 


SCENE V. — Olivia’s Garden. 


Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, and 
Fabian. • 

Sir To. Come thy ways, signior Fabian. 

Fab. Nay, I’ll come ; if I lose a scruple of this 
sport, let me he boiled to death with melancholy. 

Sir To. W ould’st thou not be glad to have the 
niggardly rascally sheep-biter come by some notable 
shame ? 

Fab. I would exult, man: you know, he brought 
me out o’ favour with my lady, about a bear-baiting 
here. 

Sir To. To anger him, we’ll have the bear asrain ; 
and we wnll fool him black and blue : — Shall we 
not, sir Andrew ? 

Sir And. An we do not, it is pity of our lives. 

Enter JLaria. 

Sir To. Here comes the little villain : — How 
now, my nettle of India I 
Mar. Get ye all three into the box-tree : IMril- 
volio’s coming down this walk ; he has been yonder 
i’ the sun, practising behaviour to his own shadow 
this half hour: observe him, for the loveof mockery ; 
for, I know, this letter will make a contemplative 
idiot of him. Close, in the name of jesting ! [ The 
men hide themselves.'] Lie thou there; {throws down 
a letter.] for here comes the trout that must be 
caught with tickling. [Fjr/f Maria. 

Enter SLalvolio. 

Mai. ’Tis but fortune; all is fortune. Maria 
once told me, she did affect me : and I have heard 
herself come thus near, that, should she fancy, it 
should be one of my complexion. Besides, she uses 
me with a more exalted respect, than any one else 
that follows her. What should I think oa’t ? 

Sir To. Here’s an over-weening rogue I 
Fab. O, peace ! Contemplation makes a rare 
turkey-cock of him ; how he jets under his advanced 
plumes ! 

Sir And. ’Slight, I could so beat the rogue 
Sir To. Peace, I say. 

Mai. To be count Malvolio — 

Sir To. Ah, rogue I 

Sir And. Pistol him, pistol him. 

Sir To. Peace, peace ! , « , 

Mai. There is example for’ t; the lady of the 
Strachy married the yeoman of the wardrobe. 

Sir And. Fie on him, Jezebel! 

Fab. O, peace ! now he’s deeply in ; look, how 
imagination blows him. . , i 

Mai. Having been three months married to her, 

sitting in my state,-— . ^ , 

Sir To. O. for a stone-bow, to hit him in the eye ! 
Mai. Callingmy officers about me, in my branched 
velvet gown ; having come from a day-bed, where 1 
have left Olivia sleeping. 
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Sir To. Fire and brimstone ! 

Fab. O, peace, peace. 

Mai And then to have tbe humour of state : and 
after a demure travel of regard, — telling them, I 
know my place, as I would they should do theirs, — 
to ask for my kinsman Toby : 

Sir To. Bolts and shackles ! 

Fab. 0, peace, peace, peace I now, now. 

Mai. Seven of my people, with an obedient start, 
make out for him ; I /rown the while ; and, per- 
chance, wind up my watch, or play with some rich 
jewel. Toby approaches ; courtesies there to me : 

Sir To. Shall this fellow live ? 

Fab. Though our silence be drawn from us with 
cars, yet peace. 

Mai. I extend my hand to liim thus , quenching my 
familiar smile with an austere regard of control : 

Sir To. And does not Toby take you a blow o' 
the lips then ? 

3Tal. Saying, Cousin Toby, my fortunes having ^ 
cast me on your niece, give me this prerogative oj 


Sir To. '^^^lat, what ? 

Mai You must amend your drunkenness. 

Sir To. Out, scab I 
Fab. Nay, patience, or we break the sinews of 
our plot. 

Mai Besides, you waste the treasure of your 
time with a foolish knight ,* 

Sir And. That’s me, I warrant you. 

Mai One Sir Andreiv : 

Sir And. I knew, 'twas I ; for many do call me 
fool. 

Mai. What employment have we here ? 

[Taking up the letter. 

Fab. Now is the woodcock near the gin. 

Sir To. 0, peace 1 and the spirit of humours in- 
timate reading aloud to him ! 

Mai By my life, this is my lady’s hand : these 
be her veiy C”s, her U% and her T’s ; and thus 
makes she her great P’s. It is, in contempt of 
question, her hand. 

Sir And. Her C’s, her C/’s, and her Ts : Why 
that } 

Mai. [reads.] To the unknown helovedy this, and 
my good wishes: her very phrases!— By your leave, 

wax. — Softl and the impressure her Lucrece, 

with which she uses to seal: ’tis my lady; To 
whom should this be ? 

Fab. This wins him, liver and all. 

Mai [r<?ac?s.] Jove knows, I love: 

But who ? 

Lips do not move. 

No man must know. 

No man must know. — What follows? the numhers 
altered 1 — No man must know: — If this should be 
thee, Malvolio? 

Sir To. Marry, hang thee, brock ! 

Mai 1 may command, where I adore : 

But silence, like a Luoreee knife, 

With bloodless stroke my heart doth gore ; 
M, 0, A, I, doth sway my life. 

Fab. A fustian riddle I 

Sir To. Excellent wench, say I. 

; Mai. M, 0, A, I, doth sway my Nay, but 
first, let me see,— let me see, — let me see. 

Fab. What a dish of poison hath she dressed him ! 
Sir To. And with what wing the stannyel checks 
at it! 

! J may command where I adore. Why, she 


may command me : I serve her, she is my lady. 
Why, this is evident to any formal capacity. There 
is no obstruction in this ; — And the end, — "What 
should that alphabetical position portend? if I 
could make that resemble something in me, — 
Softly! — M, 0, A, I. — 

Sir To. O, ay ! make up that ; — he is now at a 
cold scent. 

Fab. Sowter will cry upon’t, for all this, though 
it be as rank as a fox. 

Flat. M, — Malvolio ; — Af,— why, that begins, 
my name. 

Fab. Did not I say, he would work it out ? the 
cur is excellent at faults. 

Mai. M , — But then there is no coiisonancy in 
the sequel ; that sutlers under probation : A should 
follow, but 0 does. 

Fab. And 0 shall end, I hope. 

Sir To. Ay, or I’ll cudgel him, and make him 
cry, 0- 

3fal. And then / comes behind. 

Fab. Ay, an you had any eye behind you, you 
might see more detraction at your heels, than for- | 
tunes before yon. 

Mai M, O, A, I ; — This simulation is not as 
the former ; — and yet, to crush this a little, it would 
bow to me, for every one of these letters are in my 
name. Soft ; here follows prose. — If this fall into 
thy hand, revolve. In my stars I am above thee ; 
hut he not afraid of greatness : iSome are born 
great, some achieve greatness, and some have 
greatness thrust upon them. Thy fates open 
their hands; let thy blood and spirit embrace 
them. And, to inure thyself to what thou art 
like to be, cast thy humble slough, and appear 
fresh. Be opposite with a kinsman, surly with 
servants : let thy tongue tang arguments of state ; 
put thyself into the trick of singularity : She thus 
advises thee, that sighs for thee. Remember who 
commended thy yellow stockings; and wished to 
see thee ever cfoss-gartered : I say, remember. 
Go to ; thou art made, if thou desires t to be so ; 
if not, let me see thee a steward still, the fellow of 
servants, and not worthy to touch for tune’* s finger s. 
Farewell She that would alter services with thee, 
The fortunate unhappy. 

Day-light and chain piaii discovers not more j this 
is open. I will be proud, I will read politic au- 
thors, I will baffle Sir Toby, I will wash off gross 
acquaintance, I will be point-de-vice, the very 
man. I do not now fool myself^ to let imagina- 
tion jade me ; for every reason excites to this, that 
my lady loves me. She did commend my yellow 
stockings of late, she did praise my leg being 
cross-gartered ; and in this she manifests herself 
to my love, and, with a kind of injunction, drives 
me to these habits of her liking. I thank my 
stars I am happy. I will be strange, stout, ^ in 
yellow stockings, and cross-gartered, even with 
the swiftness of putting on. Jove, and my stars 
be praised ! — Here is yet a postscript. Thou canst 
not choose hut know taho I am. If thou enter- 
tamest my love, let it appear in thy smiling; thy 
smiles become thee tcell: therefore in my presence 
still smile, dear my sweet, I pr'ylhco. Jove, I 
thank thee. — I will smile: I will do every thing 
that thou wilt have me. ^ [Exit. 

Fab. I will not give my part of this sport for a 
pension of thousands to be paid from the Sophy. 
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Sir To. I could marry this wench for this device : 
i Sir And. So could I too. 

Sir To. And ask no other dowry with her, hut 
such another jest. 

Enter !Maria. 

Sir And. Nor I neither. 

Fab. Here comes my noble gull-catcher. 

Sir To. Wilt thou set thy foot o’ my neck? 

Sir And. Or o’ mine either? 

Sir To. Shall I play my freedom, at tray-trip, 
and become thy bond-slave ? 

Sir And. I ’faith, or I either. 

Sir To. Why,, thou hast put him in such a 
dream, that, when the image of it leaves him, he 
must run mad. 


SCENE I. — Olivia’s Garden. | 

Enter Viola, and Clown ivith a iahor. 

Vio. Save thee, friend, and thy music : 'Dost 
thou live by thy tabor ? 

do. No, sir, I live by the church. 

Vio. Art thou a churchman? 

Clo. No such matter, sir; I do live by the 
church ; for I do live at my house, and my house 
doth stand by the church. 

Vio. So thou may’st say, the king lies by a beg- 
gar, if a beggar dwell near him ; or the church 
stands by thy tabor, if thy tabor stand by the 
church. 

Clo. Ym have said, sir. — To see this age ! — A 
sentence is hut a cheveril glove to a good vit ; How 
quickly the wrong side may be turned outward ! 

Vio. Nay, that’s certain ; they that dally nicely 
with words, may quickly make them wanton. 

Clo. I would therefore, my sister had had no 
name, sir. 

Vio, Why, man ? 

Clo. Why, sir, her name’s a word ; and to dally 
with that word, might make my sister wanton : 
But indeed, words are very rascals, since bonds 
disgraced them. 

Vio. Thy reason, man ? 

Clo. Troth, sir, I can yield you. none without 
words ; and words are grown so false, I am loath 
to prove reason with them. 

Vio. I warrant, thou art a merry fellow, and 
carest for nothing. 

Clo. Not so, sir, I do care for something : but 
in my conscience, sir, I do not care for you ; if 
that be to care for nothing, sir, I would it would 
make you invisihle. 

Vio. Art not thou the lady Olivia’s fool ? 

Clo. No, indeed, sir ; the lady Olivia has no 
folly : she will keep no fool, sir, till she be married ; 
and fools are as like husbands, as pilchards are to 
herrings, the husband’s the bigger ; I am, indeed, 
not her fool, but her corrupter of ivords. 

Vio. I saw thee late at the count Orsino’s. 

Clo. Foolery, sir, does vralk about the orb, like 
the sun ; it shines evexy where. I would be sorry, 
sir, but the fool should be as oft with your master, 
as with my mistress : I think, I saw your wisdom 
there. 

Vio. Nay, an thou pass upon me. 111 no more 
with thee. Hold, there’s expenses for thee. 


Mar. Nay, but say true; does it work upon 
him ? 

Sir To. Like aqua-vi.tse with a midwife. 

Mar. If you will then see the fruits of the sport, 
mark his first approach before my lady : he will 
come to her in yellow stockings, and ’tis a colour 
she abhors ; and cross-gartered, a fashion she de- 
tests ; and he will smile upon her, w'hich will now 
be so unsuitable to her disposition, being addicted 
to a melancholy as she is, ihat it cannot but turn 
him into a notable contempt : if you will see it, 
follow me. 

Sir To. To the gates of Tartar, thou most excel- 
lent devil of wit I 

Sir And. I’ll make one too. lEa'ciini’ 


Clo. Now Jove, in his next commodity of hair, 
send thee a beard ! 

Vio. By my troth, I’ll tell thee ; I am almost 
sick for one ; though I would not have it grow on 
my chin. Is thy lady within ? 

Clo. Would not a pair of these have bred, sir ? 

Vio. Yes, being kept together, and put to use. 

Clo. I would play lord Pandarus of Phrygia, sir, 
to bring a Cressida to this Troilus, 

Vio. I understand you, sir ; ’tis -well begg’d. 

Clo. The matter, I hope, is not great, sir, beg- 
ging but a beggar; Cressida was a beggar. My 
lady is within, sir. I will construe to them whence 
you come ; who you are, and what you would, are 
out of my welkin ; I might say element ; but the 
word is over-worn. [Exit. 

Vio. This fellow’s wise enough to play the fool ; 
And, to do that well, craves a kind of wit : 

He must observe their mood on whom he jests, 
The quality of persons, and the time ; 

And, like the haggard, check at every feather 
That comes before his eye. This is a practice. 

As full of labour as a wise man’s art ; 

For folly, that he wisely shows, is fit ; 

But wise men, folly-fallen, quite taint their wit. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, and Sir Andrew Ague-cheek. 

Sir To. Save you, gentleman. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir And. Dieu vous garde, monsieur, 

Vio. Et vous aussi : votre servUeur. 

Sir And. I hope, sir, you are ; and I am yours. 

Sir To. Will you encounter the house ? my niece 
is desirous you should enter, if your trade be to her. 

Vio. I am bound to your niece, sir ; I mean, sbe 
is the list of my voyage. 

Sir To. Tasteyouriegs, sir, put them fco motion. 

Vio. My legs do better understand me, sir, than 
I understand what you mean by bidding me taste 
my legs. 

Sir To. I mean, to go, sir, to enter. 

Vio. I will answer you with gait and entrance: 
But we are prevented. 

Enter Olivia and Maria. 

Most excellent accomplished lady, the heavens rain 
odours on you. 

Sir And. That youth’s a rare courtier ! Rain 
odours! well. 

Vio. Mj matter hath no voice, lady, but to your 
own most pregnant and vouchsafed ear. 
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ACT IIT.» 


Sir And, Odours, pregnant, and vouchsafed : — 
ni get ’em all three ready. 

OIL Let the garden door be shut, and leave me 
to my hearing. 

lExeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and SLsria. 
Give me your hand, sir. 

Vio, My duty, madam, and most humble seindce. 
OIL What is your name? 

Vio, Cesario is your servant’s name, fair princess. 
OH. My servant, sir; ’Twas never merry world, 
Since lowly feigning was call’d compliment : 

You are servant to the count Orsino, youth. 

Vio. And he is yours, and his must needs be 
yours ; 

Your servant’s servant is your seiwant, madam. 
Oil. For him, I think not on him : for his 
thoughts, 

Would they were blanks, rather than fill’d with me! 

Vio. Madam, I come to whet yonr gentle thoughts 
On his behalf: — 

OIL Of by your leave, I pray you ; 

I bade you never speak again of him: 

But, would you undertake another suit, 

I had rather hear you to solicit that, 

Than music from the spheres. 

Vio. Dear lady, 

OIL Give me leave, I beseech you : I did send 
After the last enchantment you did here, 

A ring in chase of you ; so did I abuse 
Myself, my servant, and, I fear me, you : 

Under your hard construction must I sit ; 

To force that on you, in a shameful cunning, 
Which you knew none of yours : What might you 
think ? 

Have you not set mine honour at the stake, 

And baited it with all the unmuzzled thoughts 
That tyrannous heart can think ? To one of your 
receiving 

Enough is shown ; a Cyprus, not a bosom, 

Hides my poor heart : So let me hear you speak, 
Vio. I pity you. 

OH. That’s a degree to love. 

Vio. No, not a grise ; for ’tis a vulgar proof, 
That very oft we pity enemies. 

OU. Why,then,methinks,’tistimetosmileagain: 

0 world, how apt the poor are to be proud ! 

If one should be a prey, how much the better 

To fall before the lion, than the wolf? \_Clock strikes. 

The clock upbraids me with the waste of time 

Be not afraid, good youth, I will not have you : 
And yet, when wit and youth is come to harvest, 
Your wife is like to reap a proper man ; 

There lies your way due-west. 

Vio. Then westward-hoe : 

Grace, and good disposition ’tend your ladyship ! 
You’ll nothing, madam, to my lord by me? 

OH. Stay: 

1 pr’ythee, tell me, what thou think’ st of me. 

Vio. That you do think, you are not what you are. 
OH. If I think so, I think the same of you, 

Vio. Then tliink you right ; I am not what I am, 
OIL I would, you were as I would have you be I 
Vio. Would it be better, madam, than I am, 

I wish it might ; for now I am your fool. 

on. 0 what a deal of scorn looks beautiful 
In the contempt and anger of his lip 1 
A murd’rous guilt shows not itself more soon 
.Than love that wpi^djeem hid: love’s night is noon. 

Cesario, by the roses of the spring,” ‘ 

0? maidhood, honour, truth, and every thing, 


J love thee so, that, maiigre all tliy pride, 

Nor wit, nor reason, can my passion hide : 

Do not extort thy reasons from this clause, 

For, that I woo, thou therefore hast no cause ; 
But. rather, reason thus with reason fetter: 

songht is,gppd,, but given nnsanght,.,is,better. 
P'lo. By innocence I swear, and by my youth, 

I have one heart, one bosom, and one truth, 

And that no vroman has ; nor never none 
Shall mistress be of it, save I alone. 

And so adieu, good madam ; never more 
WMl I my master’s tears to you deplore. 

OH. Yet come again : for thou, perhaps, may’st 
move 

That heart, which now abhors, to like his love. 

lExetmL 


SCENE II, — A Room in Oxuvia’s Bouse. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, Sir Andrew Agite-cheek and 
Fabian. 

Sir And. No, faith, I’ll not stay a jot longer. 

Sir To. Thy reason, dear venom, give thy reason. 

Fab. You must needs yield your reason, sir An- 
drevr. 

Sir A nd. Marry,! saw your niece do more favours 
to the count’s serving man, than ever she bestowed 
npon me ; I saw’t i’the orchard. 

Sir To. Did she see thee the while, old boy ? 
tell me that. 

Sir And. As plain as I see you now. 

Fab. This was a great argument of love in her 
toward you. 

Sir And. ’Slight ! will you make an ass o’ me? 

Fab. I will prove it legitimate, sir( upon the 
oaths of judgment and reason. 

Sir To. And they have been grand jury-men, 
since before Noah was a sailor. 

Fab. She did show favoixr to the youth in your 
sight, only to exasperate you, to awake your dor- 
mouse valour, to put fire in your heart, and brim- 
stone in your liver : You should then have 
accosted her ; and with some excellent jests, fire- 
new from the mint, you should have banged the 
youth into dumbness. This was looked for at 
your hand, and this -was baulked : the double 
gilt of this opportunity you let time wash off, 
and you are now sailed into the north of my lady’s 
opinion ; where you will hang like an icicle on 
a Dutchman’s beard, unless you do redeem it 
by some laudable attempt, either of valour, or 
policy. 

Sir And. And’t be any way, it must he with 
valour : for policy I hate ; I had as lief he a 
Brownist, as a politician. 

Sir To. Why then, build me thy fortunes upon 
the basis of valour. Challenge me the count’s 
youth to fight with him ; hurt him in eleven places ; 
my niece shall take note of it : and assure thyself, 
there is no love-broker in the world can more pre- 
vail in man’s commendation with -woman, than 
report of valour. 

Fab. There is no way but this, Sir Andrew. 

Sir And, Will either of you bear me a challenge 
to Mm ? 

Sir To. Go, write it in a martial hand ; be curst 
and brief ; it is no matter how witty, so it be elo- 
quent and full of invention ; taunt him with the 
licence of ink : if tliou fhou'st him some thrice, it 
shall not be amiss ; and as many lies as will lie in 
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thy sheet of paper, although the sheet were big 
enough for the bed of Ware in England, set 'em 
down ; go about it. Let there be gall enough in 
thy ink ; though thou write with a goose-pen, no 
matter : About it. 

Sir And. Where shall I hnd you ? 

Sir To. Well call thee at the cuhiculo : Go. 

\_Exit Sir Andrew. 

Fab. This is a dear manakin to you, sir Toby. 

Sir To. I have been dear to him, lad ; some 
two thousand strong, or so. 

Fab. We shall have a rare letter from him : but 
youli not deliver it. 

Sir To. Never trust me then ; and by all means 
stir on the youth to an answer. I think oxen and 
wainrope's cannot hale them together. For Andrew, 
if he were opened, and you find so much blood 
in his liver as will clog the foot of a dea, I’ll eat 
the rest of the anatomy. 

Fab. And his opposite, the youth, bears in his 
visage no great presage of cruelty. 

Enter Maria. 

Sir To. Look where the youngest wren of nine 
comes. 

Mar. If you desire the spleen, and will laugh 
yourselves into stitches, follow me : yond gull 
Malvolio is turned heathen, a very renegado ; for 
there is no Christian, that means to be saved by 
believing rightly, can ever believe such impossible 
passages of grossness. He’s in yellow stockings. 

Sir To. And cross-gartered ? 

3iar. Most villainously ; like a pedant that 
keeps a school F the church. — I have dogged 
him, like his murderer: He does obey every 
point of the letter that I dropped to betray him. 
He does smile his face into more lines than are 
in the new map, with the augmentation of the 
Indies : you have not seen such a thing as 'tis ; 
I can hardly forbear hurling things at him. I 
know my lady will strike him ; if she do, he’ll 
smile, and take’ t for a great favour. 

Sir To. Come, bring us, bring us where he is. 

'm;- lExeimt. 


I pray you let us satisfy our eyes 

With the memorials, and the things of fame, 

That do renown this cit 5 ^ 

Ant. ’W’'ouH, you’d pardon me: 

I do not without danger walk these streets : 

Once, in a sea-fight, ’gainst the count his galleys, 
I did some service ; of such note, indeed, 

That, were I ta’en here, it would scarce be answered. 
Seb, Belike , you slew great number of his people. 
Ant. The offence is not ^f such a bloody nature ; 
Albeit the quality of the time, and quarrel, 

Might well have given us bloody argument. 

It might have since been answered in repaying 
WTiat we took from them; which, for traffic’s sake, 
Most of our city did : only myself stood out : 

For which, if I be lapsed in this place, 

I shall pay dear. 

Seb. Do not then walk too open. 

Ant. It doth not fit me. Hold, sir, here’s 
my purse ; 

In the south suburbs, at the Elephant, 

Is best to lodge : I will bespeak our diet, 

Whiles you beguile the time, and feed your know- 
ledge, 

With viewing of the town ; there shall you have me. 
Seb. Why I your purse ? 

Ant. Haply, your eye shall light upon some toy 
You have desire to purchase ; and your store, 

I think, is not for idle markets, sir. 

Seb. I’ll he your pnrse-bearer, and leave you for 
An hour. 

Ant. To the Elephant 

Seb. I do remember. 


SCENE IV. — Olivia’s Garden. 

Enter Olivia and IVLiria. 

Oli. I have sent after him. He says he’ll come ; 
How shall I feast him ? what bestow on him ? 

For youth is bought,mpre oft, than begged, or bor- 
'galt'tbdlduA''-^ — ' * ["rowed. 

Whiere is Malvolio ? — he is sad, and civil. 

And suits well for a servant with my fortunes 
Where is Malvolio ? 

Mar. He’s coming, madam ; 

But in strange manner. He is sure possessed. 
Oli. W'hy, what’s the matter ? does he rave } 
Mar. No, madam, 

He does nothing hut smile : your ladyship 
Were best have guard about you, if he come ; 

For, sure, the man is tainted in his wits. 

Oli. Go call him hither. — I’m as mad as he, 

If sad and merry madness equal be. — 

Enter BIalvolio. 

How now, Malvolio ? 

Mai. Sweet lady, ho, ho. [Smiles fantastically. 
OH. Smil’stthou? 

I sent for thee upon a sad occasion. 

Mai. Sad, lady ? I could be sad : this does 
make some obstruction in the blood, this cross - 
gartering ; But what of that, if it please the eye 
of one, it is with me as the very true sonnet is: 
Please one., and please all. 

0/i. Why, how dost thou, man ? what is the 
matter with thee ? 

MaL Not black in my mind, though yellow in 
my legs : It did come to Ms hands, and commands 
shall be executed. I tMnk, we do know the sweet 
Roman hand. 


■ SCENE III.— A Street. 

Enter Antonio and Sebastian. 

Seb. I would not by my will have troubled you ; 
But, since you make your pleasure of your pains, 
I will no further cMde’ you. 

Ant. I could not stay behind you; my desire, 
More sharp than filed steel, did spur me forth ; 
And not all love to see you, (though so much, 

As might have drawn one to a longer voyage,) 
But jealousy what might befall your travel, 

Being skiUess in these parts ; which to a stranger, 
Unguided, and unfriended, often prove 
Rough and unhospitable : My willing love, 

The rather by tljese arguments of fear, 

Set forth in your pursuit. 

Seb. My kind Antonio, 

I can no other answer make, but, thanks, 

And thanks, and ever thanks : Often good turns 
Are shuffled off with such uncurrent pay : 

-But, were my worth, as is my conscience, firm, 
You should find better dealing. What’s to do ? 
Shall we go see the reliques of this town 
Ant. To-morrow, sir : best, first, go see your 
lodging. 

Seh. I am not weary, and ’tis long to night ; 
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ACT III. 


OIL Wilt thou go to bed, Malvoiio ? 

Mai. To bed ? ay, sweet-heart ; and I’E come 
to thee. 

01%. God comfort thee ! Why dost thou smile 
on, and kiss thy hand so oft ? 

Mar. How do you, Malvoiio ? 

Mai. At your request? Yes ; Nightingales an- 
swer daws. 

Mar. Why appear you with this ridiculous bold- 
ness before my lady ? r 

Mai. Be not afraid of greatness : — Twas well 
writ. 

OIL What meanest thou by that, Malvoiio ? 

Mai. Some are horn great , — 

OIL Ha? 

Mai. Some achieve greatness , — 

Oli. What say'st thou ? 

Mai. And some have greatness thrust upon them. 

OIL Heaven restore thee ! 

Mai. Remember, who commended thy yellow 
stockings ; — 

on. Thy yellow stockings ? 

Mai. And wished to see thee cross-gartered. 

Oli. Cross-gartered? 

Mai. Go to : thou art made, if thou desires t to 
be so ; — 

OIL Am I made ? 

Mai. If not, let me see thee a servant still. 

OH. Why, this is very midsummer madness. 

Enter Servant. 

Ser. Madam, the young gentleman of the count 
Orsino’s is returned ; I could hardly entreat him 
hack 1 he attends your ladyship’s pleasure. 

OH. m come to him. Servant.] Good 

Maria, let this fellow be looked to. Where’s my 
cousin Toby ? Let some of my people have a 
special care of him ; I would not have him mis- 
carry for the half of my dowry. 

[Eax’uM Olivia and Maria. 

Mai. Oh, ho ! do you come near me now ? no 
worse man than Sir Toby to look to me ? This 
concurs directly with the letter *. she sends him on 
purpose, that I may appear stubborn to him ; for 
she incites me to that in the letter. Cast thy hum- 
hle slough, says she ; — he opposite with a kinsman, 
surly with servants, — let thy tongue tang with 
arguments of state, — put thyself into the trick of 

singularity ; and, consequently, sets down the 

manner how ; as, a sad face, a reverend carriage, 
a slow tongue, in the habit of some sir of note, 
and so forth. I have limed her ; but it is Jove’s 
doing, and Jove make me thankful! And, when 
she went away now. Let this fellow he looked to ; 
Fellow ! not Malvoiio, nor after my degree, but 
fellow. Why, every thing adheres together ; that 
no dram of a scruple, no scruple of a scruple, no 
obstacle, no incredulous or unsafe circumstance, 
— ^What can be said ^ Nothing, that can be, can 
come between me and the full prospect of my 
hopes. Well, Jove, not I, is the doer of this, 
and he is to be thanked. 

Re-enter Maeia, with Sir Toby Belch and Fabian. 

Sir To. Which way is he, in the name of sanc- 
tity ? If all the devils of hell be drawn in little, 
and Legion himself possessed him, yet I’ll speak 
to him. 

F ah. Here he is, hei'e he is : — How is’t with 
yes, sir ? how is’t with you, man ? 


Mai. Go off ; I discard you ; let me enjoy my 
private ; go oil 

Mar. Lo, how hollow the fend speaks within 
him ! did not I tell you ? — Sir Toby, my lady 
prays you to have a care of him. 

Mai. Ah, all ! does she so ? 

Air To. Go to, go to ; peace, peace, we must 
deal gently with him ; let me alone. How do you, 
Malvoiio? how is’t with you ? What, man ! defy 
the devil : consider, he’s an enemy to mankind. 

Mai. Do you know what you say ? 

Mar. La you, an you speak ill of the devil, 
how he takes it at heart ! Pray God, he be not 
bewitched. 

Fab. Carry his water to the wise woman. 

Mar. Marry, and it shall be done to-morrow 
morning, if I live. My lady would not lose him 
for more than I’ll say. 

Mai. How novv”, mistress ? 

Mar. 0 lord ! 

Sir To. Pr’ythee, hold thy peace ; this is not 
the way : Do you not see, you move him ? let me 
alone with him. 

Fah. No way but gentleness ; gently, gently : 
the fend is rough, and will not be roughly used. 

Sir To. Why, how now, my bawcock ? how 
dost thou, chuck ? 

Mai. Sir? 

Sir To. Ay, Bidd 5 ^ come with me. What, man ! 
’tis not for gravity to play at cherry -pit with 
Satan : Hang him, foul collier ! 

Mar. Get him to say his prayers ; good Sir 
Toby, get him to pray. 

Mai. My prayers, minx ? 

Mar. No, I warrant you, he will not hear of 
godliness. 

Mai. Go, hang yourselves all I you are idle shal- 
low things : I am not of your element ; you shall 
know more hereafter. [E>it. 

Sir To. Is’t possible ? 

Fah. If this were played upon a stage now, I 
could condemn it as an improbable, iicfcion. 

Sir To. His very genius hath taken the infec- 
tion of the device, man. 

3Iar. Nay, pursue him now; lest the device 
take air, and taint. 

Fah. Why, we shall make him mad, indeed. 

3Iar. The house will be the quieter. 

Sir To. Come, we’ll have him in a dark room, 
and bound. My niece is already in the belief that 
he is mad ; we may carry it thus, for our pleasure, 
and his penance, till our very pastime, tired out of 
breath, prompt us to have mercy on him : at which 
time, we will bring the device to the bar, and crown 
thee for a finder of madmen. But see, but see. 

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-ciikkk. 

Fab. More matter for a May morning. 

Sir And. Here’s the challenge, read it ; I war- 
rant, there’s vinegar and pepper in’t. 

Fab. Is’t so sawcy ? 

Sir And. Ay, is it, I warrant him : do but read. 

Sir To. Give me. [Reads.'} Youth, lohaisocver 
thou art, thou art hut a scurvy fellow, 

Fah. Good, and valiant. 

Sir To. Wonder not, nor admire not in thy 
mind, tvhy I do call thee so, for I will show thee 
no reason for'' t. 

Fab. A good note : that keeps you from the 
blow of the law. 




SCENE IV. 
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Sir To. Thou c>ymesl to the lady Olivia, and %n 
my sight she /uses thee kindly : hut thou liest in thy 
throat., that is not the matter I challenge thee for. 

Fab. Very brief, and exceeding good sense-less. 

Sir To. I will way-lay thee going home ; v^here 
if it be thy chance to kill me, 

Fab. Good. 

Sir To. Thou killest me like a rogue and a 
villain. 

Fab. Still yon keep o’ tlie -windy side of the 
law; Good. 

Sir To. Fare thee icell ; and God have mercy 
upon one of our souls ! He may have mercy upon 
mine ; but my hope is better, and so look to thy- 
self. Thy friend, as thou usest fiim, and thy 
sworn enemy, Andrew Ague -cheek. 

Sir To. If this letter move him not, his legs 
cannot: I’ll give T him. 

Mar. You may have very fit occasion for’fc ; he 
is now- in some commerce with my lady, and will 
by and by depart. j 

Sir To. Go, sir Andrew ; scout me for him at 
the corner of the orchard, like a bum-bailiff : so 
soon as ever thou seest him, draw ; and, as thou 
drawest, swear horrible ; for it comes to pass oft, 
that a terrible oath, with a swaggering accent 
sharply twanged off, gives manhood more appro- 
bation than ever proof itself would have earned 
him. Avray. 

Sir And. Nay, let me alone for swearing. lExit 

Sir To. Now will not I deliver his letter ; for 
the behaviour of the young gentleman gives him 
out to he of good capacity and breeding ; his em- 
ployment between his lord and my niece confirms 
no less ; tiherefore this letter, being so excellently 
ignorant, will breed no terror in the youth, he will 
find it comes from a clodpole. But, sir, I will 
deliver his challenge by word of mouth ; set upon 
Ague- cheek a notable report of valour ; and drive 
the gentleman, (as I know his youth will aptly 
receive it,) into a most hideous opinion of his rage, 
skill, fury, and impetuosity. This will so fright 
them both, that they will kill one another by the 
look, like cockatrices. 

Enter Olivia and Viola. 

Fab. Here he comes with your niece : give them 
way, till he take leave, and presently after him. 

Sir To. I will meditate the while upon some 
horrid message for a- challenge. 

lEaaeunt Sir Toby, Vabtas!, and Maeia. 

OU. I have said too much unto a heart of stone, 
And laid mine honour too uncharyon it : 

There’s something in me, that reproves my fault ; 
But such a headstrong potent fault it is. 

That it but mocks reproof. 

Vio. With the same ’haviour that your passion 
Go on my master’s griefs. [bears, 

OH. Here, wear this jewel for me, ’tis my picture ; 
Refuse it not, it hath no tongue to vex you : 

And, I beseech you, come again to-morrow. 

What shall you ask of me, that Til deny ; 

That honour, saved, may upon asking give 

Fio. Nothing but this, your time love for my 
master, 

OU. How with mine honour may I give him that 
Which I have given to you ? 

Fio. I will acquit you. 

OH. Well, come againto-morrow : Fare theewell; 
A fiend, like thee, might bear my soul to hell. lExlt. 


Re-enter Sir Tosv Bslch and Fabian. 

Sir To. Gentleman, God save thee. 

Vio. And you, sir. 

Sir To. That defence thou hast, betake thee to’t : 
of what nature the wrongs are thou hast done him, 

I know not ; but thy intercepter, full of despight, 
bloody as the hunter, attends thee at the orchard 
end : dismount thy tuck, be yare in thy prepara- 
tion, for tl^ assailant is quick, skilful, and deadly. 

Fio. You mistake, sir ; I am sure, no man hath 
any quarrel to me ; my remembrance is very free 
and clear from any image of offence done to any 
man. 

Sir To. You’ll find it otherwise, I assure you : 
therefore, if you hold your life at any price, betake 
you to your guard ; for your opposite hath in him 
what youth, strength, skill, and wrath, can furnish 
man withal. 

Vio. I pray you, sir, what is he ? 

Sir To. He is knight, dubbed with unbacked 
rapier, and on carpet consideration ; but he is a 
devil in private brawl ; souls and bodies hath he 
divorced three ; and his incensementatthis moment 
is so implacable, that satisfaction can he none hut 
by pangs of death and sepulchre : hob, nob, is his 
word ; give’t, or take’t. 

Vio. I will return again into the house, and de- 
sire some conduct of the lady. I am no fighter. I 
have heard of some kind of men, that put quarrels 
purposely on others, to taste their valour ; belike, 
this is a man of that quirk. 

Sir To. Sir, no ; his indignation derives itself 
out of a very competent injury ; therefore, get you 
on, and give him his desire. Back you shall not 
to the house, unless you undertake that with me, 
which with as much safety you might answer him: 
therefore, on, or strip your sword stark naked ; 
for meddle you must, that’s certain, or forswear to 
wear iron about you. 

Vio. This is as unchdl, as strange. I beseech 
you, do me this courteous office, as to know of the 
knight what my offence to him is ; it is something 
of my negligence, nothing of my purpose. 

Sir To. I will do so. Signor Fabian, stay you 
by this gentleman till my return. f Sir Toby. 

Vio. Pray you, sir, do you know of this matter ? 

Fab. I know, the knight is incensed against you, 
even to a mortal arbitrement ; but nothing of the 
circumstance more. 

Fio. I beseech you, what manner of man is he? 

Fab. Nothing of that wonderful promise, to read 
him by his form, as you are like to find him in the 
proof of his valour. He is, indeed, sir, the most 
skilful, bloody, and fatal opposite that you could 
possibly have found in any part of Illyria : Wiil 
you walk towards him ? I will make your peace 
with him, if I can. 

Vio. I shall be much hound to you for’t : I am 
one, that would rather go with sir priest, than sir 
knight : I care not who knows so much of my 
mettle. / [Exennf. 

Re-en ter Sir Toby, mitJi Sir Andeewl 

Sir To. Why, man, he’s a very devil ; I have 
not seen such a virago. I had a pass with him, 
rapier, scabbard, and all, and he gives me^ the 
stuck-in, with such a mortal motion, that it is 
inevitable j • and on the answer, he pays you as 
surely as your feet hit the ground they step on : 
They say, he has been fencer to the Sophy. 

Sir And. Pox on’t, I’ll not meddle with him.^ 
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Sir To. Ay, but he will not now be pacified i 
Fabian can scarce hold him yonder. 

Sir And. Plague on^t; an I thought he had been 
valiant, and so cunning in fence, I’d have seen him 
damned ere I’d have challenged him. Let him let 
the matter slip, and I’ll give him my horse, gray 
Capilet. 

Sir To. I’ll make the motion : Stand here, make 
a good show on’t ; this shall end without the perdi- 
tion of souls : Marry, I’ll ride your horse as well as 
I ride you, tJside. 

Re-enter Fablin mid Viola. 

I have his horse [/o Fab.] to take up the quarrel ; 

I have persuaded him the youth’s a devil. 

Fah. He is as horribly conceited of him ; and 
pants, and looks pale, as if a bear were at his heels. 

Sir To. There’s no remedy, sir ; he will fight 
with you for his oath sake : marry, he hath better 
bethought him of Ms quarrel, and he finds that 
now scarce to be worth talking off : therefore draw, 
for the supportance of his vow ; he protests, he will 
not hurt you. 

Vio. Pray God defend me 1 A little thing would 
make me tell them how much I lack of a man. 

[Jside. 

Fab. Give ground, if you see him furious. 

Sir To. Come, sir Andrew, there’s no remedy; 
the gentleman will, for his honour’s sake, have one 
bout with you : he cannot by the duello avoid it ; 
but he has promised me, as he is a gentleman and a 
soldier, he will not hurt you. Come on : to’t. 

Sir And. Pray God, he keep his oath. {Braws. 

Enter Antonio. 

Vio. Ido assure you ’tis against my will. [.Braws. 
Ant. Put up your sword ; — If this young gentle- 
man 

Have done offence, I take the fault on me ; 

If you offend him, I for him defy you. [Brawing. 
Sir To. You, sir ? why what are you "i 
Ant. One, sir, that for his love dares yet do more 
Than you have heard him brag to you he will. 

Sir To. Nay, if you be an undertaker, I am for 
i you. IBraws. 

Enter two Officers. 

Ftib. 0 good sir Toby, hold ; here come the 
officers. 

Sir To. I’ll be with you anon. ITo Antonio. 
Vio. Pray, sir, put up your sword, if you please. 

\_To Sir Andtkew. 

Sir And. Marry, will I, sir; — and, for that I 
promised you, I’ll be as good as my word : He will 
bear you easily, and reins well. 

1 Off. This is the man ; do thy office. 

2 Off. Antonio, I arrest thee at the suit 
Of count Orsino. 

Ant. You do mistake me, sir. 

1 Off. No, sir, no jot ; I know your favour well, 
Though now you have no sea-cap on your head. — 
Take him away ; he knows, I know him well. 

Ant. I must obey — This comes with seeking you; 
I But there’s no remedy ; I shall answer it. 

What win you do ? Now my necessity 

Makes me to ask you for my purse : It grieves me 

Much more, for what 1 cannot do for you, 

Than what befalls myself. You stand amazed ; 
But be of comfort. 


2 Off. Come, sir, away. 

A7it. I must entreat of you some of that moimyr. 
Vio. What money, sir ? 

For the fair kindness you have showed me here, 
And, part, being prompted by your present trouble, 
Out of my lean and low ability 
I’ll lend you something : my haUng is not much ; 
I’ll make division of my present with you : 

Hold, there is half my coffer. 

Ant. Will you deny me now ? 

Is’t possible, that my deserts to you 
Can lack persuasion ? Do not tempt my misery, 
Lest that it make me so unsound a man, 

As to upbraid you with those kindnesses 
That I have done for you. 

Vio. I know of none 

Nor know 1 you by voice, or any feature : 

I bate ingratitude more in a man, 

Than lying, vainness, babbling, drunkenness, 

Or any taint of vice, whose strong corruption 
Inhabits our frail blood. 

Ant, O heavens themselves ! 

2 Off. Come, sir, I pray you, go. 

Ant. Let me speak a little. This youth that you 
see here, 

I snatched one half out of the jaws of death ; 
Relieved him with such sanctity of love,- — 

And to his image, which me thought did promise 
Most venerable worth, did I devotion. 

1 Off. What’s that to us ? The time goes by ; 
away. 

Ant. But, O, how vile an idol proves this god !— 
Thou hast, Sebastian, done good feature shame. — 
In nature there’s no blemish, but the mind; 

None can be called deformed, but the unkind : 
Virtue is beauty ; but the beauteous-evil 
Are empty trunks, o’erflourished by the devil. 

1 Off'. The man grows mad ; away with him. 
Come, come, sir. 

Ani. Lead me on. 

lExeunt Officers wtiJi Antonio. 
Vio. Methinks, Ms words do from such passion 
That he believes himself ; so do not I. [lly, 

Prove true, imagination, O, prove true, 

That I, dear brother, be now ta’en for you ! 

Sir To. Come hither, knight; come hither, Fa- 
bian ; we’ll whisper o’er a couple or two of most 
sage saws, 

Vio. He named Sebastian ; 1 my brother know 
Yet living in my glass ; even such, and so, 

In favour was my brother ; and he went . 

Still in this fashion, colour, ornament, ^ 

For him I imitate : O, if it prove, 

Tempests are kind, and salt weaves fresh in love 1 [ Exit. 

Sir To. A very dishonest paltry boy, and more a 
coward than a hax*e : Ms dishonesty appears in leav- 
ing his friend here in necessity, and denying him ; 
and for his cowardship, ask Fabian. 

Fab. A coward, a most devout coward, religious 
in it. ,, 

Sir And. ’ Slid, I’D. after him again, and beat him. 
Sir To. Do, cuff him soundly, but never draw 
thy sword. 

Sir And. An I do not, — IBxiL 

1 Fab* Come, let’s see the event 
I Sir To. I dare lay any money, ’twiD be nothing 
1 yet. [E^&unt 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I.— The Street before Olivia’s house. 

Enter Sebastian and Clown. 

Clo. Will yon make me, believe, that I am not 
sent for you ? 

Seh. Go to go to, thou art a foolish fellow ; 

Let me be clear of thee. 

Clo. W'ell held out, i’faith 1 No, I do not know 
you ; nor I am not sent to you by lady, to bid 
you come speak with her ; nor your name is not 
{ master Cesario ; nor this is not my nose neither. — 
Nothing, that is so, is so. 

Seb. I pr’ythee, vent thy folly somewhere else : 
Thou know’st not me. 

Clo. Vent my folly ! he has heard that word of 
some great man, and now applies it to a fool. Vent 
my folly! I am afraid this great lubber, the world, 
will prove a cockney — I pr’ythee now, ungird thy 
strangeness, and tell me what I shall vent to my 
lady ; Shall I vent to her, that thou art coming ? 

Seh. I pr’ythee, foolish Greek, depart from me; 
There’s money for thee ; if you tarry longer, 

I shall give worse payment. 

Clo. By my troth, thou hast an open hand : — 
These wise men, that give fools money, get them- 
^selves a good report after fourteen years’ purchasd^' 

Enter Sir xIndrbw, Sir Toby, and Fabian. 

Sir And. Now, sir, have I met you again ? there’^ 
for you. t^triking Sebastian. 

Seb. Why, there’s for thee, and there, and there : 
Are all the people mad.^ tBeating Sir 

Sir To. Hold, sir, or I’ll throw your dagger o’er 
the house. 

Clo. This will I tell my lady straight : I would 
not be in some of your coats for two-pence. 

[_Exit Clown. 

Sir To. Come on, sir; hold. 

Sebastian, 

Sir And. Nay, let him alone, 111 go another way 
to work with him ; I’ll have an action of battery 
against him, if there be any law in Illyria: though 
I struck him first, yet it’s no matter for that. 

Seh. Let go thy hand. 

Sir To. Come, sir, I will not let you go. Come, 
my young soldier, put up your iron : you are w^eli 
fleshed ; come on. 

I will be free from thee. What would’st 
thou now ? 

If thou dar’st tempt me farther, draw thy Word. 

IBram . 

Sir To. What, what ? Nay, then I must have an 
ounce or two of this malapert blood from you. 

IBraws, \ 

Enter Olivia, i 

OH. Hold, Toby; on thy life, I charge thee, hold. 

Sir To. Madam ? 1 

^ Oli. Will it be ever thus ^ Ungracious wretch, ! 
Fit for the mountains and the barbarous caves, j 
Where manners ne’er were preach’d ! out of my 
sight! 

Be not olbnded, dear Cesario! 

Budeshy, be gone I — I pr’ythee, gentle friend, 

lExeunt Sir Toby, Sir Andrew, and Fabian. 
Let thy fair wisdom, not thy passion, sway 
In this uncivil and unjust extent 
Against thy peace. Go with me to my house ; 

And hear thou there how many fruitless pranks 


This ruffian hath botch’d up, that thou thereby 
May’st smile at this : thou shalt not choose but go ; 
Do not deny : Beshrew his soul for me. 

He started one poor heart of mine in thee. 

Seb. WhatreHsh is in this ? how runs the stream 

Or am I mad, or else this is a dream : 

Let fancy still my sense in Lethe steep ; 

If it be thus to dream, still let me sleep I 

Oli. Nay, come, I pr’ytliee ; ’Vouid thou’dst 
be ruled by me ? 

Seb. Madam, I will. 

O, say so, and so be ! 

lEa'euni. 

SCENE II . — A Room in Olivia’s House. 

Enter Maria and Clown. 

Mar. Nay, I pr’ythee, put on this gown, and fJii.s 
beard ; make him believe thou art sir Topas the 
curate ; do it quickly : I’ll call sir Toby the v/hilst. 

{^Exit Maria. 

Clo. Well, ITI put it on, and I will dissemble 
nayselfin’t; and I would I were the first that ever 
dissembled in such a gown. I am not fat enough 
to become the function well : nor lean enougli 
be thought a good student : but to be said, an honest 
man, and a good housekeeper, goes as fairly, as to 
say, a careful man, and a great scholar. The com- 
petitors enter. 

Enter Sir Toby Belch and SIaria. 

Sir To. Jove bless thee, master parson. 

Clo. Bonos dies, sir Toby : for as the old hermit 
of Prague, that never saw pen and ink, very wittily 
said to a niece of king Gorboduc, That, that is, is : 
so I, being master parson, am master parson; For 
what is that, hut that ? and is, but is ? 

Sir To. 1?o him, sir Topas. 

Clo. What, boa, I say, — Peace in this prison ! 

Sir To. The knave counterfeits well; a good 
knave. 

Mai. [m an inner chamber.'] Who calls there ? 

Clo. Sir Topas, the curate, who comes to visit 
Malvolio the lunatic. 

3Tal. Sir Topas, sir Topas, good sir Topas, go to 
my lady. 

Clo. Out, hyperbolical fiend ! how vexest thou 
this man ? talkest thou nothing but of ladies ? 

Sir To. W’'ell said, master parson. 

Mai. Sir Topas, never was man thus wronged : 
good sir Topas, do not think I am mad ; they have 
laid me here, in hideous darkness. 

Clo. Eye, thou dishonest Sathan ! I call thee by 
the most modest terms ; for I am one of those 
gentle ones, that will use the devil himself with 
courtesy : Say’st thou, that house is dark ? 

Mai. As hell, sir Topas. 

Clo. Why, it hath bay-windows, transparent as 
barricadoes, and the clear stories towards the south- 
north are as lustrous as ebony ; and yet complainest 
thou of obstruction } 

MaL I am not mad, sir Topas ; I say to you, 
this house is dark. 

Clo, Madman, thou errest : I say, there is no 
darkness, but ignorance ; in which thou art more 
puzzled, than the Egyptians in their fog. 

MaL I say, this house is as dai-k as ignorance, 
though ignorance were as dark as hell ; and I say 
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paper, and iiglit, and convey wliat I will set down 
to my lady ; it shall advantage thee more than ever 
the bearing of letter did. 

Clo. I will help you to’t. But tell me true, are 
you not mad, indeed ? or do you but counterfeit.^ 

Mai. Believe me, I ani not ; I tell thee true. 

Clo. Nay, I’ll ne’er believe a madman, till I 
see his brains. I will fetch you light, and paper, 
and ink. 

Mai. Fool, I’ll requite it in the highest degree: 
I pr’ythee, be gone. 

Clo. I am gone, sir, 

And anon, sir, 

I’ll be with, you again, 

In a trice. 

Like to the old vice, 

Your need to sustain ; 

Who with dagger of lath, 

In his rage and his wrath, 

Cries, ah, ha ! to the devil ; 

Like a n.iad lad, 

Piire thy nails, dad, 

Adieu, goodman drivel. ( -Eav’C 


there was never man thus abused : l am no more 
mad than you are ; make the trial of it in any con- 
stant question. 

Clo. What is the opinion of Pythagoras, con- 
cerning wild-fowl ? 

Mai. That the soul of ourgrandam might haply 
inhabit a bird. 

Clo. What thinkest thou of his opinion 
Mai. 1 think nobly of the soul, and no way ap- 
prove his opinion. ^ 

Clo. Fare thee w^ell : Remain thou still in dark- 
ness : thou shalt hold the opinion of Pythagoras, 
ere I will allow of thy wits ; and fear to kill a wood- 
cock, lest thou dispossess the soul of thy grandam. 
Fare thee well. 

Mai. Sir Topas, sir Topas, — 

Sir To. My most exquisite sir Topas ! 

Clo. Nay, I am for all waters. 

Mar. Thou might’ st have done this without thy 
beard, and gown ; he sees thee not. 

Sir To. To him in thine own voice, and bring 
me word how thou findest him : I would, we were 
well rid of this knavery. If he may be conveniently 
delivered, I would he were ; for I am now so far in 
offence with my niece, that I cannot pursue, with 
any safety, this sport to the upshot. Come by and 
by to my chamber, {^Exeuut Sir Toby and ftlARiA. 
Clo. Robin, jolly Robin, 

Tell me how thy lady does. iSinging. 
Mai. Fool.— 

Clo, My lady is unkmd, perdy. 

Mai. Fool,— 

Clo. Alas, why is she so 9 
Mai. B'ool, I say ; — 

Clo. She loves another — Who calls, ha ? 

Mai. Good fool, as ever thou wilt deserve weU 
at my hand, help me to a candle, and pen, ink, and 
paper ; as I am a gentleman, I wili live to be thank- 
ful to thee for’t. 

Clo. Master Malvolio I 
Mai. Ay, good fool. 

Clo. Alas, sir, how fell you besides your five wits ? 
Mai Fool, there was never man so notoriously 
abused : I am as well in my wits, fool, as thou art. 

Clo. But as well ? then you are mad, indeed, if 
you be no better in your wits than a fool. 

Mat They have here propertied me ; keep me 
in darkness, send ministers to me, asses, and do all 
they can to face me out of my wits. 

Clo. Advise you what you say ; the minister is 
here. — Malvolio, Malvolio, thy wits the heavens re- 
store ! endeavour thyself to sleep, and leave thy 
vain bibble-babble. 

3Ial. Sir Topas, 

Clo. Maintain no words with him, good fellow. — 
Vv^'ho, I, sir? not I, sir. God b’wi’you, good sir 
Topas. — Marry, amen. — I will, sir, 1 will. 

Mai. Fool, fool, fool, I say,— - 
Clo. Alas, sir, be patient. What say you, sir ? 1 
am shell t for speaking to you. 

Mai. Good fool, help me to some light, and 
some paper ; I tell thee, I am as well in my wits 
as any man in Illyria. 

Clo, Well-a-day, — that you were, sir ! 

Mai. By this hand, I am : Good fool, some ink, 


SCENE III.—Olivia’s Garden. 

Enter Sebastian. 

Seb. This is the air ; that is the glorious sun ; 
This pearl she gave me, I do feel’t, and see’t ; 

And though ’tis wonder that enwraps me thus, 
Yet ’tis not madness. Where’s Antonio then ? 

I could not find him at the Elephant ; 

Yet there he was; and there I found this credit, 
That he did range the town to seek me out. 

His counsel now might do me golden Service : 

For though my soul disputes well with my sense, 
That this may be some error, but no madness, 

Yet doth this accident and flood of fortune 
So far exceed all instance, all discourse, 

That I am ready to distrust mine eyes, 

And wrangle with my reason, that persuades me 
To any other trust, but that I am mad, 

Or else the lady’s mad ; yet if ’tvvere so, [lowers, 
She could not sway her house, command her fol- 
Take, and give back, affairs, and their despatch, 
With such a smooth, discreet, and stable bearing, 
As, I perceive, she does : there’s something m’tj 
That is deceivahle. But here comes the lady. 
Enter Olivia and a Pmest. 

0/i Blame not this haste of mine : If you mean 
Now go with me, and with this holy man, [well, 
Into the chantry by: there, before him, 

And underneath that conseci'ated roof, 

Plight me the full assurance of your faith ; 

That my most jealous and too doubtful soul 
May live at peace : He shall conceal it, 

Whiles you are willing it shall come to note ; 
What time we will our celebration keep 
According to my birth. — ^What do you say ? 

Seb. ril follow this good man, and go with you ; 
And, having sworn truth, ever wdll be true. 

OIL Then lead the way, good father ; Arid 

heavens so shine, 

That they may fairly note this act of mine ! 

lExeunL 



And this is he, that did the Tiger board, 

When yonr young nephew Titus lost his leg : 

Here in the streets, desperate of shame and state 
In private brabble did we apprehend him. 

Vio» He did me Mndness, sir » drew on my side ; 
But, in conclusion, put strange speech upon me, 

I know not what ’twas, but afistraction. 

Duke, Notable pirate ! thou salt-water thief! 
What foolish boldness brought thee to their mercies, 
Whom thou, in terms so bloody, and so dear, 
Hast made thine enemies ? 

Orsido, noble sir, 

Be pleased that I shake ,off these names you give 
Antonio never yet was thief, or pirate, [me ; 
Though, I confess, on base and ground enough, 
Orsino’s enemy. A witchcraft drew me hither *. 
That most ingrateful boy there, by your side, 
From the rude sea’s enraged and foWy mouth 
Did I redeem ; a wreck past hope he was : 

His life I gave him, and did thereto add 
My love, without retention, or restraint, 

Ail his in dedication : for his sake, 

Did I expose myself, pure for his love, 

Into the danger of this adverse town ; 

Drevr to defend him, when he was beset ; 

Where being apprehended, his false cunning, 

(Not meaning to partake with me in danger,) 
Taught him to face me out of Ms acquaintance,. 
And grew a twenty-years-removed thing, 

While one would wink ; denied me mine own purse. 
Which I had recommended to Ms use 
Not half an hour before. 

^^ 0 , How can this be ? 

Duke. When came he to this town ? 

Ant. To-day, my lord ; and for three months 
(No interim, not a minute’s vacancy) [before, 
Both day and night did we keep company. 

Bntcr Olivia and Atteotaots. 

Duke. Here comes the countess ; now heaven 
walks on earth. 

But for thee, fellow, fellow, thy words are madness : 
Three months this youth hath tended upon me ; 

But more of that anon. Take him aside. 

on. What would my lord, but that he may not 
Wherein Olivia may seem serviceable i — [have, 
Cesario, you do not keep promise with me. 

Vio. Madam ? 

Duke. Gracious Olivia, [lord, 

on. What do you say, Cesario? Good my 

Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes me. 
on. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 

It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear, 

As howling after music. 

Duke. Still so cruel ? 

on. Still so constant, lord. 

Duke. What ! to pervemeness ? you uncivil lady. 
To whose ingrate and unauspicioiis altar.s 
My soul the faithful!’ st oiferings hath breath’d out, 
That e’er devotion tendered 1 What shall I do ? 

Oli. Even what it please my lord, that shall be- 
come him. 


the better for thy 


[do it, 

Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to 
Like to the Egyptian thief, at point of death, 

Kill what I love ; a savage jealousy, 

That sometime savours nobly ?— -But hear me this : 
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith, '*** 



TWELFTH NIGHT ; OR, WHAT YOU WILL. 


And that I partly , know the instrument 

That screws me from my true place in your favour, 

Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still ; 

But this your minion, whom, I know, you love, 
And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly, 
Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 

Where he sits crowned in his master^s spite. — 
Come boj’-, with me ; my thoughts arc ripe in mis- 
I’U sacrifice the lamb that I do love, [chief : 
To spite a raven’s heart wdthin a dove. ' {.Going. 

Vio, And I, most jocund, apt, and willmgly. 

To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. 

{FoUoioing. 

Oil. Wliere goes Cesario ? 

Vio. After him I love, 

More than I love these eyes, more than my life, 
More, by all mores, than e’er I shall love wife ; 

If I do feign, you witnesses above. 

Punish my life, for tainting of my love ! 

Oil, Ah me, detested ! h^ow am I beguiled t 
Vio. Who does beguile you ? who does do you 
wrong ? 

OIL Hast thou forgot thyself ? Is it so long ? — 
Call forth the holy father. {Exit an Attendant. 
Duke, Come away. {To Viola. 

on. Whither, my lord ? Cesario, husband, stay. 
Duke. Husband ? 

Oli. Ay, husband, can he that deny ? 

Duke. Her hnsband, shrah ? 

Vio. ^ ^ No, my lord, not I. 

Oli. 'Alas, it is the baseness of thy fear, 

That makes thee strangle thy propriety : 

Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up ; 

Be that thouknow’st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear’st. — 0, welcome, father ! 

Re-enter Attendant and Priest. 

Father, I charge thee, by thy reverence, 

Here to unfold (though lately we intended 
To keep in darkness, what occasion now 
Reveals before ’tis ripe,) what thou dost know. 
Hath newly past between this youth and me. 

^ Priest. A contract of eternal bond of love. 
Confirmed by mutual joinder of your hands, 
Attested by the holy close of lips, 

Strengthen’ d by interchangement of your rings ; 
And all the ceremony of this compact 
Sealed in my function, by my testimony : 

Since when, my watch hath told me, toward my 
I have travelled but two hours. [grave, 

Duke, 0, thou dissembling cub ! what wilt thou 
When time hath sowed a grizzle on thy case ? [be, 
Or will not else thy craft so quickly grow, 

That thine own trip shall be thine overthrow ? 
Farewell, and take her ; hut direct thy feet, 

M here thou and I henceforth may never meet. 

Fao. My lord, I do protest, — 

tr T I' . O, do not swear ; 

Hold little faith, though thou hast too much fear. 

Enter Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, with his head broke. 

^ir And. For the love of God, a suigeon ; send 
one presently to sir Toby. 

Oli. What’s the matter ? 

^ Sir And. He has broke my head across, and has 
given sir Toby a bloody coxcomb too : for the love 
of God, your help : I had rather than forty pound, 

I were at home. 

OIL Who has done this, sir Andrew ? 

^ Sir And. The count’s gentleman, one Cesario ; 


ACT V. 


we took him for a coward, but he’s the very devil 
mcardiiiate. 

Duke. My gentleman, Cesario ? 

Sir And. Od’s lifelings, here he is : — You broke 
my head for nothing ; and that that I did, I was 
set on to do’t by sir Toby. . 

Vio Why do you speak to me ? I never hurt 
lou drew your sword upon me, without cause • 
But I bespake you fair, and hurt you not. 

Sir And. If a bloody coxcomb be a hurt, you 
have hurt me ; I think, you set nothing by a blooclv 
coxcomb. ^ 

Enter Sir Toby Belch, dr?ink, led bg tte Clown. 

Here comes Sir Toby halting, you shall hear more ^ 
but if he had not been in drink, he would have 
tickled you otliergates than he did. 

Duke. How now, gentleman ? how is’t with 
you ? 

Sir To. That’ s all one ; he has hurt me, and 
there’s the end on’t— Sot, did’stsee Dick suraeon 
sot ? ’ 

^ Clo. O he’s drunk, sir Toby, an hour agone ; 
his eyes were set at eight i’ the morning. 

Sir To. Then he’s a rogue. After a passy-mea- 
sure, 01 a pavin, I hate a drunken rogue. 

Oli. Away with him: Who hath made this 
havoc with them ? 

Sir And. I’ll help you, sir Toby, because we’ll 
be dressed together. 

Sir To. Will you help an ass-head, and a cox- 
comb, and a knave.? a thin-faced knave, a gull ? 

OIL Get him to bed, and let bis hurt be looked to. 

{Exeunt Clown, Sir Toby, and Sir Andre w. 
Enter Sebastian. c 

Seb. I am sorry, madam, I have hurt your 
kinsman ; 

But, had it been the brother of my blood, 

I^must have done no less, with wit, and safety, 
y^ou throw a strange regard upon me, and 
By that I do perceive it hath oflended you ; 

Pardon me, sweet one, even for the vows 
We made each other but so late ago. 

Duke. One face, one voice, one habit, and 
two persons ; 

A natural perspective, that is, and is not. 

Scb. Antonio, O my dear Antonio ! 
liow have the hours rack’d and tortur’d me, 

Since I have lost thee. 

Ant. Sebastian are you? ■ 

Fear’st thou that, Antonio ? 

Ant. How have you made division of yourself? — 
An apple, cleft in two, is not more twin 
Than these two creatures. Which is Sebastian ? 

OIL Most wmnderful 1 

Seb. Do I stand there ? I never had a brother : 
Nor can there be that deity in my nature, 

Of here and everywhere. I had a sister, 

W homthe blind waves and surges have devoured:- — 
Of charity, what kin are you to me ? {To Viola. 
What countryman ? what name ? what parentage ? 

Vio. Of Messaline : Sebastian was my father j 
Such a Sebastian was my brother too, 

So went he suited to his watery tomb : 

If spirits can assume both form and suit, 

You come to fright us. 

^ob. A spirit I am, indeed ; 

But am in that dimension grossly clad, 

W^hich from the womb I did participate. 

Were yon a woman, as the rest goes even, 


I 


twelfth night- 
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I should my tears let fall upon your cheek, 

And say— Thrice welcome, drowned Viola’’ 

Vio. My father had a mole upon his brow. 

Sed. And so had mine. rbirtli 

Fio. And died that day when Viola from her 
Had numbered thirteen years. 

Seb.^ O, that record is lively in my soul ! 

He finished, indeed, his mortal act, 

That day that made my sister thirteen years. 

K«o. If nothing lets to make us happy both 
But this my masculine usurp’d attire, 

Do not embrace me, tiU each circumstance ' 

Of place, time, fortune, do cohere, and jump 
That I am Viola : which to confirm, ’ 

I’ll bring you to a captain in this town, 

Where lie my maiden weeds ; by whose gentle help 
I was preservM, to serve this noble count ; 

All the occurrence of my fortune since 
Hath been between this lady and this lord. 

Seb, So comes it, lady, you have been mistook : 

~ . , , _ , . , [To Olivia. 

But nature to her bias drew in that. 

You would have been contracted to a maid ; 

Nor are you therein, by my life, deceived, ’ 

You are betroth’d both to a maid and man. 

.Duke. Be not amazed ; right noble is his blood.— 
If this be so, as yet the glass seems true, 

I shall have share in this most happy wreck : 

Boy, thou hast said to me a thousand times, 

mi. , , , Viola. 

Ihou never should’st love woman like to me. 

Vio. And ail those sayings will I over-swear ; 
And all those swearings keep as true in soul, 

As doth that orbed continent the fire 
That severe day from night. 

Duke. (3*iy0 ijjg iiand ; 

And let me see thee in thy woman’s weeds. 

Vio. The captain, that did bring me first on shore, 
Hath my maid’s garments : he upon some action, 

Is now in durance ; at Malvolio’s suit, 

A gentleman, and follower of my lady’s. 

Oli. He shall enlarge him .—Vetch Malvolio 
And yet, alas, now I remember me, [hither 
They say, poor gentleman, he’s much distract. 


cjusm rule over me, yet have I the lenefit of m„ 
eemes mwellas your ladyship. / have yoj oZl 
letter that %nduced me to the semllance I put L ■ 
with the winch I doubt not but to do myself much 
right, or you much shame. Think of me as you 
please. I leave my duty a little unthought of, and 
speak out of my injury. ’ 

The madly used MA'Lvohio, 

on. Did he write this ? 

Clo. Ajf madam. , 

^u&e. This savours not much of distraction. 
Oh. See him delivered, Fabian; bring him hither. 

->ijr lord, so please you, the.se things further 
thought on, 

To think me as well a sister as a wife, 

One day shall crown the alliance on’t, so please 

Madam, I am most apt to embrace 

r""" [sen-ice done him, 

W master quits you ; [To Viola.] and, for your 
So much against the mettle of your sex, ^ 

So far beneath your soft and tender breeding, 

And smce you called me master for so lon^” 

Here is my hand ; you shaU from this tim^be 
1 our master’s mistress. 

A sister ?— you are she. 


Ee-enter Clown, with a letter. 

A most extracting frenzy of mine own 
From my remembrance clearly banished his.— 
How does he, sirrah } 

Clo. Truly, madam, he holds Belzebub at the 
stave s end, as well as a man in his case may do : 
he has here writ a letter to you, I should have 
given it you to-day morning ; but as a madman’s 
epistles are no gospels, so it skills not much, 
when they are delivered. 

0/i Open it, and read it 

Clo. Look then to be well edified, when the fool 
ehvers the madman : — By the Lord., madam , — 

Oh. How now ! art thou mad ? 

Clo. No, madam, I do but read madness : an 
your ladyship will have it as it ought to be, you 
must allow vox. 

Oil. Pr’ythee, read i’thy right wits. 

Uo. So I do, madonna ; but to read his right 
wits, IS to read thus : therefore perpend, my prin- 
' cess, and give ear. 

, [TuPablu,. ! 

madam, you wronq 
me and the world shall know it : though you have 
put me into darkness, and given your drunken 


Re-enter Fabian with BIalvolio. 

Duke. Is this the madman ? 

How now, Malvolio? ^ 

Notorious WTon^"^™’ 

T 1 Have I, Malvolio? no. 

Mai. Lady, you have. Pray you, peruse that 

[letter : 

Write from it, if you can, in hand, or phrase ; 

Ur say, tis not your seal, nor your invention ; 

You can say none of tliis : Well, grant it then, 

And tell me, in the modesty of honour. 

Why you have given me such clear lights of favour ; 
joade me come smiling, and cross -gartered to you. 
lo put on yellow stockings, and to frowm 
Upon sir 1 oby, and the lighter people : 

And, acting this in an obedient hope, 

my have you suffered me to be imprison’d, ' 

Kept in a dark house, visited by the priest, ^ 

And made the most notorious geek, and gull, 

That e’er invention play’d on ? tell me why. ’ 

_ 0/i. Alas, Malvolio, this is not my writing. 
Though I confess, much like the character ; 

But, out of question, ’tis Maria’s hand. 

And now I do bethink me, it was she [smiling, 
First told me, thou wast mad; then cam’st in 
And in such forms which here were presuppos’d i 
j Upon thee in the letter. Pr’ythee, be content : 

This practice hath most shrewdly pass’d upon thee : ' 
But, when we know the grounds and authors of it, 
Thou Shalt be both the plaintiff and the judge 
Of thine own cause. .. i 

Tab. Good madam, hear me speak ; 

And let no quarrel, nor no brawl to come, i 

Taint the condition of this present hour, ! 

mich I have wonder’d at. In hope it shall not, 
Most freely I confess, myself, and Toby, i 

Set this device against Malvolio here, I 

Upon some stubborn and uncourteous parts I 

We had conceiv’d against him : Maria writ 
The letter, at sir Toby’s great importance : 
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In recompense whereof, he hath married her. 

How with a sportful malice it was follow'd, 

May rather pluck on laughter than revenge ; 

If that the injuries be justly weigh'd, 

That have on both sides past. 

OH, Alas, poor fool ! how have they baffled thee ! 

CIo. Why, some are born greats some achieve 
greatness, and some have greatness thrown upon 
them, I was one, sir, in this interlude ; one sir 
Topas, sir ; but that’5 all one : — By the Lord, fool, 
I am not mad; — But do you remember } Madam., 
vjhy laugh you at such a barren rascal ? an you 
smile not^ he's gagged : And thus the whirligig of 
time brings in his revenges. 

Mai. I’ll be revenged on the whole pack of you. 

OH. He hath been most notoriously abused. 

Duke, Pursue him, and entreat him to a peace : — 
lie hath not told us of the captain yet ; 

When that is known and golden time convents, 

A solemn combination shall be made 
Of our dear souls — Mean time, sweet sister, 

We will not part from hence — Cesario, come r 
For so you shall be while you are a man ; 


>ur, wiien in omer habits you are seen, 
hsiuo's mistress, and his fancy's queen. [ 

SONG. 

CIO. 'Wlien that I was and a little tiny boy, 
With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
xi foolish thing- was but a toy, 

For the rain it rainetli every day. 

But when I came to man’s estate, 

W ith hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
’Gainst knave and thief men shut tlieir gat 
For tlie rain it rainetli every day. 

But when I came, alas ! to wive. 

With hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 

By swaggering could I never tlirive, 

For the rain it raineth every day! 

But when I came unto my bed, 

Witli hey, ho, the wind and the rain, 
With toss-pots still had drunken head, 

For the rain it raineth every day. 

A great w'lvile ago the w^orld begun, 

ith hey, Iio, tlie -wind and the rain, 
But that’s all one, our play is done. 

And we 11 strive to please you even’’ day. 



measure foe measure. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


VrcJSNTio, Duke of Vienna. 

A.NGELO5 LoTd Doputy in the Duko's cihsciicc- 
Escalus, an ancient Lord, joined %vim Angelo i 
Deputation. 

Claudio, a young Gentleman. 

Lucio, a Fantastic^ 

Two other like Gentlemen. 

Varrius, a Gentleman, Servant to the Duke. 
Provost. 

Thomas, ^ „ 

Peter, I Fnars. 

A Justice, 

Elbow, a simple Constable. 


Froth, a foolish Gentleman. 

Clown, Servant to Mrs. OvER-noNfL 
Abhorson, an Executioner. 

Barnardine, a dissolute Prisoner- 

Isabella, Sister to Claodto. 

Mariana, betrothed to Angelo. 

Juliet, beloved by Claudio. 

Francisca, a Nun. 

Mistress Over-done, a Bawd. 

Lords, Gentlemen, Guards, Cgficers, and other 
Attendants. 


SCENE, — Vienna. 


ACT I. 


i SCENE L — An Af^artmeni in the DufCE's 
' Palace, 

\ 

Enter Duke, Escalus, Lords, and Attendants. 

I Duke. Escalus, — 

I Escal. My lord. 

I Duke, Of pvernmeiit tlie properties to unfold, 

I Would seem in me to affect speech and discourse ; 
I Since l am put to know, that your own science 
i Exceeds, in that, the lists of all advice 
: My strength can give yon : Then no more re- 
I mains 

i But that to ydnr sufficiency, as your worth is able, 

! And let them work. The nature of our people, 
j Our city^s institutions, and the terms 
I For common justice, you are as pregnant in, 

! As art and practice hath enriched any 
I That we remember : There is our commission, 

I From which we would not have yon warp,— Call 
[ 1 say, bid come before ns Angelo.— [liither, 

I iExit an Attendant. 

I What figure of ns think you he will bear ? 

I For yon must know, we have with special soul 
' Elected him our absence to supply ; 

Lent him our terror, drest him. with our love ; 

And given his de|>ntation all the organs 
Of our own power : What think you of it ? 

Escal, If any in Vienna he of worth 
I To undergo such ample grace and honour, 

It is lord Angelo. 

: ' Enter Angelo. 

: Duke. Look, where he comes. 

Ang. Always obedient to your grace's wiU, 

, I come to know your pleasure. 

: Euke, ^ Angelo, 

j There is a kind of character in thy life, 
j That, to the observer, doth thy history 
■ Fully unfold : Thyself' and thy belongings 
; Are not thine own so proper, as to waste 


Thyself upon thy virtues, them on thee. 

Heaven doth with us, as we with torches do ; 

Not light them for themselves : for if our virtues 
Did not go forth of us, 'twere all alike 
As if we had themnot. Spiritsare not finel}^ touched 
But to fine issues : nor nature never lends 
The smallest scruple of her excellence, 

But, like a thrifty goddess, she determines 
Herself the glory of a creditor, 

Both thanks and use. But I do bend my speech 
To one that can my part in Mm advertise ; 

Hold therefore, Angelo ; 

In our remove, be thou at full ourself : 

Mortality and mercy in Vienna 
Live in thy tongue and heart : Old Escalus, I 
Though first in question, is thy secondary : j 

Take thy commission. I 

Ang. Now, good my lord, | 

Let there be some more test made of my metal-* | 

Before so noble and so great a figure | 

Be stamped upon it. j 

Duke, No more evasion : 1 

We have with a leaven’d and prepared choice i 
Proceeded to you ; therefore take your honours. 

Our haste from hence is of so quick condition, 

That it prefers itself, and leaves unquestioned ' 
Matters of needful value. We shall wTite to you. ; 
As time and our concernings shall importune, j 
How it goes with us ; and do look to know j 

What doth befall you here. So, fare you well ; | 

To the hopeful execution, do I leave you : 

Of your commissions. i 

Ang, Yet, give leave, my lord 

That we may bring you something on the way. i 

Duke, My haste may not admit it ; [ 

Nor need you, on mine honour, have- to do 
With any scruple : your scope is as mine own : ‘ 

I So to enforce, or qualify the laws P 
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As to your soul seems good. Give me your hand ; 
111 privily away : I love the people. 

But do not like to stage me to their eyes : 

Though it do well, I do not relish well 
Their loud applause, and aves vehement : 

Nor do I think the man of safe discretion, 

That does affect it. Once more, fare you well. 
Ang. The heavens give safety to your purposes! 
Escal Lead forth, and bring you back in happi- 
ness. 

D 2 ike. I thank you : Fare you well. lExU. 
Escal. I shall desire you, sir, to give me leave 
To have free speech with you ; and it concerns me 
To look into the bottom of my place : 

A power I have ; but of what strength and nature, 
I am not yet instructed. 

Ang, ’Tis sowithme : — Let us withdraw together, 
And we may soon our satisfaction have 
Touching that point. 

Escal. Ill wait upon your honour. 

[^Exeunt 


SCENE II.— .4 Street. 

Enter Luao and tivo Gentlemen. 

Lucio. If the duke, with the other dukes, come 
not to composition with the king of Hungary, why, 
then all the dukes fall upon the king. 

1 Gent. Heaven grant us its peace, but not the 
king of Hungary’s 1 

2 Gent, Amen. 

Lucio. Thou concludest like the sanctimonious 
pirate, that went to sea with the ten commandments, 
but scraped one out of the table. 

2 Gent. Thou shalt not steal ? 

Lucio. Ay, that he razed. 

1 Gent. Why, Iwas a commandment to command 
the captain and all the rest from their functions ; 
they put forth to steal : There’s not a soldier of us 
all, that, in the thanksgiving before meat, doth relish 
the petition well that prays for peace. 

1 Gent. I never heard any soldier dislike it. 

Lucio. I believe thee ; for, I think, thou never 

w’ast where grace was said. 

2 Gent. No ? a dozen times at least. 

1 Gent. What ? in metre ? 

Lucio, In any proportion, or in any language. 

1 Gent. I think, or in any religion. 

lucio. Ay 1 why not ? Grace is grace, despite of 
all controversy : As for example ; Thou thyself art 
a wicked villain, despite of all grace. 

1 Gent. W^eil, there went hut a pair of sheers 
between us. 

Lucio. I grant ; as there may between the hsts 
and the velvet : Thou art the list. 

i Gent. And thou the velvet : thou art good vel- 
vet ; thou art a three-piled piece, I warrant thee : I 
had as lief be a list of an English kersey, as be piled, 
as thou art piled, for a French velvet. Do I speak 
feelingly now ? 

Lucio. I think thou dost ; and, indeed, with most 
painful feeling of thy speech : I will, out of thine 
own confession, learn to begin thy health ; but whilst 
I live, forget to drink after thee. 

1 Gent. I think, I have done myself wrong ; have 
I not? 

2 Gent. Yes, that thou hast ; whether thou art 
tainted, or free. 

Lucio. Behold, behold, where madam Mitigation 


comes ! I have purchased as many diseases under 
her roof, as come to — 

2 Gent. To what, I pray t 

1 Gent. Judge. 

2 Gent. To three thousand dollars a-year. 

1 Gent. Ay, and more. 

Lucio. A French crown more. 

1 Gent. Thou art always hgiiring diseases in me ; 
but thou art full of error ; I am sound. 

L^icio. Nay, not as one would say’-, healthy; but 
so sound, as things that are hollow : thy bones are 
hollow : impiety has made a feast of thee. 

Enter Bauto. 

1 Gent. How now 1 Which of your hips has the 
most profound sciatica ? 

Bated. *Well, well ; there’s one yonder arrested, 
and carried to prison, was worth the thousand of 
you all. 

1 Gent. Who’s that, I pray thee ? 

Bawd. Marry, sir, that’s Claudio, signior Claudio, i 

1 Gent. Claudio to prison ! ’tis not so. 

Bawd. Nay, but I know, ’tis so : I saw him ! 

arrested ; saw him carried away ; and, which is ' 
more, within these three days his head’s to be j 
chopped off. I 

Lucio. But, after all this fooling, I would not | 
have it so : Art thou sure of this ? | 

Bated. I am too sure of it : and it is for getting I 
madam Julietta with child. " j 

Lucio. Believe me, this may be : he promised to | 
meet me two hours since ; and he was ever precise ' 
in promise-keeping. | 

2 Gent. Besides, you know, it draws something ' 
near to the speech we had to such a purpose. 

1 Gent. But most of all, agreeing with the pro- 
clamation. 

Lucio. Aw'ay ; let’s go learn the truth of it. 

[_ExeMnt Lucio and Gentlemen. 

Bait'd. Thus, what with the war, what with the { 
sweat, what with the gallow’s, and what with poverty, : 
I am custom-shrunk. How now? what’s the news 
with you ? 

Enter Cloivn. 

Clo. Yonder man is carried to prison. 

Bawd. Well : what has he done ? 

Clo. A woman. 

Bawd. But what’s his offence ? 

Clo. Groping for trouts in a peculiar river. 

Bawd. What, is there a maid with child by him ? 

Clo. No ; but there’s a woman with maid by 
him; You have not heard of the proclamation, 
have you ? 

Bawd. What proclamation, man ? 

Clo. All houses in the suburbs of Vienna must , 
be plucked down. i 

Bawd. And what shall become of those in the | 
city? I 

Clo. They shall stand for seed : they had gone 
down too, hut that a wise burgher put in for them. 

Bawd. But shall all our houses of resort in the 
suburbs be pull’d down ? 

Clo. To the ground, mistress. 

Bawd. Why, here’s a change, indeed, in the 
commonwealth ! Wliat shall become of me ? 

« Clo. Come ; fear not you : good counsellors lack 
no clients : though you change your place, you need 
no,t change your trade ; I’ll be your tapster still. 
Coui-age ; there will be pity taken on you : you 
that have worn your eyes almost out in the service, 
you will be considered. 
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Bawd. AVliat’s to do here, Thomas Taj 

Let’s withdraw. 

Clo, Here^ comes signior Claudio, led b 
provost to prison : and there’s madam Juliet. 


^ Lucio. I warrant, it is : and thy head stands so 
tackle on thy shoulders, that a milk-maid, if slm be 
m love, may sigh it off. Send after the duke, and 
appeal to him. 

Claud. I have done so, but he’s not to be found. 
I pr’ythee, Lucio, do me this kind seiwice ; 

This day my sister should the cloister enter, 

And there receive her approbation : 

Acquaint her with the danger of mv state ; 

Implore her, in my voice, thai she make friends 
To the stiict deputy ; bid herself assay him ; 

I have great hope in that : for in her youth 
There is a prone and speechless dialect. 

Such as moves men ; beside, she hath prosperous art 
’’v^'hen she will play with reason and discourse, 

And well she can persuade. 

Lucio. I pray, she may: as well for the encou- 
ragement of the like, which else would stand under 
grievous imposition ; as for the enjojung of tliy life, 
who I would be sorry should be thus ibolishly lost 
at a game of tick-tack. I’ll to her. 


SCENE III, 


•The same. 

Enter Provost, Claudio, Juliet, and Officers; Lucio 
and ti€0 Gentlemen-. 

Claud. Fellow, why dost thou shov/ me thus to 
the world ? 

Bear me to prison, where I am committed. 

Pro. I do it not in evil disposition, 

But from lord Angelo by special charge. 

Claud. Thus can the demi-god, Authority, 

Make us pay down for our offence by weight 

The words of heaven ; — on whom it -will, it will ; 
On whom it will not, so ; 3 ret still ’tis just. 

Lucio. Why, how now, Claudio ? whence comes 
this restraint 1 

Claud. From too much liberty, my Lucio, liberty : 
As surfeit is the father of much fast, 

So every scope by the immoderate use. 

Turns to restraint : Our natures do pursue, 

(Like rats that ravine down their proper bane,) 

A thirsty evil, and when we drink, wm die. 

Lucio. If I could speak so wisely under an arrest, 
I would send for certain of my creditors : And yet, 
to say the truth, I had as lief have the foppery of 

freedom, as the morahty of imprisonment What’s 

thy offence, Claudio ? 

Claud. What, but to speak of wmuld offend again. 
Lucio. What is it, mm-der ? 

Claud. Nb. 

Lucio. Lechery? 

Claud. Call it so. 

Pfov. Aw^ay, sir ; you must go, 

Claud. One word, good friend : — Lucio, a word 
with you. [Ta/coif him aside. 

Lucio. A hundred, if they’ll do you any good. — 
Is lechery so look’d after ? [contract, 

Claud. Thus it stands with me : — upon a true 
I got possession of Julietta’s bed ; 

You know the lady ; she is fast my wife, 

Save that we do the denunciation lack 
Of outward order : this we came not to, 

Only for propagation of a dower 
Remaining in the coffer of her friends ; 

From whom w^e thought it meet to hide our love. 
Till time had made them for us. But it chances, 
The stealth of our most mutual entertainment, 

With character too gross, is writ on Juliet. 

Lucio. 'With child, perhaps ? 

Claud. Unhappily, even so. 

And the new deputy now^ for the duke, — 

W hether it be the fault and glimpse of newness ; 

Or whether that the body public be 
A horse whereon the governor doth ride, 

MTio, newly in the seat, that it may know 
He can command, lets it straight feel the spur : 
Whether the tyranny be in his place, 
jlOr in his eminence that fills it up, 

I I stagger in But this new governor 
Awakes me all the enrolled penalties, [wall, 

Wliich have, like unscour’d annour, hung by the 
So long, that nineteen zodiacs have gone rounds 
And none of them been worn ; and, for a name, | 
Now puts the drowsy and neglected act j 

I Freshly on me : — ’tis surely, for a name. | 


SCENE IV. — A Monastery . 

Enter Bvke and Friar Thomas. 

Duhe. No ; holy father ; throw away that thought ; 
Believe not that the dribbling dart of love 
Can pierce a complete bosom : why I desire thee 
To give me secret harbour, hath a purpose 
More grave and wiinkled than the aims and ends- 
Of burning youth. 

May your grace speak of it ? 
Duke. My holy sir, none better knows than you 
How I have ever loved the life removed ; , 

And held in idle price to haunt assemblies, j 

Where youth, and cost, and witless bravery keeps. { 
I have deliver’d to lord Angelo 
(A man of stricture, and firm abstinence,) i 

My absolute power and place here in Vienna, i 
And he supposes me travell’d to Foiand ; \ 

For so I have strew’d it in the common ear, i 

And so it is received: Now, pious sir, | 

You will demand of me, why I do this ? j 

Fri. Gladly, my lord. | 

Duke. We have strict statutes, and most biting i 
laws, I 

(The needful bits and curbs for head-strong steeds,) 
Which for these fomteen years we have let sleep ; 
Even like an o’er-grown lion in a cave, i 

That goes not out to prey : Now, as fond fathers ; 

Having bound up the threat’ning twigs of bircli, ; 

Only to stick it in their children’s sight, 

For terror, not to use ; in time the rod 
Becomes more mock’d than fear’d : so our decrees, 
Dead to infliction, to themselves are dead j 
And liberty plucks justice by the nose ; 

The baby beats the nurse, and quite athwart 
Goes all decorum. 

Fri. It rested in your grace 

To unloose this tied-up justice, when you pleas’d : 


And it in you more dreadM would have seem'd. 
Than in lord Angelo. 

Duke. 


I do fear, too dreadful *. 

Sith ’twas my fault to give the people scope, 
’Twould be my tyranny to strike and gall them 
For what I bid them do: For we bid this be done; 
When evil deeds have their permissive pass, 



MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


ACT I. 


And not the punishment. Therefore, indeed, my 
I have on A^ngelo imposed the office ; [father, 
Who may, in the ambush of my name, strike home, 
And yet my nature never in the sight, 

To do it slander ; And to behold his sway, 

I will, as ’twere a brother of your order, 

Visit both prince and people: therefore, I pr’ythee, 
Supply me with the habit, and instruct me 
How I may formally in person bear me 
Like a true friai’. More reasons for this action, 

At our more leism*e shall I render you ; 

Only, this one Lord Angelo is precise ; 

Stands at a guard with envy ; scarce confesses 
That his blood flows, or that his appetite 
Is more to bread than stone : Hence shall we see, 
If power change purpose, what our seemers be. 

lEa^eunt. 


SCENE V. — A Nunnery. 

Enter Isabella and Fbancisca. 

Isab. And have you nuns no further privileges ? 
Fran, Are not these large enough ? 

Isab. Yes, truly : I speak not as desiring more ; 
But rather wishing a more strict restraint 
Upon the sisterhood, the votaries of St. Clare. 
Luoio, Ho ! Peace be in this place ! [Within. 
Isab. Who’s that which calls ? 

Fran. It is a man’s voice : Gentle Isabella, 
Turn you the key, and know his business of him ; 
You may, I may not ; you are yet unsworn : 

When you have vow’d, youmustnot speak with men, 
But in the presence of the prioress : 

Then, if you speak, you must not show your face ; 
Or, if you show yom* face, you must not speak. 

He calls again ; I pray you answer him. 

[Exit Fbancisca. 

Isab. Peace and prosperity 1 Who is’t that calls ? 
Enter Lucro. 

Lucio. Hail, virgin, if you be ; as those cheek- 
roses 

Proclaim you are no less ! Can you so stead me 
As bring me to the sight of Isabella, 

A novice of this place, and the fair sister 
To her unhappy brother Claudio ? 

Isab. Why her unhappy brother ? let me ask ; 
The rather, for I now must make you know 
I am that Isabella, and his sister. 

Lticio. Gentle and fair, your brother kindly greets 
Not to be weary with you, he’s in prison. [you : 
Isab. Woe me ! For what ? 

Lucio. For that, which if myself might be his 
judge, 

He should receive his punishment in thanks : 
tie hath got his friend with child. 

Isab, Sir, make me not your story. 

Lucio. It is true. 

I would not— though ’tis my familiar sin 
With maids to seem the lapwing, and to jest 
Tongue far from heart, — play with all virgins so ; 

I hold you as a thing ensky’d, and sainted ; 

By your renouncement, an immortal spirit ; 


And to be talk’d with in sincerity, 

As with a saint. 

Isab, You do blaspheme the good, in mockingme. 
Lucio. Do not believe it. Fewness and truth., 
’tis thus : 

Your brother and his lover have embraced : 

As those that feed grow Mi ; as blossoming time, 
That from the seedness the bare fallow brings 
To teeming foison ; even so her plenteous womb 
Expresseth his full tilth and husbandry. 

Isab. Some one wdth child by him ? — My cousin 
Lucio. Is slie your cousin ? [Juliet ? 

Isab. Adoptedly ; as school-maids change their 
By vain though apt aftection. [names, 

Lucio. She it is. 

Isab. 0, let him marry her ! 

Lucio. ^ This is the point 

The duke is very strangely gone from hence ; 

Bore many gentlemen, myself being one. 

In hand, and hope of action : but we do learn 
By those that know the very nerves of state, 

His givings out were of an infinite distance 
From his true-meant design. Upon his place, 

And with full line of his authority, 

Governs lord Angelo : a man, whose blood 
Is very snow-broth ; one who never feels 
The wanton stings and motions of the sense ; 

But doth rebate and blunt his natural edge 
With profits of the mind, study, and fast. 

He (to give fear, to use and liberty, 

Which have, for long, run by the hideous law, 

As mice by lions,) hath pick’d out an act, 

Under whose heavy sense your brother’s life 
Falls into forfeit : he arrests him on it ; 

And follows close tlie rigour of the statute, 

To make him an example ; all hope is gone, 

Unless yon have the grace by your fair prayer 
To soften Angelo : And that’s my pith 
Of business ’twixt yon and your poor brother. , 
Isab. Doth he so seek his life } i 

Lucio. Has censur’d him 

Aheady ; and, as I hear, the provost hath j 

A warrant for his execution. i 

Isab. Alas ! what poor ability’s in me | 

To do him good | 

Lucio. Assay the power you have. ! 

Isab. My power 1 Alas 1 I doubt, — I 

Lucio. Our doubts are traitors, | 

And make us lose the good wm oft might win, 

By fearing to attempt : Go to lord Angelo, | 

And let him learn to know, when maidens sue, ’ 
Men give like gods ; but when they weep and kneel, 
AU their petitions are as freely theirs i 

As they themselves would owe them. i 

Isab. I’ll see what 1 can do. ! 

Lucio. But, speedily, | 

Isab. I wiU about it straight ; | 

No longer staying but to give the mother I 

Notice of my afiair. I humbly thank you : I 

Commend me to my brother ; soon at night ! 

I’ll send him certain word of my success. 

Lucio. I take my leave of j'ou. ; 

Isab. Good sir, adieu. | 

[Exeunt. 


'SCENE 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE, 


89 


ACT 11. 


SCENE I. — A Hall in Angelo’s House, 

Ewidr* Angelo, Escalus, a Justice, Provost, Officers, 
and other Attendants. 

Ang\ We must not make a scare-crow of the 
law, 

, Setting it up to fear the birds of prey, 

And let it keep one shape, till custom make it 
Their perch, and not their terror. 

Escal. Ay, but yet 

Let us be keen, and rather cut a little, 

Than fall, and bruise to death : Alas ! this gentle- 
man, 

Whom I would save, had a most noble father. 

Let but your honour know, 

(Whom I believe to be most strait in virtue,) 

Tliat, in the working of your own affections, 

Had time cohered with place, or place with wishing, 
Or that the resolute acting of your blood 
Could have attain’d the effect of your own purpose, 
Whether you had not sometime in your life 
Err’d in this point which now you censure him, 
And pull’d the law upon you. 

Ang. ’Tis one thing to be tempted, Escalus, 
Another thing to faU. I not deny, 

The jury, passing on the prisoner’s life. 

May, in the sworn twelve, have a thief or two 
Guiltier than him they try : What’s open made to 
justice, 

That justice seizes. What know the laws, 

That thieves do pass on thieves ? ’Tis very preg- 
nant, 

The jewel 1:hat we find, we stoop and take it, 
Because we see it ; hut what we do not see, 

We tread upon, and never think of it. 

You may not so extenuate his offence, 

Eor I have had such faults ; but rather tell me, 
When I, that censure him, do so offend, 

Let mine own judgment pattern out my death, 

And nothing come in partial. Sir, he must die. 
Escal, Be it as your wisdom ’vvill. 

Ang. Where is the provost } 

Prov, Here, if it like your honour. 

Ang. See that Claudio 

Be executed by nine to-morrow moiming : 

Bring him his confessor, let him be prepared ; 

For that’s the utmost of his pilgrimage. 

\_ExU Provost. 

Escal. Well, heaven forgive him! and forgive 
us all ! 

Some rise by sin, and some by virtue fall ; 

Some run from brakes of vice, and answer none ; 
And some condemned for a fault alone. 

Enter Elbow, Froth, Clown, Officers, ^c. 

Elb. Come, bring them away : if these be good 
people in a cominon-weal, that do nothing but use 
their abuses in common houses, I know no law ; 
bring them away. 

Ang. How now, sir ! W^hat’s your name } and 
what’s the matter 

Elb. If it please your honour, I am the poor 
duke’s constable, and my name is Elbow; 1 do 
lean upon justice, sir, and do bring in here before 
your good honom* two notorious benefactors. 

Ang. Benefactors.^ Well; what benefactors are 
they ? are they not malefactors 1 
Elb. If it please your honour, I know not well 
what they are ; but precise villains they are, that 3 


am sure of; and void of all profanation in the 
world, that good Christians ought to have. 

Escal. This comes off well; here’s a wise officer. 

Ang. Go to; What quality are they of.> Elbow 
is your name } Why dost thou not speak, Elbow? 

Clo. He cannot, sir; he’s out at elbow. 

What are you, sm? * 

Elb. He, sir ? a tapster, sir ; parcel-baw^d ; one 
that serves a bad woman; whose house, sir, was, as 
they say, pluck’d down in the subui’bs ; and now 
she professes a hot-house, w^hich, I tliink, is a very 
ill house too. 

Escal. How know you that ? 

Elb. My wife, sir, whom I detest before heaven 
and your honour, — 

Escal. How 1 thy wife ? 

Elb. Ay, sir ; who, I thank heaven, is an honest 
woman, — 

Escal. Dost thou detest- her therefore ? 

Elb. I say, sir, I will detest myself also, as w’-ell 
as she, that this house, if it be not a bawd’s house, 
it is pity of her life, for it is a naughty house. 

Escal. How dost thou know that, constable? 

Elb. Marry, sk, by my wife ; who, if she had 
been a woman cardinally given, might have been 
accused in fornication, adidtery, and all uncleanii- 
ness there, 

Escal. By the woman’s means? 

Elb. Ay, sk, by mistress Overdone’s means : but 
as she spit in his face, so she defied him. 

Clo. Sir, if it please your honour, this is uot so. 

Elb. Prove it before these varlets here, thou 
honourable man, prove it. 

Escal. Do you hear how he misplaces ? I 

[_To Angsia). I 

Clo. Sir, she came in great with child : and 
lo nging (saving your honour ’ s reverence , ) for stew ’ d ' 
prunes ; sir, we had but two in the house, which at 
that very distant time stood, as it wei-e, in a fruit- 
dish, a dish of some three-pence ; your honours 
have seen such dishes ; they are not China dishes, 
but very good dishes, 

Escal. Go to, go to ; no matter for the dish, sir. 

Clo. No, indeed, sir, not of a pin ; you are j 
therein in the right : hut, to the point : As I say, 
this mistress Elbow, being, as I say, with child, ' 
and being great bellied, and longing, as I said, for I 
pmnes ; and having hut two in the dish, as I said, * 
master Froth here, this very man, having eaten the ; 
rest, as I said, and, as I say, paying for them very I 
honestly ; — ^for, as you know, master Froth, I could ! 
not give you three-pence again. 

Froth. No, indeed. 

Clo, Very well: you being then, if‘ you he re- 
member’d, cracking the stones of the aforesaid 
prunes. I 

Froth. Ay, so I did, indeed. | 

Clo. Why, very we’ll ; I telling you then, if you 
be remember’d, that such a one, and such a one, 
were past cure of the thing you wot of, unless the? 
kept very good diet, as I told you. 

All this is true. 

Clo. Why, very well then. 

Escal, Come, you are a tedious fool: to the 
purpose. — ^What was done to Elbow’s wife, that 
he bath cause to complain of ? Come me to what 
was done to her. 
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Clo. Sir, your honour cannot come to that yet. 

Escal. No, sir, nor I mean it not. 

Clo, Sir, but you shall come to it, by your ho- 
nour’s leave: An^ I beseech you, look into master 
Froth here, sir ; a man of fom'score pound a year ; 
whose father died at Hallowmas : — Was’t not at 
Hallowmas, master Froth ? 

Froth. All-hallond eve. 

Clo, Wliy, very well; I hojDe here be truths : 
He, sir, sitting, as I s^y, in a lower chair, sir ; — 
’twas in the Euncli of Grapes, where, indeed, you 
have a delight to sit ; Have you not ? 

Froth. I have so ; because it is an open room, 
and good for winter. 

C/o.Why, very well then ; — I hope here be truths. 

Ang. This will last out a night in Russia, 

When nights are longest there : I’ll take my leave. 
And leave you to the hearing of the cause ; 

Hoping, you’ll find good cause to w'hip them all. 

Escal, I think no less : Good morrow to your 
lordship. [Exit Angelo. 

Now, sir, come on : What was done to Elbow’s 
wife, once more ? 

Clo. Once, sir ? there was nothing done to her 


Elb. I beseech, you, sir, ask him what this man 
did to my wife, 

Clo. I beseech your honom*, ask me. 

Escal. Well, sir : what did this gentleman to her } 

clo, I beseech you, sir, look in this gentleman’s 
face : — Good master Froth, look upon his honour ; 
’tis for a good purpose : Doth your honour mark 
his face ? 

Escal. Ay, sir, very well. 

Clo. Nay, I beseech you, mark it well. 

Escal. Well, I do so. 

Clo. Doth your honour see any harm in his 
face ? 

Escal. W^hy, no. 

Clo. ril be supposed upon a book, his face is the 
worst thing about him : Good then ; if his face 
be the worst thing about him, how could master 
Froth do the constable’s wife any hai*m ? I would 
know that of your honour. 

Escal. He’s in the right : Constable, what say 
you to it ? 

Elb. First, an it like you, the house is a respected 
house; next, this is a respected fellow; and his 
mistress is a respected woman. 

Clo. By this hand, sir, his wife is a more 
respected person than any of us all. 

Elb. Vaiiet, thou liest; thou liest, wicked vaiiet: 
the time is yet to come, that she was ever respected, 
with man, woman, or child. 

Clo. Sir, she was respected with him before he 
married with her. 

Escal. Which is the wiser here? Justice, or Ini- 
quity ? — Is this true ? 

Elb. 0 thou caitiff! O thouvarletl O thou 
wicked Hannibal! I respected with her, before I 
was married to her ? If ever I was respected wfith 
her, or she with me, let not your worship think 
me the poor duke’s officer Prove this, thou 
wucked Hannibal, or I’U have mine action of bat- 
tery on thee. 

Escal. If he took you a box o’ th’ ear, you might 
have your action of slander too. 

Elb. Marry, I thank your good worship for it : 
What is’t your worship’s pleasure I should do with 
^his wicked caitiff? 


Escal Truly, officer, because he hath some of- 
fences in him, that thou wouldst discover if thou 
could St, let him continue in his courses, till thou 
knowest what they are. 

Elb. Marry, I thank your worship for it : 

Thou seest, thou wicked varLet now, what’s come 
upon thee ; thou art to continue now, thou vaiiet • 
thou art to continue. 

Escal. Where were you bom, friend ? 

[To Froth. 

Froth. Here in Vienna, sir. 

Escal. Are you of fourscore pounds a year ? 

Froth. Yes, aiid’t please you, sir. 

Escal. So. — ^Wliat trade are you of, sir ? 

the Clown. 

Clo. A tapster ; a poor widow’s tapster. 

Escal. Your mistress’s name? 

Clo. Mistress Over-done, 

Escal. Hath she had any more than one hus- 
band? 

Ch. Nine, sir ; Over-done l)y the last. 

Escal. Nine!' — Come hither to me, master Froth. 
Master Froth, I w^ould not have you acquainted 
with tapsters : they will draw you, master Froth, 
and you will hang them : Get you gone, and let me 
hear no more of you. 

Froth. I thank your worsliip: For mine own 
part, I never come into any room in a taphouse, 
but I am drawn in. 

Escal. Well; no more of it, master Froth : fare- 
well. [Exit Froth.] ^Come you hither to me, 
master tapster ; what’s your name, master tapster? 

Clo. Pompey. 

Escal. What else ? 

Clo. Bum, sir. « 

Escal. ’Troth, and your hum is the greatest 
thing about you ; so that, in tlie beastliest sense, 
you are Pompey the great. Pompey, you are partly 
a baw'd, Pompey, howsoever you colour it in being 
a tapster. Are you not } come, tell me true ; it 
shall be the better for you. 

Clo. Truly, sir, I am a poor fellow, that would live. 

Escal. How w'ould you live, Pompey ? by being 
a bawd ? What do you thinlv of the trade, Pom- 
pey ? is it a lawful trade ? 

Clo, If the law would allow it, sir. 

Escal. But the law will not allow it, Pompey : 
nor it shall not he allowed in Vienna. 

Clo. Does your worship mean to geld and splay 
all tlie youth in the city ? 

Escal. No, Pompey. 

Clo. Truly, sir, in my poor opinion, they will 
to’t then : If your worship will take order for the 
drabs and the knaves, you need uotto fear the bawds. 

Escal. There are pretty orders beginning, I can 
tell you : It is but heading and hanging. 

Clo. If you head and hang all that offend that 
way but for ten year together, you’ll be glad to give 
out a commission for more heads. If this law^ hold 
in Vienna ten year, I’ll rent the fairest house in it, 
after three-pence a bay: If you live to see this come 
to pass, say, Pompey told you so. 

Escal. Thank you, good Pompey : and, in re- 
quital of your prophecy, hark you, — I advise you, 
let me not find you before me again upon any com- 
plaint whatsoever, no, not for dwelling where you 
do ; if I do, Pompey , I shall beat you to your tent, 
and prove a shrewd Csesar to you; in plain dealing, 
Pompey, I shah have you whipt : so for this time, 
Pompey, fare you well. 
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Clo. I thank your worship for your good counsel ; 
but I shall follow it, as the flesh and fortune shall 
better determine. 

Whip me ? No, no ; let carman whip his jade ; 

The valiant heart’s not whipt out of his trade. [Exit, 
Escal. Come hither to me, master, Elbow ; come 
hither, master Constable. How long have you been 
in this place of constable ? 

Elb, Seven year and a half, sir. 

Escal. I thought, by your readiness in the office, 
you had continued in it some time : You say, seven 
years together ? 

Elb. And a half, sir. 

Escal Alas ! it hath been great pains to you ! 
They do you wrong to put you so oft upon’t : Are 
there not men in your ward sufficient to serve it ? 

Elb. Faith, sir, few of any wit in such matters : 
as they are chosen, they are glad to choose me for 
them ; I do it for some piece of money, and go 
through with all. 

Escal Look you, bring me in the names of some 
six or seven, the most sufficient of your parish. 

Elb. To your worship’s house, sir ? 

Escal To my house : Fare you well. [Exit 
Elbow.] What’s o’clock, think you ? 

Just. Eleven, sir. 

Escal I pray you home to dinner with me. 
Just. I humbly thank you. 

Escal It grieves me for the death of Claudio ; 
But there’s no remedy. 

Just. Lord Angelo is severe. 

Escal It is but needful : 

Mercy is not itself, that oft looks so ; 

Pardon is still the nurse of second woe : 

But yet,y-Poor Claudio I — There’s no remedy. 
Come, sir. lExeunt. 


And to be shortly of a sisterhood, 

If not already. 

Ang» Well, let her be admitted. 

[_Exit S] 

See you, the fornicatress be remov’d ; 

Let her have needful, but not lavish, means 
There shall be order for it. 


Enter Lucio and Isabella. i 

Prov. Save your honour I » lOffcring to retire. I 
Ang. Stay a little while. — [To Isab.] You are ! 

welcome : What’s your will ? j 

Isah. I am a woeful suitor to youi* honour, ; 
Please but your honour hear me. 

Ang. Well ; what’s your suit ? , 

Isab. There is a vice, that most I do abhor, , 
And most desire should meet the blow of Justice ; j 

For which I would not plead, hut that I must ; ] 

For which I mu-st not plead, but that I am i 

At war ’twixt wiU, and will not. 

Well the matter ? j 

Isab. I have a brother is condemn’d to die : 

I do beseech you, let it he his fault, i 

And not my brother. | 

Prov. Heaven give thee moving graces. ' 

Ang. Condemn the fault, and not the actor of it 1 i 
Why, every fault’s condemned, ere it be done : 

Mine were the very cipher of a function, 

To find the faults, whose fine stands in record. 

And let go by the actor. 

Isah. O just, but severe law 1 

I had a brother then. — Heaven keep your honour ! 

[^Retiring. 

Lucio. [ To Isab.] Give’t net o’er so : to him 
again, intreat him ; i 

Kneel down before him, hang upon his gown ; 

You are too cold ; if you should need a pin, 

You could not with more tame a tongue desire it : 

To him, I say. I 

Isab. Must he needs die ? 

Ang. Maiden, no remedy. 

Isah. Yes ; I do think that you might pardon 
him, 

And neither heaven, nor man, grieve at the mercy. 
Ang. I will not do’t. 

Isah. But can you, if you would ? 

Ang. Look, what I will not, that I cannot do. 
Isab. But might you do’t, and do the world no 
wrong, 

If so your heart were touched with that remorse ; 
As mine is to him I 

Ang. He’s sentenced ; ’tis too late. | 

Lucio. You are too cold. [2’o Isabella | 

Isab. Too late ? why, no; I, that do speak a woj'd, | 
May call it back again : WuU, believe this, i 

No ceremony that to great ones ’longs, 

Not the king’s crown, nor the deputed sword, 

The marshal’s truncheon, nor the judge’s robe, 
Become them with one half so good a grace, 

As mercy does. If he had been as you, 

And you as he, you would have slipt like him ; 

But he, like you, would not have been so stern. 

Ang. Pray you, begone. 

Isab. I would to hpaven I had your potency, 

And you were Isabel : should it then be thus ? 

No ; I would tell what ’twere to be a judge, 

And what a prisoner. 

Lucio, Ay, touch him : there’s the vein”. lAside. 
Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 

And you but waste your words. 


SCENE II. — Another Room in the same. 
Enter Provost and a Servant. 

Serv. He’s hearing of a cause ; he will come 
m tell him of you. [straight. 

Ftou. Prayyoudo. [Eri^ Servant.] I’ll know 
His pleasure ; may be, he will relent ; Alas, 

He hath but as offended in a dream ! 

AH sects, all ages, smack of this vice ; and he 
To die for it 1 — ■ 

Enter Angelo,. 

Ang. Now what’s the matter, provost ? 

Prov. Is it your will Claudio shall die to-morrow ? 
Ang. Did I not tell thee, yea ? hadst thou not 
Why dost thou ask again ? [order ? 

Prov. Lest I might be too rash : 

Under your good correction, I have seen, 

When, after execution, judgment hath 
Repented o’er his doom. 

A7ig. Go to ; let that be mine ; 

Do you your office, or give up your place, 

And you shall weU be spared, 

Prov. I crave your honour’s pardon. — 

What shall be done, sir, with the groaning Juliet ? 
She’s very near her hour. 

Ang. Dispose of her 

To some more fitter place ; and that with speed. 
Re-^nter Servant. 

Ser. Here is the sister of the man condemned, 
Desires access to you. 

A7ig. Plath he a sister ? 

Prov. Ay, my good lord ; a very virtuous maid, 



Isnh, Alas ! alas ! 

Why, all the souls thut were, were forfeit once ; 
And He that might the vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy : How would you be, 

If he, which is the top of judgment, should 
But judge you as you are ? O, think on that ; 

And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 

Like man new made. 

Ang, Be you content, fair maid ; 

It is the law, not I, cf'ndemns yonr brother : 

Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son. 

It should be thus with him ; — he must die to- 
morrow. [spare him ! 

Isah. To-morrow ? 0, that’s sudden 1 Spare him, 
He’s not prepared for death ! Even for onr kitchens 
We kill the fowl of season ; shall w^e serve heaven 
With less respect than we do minister 
To our gross selves Good, good my lord, bethink 
Who is it that hath died for this offence } [you : 
There’s many have committed it. 

Lucio. Ay, weU said. 

Ang, The law hath not been dead, though it 
hath slept : 

Those many had not dared to do that evil. 

If the first man that did the edict infringe. 

Had answered for his deed ; now, ’tis awake ; 
Takes note of what is done ; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shows what future evils, 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceived, 

And so in progress to be hatched and born,) 

Are now to have no successive degrees, 

But, where they live, to end. 

Isah. Yet show some pity. 

Ang. I show it most of all, when I show justice ; 
For then I pity those I do not know. 

Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall ; 

And do him right, that answering one foul wrong. 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied ; 

Yonr brother dies to-morrow ; be content. 

Isah. So you must be tbe first, that gives this 
sentence ; 

And he, that suffers : O, it is excellent 
To have a giant’s strength ; but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 

Ludo. That’s well said. 

Isab. Could great men thunder 
As Jove himself does, Jove would ne’er be quiet, 
For every pelting, petty officer. 

Would use his heaven for thunder: nothing hut 

Meroifal heaven ! [thunder, 

Thou rather, with thy sharp and sulphui'ous holt, 
Splitt’st the unwedgeable and gnarled oak, 

Than the soft myrtle ; — 0, but man, proud man ! 
Brest in a little brief authority ; 

Most ignorant of what he’s most assured, 

His glassy essence, -—like an angry ape. 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high heaven. 

As make the angels veeep ; who, with our spleens, 
Would all themselves laugh mortal. 

Lucio. Ojtohim, to him, wench: he will relent ; 
He’s coming, I perceive’t. 

Ptov. Pray heaven, she vein him 1 

Isab. We cannot weigh our brother with oui’self : 
Great men may jest with saints : ’tis wit in them ; 
But, in the less, foul profanation. 

Lneio. Thou’rt in the right, girl ; more o’ that. 
Isah. That in the captain’s but a choleric word, 
Which in the soldier is fiat blasphemy. 

Lucio. Art advised o’ that } more on’t. 

Ang. Why do you put these sajdngs upon me ? 


Isab. Because authority, though it err like others 
Hath yet a kind of medicine in itself, 

That skins the vice o’ the top : Go to your bosom ; 
Knock there ; and ask your heart, what it doth know 
That’s like my brother’s fault : if it confess 
A natural guiltiness, such as is his, 

Let it not sound a thought upon your tongue 
Against my brother’s life. 

^ng. She speaks, and ’tis 

Such sense, that my sense breeds with it Fare 

you well. 

Isah. Gentle my lord, turn back. 

Ang. I will bethink me : — Come again to- 
morrow. 

Isah. Hark, how I’ll bribe you : Good my lord, 
turn back. 

Ajig. How! bribe me? 

Isab. Ay, with such gifts, that heaven shall share 
with you. 

Lucio. You had marr’d all else. 

Isah. Not with fond shekels of the tested gold, 
Or stones, whose rates are either rich, or poor, 

As fancy values them : but with true prayers, 

That shall be up at heaven, and enter there, 

Ere sun-rise : prayers from preserved souls, 

From fasting maids, whose minds are dedicate 
To nothing temporal. 

Ang. Well ; come to me 

To-morrow. 

Lucio. Go to ; it is well ; aw’-ay. 

to IsAB-En. 

Isab. Heaven keep your honour safe ! 

Ang. Amen : for I 

Am that way going to temptation, lAsuic. 

Where prayers cross. r 

Isab. At what hour to-morrow 

Shall I attend your lordship ? 

Ang. At any time ’fore noon. 

Isab. Save your honour 1 

' lExeunt Lucio, Isaeei.la, and Provost. 
Ajig. From thee ; even from thy virtue ! — 
What’s this ? what’s this ? Is this her fault, or mine ? 
The tempter or the tempted, who sins most ? Ha ! 
Not she ; nor doth she tempt : but it is I, 

That lying by the violet, in the sun, 

Do, as the carrion does, not as the fiower, 

Corrupt with virtuous season. Can it be, 

That modesty may more betray our sense 
Than woman’s lightness ? Having waste ground 
enough, 

Shall we desire to raze the sanctuary, 

And pitch our evils there ? O, fye, fye, fye ! 

What dost thou ? or what art thou, Angelo? 

Dost thou desire her foully, for those things 
That make her good ? O, let her brother live : 
Thieves for their robbery have authority, 

When judges steal themselves. What do I love 
That I desire to hear her speak again, [her, 

And feast upon her eyes ? What is’t I dream on ? 
0 cunning enemy, that, to catch a saint, 

With saints dost bait thy hook ! Most dangerous 
Is that temptation, that doth goad us on 
To sin in loving virtue : never could the strumpet, 
With all her double vigoim, art, and nature, 

Once stir my temper ; but this virtuous maid 
Subdues me quite ; — Ever till now, 

When men were fond, I smiled and wondered 
how. lE&dt. 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE 


SCENE III. — A Room in a Prison. 

Enter Duke, habited like a Friar, an P rovost. 
Duke. Hail to yon, provost ! so, I think yon are. 
Prov. I am the provost : What’s your will, good 
friar } 

Duke. Bound by my charity, andmy bless ’d order, 
I come to visit the afflicted spirits 
Here in the prison : do me the common right 
To let me see them ; and to make me know 
The nature of their crimes, that I may minister 
To them accordingly. 

Prov. I would do more than that, if more were 
needful. 

Enter Juliet. 

Look, here comes one ; a gentlewoman of mine, 
Who falling in the flames of her own youth, 

Hath blistered her report : She is with child ; 

And he that got it, sentenced ; a young man 
More fit to do another such offence, 

Than die for this. 

Duke. When must he die } 

Prov. As I do think, to-morrow. — 

I have provided for you; stay avrhile, [To Juliet. 
And you shall he conducted. 

Duke. Kepent you, fair one, of the sin you carry ? 
Juliet. I do; and bear the shame most patiently. 
Duke. I’ll teach you how you shall arraign yoim 
conscience, 

And try yonr penitence, if it be sound, 

Or hollowly put on. 

Juliet. I’ll gladly learn. 

Duke. Love you the man that wTonged you ? 
Juliet. Yes, as I love the woman that wrong’d 
him. 

Duke. So then, it seems, your most offenceM act 
Was mutually committed ? 

Juliet. Mutually. 

Duke. Then was your sin of heavier kind than his. 
Juliet. I do confess it, and repent it, father. 
Duke. ’Tis meet so, daughter : but lest you do 
repent, 

As that the sin hath brought you to this shame, — 
Which sorrow is always toward ourselves, not 
heaven ; 

Showing, we would not spare heaven, as we love it, 
But as we stand in fear, — 

Juliet. I do repent me, as it is an evil ; 

And take the shame with joy. 

Duke. There rest. 

Your partner, as I hear, must die to-morrow, 

And I am going with instruction to him. — 
GTQ.cegowit}ijoxLlBenedieite! 

Juliet. Must die to-morrow 1 O, injurious love, 
That respites me a life, whose very comfort 
Is still a dying horror ! 

Prov. ’Tis pity of him I [EA^eioit. 


SCENE lY. — A Room in Anoelo’s House. 

Enter Anoblo. 

Ang. When I would pray and think, I think and 
pray 

To several subjects : heaven hath my empty words : 
Whilst my invention, hearing not my tongue, 
Anchors on Isabel ; Heaven in my mouth, 

As if I did hut only chew his name ; 

And in my heart, the strong and swelling evil 
Of my conception : The state whereon I studied, 


Is like a good thing, being often read, 

Grown fear’d and tedious ; yea, my gra\ity, 
Wherein (let no man hear me) I take pride, 

Could I, with boot, change for an idle plume, I 
l^Hiich the air beats for vain. O place ! O form ! j 
How often dost thou with thy case, thy habit, i 
Wrench awe from fools, and tie the wiser souls 
To thy false seeming ? Blood, thou still art blood : 
Let’s write good angel on the devil’s horn, 

’Tis not the devil’s crest. ^ ’! 

En ter Sesvant. I 


How now, who’s there ? 

Serv. One Isabel, a sister, 

Desires access to you.. 

Ang. Teach her the way. [Exit Serv, 

0 heavens 1 

Why does my blood thus muster to my heart : 
Making both it unable for itself, 

And dispossessing all the other parts 
Of necessary fltness ? 

So play the foolish throngs wuth one that swoons ; 
Come all to help him, and so stop the air 
By which he should revive ; and even so 
The general, subject to a weU-wished king, 

Quit their own part, and in obsequious fondness 
Crowd to his presence, where their untaught love 
Must needs appear ofience. 

Enter Isabella. 

How now, fair maid ? 

Jeah. I am come to know yonr pleasure. 

Ang. That you might know it, wuuld much bet- 
ter please me, [live. 

Than to demand what ’tis. Your brother cannot 
Isab. Even so ? — Heaven keep your honour ! 

[Eciiring', 

Ang. Yet may he live a while ; and it may be. 
As long as you, or I : yet he must die. 

Isab. Under your sentence ? 

Ang^. Y’ea. 

Isab. When, I beseech you? that in his reprieve, 
Longer, or shorter, he may be so fitted, 

That his soul sicken not. 

Ang. Ha ! Fye, these filthy vices ! It were as 
To pardon him, that hath from nature stolen [good 
A nmn already made, as to remit 
Their sawcy sweetness, that do coin heaven’s image, 
In stamps that are forbid : ’tis all as easy 
Falsely to take away a life true made, 

As to put mettle in restrained means, 

To make a false one. 

Isab. ’Tis set down so in heaven, but not in 
earth. 

A^dg". Say you so ? then I sliall poze you quickly. 
Which had you rather, That the most just law 
Now took your brother’s life ; or, to redeem him, 
Give up your body to such sweet uacleanness, 

As she that he hath stained ? 

Isab. ■ ■..■Sir, believe this, 

1 had rather give my body than my soul. 

Ang. I talk not of your soul ; Our compell’d sins 
Stand more for number than accompt. 

Isab. . ■ ■ How say you? 

Ang. Nay, I’ll not warrant that ; for I can speak 
Against the thing I say. Answer to this ; — 

I, now the voice of the recorded law, 

Pronounce a sentence on your brother’s life : 

Might there not be a charity in sin, 

To save this brother’s life ? 

Isab. Please you to do’t, 












■ 


■ 


■ - • 













I 



MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


ACT II. 


rn tate it as a penl to my soul, 

It is no sin at aU, but charity. 

Ang. Pleas’d you to do’t, at peril of your soul, 
Were equal poize of sin and charity. 

Jsah. That I do beg his life, if it be sin, 

Heaven, let me bear it 1 you granting of my suit, 

If that be sin. I’ll make it my morn prayer 
To have it added to the faults of mine, 

And nothing of your answer. 

Ang. r. Nay, but hear me : 

Your sense pursues not mine : either you ai'e ignorant, 
Or seem so, craftily; and that’s not good. 

Isab. Let me be ignorant, and in notliing good, 
But graciously to kuow I am no better. 

Aiig. Thus wisdom wishes to appear most bright, 
When it doth tax itself: as these black masks 
Proclaim an enshield beauty ten times louder 
Than beauty could displayed. — ^But mark me ; 

To be received plain, I’ll speak more gross : 

Your brother is to die. 

Isab, So. 

Ang, And Ids offence is so, as it appears 
Accountant to the law upon that pain. 

Isab. True. 

Ang, Admit no other way to save his life, 

(As I subscribe not that, nor any other, 

But in the loss of question,) that you, his sister, 
Finding yourself desired of such a person, 

Whose credit with the judge, or own great place, 
Could fetch your brother from the manacles 
Of the aU-bittding law ; and that there were 
No earthly mean to save him, but that either 
You must lay down the treasures of your body 
To this supposed, or else let him suffer ; 

What would you do ? 

Isab. As much for my poor brother, as myself : 
Tliat is, Were I under the terms of death, 

The impression of keen whips I’d wear as rubies, 
And strip myself to death, as to a bed 
That longing I have been sick for, ere I’d yield 
My body up to shame. 

Ang. Then must your brother die. 

Isab. And ’twere the cheaper way 
Better it were, a brother died at once, 

Than that a sister, by redeeming him, 

Should die for ever. * 

Ang. Were not you then as cruel as the sentence 
That you have slandered so ? 

Isab. Ignominy in ransom, and free pardon, 

Are of two houses : lawful mercy is 
Nothing akin to foul redemption. 

A ng. Y ou seem ’ d of late to make the law a tyrant ; 
And rather proved the sliding of your brother 
A merriment than a vice. 

Isab. 0, pardon me, my lord ; it oft falls out, 
To have what we’d have, we speak not what w^e mean : 
I something do excuse the thing I hate, 

For his advantage that I dearly love. 

Ang. We are all frail. 

Isab. Else let my brother die, 

If not a feodary, but only he, 

Owe, and succeed by weakness. 

Ang. Nay, women are frail too. 

Isab. Ay, as the glasses where they view them- 
selves ; 

Which are as easy broke as they make forms. 


Women ! — Help heaven ! men their creation mar 
In profiting by them. Nay, call us ten times frail ; 
For we are soft as our complexions are, 

And credulous to false prints. 

Ang. ^ I think it well : 

And from this testimony of your own sex, 

(Since, I suppose, we are made to be no stronger 

Than faults may shake our frames,) let me behold ; 

I do arrest your words ; Be that you are, 

That is, a woman ; if you be more, you’re none ; 

If you be one, (as you are well expressed 
By all external warrants,) show it now, 

By putting on the destined livery. 

Isab. 1 have no tongue but one : gentle my lord, 
Let me intreat you speak the former language. 
Ang. Plainly conceive, I love you. 

Isab. My brother did love J uliet ; and you tell me, 
That he shall die for it. 

xing. He shall not, Isabel, if you give me love. 
Isab. I know, your virtue hath a licence in’t. 
■WTinch seems a little fouler than it is, 

To pluck on others. 

Ang. Believe me, on mine honour, 

My words express my purpose. 

Isab. Ha ! little honour to be much believed, 
And most pernicious purpose ! — Seeming, seem- 
I null proclaim thee, Angelo ; look for’t : png ! — 
Sign me a present pardon for my brother, 

Or, vith an outstretch’d throat, I’ll tell the world 
Aloud, what man thou art. 

Ang. Who will believe thee, Isabel ? 

My unsoil'd name, the austereness of my life. 

My vouch against you, and my place i’ the state, 
Will so your accusation overweigh, 

That you shall stifle in your own report, 

And smell of calumny, 1 have begun ; 

And now I give my sensual race the rein : 

Fit thy consent to my sharp appetite ; 

Lay by aU nicety, and prolixious blushes, 

That banish wliat they sue for ; redeem thy brother, 
By yielding up thy body to my will ; 

Or else he must not only die the death, 

But thy unkindness shall his death draw out 
To lingering suflerance : answer me to-morrow, 
Or, by the affection that now guides me most, 
ril xu’ove a tyrant to him j As for you, 

Say what you can, my false o’eiwreighs your true. 

[EMt. 

Isab. To whom shall I complain ? Did I tell tliis, 
Who would believe me } O perilous mouths, 

That bear in them one and the self-same tongue, 
Either of condemnation or approof ! 

Bidding the law make court’sy to their will ; 
Hooking both right and wrong to the appetite, 

To follow as it draws ! I’il to my brother ; 

Though he hath fallen by prompture of the blood, 
Yet hath he in him such a mind of honour, 

That had he twenty heads to tender down 
On twenty bloody blocks, he’d yield them up, 
Before Iris sister should her body stoop 
To such abhorred pollution. 

Then Isabel, live chaste, and, brother, die : 

More than our brother is our chastity. 

I’ll tell him yet of Angelo’s request. 

And fit his mind to death, for his soul’s rest. 

iEscil 
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MEASUEE EOR MEASURE. 


SCENE I. 


Jsah, Why, as all comforts are ; most good in l 
Lord Angelo, having affairs to heaven, [deed : ! 
Intends you for his swift embassador, j 

Where you shall be an everlasting leiger: j 

Therefore your best appointment make with speed ; 
To-morrow you set on. 

Claud. Is there no remedy ? 

Isah. None, but such remedy, as^ to save a head. 

To cleave a heart in twain, 

Claud. But is there any ? 

Isab. Yes, brother, you may live ; 

There is a devilish mercy in the judge, i 

If you’ll implore it, that will free your life, I 

But fetter you till death. I 

Claud. ^ Perpetual durance ? | 

Isab. Ay, just, perpetual durance ; a restraint, I 

Though all the world’s vastidity you had, j 

To a determined scope. j 

Claud. But in what nature ? | 

Isab. In such a one as (you consenting to’t) 1 
Would bark your honour from that trunk you bear \ 
And leave yon naked. j 

Claud. Let me know the point. ! 

Isab. O, I do fear thee, Clandio; and I quake, 1 
Lest thou a feverous life shouid’st entertain, j 

And sis or seven winters more respect 
Than a perpetual honour. Dar’st thou die ? 

The sense of death is most in apprehension ; I 

And the poor beetle that we tread upon, 1 

In corporal sufferance finds a pang as great 
As when a giant dies. i 

Claud. Why give you me this shame ? | 

Think you I can a resolution fetch 
From flowery tenderness ? If I must die, | 

I will encounter darkness as a bride, ! 

And hug it in mine arms. j 

Isah. There spake my brother ; there my father’s 
grave 

Did utter forth a voice I Yes, thou must die : 

Thou art too noble to conserve a life 

111 base appliances. This out\\’^ard-sainted deputy, — i 

Whose settled visage and deliberate word 

Nips youth fthe head, and follies doth eamew, 

As falcon doth the fowl, — is yet a devil ; 

His filth within being cast, he would appear 
A pond as deep as hell. 

Claud. The princely Angelo ? 

Isab. O, tis the cunning livery of hell, 

The damned’st body to invest and cover 
In princely guards I Dost thou think, Claudio, 

If I would yield him my virginity, 

Thou might’ st be freed? 

Claud. O heavens ! it cannot be. 

Isab. Yes, he would give it thee, from this rank 
offence, 

So to offend him stiU : This nighPs the time 
That I should do what I abhor to name, 

Or else thou diest to-morrow. 

Claud. Thou shalt not do’t. j 

Isah. O, were it but my life, ^ 

Fd throw it down for your deliverance ‘ i 

iks frankly as a pin. j 

Claud. Thanks, dear Isabel. 

Isab. Be ready, Claudio, for your death to- | 
morrow. | 

Claud. Yes. — Has he affections in him. 

That thus can make him bite the law by the nose ; T 


SCENE I. — A Mootu in, the Prison. 

Enter Duke, Claudio, and Provost. 

Duke. So, then you hope of pardon from lord 
Angelo ? 

Claud. The miserable have no other medicine, 
But only hope : 

I have hope to live, and am prepared to die. 

Duke. Be absolute for death ; either death or life, 

Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life, 

If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 

That none but fools would keep : a breath thou art, 

(Servile to all the skiey influences,) 

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st, 
Hourly afflict : merely, thou art death’s fool ; 

For him thou labourist by thy flight to shun, 

And yet run’ st toward him still ; Thou art not noble ; 
For all the accommodations that thou bear’st, 

Are nurs’d by baseness : Thou art by no means 
valiant ; 

For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 
Of a poor worm : Thy best of rest is sleep, 

And that thou oft provok’st ; yet grossly fear’st 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself ; 
For thou exist’ st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust: Happy thou art not: 

For what thou hast not, still thou striv’st to get ; 
And what thou hast, forget’st : Thou art not certain ; 
For thy complexion shifts to strange effects, 

After the moon : If thou art rich, thou art poor ; 
For, like an ass, whose back with ingots bows, 
Thou hear’si? thy heavy riches but a journey, 

And death unloads thee : Friend hast thou none ; 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 

The mere effusion of thy proper loins, 

Bo curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum, 

For ending thee no sooner ; Thou hast nor youth, 
nor age ; 

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep, 

Dreaming on both : for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld ; and when thou art old, and rich, 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleasant. What’s yet in this, 
That bears the name of Hfe ? Yet in this life 
Lie hid more thousand deaths : yet death we fear, 
That makes these odds ail even. 

Claud. I humbly thank you. 

To sue to live, I find, I seek to die ; 

And, seeking death, find life : Let it come on. 

Isabella. 

Isah. What, ho ! Peace here j grace and good 
company! 

Prov. Who’s there'? come in: the wish deserves 
a welcome. 

Duke. Dear Sir, ere long I’ll visit you again. 
Claud. Most holy sir, I thank you. 

Isah. My business is a word or two with Claudio. 
Prov. And very welcome. Look, signior, here’s 
your sister. 

Duke. Provost, a word with you. 

P^rou. As many as you please. 

Duke. Bring them to speak, where I may be 
conceal’d, 

Yet hear them. 

Claud, 




{Esscmit Duke and Provost. 
Now, sister, what’s the comfort ? 




MEASURE FOR MEASUB.E. 


ACT III. I 


When lie would force it? Sure it is no sin ; 

Or of the deadly seven it is the least. 

Isah. Which is the least ? 

Claud. If it were damnable, he, being so wise, 
Why, would he for the momentary trick 
Be perdurably fined? — O Isabel! 

Isab. What says my brother ? 

Claud. Death is a fearful thing. 

Isah. And shamed life a hateful. 

Claud. Ay, but t-o die, and go we know not 
To lie in cold obstruction, and to rot ; [where ; 
This sensible warm motion to become _ 

A kneaded clod ; and the delighted spirit 
To bathe in fiery floods or to reside 
In thrilling regions of thick-ribbed ice ; 

To be imprison’d in the viewless winds, 

And blown with restless violence round about 
The pendent world ; or to be worse than worst 
Of those, that lawless and incertain thoughts 
Imagine howling ! — ’tis too horrible ! 

The weariest and most loathed worldly life, 

That age, ach, penury, and imprisonment 
Can lay on nature, is a paradise 
To what we fear of death. 

Isab. Alas’, alas’. ^ 

Claud. Sweet sister, let me live : 

What sin you do to save a brother’s life, 

Nature dispenses with the deed so far, 

That it becomes a virtue. 

Isab. O, you beast! 

0, faithless coward! 0, dishonest wretch ! 

Wilt thou be made a man out of my vice ? 

Is’t not a kind of incest, to take life 
From thine own sister’s shame ? What shonld I think 
Heaven shield, my mother play’d my father fair ! 
For such a warped slip of wilderness 
Ne’er issued from his blood. Take my defiance : 
Die ; perish ! might but my bending down 
Reprieve thee from thy fate, it should proceed . 

I’ll pray a thousand prayers for thy death, 

No word to save thee. 

Claud. Nay, hear me, Isabel. 

Isab. O fye, fye, fye I 

Thy sin’s not accidental, hut a trade : 

Mercv to thee would prove itself a bawd : 

’Tis best that thou diest quickly. 

Claud. O hear me, Isabella. 

Rc-enUT Duke. 

Bulie^ Vouchsafe a word, young sister, but one 
word. 

Isab. What is your will ? 

Duke. Might you dispense with your leisure,^ I 

would by and by have some speech with you : the satis- 
faction I would require, is likewise your own benefit. 

Isab. I have no superfluous leisure; my stay 
must be stolen out of other affairs ; but I will attend 
yoma while. 

Duke. [To Claudio aside.'] Son, I have over- 
heard what hath past between you and your sister. 
Angelo had never the purpose to corrupt her j only 
he hath made an essay of her virtue, to practise his 
judgment with the disposition of natures ; she, liav- 
iitg the truth of honour in her, hath made him that 
gracious denial which he is most glad to receive: I 
am confessor to Angelo, and I know this to be true ; 
therefore prepare yourself to death : Do not satisfy 
your resolution with hopes that are fallible : to- 
morrow you must die ; go to your knees, and 
make ready* 


Claud. Let me ask my sister pardon. I am so 
out of love with life, that I will sue to be rid of it. 
Duke. Hold you there. Farewell. 

IR'jcU Claudio. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Provost, a word with you. 

Frov. What’s your will, father ? 

Duke. That now you are come, you w^ill be gone : 
Leave me a wiiile with the maid ; my mind pro- 
mises with my habit, no loss shall touch her by mj 
company. 

PmL In good time. Provost. 

Duke. The hand that hath made you fair, hath 
made you good : the goodness, that is cheap in 
beauty, makes beauty brief in goodness ; but grace, 
being tlie soul of your complexion, should keep tlie 
body of it ever fair. The assault that Angelo hath 
made to you, fortune hath conveyed to my under- 
standing ; and, bnt that frailty hath examples for his 
falling, I should w^onder at Angelo. How would 
you do to content this substitute, and to save your 
brother ? 

Isab. I am now going to resolve Mm: I had ra- 
ther my brother dieliy the law, than my son should 
he unlawfully bom. *But O , how much is the good 
duke deceived in Angelo 1 If ever he return, and I 
can speak to him, I will open my lips in vain, or 
discover his government. 

Duke. That shall not be much amiss: Yet, as 
the matter now stands, he will avoid your accusa- 
tion ; he made trial of you only. —Therefore, fasten 
your ear on my advisings ; to the love I have in 
doing good, a remedy presents itself. I do make 
myself believe, that yon may most uprighteously do 
a poor wronged lady a merited benefit f redeem your 
brother from the angry law ; do no stain to jour 
owm gracious person ; and much please the aosent 
duke, if, peradventure, he shall ever return to have 
hearing of this business. t i 

Isab. Let me hear you speak further ; I have 
spirit to do anything that appears not foul in the 
tiuth of my spirit. 

Duke. Virtue is bold, and goodness never tear- 
ful. Have you not heard. speak of Mariana the sis- 
ter of Frederick, the great soldier, who miscarried 
at sea ? 

, Isab. I have heard of the lady, and good words 
' w^ent with her name. , . 

Duke. I-Ier should this Angelo have married : was 
affianced to her by oath, and the nuptial appointed : 
between which time of the contract, and 
the solemnity, her brother Frederick was wTCcked al 
sea, having in that perish’d vessel the dowry ot iiis 
sister. But mark how heavily this befel to the poof 
gentlewoman: there she lost a noble andrenowiie , 
brother, in his love tow^ard her ever most kind and 
natural ; with Mm the portion mid sinew of her tor- 
tune, her marriage-dowry ; with both, her com Ji- 
nate husband, this well-seeming Angelo. , 

Isab. Can this be so? Did Angelo so leave her. 
Duke. Left her in her tears, and dried not one oi 
them with his comfort ; swallowed his vows whole, 
pretending, in her, discoveries of dishonoui , in 
few, bestowed her on her own lamentanon, win 
she yet wears for his sake ; and he, a mai-hleto he 
tears, is washed with them, hut relents . 

Isab. Whht a merit were it in death, to take tuj 
poor maid from the world! What corruption m 
this life, that it wnll let this man live .—But ho 
out of this can she avail ? 
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scene ii, 


Diike» It is a rapture that you may easily heal ; 
and the cure of it not only saves your brother, 
but keeps you from dishonour in doing it. 

Isab. Show me howj good father. 

Duke. This fore-named maid hath yet in her 
the continuance of her first affection ; his unjust 
unkindness, that in all reason should have quenched 
her love, hath, like an impediment in the current, 
made it more violent and unruly. Go you to 
Angelo ; answer his requiring with a plausible 
obedience ; agree with his demands to the point ; 
only refer yourself to this advantage, — first, that 
your stay with him may not be long ; that the 
time may have all shadow and silence in it ; and 
the place answer to convenience: this being 
granted in course, now follows all. We shall advise 
this wronged maid to stead up your appointment, 
go in youi* place ; if the encounter acknowledge 
itself hereafter, it may compel him to her recom- 
pense: and here, by this, is your brother saved, 
your honour untainted, the poor Mariana advan- 
taged, and the corrupt deputy scaled. The maid 
will I frame, and make fit for his attempt. If you 
think well to carry this as you may, the doubleness 
of the benefit defends the deceit from reproof. 
What think you of it } 

Isah. The image of it gives me content already ; 
and, I trust, it wiU grow to a most prosperous per- 
fection. 

Duke. It lies much in your holding up : Haste 
you speedily to Angelo ; if for this night he entreat 
you to his bed, give him promise of satisfaction. I 
will presently to St. Luke^'s ; there, at the moated 
grange, resides this dejected Mariana; At that 
place call up«n me ; and despatch with Angelo, that 
it may be quickly. 

Isab. I thank you for this comfort : Fare you 
well, good father. [^Exeunt severally. 


Canst thou believe thy living is a life, 

So stinkingly depending ? Go, mend, go, mend. 

Clo. Indeed, it does stink in some sort, sir ; but 
yet, sir, I would prove [for sin, 

Duke. Nay, if the devil have given thee proofs 
Thou wilt prove his. Take him to prison, officer ; 
Correction and instruction must both work, 

Ere this rude beast will profit. 

Elh. He must before the deputy, sir j he has 
given him warning: the deputy cannot abide a 
whoremaster ; ifhe be a whoremonger, and comes be- 
fore him, he were as good go a mile on his errand. 

Duke. That we were aU, as some would seem to he, 
Free from our faults, as faults from seeming free ! 

Enter Lucro. 

Elb. His neck wiU come to your waist, a cord, sir. 

Clo. I spy comfort ; I cry bail : Here’s a gen- 
tleman, and a friend of mine. 

Lucid. How now, noble Pompey ? What, at the 
heels of Caesar ? Art thou led in triumph } What, 
is there none of Pygmalion’s images, newly made 
woman, to be had now, for putting the hand in the 
pocket, and extracting it clutch’d ? What reply t 
Ha? What say’st thou to this tune, matter, and 
method ? Is’t not drown’d i’ the last rain ? Ha ? 
What say’st thou, trot ? Is the world as it was, 
man ? Which is the way ? Is it sad, and few words ? 
Or how ? The trick of it ? 

Duke. Still thus, and thus ! stiH worse ! 

Luoio. How doth my dear morsel, thy mistress ? 
Procures she still ? Ha ? 

Clo. Troth, sir, she hath eaten up all her beef, 
and she is herself in the tub. 

Lucio. Why, ’tis good ; it is the right of it : it 
must be so : Ever your fresh whore, and your pow- 
der’d bawd : An unshunn’d consequence ; it must 
be so : Art going to prison, Pompey ? 

Clo. Yes, faith, Sir. 

Lucio. ’tis not amiss, Pompey : Farewell ; 
Go ; say, I sent thee thither. For debt, Pompey ? 
Or how ? 

Elb. For being a bawd, for being a bawd. 

Lucio. Well, then imprison him : If imprison- 
ment be the due of a bawd, why, ’tis his right ; 
Bawd is he, doubtless, and of antiquity too ; bawd 
horn. Farewell, good Pompey : Commend me to 
the prison, Pompey : You vnU turn good husband 
now, Pompey ; you will keep the house. 

Clo. I hope, sir, your good worship will be my 
hail. 

Lucio. No, indeed, will I not, Pompey ; it is not 
the wear. I will pray, Pompey, to increase your 
bondage ; if you take it uot patiently, why, your 
mettle is the more : Adieu, trusty Pompey.— 
Bless you, friar. 

Duke. And you. 

Lucio. Does Bridget paint still, Pompey ? Ha ? 

Bib. Come your ways, sir ; come. 

Clo. You will not bail me then, sir? 

Lucio. Then, Pompey? nor now. — ^What news 
abroad, fidar ? What news ? 

Elb. Come your ways, sir ; come. 

Lucio, Go,~-to kennel, Pompey, go : 

[Exmnt Elbow, Clown, and Officers. 
What news, friar, of the duke ? 

Duke. I know none : Can you tell me of any ? 

Lu^io. Some say he is with the emperor of 
Russia; other some, he is in Rome : But where is 
he, think you ? 


SCENE. II — The Street before the Prison. 

Enter Duice, as a Friar / to him Elbow, Clown, and 
Officers. 

Elb. Nay, if there be no remedy for it, but that 
you will needs buy and sell men and women like 
beasts, we shall have all the world drink brown and 
white bastard. 

Duke. O, heavens ! what stuff is here ? 

Clo. ’Twas never merry world, since, of two 
usuries, the merriest was put down, and the worser 
allow’d by order of law a furr’d gown to keep him 
warm ; and furr’d with fox and lamb-skins, too, to 
signify, that craft, being richer than innocency, 
stands for the facing. 

Elb. Come your way, sir:— Bless you, good 
father friar. 

Duke. And you, good brother father : What 
offence hath this man made you, sir ? 

Elb. Marry, sir, he hath offended the law ; and, 
sir, we take him to be a thief too, sir ; for we have 
found upon him, sir, a strange pick-lock, which 
we have sent to the deputy. 

Duke. Fye, sirrah ; a bawd, a wicked bawd ! 
The evil that thou causest to be done, 

That is thy means to live : Do thou but think 
What ’tis to cram a maw, or clothe a back, 

From such a filthy vice : say to thyself, — 

From their abominable and beastly touches 
I drink, I eat, array myself, and live. 
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Duke. I know not where : But wheresoever, I 
wish him well. 

Lucio> It was a mad fantastical trick of him, to 
steal from the state, and usurp the beggary he 
was never born to. Lord Angelo dukes it well in 
his absence ; he puts transgression to^t. 

Duke. He does well in’t. 

Lucio. A little more lenity to lecheiy would do no 
harm in him : something too crabbed that way, friar. 

Duke. It is too general a vice, and severity must 
cure it. 

Lucio. Yes, in good sooth, the vice is of a great 
kindred ; it is well allied : but it is impossible to 
extirp it quite, friar, till eating and drinking be put 
down. They say, this Angelo was not made by 
man and woman, after the downright way of crea- 
tion : Is it true, think you? 

Duke. How should he be made then? 

Lucio. Some report, a sea-maid spawn'd him: — 
Some, that he was begot between two stock-fishes : — 
But it is certain, that when he makes water, his 
urine is congeal'd ice ; that I know to be true : and 
he is a motion ungenerative, that’s infallible. 

Duke. You are pleasant, sir; and speak apace. 

Lucio. Why what a ruthless thing is this in him, 
for the rebellion of a cod-piece, to take away the 
life of a man? Would the duke, that is absent, 
have done this? Ere he would have bang’d a man 
for the getting a hundred bastards, he would have 
paid for the nursing a thousand: He had some 
feeling of the sport ; he knew the service, and that 
instructed him to mercy. 

Duke. I never heard the absent duke much de- 
tected for women ; he was not inclined that way. 

Lucio. 0, sir, you ai’e deceived. 

Duke. ’Tis not possible. 

Lucio. Who ? hot the duke ? yes, your beggar of 
fifty ;; — and his use was, to put a ducat in her 
clack-dish : the duke had crotchets in him : He 
would be drunk too ; that let me inform you. 

Duke. You do him wrong, surely. 

Lucio. Sir, I was an inward of his ; A shy 
fellow was the duke : and, I believe, I know the 
cause of his withdrawing. 

Duke. What, I pr’ythee, might he the cause ? 

Lucio. No, — pardon; — ’tis a secret must be 
lock’d within the teeth and the lips : but this I can 
let you understand, — ^The greater file of the subject 
held the duke to be wise. 

Dnhe. Wise? why, no question but he was. 

ljucio. A very superficid, ignorant, unweighing 
fellow. 

Duke. Either this is envy in you, folly, or mis- / 
taking ; the very stream of his hfe, and the busi-' * 
ness he hath helmed, must, upon a warranted need, 
give him a better proclamation. Let him be but 
testimonied in his own bringings forth, and he shall 
appear to the envious, a scholar, a statesman, and 
a soldier : Therefore, you speak unskilfully ; or, if 
your knowledge be more, it is much darken’d in 
your malice. 

Lucio. Sir, I know him, and I love him, 

Duke. Love talks with better knowledge, and 
knowledge with dearer love. 

Lucio. Come, sir, I know what I know. 

Duke. I can hardly believe that, since you know 
not what you speak. But, if ever the duke return, 
(as our prayers are he may,) let me desire you to 
make your answer before him: If it be honest you 

1 have spoke, you have courage to maintain it: I am 

bound to call upon you; and, I pray you, your 
name ? 

Lueio. Sir, my name is Lucio ; well known to 
the duke. 

Duke. lie shall know you better, sir, if I may 
live to report you. 

Lucio. I fear you not. 

Duke. 0, you hope the duke will return no 
more; or you imagine me too unhurtful an oppo- 
site- But, indeed, I can do you little harm : you’ll 
forswear this again. 

Lucio. I’ll be hanged first : thou art deceived in 
me, friar. But no more of this : Canst thou tell, ir 
Claudio die to-mon*ow, or no ? 

Duke. Wliy should he die, sir? 

Lucio. Why ? for filling a bottle with a tun-dish. 

I would, the duke, we talk of, w^ere return’d again : 
this ungenitur’d agent will unpeople the province 
with continency ; sparrows must not build in his 
house-eaves, because they are lecherous. The duke 
yet would have dark deeds darkly answer’d; he 
would never bring them to light : would he were 
return’d! Man*y, this Claudio is condemn’d for 
untnissing. Farewell, good friar : I pr’ythee, pray 
for me. The duke, I say to thee again, would eat 
mutton on Fridays. He’s now past it ; yet, and I 
say to thee, he would mouth with a beggar, though 
she smelt brown bread and garhck : say, that I said 
so. Farewell. 

Duke. No might nor greatness in mortality 

Can censure ’scape ; back-wounding calumny 

The whitest virtue strikes : What king so strong, 
Can tie the gall up in the slanderous tongue ? 

But who comes here ? 

Es cALUs, Provost, Bawd, anci ©FFicERs. 

Escal. Go, away with her to prison. 

Bawd. Good my lord, be good to me ; your 
honour is accounted a merciful man : good my lord. 

Escal. Double and treble admonition, and still 
forfeit in the same kind ? Tins would make mercy 
swear, and play the tyrant. 

Ptov. a bawd of eleven years’ continuance, may 
it please your honour. 

Bawd. My lord, this is one Lucio’s information 
against me : mistress Kate Keep-down was with 
child by him in the duke’s time, he promised her 
marriage ; his child is a year and a quarter old, 
come Philip and Jacob : I have kept it myself ; and 
see how he goes about to abuse me. 

Escal. Tliat fellow is a fellow of much licence : — 
let him be called before us. — Away with her to 
prison : Go to ; no more words. [^Exeunt Bawd 
, Officers.] Provost, my brother Aqgeb will 

' not^be alterfd, Claudio must die to-morro'wt'Iet 
' Inm *l)^’Ymnish’d with divines, and have ail cha- 
ritable preparation : if my brother w-roiight by my 
pity, it should not be so with him. 

Prou. So please you, this friar hath been with 
him, and adrised him for the entertainment of 
death. 

Escal. Good even, good father. 

Duke. Bliss and goodness on you ! 

Escal. Of whence are you ? 

Duke. Not of this country, though my chance is 
To use it for my time : I am a brother [now 

Of gracious order, late come from the see, 

In special business from his holiness. 

Escal. What news abroad i’ the world ? 

Duke. None, but that there is so great a feyer 
on goodness, that the dissolution of it must cure it * 
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noveity is only in request ; and it is as dangerous 
to be aged in any kind of conrsej as it is virtuous 
to be constant in any undertaking. There is scarce 
truth enough alive, to make societies secure ; but 
security enough to make fellowships accurs’d : 
much upon this riddle runs the wisdom of the 
world. This news is old enough, yet it is every 
day's news. ^ I pray you, sir, of what disposition 
was the duke ? 

EsoaL One that, above all other strifes, con- 
tended especially to know himself. 

Duke. What pleasure was he given to ? 

Escal Rather rejoicing to see another meny, 
than merry at anything which professed to make 
him rejoice: a gentleman of all temperance. But 
leave we him to his events, with a prayer they may 
prove prosperous ; and let me desire to know how 
you find Claudio prepared. I am made to under- 
stand, that you have lent Mm visitation. 

Duke, He professes to have received no sinister 
measure from his judge, but most willingly hum- 
bles himself to the determination of justice : yet 
had he framed to himself, by the instruction of his 
frailty, many deceiving promises of life ; which I, 
by my good ieisnre, have discredited to him, and 
now is he resolved to die. 

Escal. You have paid the heavens your function, 
and the prisoner the very debt of your calling. I 
have labour'd for the poor gentleman, to the ex- 
tremest shore of my modesty ; but my brother jus- 


tice have I found so severe, that he hath forced me 
to tell him, he is indeed — ^justice. 

Duke. If his own life answer the straitness of 
his proceeding, it shall become him w^ell ; wherein, 
if he chance to fail, he hath sentenced himself. 
Escal. 1 am going to visit the prisoner: Fare you 
Duke. Peace be with you ! [well. 

lExeunt Escalus a 7 vl pRorosT. 
He, who the sword of heaven will bear, 

Should be as holy as severe ; ^ 

Pattern in himself to know, 

Grace to stand, and virtue go; 

More nor less to others paying, 

Than by self-ofences weighing. 

Shame to him, whose cruel striking 
Kills for faults of his own liking ! 

Twice treble shame on Angelo, 

To weed my vice, and let his grow ! 

0, what may man within him hide, 

Though angel on the outward side ! 

How may likeness, made in crimes, 

Makir^ practice on the times, 

Draw with idle spiders' strings 
Most pond'rous and substantial things ! 

Craft against vice I must apply : 

With Angelo to-night shall lie 
His old betrothed, but despised ; 

So disguise shall, by the disguised, 

Pay with falsehood false exacting, 

And perform an old contracting. lExU. 


SCENE I . — A Room in Mariana's House. 
Mariana discovered sitting ; a Boy singing. 

SONG. 

Taire, oh take those lips away, 

That so sweetly were forsworn ; 

And those eyes, the break of day, 

Lights that do mislead the morn : 

But my kisses bring again, 

bring again, 

Seals of love, but seal’d in vain, 

seal’d in vain. 

Mari. Break off thy song, and haste thee quick 
away ; 

Here comes a man of comfort, whose advice 
Hath often still'd my brawling discontent. — 

Boy. 

Enter Duke. 

I cry you mercy, sir ; and well could wish 
You had not found me here so musical : 

Let me excuse me, and believe me so, — 

My mirth it much displeas'd, but pleas'd my woe. 
Duke. 'Tis good: though music oft hath such a 
charm, 

To make bad good, and good provoke to harm. 

I pray you, tell me, hath any body inquir'd for me 
here to-day? much upon this time have I promised 
here to meet. 

Mari, You have not been inquired after: I have 
sat here all day. 

Enter Isabella. 

Duke. I do constantly believe you : — The time 
is come, even now. I shall crave your forbearance 
a little, may be, I will call upon you anon, for 
some advantage to yourself. 


Mari. I am always bound to you. lEscH. 

Duke. Very well met, and welcome. 

What is the news from this good deputy ? 

Isab. He hath a garden circummur’d with brick, 
Whose western side is with a vineyard back'd ; 
And to that vineyard is a planched gate, 

That makes Ms opening with tMs bigger key : 

This other doth command a little door, 

Which from the vineyard to the garden leads ; 
There have I made my promise to call on him, 
Upon the heavy middle of the night. 

Duke. But shall you on your knowledge find 
this way ? 

Isab. I have ta'en a due and wary note upon't ; 
With wMspering and most guilty diligence, 

In action of precept, he did show me 
The way twice o'er. 

Duke. Are there no olher tokens 

Between you 'greed, concerning her observance ? 

Isab. No, none, but only a repair i' the dark ; 
And that I have possess'd him, my most stay 
Can be but brief: for I have made him know, 

I have a servant comes with me along. 

That stays upon me ; whose persuasion is, 

I come about my brother. 

Duke. 'Tis well borne up. 

I have not yet made known to Mariana 
A word of ikis .•'‘—What, ho* within! come forth. 
Re-^nter Mamana, 

I pray you be acquainted with tMs maid ; 

She comes to do you good. 

Isab. I do desire the like. 

Duke. Do you persuade yom’self, that I respect 
you? 

■■ W 9 



SCENE IL 


-A Room in ihe Prison, 

Enter Provost and Clown. 

Ptov. Come Either, sirraE : Can you cut off a 
man’s Eead? 

Clo. If the man be a bachelor, sir, I can : but 
if he be a married man, he is his wife’s head, and 
I can never cut off a woman’s head. 

Ptov, Come, sir, leave me yoiu* snatches, and 
yield me a direct answer. To-morrow morning 
are to die Claudio and Barnardine : Here is in 
our prison a common executioner, who in liis office 
lacks a helper : if you will take it on you to assist 
him, it shall redeem you from your gyves ; if not, 
you shall have your fulltime of imprisonment, and 
your deliverance with an unpitied whipping ; for 
you have been a notorious bawd. 

Clo. Sir, I have been an unlawful bawd, time 
out of mind ; but yet I will be content to be a law- 
ful hangman. I would be glad to receive some 
instruction from my fellow partner. 

Prov. What ho, Abhorson ! Where’s Abhorson, 
there ? 


Abhor. Do you call, sir ? 

Prov, Sirrah, here’s a fellow will help you to- 
morrow in your execution : If you think it meet, 
compound with him by the year, and let him 
abide here with you ; if not, use him for the pre- 
sent, and dismiss him : He cannot plead his esti- 
mation with you ; he hath been a bawd. 

Abhor. A bawd, sir ^ Fye upon him, he will dis- 
credit our mystery. 

_ Prov. Go to, sir ; you weigh equally ; a feather 
will turn the scale. lExit. 

^ Clo. Pray, sir, by your good favour, (for, surely, 
sir, a good favour you have, but that you have a 
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Mari, Good friar, I know you do ; and have 
found it. 

DuJce, Take then this your companion by the 
Who hath a story ready for your ear; [hand, 
I shall attend your leisure ; but make haste ; 

The vaporous night approaches. 

Mari. Will’t please you walk aside? 

lExeunt JVLveiana a 7 id I&vbella, 
Duhe. 0 place and greatness, millions of false 
Are stuck upon th^e ! volumes of report [eyes 
Run with these false and most contrarious quests 
Upon thy doings ! thousand ’scapes of wit 
Make thee the father of their idle dream, 

And rack thee in their fancies ! — ^Welcome ! How 
agreed ? 

Re-enter Mariana and Isabella. 

Isah. She’ll take the enterprise upon her, father, 
If you advise it. 

Duke. It is not my consent, 

But my intreaty too. 

I sab. Little have you to say, 

When you depart from him, but, soft and low, 
Remember now my brother. 

Mari. Fear me not. 

Duke. Nor, gentle daughter, fear you not at all : 
He is your husband on a pre-contrdet ; 

To bring you thus together, ’tis no sin ; 

Sith that the justice of your title to him 
Doth flourish the deceit. Come, let us go ; 

Our corn’s to reap, for yet our tithe’s to sow. 

\_Exeunt 


ACT JV. 


hanging look,) do you call, sir, your occupation a 
mystery? 

Abhor. Ay, sir; a mystery, 

Clo. Painting, sir, I have heard say, is a mys- 
tery ; and your whores, sir, being members of my 
occupation, using painting, do prove my occupa- 
tion a mystery: but what mystery there should 
be in hanging, if I should be hang'd, I cannot 
imagine. 

Abhor. Sir, it is a mysterv. 

Clo. Proof. 

Abhor. Every true man’s apparel fits your 
thief : If it be too little for your thief, your true 
man thinks it big enough ; if it be too big for your 
tbief, your thief thinks it little enough : so every 
true man’s apparel fits your thief. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. Are you agreed ? 

Clo. Sir, I will serve him ; for I do find, your 
hangman is a more penitent trade than your bawd; 

! he doth oftener ask forgiveness. ’ 

Prov. You, sirrah, provide your block and your 
axe, to-morrow four o’clock. 

Abhor. Come on, bawd ; I will instract thee in 
my trade ; follow. 

Clo. I do desire to learn, sir ; and, I hope, if 
you have occasion to use me for your owm turn, 
you shall find me yare : for, truly sir, for your 
kindness, I owe you a good turn. 

Prov. Call hither Barnardine and Claudio. 

iExeunt Clown and Abhorson, 
One has my pity; not a jot the other 
Being a murderer, though he \vere my brother. 

Enter Claudio. o 

Look, here’s the warrant, Claudio, for thy death : 
’Tis now dead midnight, and by eight to-morrow 
Thou must be made immortal. Where’s Barnar- 
dine ? 

Claud. As fast lock’d up in sleep, as guiltless 
labour 

When it lies starkly in the traveller’s bones : 

He vdli not wake. 

Prov. WTio can do good on him ? 

Well, go, prepare yourself. But hark, what noise? 

IKnocking within. 

Heaven give your spirits comfort ! Claudio. 

By and by ; — 

I hope it is some pardon, or reprieve, 

For the most gentle Claudio. — Welcome, father. 

Enter Duke. 

Duke. The best and wholesomest spirits of the 
night 

Envelop you, good provost ! Who called here of 
late? 

Prov. None, since the cuifew rung. 

Duke. Not Isabel I 

Prow. , No. 

Duke. They will then, ere’t be long. 

Prov. What comfort is for Claudio ? 

Duke. There’s some in hope. 

Prov. It is a bitter deputy. 

Duke. Not so, not so ; his life is parallel’d 
Even with the stroke and line of his great justice; 
He doth with holy abstinence subdue 
That in himself, which he spurs on his power ■ 
To qualify in others : were he meal’d 
With that which he corrects, then were he tyrannous ; 
But this being so, he’s just. — Now are they come. 

{Knocking within. — ^Provost goes out- 
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This is a geatle provost : Seldom, when 
The steeled gaoler is the friend of men. — 

How now ? what noise ? That spirit’s possess’d 
with haste, [strokes. 

That wounds the nnsisting postern with these 

Provost returns, speaking to one at the door. 

Prov. There he must stay, nntil the officer 
Arise to let him in ; he is call’d np. 

Duke. Have yon no countermand for Ciandio yet, 
But he must die to-morrow? 

Prov. None, sir, none. 

Duke. As near the dawning, Provost, as it is, 
Tou shall hear more ere morning. 

Prov. Happily, 

You something know ; yet, I believe, there comes 
No countermand; no such example have we : 
Besides, upon the very siege of justice, 

Lord Angelo hath to the public ear 
Profess’d the contrary. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Duke. This is his lordship’s man. 

Prov. And here comes Claudio’s pardon. 

Mess. My lord hath sent you this note ; and by 
me this further charge, that you swerve not from 
the smallest article of it, neither in time, matter, or 
other circumstance. Good-morrow ; for as I take 
it, it is almost day. 

Prov. I shall obey him. lEant Messenger. 

Duke. This is his pardon ; purchas’ d by such sin, 

{,Aside. 

For which the pardoner himself is in : 

Hence hath offence his quick celerity, 

When it is borne in high authority : 

When vice ffilakes mercy, mercy’s so extended. 

That for the fault’s love, is the offender friended. — 
Now, sir, what news ? 

Prov. I told you; Lord Angelo, belike think- 
ing me remiss in mine office, awakens me with this 
unwonted putting on: methinks, strangely ; for he 
hath not used it before. 

Duke, Pray you, let’s hear. 

Prov. [Reads.] Whatsoever you may hear to 
the contrary , let Claudio he executed by four of the 
clock ; and, in the afternoon, Barnardine : for my 
better satisfaction, let me have Claudio^s head sent 
me hy fve. Let this he duly performed ; with a 
thought, that more depends on it than we must yet 
deliver. Thus fail not to do your office, as you 
will answer it at your peril. 

What say you to this, sir ? 

Duke. What is that Barnardine, who is to be 
executed in the afternoon ? 

Prou. A Bohemian bom ; but here nursed up 
and bred: one that is a prisoner nine years old. 

Duke. How came it, that the absent duke had 
not either deliver’d him to his liberty, or executed 
him ? I have heard, it was ever his manner to do so. 

Prov, His friends still wrought reprieves for him : 
And, indeed, his fact, till now in the government of 
lord Angelo, came not to an undouhtful proof. 

Duke. Is it now apparent ? I 

Prov. Most manifest, and not denied by himself, i 

Duke. Hath he borne himself penitently in pri- 
son ? How seems he to be touch’d? 

Prov. A man that apprehends death no more 
dreadfully, but as a drunken sleep ; careless, reck- 
less, and fearless of what’s past, present, or to come ; 
insensible of mortality, and desperately mortal. 

Duke. He wants advice. 


Prm. He will hear none ; he hath evermore had I 
the liberty of the prison ; give him leave to escape ! 
hence, he would not : drunk many times a day, if i 
not many days entirely drunk. We have very often ■ 
awaked him, as if to carry him to execution, and I 
show’d him a seeming warrant for it: it hath not , 
moved him at all. 

Duke. More of him anon. There is written in ! 
your brow, Provost, honesty and constancy ; if I , 
read it not truly, my ancient skMI beguiles me; but 
in the boldness of my cunning, I will lay myself in 
hazard. Claudio, whom here you have" a warrant 
to execute, is no greater forfeit to the law than ' 
Angelo who hath sentenced him : To make vou 
understand this in a manifested effect, I crave but 
four days’ respite ; for the which you are to do me ; 
both a present and a dangerous courtesy, 1 

Prov. Pray, sir, in what ? | 

Duke. In the delaying death. I 

Prov. Alack I how may I do it ? having the hour j 
limited ; and an express command, under penalty, 
to deliver his head in the view of Angelo ? I may 
make my case as Claudio’s, to cross this in the 
smallest. 

Duke. By the vow of mine order, I warrant you, I 
if my instructions may he your guide. Let "this 
Barnardine be this morning executed, and his head 
borne to Angelo. 

Prov. Angelo hath seen them both, and will dis- 
cover the favour. 

Duke. O, death’s a great disguiser : and you may 
add to it. Shave the head and tie the beard ; and j 
say, it was the desire of the penitent to be so bared j 
before his death : You know, the course is com- ' 
mon. If any thing fall to you upon this, more ! 
than thanks and good fortune, by the saint whom I i 
profess, I will plead against it with my life. i 

Prov. Pardon me, good father : it is against my 
oath. I 

Duke. Were you sworn to the duke, or to the ' 
deputy ? j 

Prov. To him, and to his substitutes. | 

Duke. You will think you have made no offence, * 
if the duke avouch the justice of your dealing ? ! 

Prov. But what likelihood is in that ? ! 

Duke. Not a resemblance, but a certainty. Yet 
since I see you fearful, that neither my coat, inte 
grity, nor my persuasion, can with ease attempt 
you, I will go further than I meant, to pluck all 
fears out of you. Look you, sir, here is the hand 
and seal of the duke. You know the character, I 
doubt not ; and the signet is not strange to you. 
Prov. I know them both. | 

Duke. The contents of this is the return of the I 
duke ; you shall anon over-read it at your pleasure ; | 
where you shall find, within these two days he will | 
he here. This is a thing, that Angelo knows not ; \ 
for he this very day receives letters of strange tenor ! 
perchance, of the duke’s death ; perchance, enter- j 
ing into some monastery; but, by chance, nothing 
of what is writ. Look, the unfolding star calls up 
the shepherd : Put not yourself into amazement, 
how these things should be; all difficulties are but 
easy when they are known. Callyouf executioner, 
and off with Barnardine’s head : 1 will give him a 
present shrift, and advise him for a better place. 
Yet you are amazed : but this shall absolutely 
resolve you. Come away; it is almost clear 
dawn, 
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SCENE III. — Another Room in the same. 

Enter Clown. 

Clo. I am as well acquainted here, as I was in 
our house of profession : one would think, it were 
mistress Overdone’s own house, for here be many 
of her old customers. First, here’s young master 
Rash ; he’s in for a commodity of brown paper and 
old ginger, ninescore and seventeen pounds ; of 
which he made five marks, ready money : marry, 
then, ginger was not much in request, for the old 
women were all dead. Then is there here one 
master Caper, at the suit of master Three-pile the 
mercer, for some four suits of peach-colour’ d satin, 
which now peaches him a beggar. Then have we 
here young Dizy, and young master Deep-vow, 
and master Copper-spur, and master Starve-lackey 
the rapier and dagger-man, and young Drop-heir 
that kill’d lusty Pudding, and master Forthright 
the tilter, and brave master Shoe-tie the great tra- 
veller, and wild Half-can that stabb’d Pots, and, I ' 
think, forty more ; all great doers in our trade, 
and are now for the Lord’s sake. 

Enter Abhorson. 

Abhor. Sirrah, bring Bamardine hither. 

Clo. Master Bamardine ! you must rise and be 
bang’d, master Bamardine ! 

Abhor. What, ho, Bamardine ! 

Barnar. {Within.'l A pox o’ youi' throats! 
Who makes that noise there ? What are you? 

Clo. Your friend, sir; the hangman: You must 
be so good, sir, to rise and be put to death. 

Barnar. \WUMn.'] Away, you rogue, away; I 
am sleepy. 

Abhor. Tell him he must awake, and that 
quickly too. 

Clo. Pray, master Bamardine, awake till you 
are execute^ and sleep afterwards. 

Abhor. Go in to him, and fetch him out. 

Clo. He is coming, sir, he is coming ; I hear his 
straw rustle. 

Enter Barnaedinb. 

Abhor. Is the axe upon the block, sirrah ? 

Clo. Very ready, sir. 

Barnar. How now, Abhorson ? what’s the news 
with you ? 

Abhor. Truly, sir, I would desire you to clap 
into your prayers; for, look you, the warrant’s 
come. 

Barnar. You rogue, I have been drinking all 
night ; I am not fitted for’t. 

Clo. 0, the better, sir ; for he that drinks all 
night, and is bang’d betimes in the morning, may 
sleep the sounder all the next day. 

Enter Duke. 

Abhor. Look you, sir, here comes your ghostly 
father ; Do we jest now, think you ? 

Buke. Sir, induced by my charity, and hearing 
how hastily you are to depart, I am come to advise 
you, comfort you, and pray with you. 

Barnar. Friar, not I; I have been drinking 
hard all night, and I will have more time to pre- 
pare me, or they shall beat ont my brains with 
billets : i will not consent to die this day, that’s 
certain. 

Buke. O, sir, you must ; and therefore, I be- 
seech you, 

Look forward on the journey you shall go. 


ACT IV. 


Barnar. I swear, i will not die to-day for any 
man’s persuasion. 

Duhe. But hear you, 

Barnar. Not a word ; if you have anything to 
say to me, come to my ward ; for thence will not 
I to-day. lEscit 

Enter Provost. 

Buke. Unfit to live, or die : O, gravel heart!— 
After him, fellows ; bring him to the block. 

lExeun t Abhorson and Clown. 
Prov. Now, sir, how do you find the prisonei ? 
Buke. A creature unprepar’dj unmeet for death; 
And, to transport him in the mind he is, 

Were damnable. 

Prov. Here, in, the prison, father, 

There died this morning of a cruel fever 
One Ragozine, a most notorious pirate, 

A man of Claudio’s years ; his beard, and head, 
Just of his colour : What if we do omit 
This reprobate, till be were well inclined ; 

And satisfy the deputy with the visage 
Of Ragoziue, more like to Claudio ? 

Buke. 0, ’tis an accident that Heaven provides! 
Despatch it presently ; the hour draws on 
Prefix’d by Angelo : See, this be done, 

And sent according to command ; whiles I 
Persuade this rude wretch willingly to die. 

Prov. This shall be done, good father, presently. 
But Bamardine must die this afternoon : 

And how shall we continue Claudio, 

To save me from the danger that might come, 

If he were known alive ? 

Buke. Let this be done; — Put them in secret 
Both Bamardine and Claudio : Ere twice [holds.; 
The sun hath made his Journal greeting to 
The under generation, yon shall find 
Y'our safety manifested. 

Prov. I am your free dependant. 

Buke. Quick, despatch, 

And send the head to Angelo. C-Krfi Provost. 
Now will I write letters to Angelo, — 

The provost, he shallbearthem, whose contents 

Shall witness to him, I am near at home ; 

And that, by great injunctions, I am bound 
To enter publicly : him I’ll desire 
To meet me at the consecrated fount, 

A league below the city ; and from tlience, 

By cold gradation and weal-balanced form, 

We shall proceed with Angelo. 

Re-enter Provost. 

Prov. Here is the head ; I’ll carry it myself. 
Buke. Convenient is it : Make a swift return ; 
For I would commune with yon of such things, 
That want no ear but yours. 

Prov. I’ll make all speed. 

lExit. 

Isab. IWithin.'] Peace, ho, be here ! [know, 
Buke. The tongue of Isabel : — She’s come to 
If yet her brother’s pardon be come hither : 

But I will keep her ignorant of her good. 

To make her heavenly comforts of despair 
When it is least expected. 

Enter Is.:VBElla. 

Isab. Ho, by your leave. [daughter 

Buke. Good morning to you, fair and gracious 
Isab. The better, given me by so holy a man. 
Hath yet the deputy sent my brother’s pardon ? 

Buke. He hath released him, Isabel, from the 
His head is off, and sent to Angelo. [world 
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Jsab. Nay, but it is not so. 

Dtike. It is no other : 

Show your wisdom, daughter, in your close patience. 
Isah. O, I will to him, and pluck out his eyes. 
Duke. You shall not be admitted to his sight. 
Isab. Unhappy Claudio ! Wretched Isabel ! 
Injurious world ! Most damned Angelo ! 

Duke. _ This nor hurts him nor profits you a jot ; 
Forbear it, therefore ; give your cause to heaven. 
Mark what I say ; which you shall find 
By every syllable, a faithM verity : 

The duke comes home to-morrow ; — nay, dry your 
One of our convent, and his confessor, [eyes ; 
Gives me this instance : Already he hath carried ’ 
Notice to Escalus and Angelo ; 

Who do prepare to meet him at the gates, 

There to give up their power. If you can, pace 
your wisdom 

In that good path that I would wish it go ; 

And you shall have your bosom on this wretch, 
Grace of the duke, revenges to your heart, 

And general honour. 

Isab. I am directed by you. 

Duke. This letter then to Friar Peter give ; 

’Tis that he sent me of the duke’s return : 

Say, by this token, I desire his company 
At Mariana’s house to-night. Her cause, and yours, 
FU perfect him withal ; and he shall bring you 
Before the duke ; and to the head of Angelo 
Accuse him homCj and home. For my poor self, 

I am combined by a sacred vow, 

And shall be absent. Wend you with this letter : 
Command these fretting waters from your eyes 
With a light heart ; trust not my holy order, 

If I pervert Your course ^Who’s here ? 

Enter Lucio. 

Luck. Good even ! 

Friar, where is the provost ? 

Buke. Not within, sir. 

Lucio. 0, pretty Isabella, I am pale at mine 
heart, to see thine eyes so red : thou must be pa- 
tient : I am fain to dine and sup with water and 
bran ; I dare not for my head fill my belly ; one 
fruitful meal would set me to’t : But they say the 
duke will be here to-morrow. By my troth, Isabel, 
I loved thy brother : if the old fantastical duke of 
dark corners had been at home, he had lived. 

Isabella. 

Duke. Sir, the duke is marvellous little be- 
holding to your reports ; but the best is, he lives 
not in them. 

Lucio. Friar, thou knowest not the duke so well 
as I do : he’s a better woodman than thou takest 
him for. 

Duke. WeU, you’ll answer this one day. Fare 
ye well. 

Lucio. Nay, tarry ; I’ll go along with thee ; I 
can tell thee pretty tales of the duke. 

Duke. You have told me too many of him 
already, sir, if they be true : if not true, none 
were enough. 

Lucio. I was once before him for getting a 
wench with child. 

Duke. Did you such a thing ? 

Lucio. Yes, marry, did I : but was fain to for- 
swear it ; they would else have married me to the 
rotten medlar, 

Duke. Sir, your company is fairer than honest : 
Rest you well. 


Lucio. By my troth, I’ll go with thee to the 
lane’s end : If bawdy talk offend you, we’ll have 
very little of it ; Nay, friar, I am a kind of burr 
I shaU stick. lExcuni 


SCENE IV. — A Room in Angelo’s House. i 

Enter Angelo and EscAiiUS. i 

EscaL Every letter he hath writ hath dis vouched ' 
other. j 

Ang. In most uneven and distracted manner. * 
His actions show much like to madness : pray , 
heaven, his wisdom be not tainted ! xlnd why ! 
meet Mm at the gates, and re- deliver our autho- ' 
rities there ? 

Escal I guess not- 

Ang. And why should we proclaim it in an 
hour before his entering, that, if any crave redress 
of injustice, they should exhibit their petitions in 
the streets ? 

Escal. He shows his reason for that : to have ! 
a despatch of complaints ; and to deliver us from 
devices hereafter, which shall then have no power 
to stand against us. 

Ang. ‘Well, I beseech you, let it he proclaimed : 
Betimes i’ the morn, I’ll call you at your house : I 
Give notice to such men of sort and suit, i 

As are to meet him. 

Escal. I shall, sir ; fare you well. j 

Ang. Good night. — 

This deed unshapes me quite, makes me unpregnant, i 
And dull to all proceedings, A deflower’d maid I ! 
And by an eminent body, that enforced 1 

The law against it ! — ^But that her tender shame 
Will not proclaim against her maiden loss, 

How might she tongue me? Yet reason dares 
For my authority bears a credent bulk, [her ? — no : 
That no particular scandal once can touch, [lived, | 
But it confounds the breather. He should have | 
Save that Ms riotous youth, with dangerous sense, ! 
Might, in the times to come, have ta’en revenge, 

By so receiving a dishonoured life, [lived I 

With ransome of such shame. ’W'ould yet he had 
Alack, when once our grace we have forgot, 

Nothing goes right ; we would, and we would not. 

I Ex a. 

SCENE V. — Fields without the Town. j 
Enter Duke in his own habits and Friar Peter. j 

Duke. These letters at fit time deliver me. I 
IGiving Letters. | 

The provost knows our purpose, and our plot. j 

The matter being afoot, keep your instruction, i 

And hold you ever to our special drift ; j 

Though sometimes you do blench from tMs to that, : 
As cause doth minister. Go, call at Flavius’ house, | 
And tell him where I stay : give the like notice | 
To Valentinus, Rowland, and to Crassus, | 

And bid them bring the trumpets to the gate ; ; 

But send me Flavius first. j 

F. Feter. It shall be speeded well, j 

lExit Friar. 

Enter YABmcs. 

Duke. I thank thee, Varrius ; thou hast made 
good haste: 

Come, we will walk : There’s other of our friends 
Will greet us here anon, my gentle Varrius. 

[ Exeunt. 



104 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE. 


ACT V. 


SCENE VI . — Street near the City Gate. 
JEnier Isabella and Mariana. 

Isab. To speak so indirectly, I am loath ; 

I would say the truth ; but to accuse him so, 

That is your part : yet I’m advised to do it ; 

He says, to veil Ml pm*pose. 

Mari. Be ruled by him. 

Isab. Besides, be tells me, that, if peradventure 
He speak against me on the adverse side, 

I should not think dt strange; for Tis a physick, 
That's bitter to sweet end. 


3fari. I would, friar Peter. — 

Isab. O, peace ; the friar is come. 

Enter Friar Petee. 

F. Peter. Come, I have found you out a stand 
most fit, 

Where you may have such vantage on the duke, 
He shall not pass you ; Twice have the trumpets 
The generous and gravest citizens [sounded ; 
Have hent the gates, and very near upon 
The duke is entering ; therefore hence, away. 

[ Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — A public Place near the City Gate. 

Mariana (veiled), Isabella, and Peter, at a distance. 
Enter at opposite doors Duke, Varrius, Lords; 
Angelo, Escalus, Lucio, Provost, Officers, and 
Citizens. 

Duke. My very worthy cousin, fairly met : — 
Our old and faithful friend, we are glad to see you. 
Ang. and Escal. Happy return be to yotir royal 
grace ! 

Duke. Many and hearty thankings to you both. 
We have made inquiry of you ; and we hear 
Such goodness of your justice, that our soul 
Cannot but yield you forth to pubbe thanks, 
Forerunning more requital. 

Ang. You make my bonds still greater. 

Duke* 0, your desert speaks loud ; and I should 
wrong it, 

To lock it in the wards of covert bosom, 

When it deserves with characters of brass 
A forted residence, 'gainst the tooth of time, 

And razure of oblivion ; Give me your hand, 

And let the subject see, to make them know 
That outward courtesies would fain procldm 
Favours that keep within. — Come, Escalus ; 

You must walk by us on our other hand ; 

And good supporters are you. 

Peter and Isabella come forward. 

F. Peter. Now is your time; speak loud, and 
kneel before him. 

Isab. Justice, O royal duke ! Vail your regard 
Upon a wrong’d, I’d fain have said, a maid ! 

O worthy prince, dishonour not your eye 
By throwing it on any other object, 

Till you have heard me in my true complaint, 

And given me justice, justice, justice, justice ! 
Duke. Relate your wrongs : In what ? By 
whom.? Be brief: 

Here is lord Angelo shall give you justice ! 

Reveal yourself to him. 

ksab. O, worthy duke, 

You bid me seek redemption of the devil : 

Hear me yourself; for that which I must speak 
Must either punish me, not being believ'd, 

Or wring redress from you : hear me, O, hear me, 
here. 

Ang. My lord, her wits, I fear me, are not firm : 
She hath been a suitor to me for her brother, 

Cut off by course of justice ! 

^ By course of justice I 
Ang. And she will speak most bitterly, and 
strange. 

Isab, Most strange, but yet most truly, will I 
speak: 


That Angelo's forsworn ; is it not strange ? 

That Angelo's a murderer ; is't not strange? 

That Angelo is an adulterous thief, 

An hypocrite, a virgin-violator ; 

Is it not strange, and strange ? 

Duke. Nay, ten times strange. 

Isab. It is not truer he is Angelo, 

Than this is all as true as it is strange : 

Nay, it is ten times true ; for truth is truth 
To the end of reckoning. 

Duke. Away with her ; — Poor soul, 

She speaks this in the infirmity of sense. 

Isab. O prince, I ctSnjure thee, as thou believ'st 
There is another comfort than this world, 

That thou neglect me not, with that opinion, 

That I am touch'd with madness : make not impos- 
sible 

That which but seems unlike ; 'tis not impossible 
But one, the wicked'st caitiff on the |Tound, 

May seem as shy, as grave, as just, as absolute, 
As Angelo ; even so may Angelo, 

In all his dressings, characts, titles, forms, 

Be an arch- villain ; believe it, royal prince, 

If be be less, he's nothing; but he's more, 

Had I more name for badness. 

Duke. By mine honesty, 

If she he mad, as I believe no other, 

Her madness hath the oddest frame of sense, 

Such a dependency of thing on thing, 

As e'er I heard in madness. 

Isab. O gracious duke, 

Harp not on that : nor do not banish reason 
For inequality ; but let your reason serve 
To make the truth appear, where it seems hid ; 
And hide the false, seems true. 

Duke. * Many that are nq|; mad, 

Have, sure, more lack of reason. — ^What would 
you say ? 

Isab. I am the sister of one Claudio, 
Condemn'd upon the act of, fornication 
To lose his head ; condemn'd by Angelo : 

I, in probation of a sisterhood, 

Was sent to by my brother : One Lucio 
As then the messenger ; — 

Lucio. That's I, an't like youi* grace: 

I came to her from Claudio, and desired her 
To try her gracious fortune with lord Angelo, 

For her poor brother's pardon. 

Isab. That's he, indeed. 

Duke. You were not bid to speak, 

Lucio. No, my good lord ; 

Nor wish'd to hold my peace. 

Duke. I wish you now then ; 

Pray you, take note of it : and when you have 
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lyuke, We did belieTe no less. I 

Know you that friar Lodowick, that she speaks of } 

F . Peter, I know him for a man divine and holy ; | 
Not scurvy, nor a temporary meddler, 

As he’s reported by this gentleman ; 

And, on my trust, a man that never yet 
Did, as he vouches, misreport your grace. 

LiLcio. My lord, most viUainously ; believe it. 

F . Peter, Weil, he in time may come to clear 
But at this instant he is sick,^my lord, [Mmself ; 
Of a strange fever ; Upon his mere request, 

(Being come to knowledge that there was complaint 
Intended 'gainst lord Angelo,) came I hither, 

To speak, as from his mouth, what he doth know 
Is true, and false ; and what he with his oath, 

And aU probation, will make up full clear, 
Whensoever he's convented. First, for this woman ; 
(To justify this worthy nobleman, 

So vulgarly and personally accus'd,) 

Her shaD. you hear disproved to her eyes, 

Till she herself confess it. 

Good friar, let's hear it. 

[Isabella is carried off, guarded; and 
IVIaeiana comes forward. 

Do you not smile at this, lord Angelo ? — 

O heaven 1 the vanity of wretched fools ! | 

Give us some seats. 


j (For this was of much length,) the vile conclusion 
I now begin with grief and shame to utter : 

He would not, but by gift of my chaste body 
To his concupiscible intemperate lust, 

Release my brother ; and, after much debatement, 
My sisterly remorse confutes mine honour, 

And I did yield to him ; But the next morn betimes, 
His purpose surfeiting, he sends a warrant 
For my poor brother's head. 

Duke, This is most likely! 

Isab. O, that it were as like as it is true 1 
Duke, By heaven, fond wretch, thou know’st not 
what thou speak'st ; 

Or else thou art suborn'd against his honour. 

In hateful practice : First, his integrity 
Stands without blemish : — ^next, it imports no reason, 
That with such vehemency he should pursue 
Faults prophr to himself : if he had so offended, 

He would have weigh'd thy brother by himself, 

And not have cut him off : Some one hath set you 
Confess the truth, and say by whose advice [on ; 
Thou cam'st here to complain. 

Isah. And is this aU } 

Then, oh, you blessed ministers above. 

Keep me in patience ; and, with ripen'd time, 
Unfold the evil which is here wrapt up 
In countenance 1— Heaven shield your grace from 
woe. 

As I, thus wrong'd, hence unbelieved go 1 
Duke. I know, you'd fain be gone : — An officer ! 
To prison with her c-^Shall we thus permit 
A blasting and a scandalous breath to fail 
On him so near us ? This needs must be a practice. 
—Who knew of your intent, and coming hither } 
Isab. One that I would were hei*e, friar Lodowick. 
Duke. A ghostly father, belike : Who knows that 
Lodowick ? [friar. 

Luciq. My lord, I know him ; 'tis a meddling 
I do not like the man : had he been lay, my lord, 
For certain words he spake against 'your grace 
In your retirement, I had swing’d him soundly. 

Duke. Words against me ? This' a good friar, 
And. to set on this wretched woman here [belike ! 
Against our substitute 1 — Let this friar he found. 

Lucio. But yesternight, my lord, she and that 
I saw them at the prison : a saucy friar, [friar 
A very scuny fellow. 

F . Peter. Blessed be your royal grace ! 

I have stood by, my lord, and I have heard 
A our royal ear abus’d : First, hath this woman 
Most wrongfully accus’d your substitute ; ^ 

Who is as free from touch or soil with her, i 

As she from one ungoL | 


■Come, cousin Angelo ; 

In this I’ll be impartial ; be you judge 
Of your own cause.— Is this the witness, friar 1 
First, let her show her face ; and, after, speak ^ 
Mari. Pardon, my lord ; I will not show my face, : 
Until my husband bid me. i 

Duke. WTiat, are you married ? 

Mari. No, my lord. 

Duke. Are you a maid 

Mari. 

A widow, then ? 

Mari. Neither, my lord. 

Buke-^ Why, you 

Are nothing then : — Neither maid, widow, nor wife 
Lucio. My lord, she may be a pimk ; for many 
of them are neither maid, widow, nor wife. 

Duke. Silence that fellow : I would, he had some 
To prattle for himself. [cause 

Lucio. Weil, my lord. 

Mari. My lord, I do confess I ne’er was married ,• 
And, I confess, besides, I am no maid : 

I have known my husband ; yet my husband knows 
That ever he knew me. [not, 

Lucio. He was drunk then, my lord ; it can be 
no better. 

Buke. For the benefit of silence, would thou 
wert so too. 

Lucio. Well, my lord. 

Duke. This is no witness for lord Angelo. 

Mari. Now I come to’t, my lord : 
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TMs is that face^ thou cruel Angelo, 

Which, once thou swor’st, was worth the looking on : 
This is the hand, which, with a vow’d contract, 
Was fast belock’d in thine : this is the body 
That took away the match from Isabel, 

And did supply thee at thy garden-house, 

In her imagin’d person. 

Duke, Know you this woman ? 

Lugio. Carnally, she says. 

Duke. <5 Sirrah, no more. 

Lucio. Enough, my lord. [woman ; 

Ang. My lord, I must confess, I know this 
And, five years since, there was some speech of 
marriage 

Betwixt myself and her ; which was broke off, 
Partly, for that her promised proportions 
Came short of composition ; but, in chief, 

For that her reputation was disvalued 
In levity ; since which time of five years, 

I never spake with her, saw her, nor heard from her. 
Upon my faith and honour. 

Mari. Noble prince, 

As there comes light from heaven, and words from 
breath, 

As there is sense in truth, and truth in virtue, 

I am affianc’d this man’s wife, as strongly 
As words could make up vows : and, my good lord, 
But Tuesday night last gone, in his garden-house, 
He knew me as a wife : As this is true 
Let me in safety raise me from my knees ; 

0.r else for ever he confixed here, 

A marble monument ! 

Ang. I did but smile till now ; 

Now, good my lord, give me the scope of justice ; 
My patience here is touch’d : I do perceive. 

These poor informal women are no more 
But instruments of some more mightier member, 
That sets them on ; Let me have way, my lord, 

To find this practice out. 

Duke. Ay, with my heart ; 

And punish them unto your height of pleasure. — 
Thou foolish friar ; and thou pernicious woman, 
Compfict with her that’s gone I think’ st thou, thy 
oaths, 

Though they would swear down each particular saint, 
Were testimonies against his worth and credit, 
That’s seal’d in approbation ? — ^You, lord Escalus, 
Sit with my cousin ; lend him your kind pains 
To find out this abuse, whence ’tis derived, — 
There is another friar that set them on ; 

Let him he sent for. 

F. Peter. Would he were here, my lord ; for he 
indeed, 

Hath set the women on to this complaint : 

Your provost knows the place where he abides. 
And he may fetch him. 

Duke. Go, do it instantly. — {Bsoit Peovost. 

And you, my noble and well-warranted cousin, 
Whom it concerns to hear this matter forth, 

Do with your injuries as seems you best. 

In any chastisement ; I for a while 

Will leave you : hut stir not you, till you have well 

Determined upon these slanderers. 

Escal. My lord, we’ll do it thoroughly.— 
Duke.] Signior Lucio, did not you say, you knew 
that friar Lodowick to be a dishonest person ? 

Lucio. CuGullus non facit monachum : honest 
in nothing, but in his clothes ; and one that hath 
spoke most villainous speeches of the duke. 

FscaL We shall entreat you to abide here till he 


come, and enforce them against him ’ we shall find 
this friar a notable fellow. 

Lucio. As any in Vienna, oo, my word. 

Escal. Call that same Isabel here once again * 
\_To an Attendant.'] I would speak with her; Pray 
you, my lord, give me leave to question ; you shall 
see how I’U handle her. 

Lucio. Not better than he, by her own report. 
Escal. Say you ? 

Lucio. Marry, sir, I think, if you handled her 
privately, she would sooner confess : perchance, 
publicly she’ll be ashamed. 

Re-enter Officeks, with Isabella ; the Duke, in the Friar’s 
habit, and Provost, 

Escal. I will go darkly to work with her. 

Lucio. That’s the way ; for women are light at 
midnight. 

Escal. Come on, mistress : [To Isabella.] 
here’s a gentlewoman denies aU that you have said. 

Lucio. My lord, here comes the rascal I spoke 
of ; here with the provost. 

Escal. In veij good time:— speak not you to 
him, till we call upon you. 

Lucio. Mum. 

Escal. Come, sir : Did you set these women on 
to slander lord Angelo ? they have confess’d you did. 
Duke. ’Tis false. 

Escal. How 1 know you where you are 
Duke. Respect to your great place ! and let the 
devil 

Be sometime honour’d for his burning tbrone : — 
Where is the duke } ’tis he should hear me speak. 

Escal. The duke’s in us ; and we will hear you 
Look, you speak justly. [spe^^k ; 

Duke. Boldly, at least : But, O;- poor souls, 
Come you to seek the lamb here of the fox } 

Good night to youi* redress. Is the duke gone^? 
Then is your cause gone too. The duke’s unjust, 
Thus to retort your manifest appeal 
And put your trial in the villain’s mouth, 

Wliich here you come to accuse. 

Lucio. This is the rascal ; this is he I spoke of. 
Escal. Why, thou unreverend and unhallow’d 
friar I 

Is’t not enough, thou hast suborn’d these women, 
To accuse this worthy man ; hut, in foul mouth, 
And in the witness of his proper ear, 

To call him villain ? 

And then to glance from him to the duke himself ; 
To tax him with injustice? Take him hence ; 

To the rack with him ; — We’ll touze you joint by 
joint, 

But we will know this purpose : — ^What ! unjust ? 

Duke. Be not so hot ; the duke 
Dare no more stretch this finger of mine, than he 
Dare rack his own ; his subject am I not, 

Nor here provincial : My business in this state 
Made me a looker-on here in Vienna, 

Where I have seen corruption boil and bubble, 

Till it o’er-run the stew : laws, for all faults ; 

But faults so countenanc’d, that the strong statutes 
Stand like the forfeits in a barber’s shop, 

As much in mock as mark. 

Escal. Slander to the state ! Away wdth him to 
prison. 

Ang. What can you vouch against him, signior 
Is this the man that you did teU us of ? [Lucio ? 

Lucio. ’Tis he, my lord. Come hither, good- 
man bald-pate : Do you know me ? 

Duke. I remember you, sir, by the sound of 
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your voice. I met you at the prison, in the absence 
of the duke. 

Lucia. O did you so ? And do you remember 
what you said of the duke ? 

Duke. Most notedly, sir. 

Lucio. Do you so, sir? And was the duke a 
flesh-monger, a fool, and a coward, as you then re- 
ported him to be ? 

Duke. You must, sir, change persons with me, 
ere you make that my report : you, indeed, spoke 
so of him ; and much more, much worse. 

Lucio. O thou damnable fellow! Did not I 
pluck thee by the nose, for thy speeches ? 

Duke. I protest I love the duke, as I love myself. 

Ang. Hark 1 how the villain would close now, 
after his treasonable abuses. 

Escal. Such a fellow is not to be talkM withal : — 
Away with him to prison : — ^Where is the provost ? 
-—Away with him to prison : lay bolts enough upon 
him : let him speak no more : — Away with those 
giglots too, and with the other confederate com- 
paniOD. [The Provost lays hands on the Dtjkje. 

Duke. Stay, sir ; stay awhile. 

Ayig. What ! resists he ! Help him, Lucio. 

Lucio. Come, sir; come, sir! come, sir; foh, 
sir : Why, you bald-pated, lying rascal ! you must 
be hooded, must you ? Show your knave’s visage, 
with a pox to you I show your sheep-biting face, 
and be hangM an hour ! Will’t not off ? 

[PwZZi' off the Friar’s hood^ and discovers Duke. 

Duke. Thou art the first knave, that e’er made 
a duke. 

First, provost, let me bail these gentle three : 

Sneak not away, sir [to Lxrcio] ; for the friar and 
Must have a word anon : — ^lay hold on him. [you 

Lucio. This may prove worse than hanging. 

Duke. What you have spoke, I pardon ; sit you 

down [To Escalus. 

We’ll borrow place of him — Sir, by your leave ; 

[To Angelo. 

Hast thou or word, or wit, or impudence, 

That yet can do thee office ? If thou hast, 

Rely upon it till my tale be heard, 

And hold no longer out. 

Ang. O my dread lord, 

I should be guiltier than my guiltiness, 

To think I can be undiscernible, 

When I perceive, your grace, like power divine, 
Hath look’d upon my passes ; Then, good prince, 
No longer session hold upon my shame, 

But let my trial be mine own confession : 
Immediate sentence then, and sequent death, 

Is all the grace I beg. 

Duke. Come hither, Mariana : — 

Say, wast thou e’er contracted to this woman ? 

Ang. I was, my lord. [stantly. 

Duke. Go, take her hence, and marry her, in- 
Do you the office, friar ; which consummate, 
Return him here again : — Go wdth him, provost. 

[Exeunt Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provost, 

Escal. My lord, I am more amazed at his dis- 
. Than at the strangeness of it. [honour, 

Duke. Come hither, Isabel : 

Your friar is now your prince : As I was then 
Advertising, and holy to your business. 

Not changing heart with habit, I am still 
Attorney’ d at your service. 

Jsah. O give me pardon, 

; That I, your vassal, have employ’d and pain’d 
j Vour unknown sovereignty. 


L 


Duke. ^ You are pardon’d, Isabel : 

And now, dear maid, be you as free to us. 

Your brother’s death, I know, sits at your heart ; 
And you may marvel, wffiy I obscur’d myself, 
Labouring to save his life ; and would not rather 
Make rash remonstrance of my hidden powder, 

Than let him so be lost : O most kind maid, 

It was the swift celerity of his death, 

Which I did think with slower foot came on, 

That brain’d my purpose: Buc, peace be with him ! 
That life is better life, past fearing death, 

Than that which lives to fear : make it your comfort, 
So happy is your brother. 

Re-enter Angelo, Mariana, Peter, and Provost. 

Dab. I do, my lord. 

Duke. For this new-married man, approaching 
Whose salt imagination yet hath wrong’d [here, 
Your weU-defended honour, you must pardon 
For Mariana’s sake : but as he adjudged jrour 
(Being criminal, in double violation [brother, 
Of sacred chastity, and of promise-breach, 

Thereon dependent, for your brother’s life,) 

The very mercy of the law cries out 
Most audible, even from his proper tongue, 

An Angelo for Claudio^ death for death. 

Haste stiU pays haste, and leisure answers leisure ; 
Like doth quit like, and Measure still /or Measure. 
Then, Angelo, thy fault’s thus manifested : 

Which though thou would’st deny, denies thee 
We do condemn thee to the very block [vantage; 
Where Claudio stoop’d to death, and with like 
Away with him. [haste ; 

Mari. O, my most gracious lord, 

I hope you will not mock me with a husband ! 

Duke. It is your husband mock’d you with a - 
husband ; 

Consenting to the safeguard of your honour, 

I thought your marriage fit ; else imputation, 

For that he knew you, might reproach your life, 

And choke your good to come : for his possessions, 
Although by confiscation they are ours, 

We do instate and widow you withal, 

To buy you a better husband. 

Mari. O, my dear lord, 

I crave no other, nor no better man. 

Duke. Never crave him ; we are definitive. 

Mari. Gentle, my liege, — [Kneeling. 

Duke. You do but lose your labour ; 

Away with him to death. — Now, sir, \to Lucio.] 
to you. 

Mari. O, my good lord ! — Sweet Isabel, take 
my part ; 

Lend me your knees, and aU my life to come 
I’ll lend you all my life to do you service. 

Duke. Against aU sense you do impdrtune her : 
Should she kneel down, in mercy of this fact, 

Her brother’s ghost his paved bed would break, 

And take her hence in horror. 

Mari. Isabel, 

Sweet Isabel, do yet but kneel by me ; 

Hold up your hands, say nothing, I’ll speak all. 

They say, best men are moulded out of faults ; 

And, for the most, become much more the better 
For being a little bad ; so may my husband. 

O, Isabel ! will you not lend a knee ? 

Duke, He dies for Claudio’s death. 

Xsab. Most bounteous sir, 

[Kneeling. 

Look, if it please you, on this man condemn’d, 

As if my brother Hv’d : I partly think. 
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A due sincerity govern'd his deeds, 

Till he did look on me ; since it is so, 

Let him not die : My brother had but justice. 

In that he did the thing for which he died : 

For Angelo, 

His act did not o’ertake his bad intent ; 

And must be buried but as an intent 

That perish’ d by the way : thoughts are no subjects ; 

Intents but merely thoughts. 

Mari, " Merely, my lord. 

Duke, YolU' suit's unprofitable; stand up, I 
I have bethought me of another fault . — [say. — 
Provost, how came it, Claudio was beheaded 
At an unusual hour ? 

Prov, It was commanded so. 

Duke. Had you a special warrant for the deed ? 
Prov. No, my good lord; it was by private 
message, 

Duke. For which I do discharge you of your 
Give up your keys. [office ; 

P7'ov. Pardon me, noble lord : 

I thought it was a fault, but knew it not ; 

Yet did repent me, after more advice : 

For testimony whereof, one in the prison. 

That should by private order else have died, 

I have reserved alive. 

Duke. What's he ? 

P7'ov, His name is Bamardine. 

Duke. I would thou hadst done so by Claudio, — 
Go, fetch him hither ; let me look upon him, 

[Exit Provost. 

Escal. I am sorry, one so learned and so wise 
As you, lord Angelo, have still appear'd. 

Should slip so grossly, both in the heat of blood. 
And lack of temper'd judgment afterward. 

Ang. I am sorry, that such sorrow I procure : 
And so deep sticks it in my penitent heart. 

That I crave death more willingly than mercy ; 
’Tis my deserving, and I do entreat it. 

Re-enUr Provost, Barnabdine, Claudio, and Juliet. 
Duke. Which is that Bamardine ? 

P'^'ov. This, my lord. 

^ Duke. There was a friar told me of this man : — 
Sirrah, thou art said to have a stubborn soul, 

That apprehends no further than this world. 

And squar’st thy life according. Thou'rt con- 
demn’d ; 

But, for those earthly faults, I quit them all ; 

And pray thee, take this mercy to provide 

For better times to come : Friar, advise him ; 

I leave him to your hand.— What muffled fellow’s 
that } 

Prov. This is another prisoner, that I sav'd. 
That should have died when Claudio lost his head ; 


Duke. Ifhe be like your brother, [^oIsabella.] 
for his sake 

Is he pardon’d ; And, for your lovely sake, 

Give me your hand, and say you wdi be mine 
He is my brother too : But fitter time for that. 

By this, lord Angelo perceives he's safe ; 
Methinks, I see a quick'ning in his eye : — 

Well, Angelo, your evil quits you well : 

Look that you love your wife ; her worth, worth 

I find an apt remission in myself : [yours. 

And yet here's one in place I cannot pardon : 

You, sirrah, [/o Lucio] that knew me for a fool, 
a coward. 

One all of luxury, an ass, a madman ; 

Wherein have I so deserv'd of you, 

That you extol me thus ? 

Lucio. 'Faith, my lord, I spoke it but according 
to the trick : If you will hang me for it, you may, 
but I had rather it would please you, I might be 
whipp'd. 

Duke. Whipp'd first, sir, and bang'd after, 

Proclaim it, provost, round about the city ; 

If any woman's wrong’d by this lewd fellow, 

(As I have heard him swear himself, there's one 
Whom he begot with child,) let her appear. 

And he shall marry her : the nuptial finish'd, 

Let him be whipp'd and bang'd. 

Lucio. I beseech your highness, do not marry 
me to a whore ! Your highness said even now^, I 
made you a duke ; good my lord, do not recom- 
pense me, in making me a cuckold. 

Duke. Upon mine honour, thou shait marry her. 
Thy slanders I forgive ; and therewitlfiil 
Remit thy other forfeits : — Take him to prison : 
And see our pleasure herein executed. 

Lucio. Marrying a pnnk, my lord, is pressing to 
death, whipping, and hanging. 

Duke. Slandering a prince deserves it. — - 
She, Claudio, that you wrong'd, look you restore. — 
Joy to you, Mariana ! — love her, Angelo ; 

I have confess’d her, and I know her virtue,-— 
Thanks, good friend Escalus, for thy much goodness ; 
There’s more behind, that is more gratulate. 
Thanks, provost, for thy care, and secresy ; 

We shall employ thee in a worthier place - 
Forgive him, Angelo, that brought you home 
The head of Rag 02 ine for Claudio's ; 

The offence pardons itself. — Dear Isabel, 

I have a motion much imports your good ; 
Whereto if you’ll a willing ear incline, 

What's mine is yours, and what is yours is mine : — 
So, bring us to our palace ; where we’ll show 
What’s yet behind, that’s meet you all should know. 

[Exeunt, 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


Don Pedro, Prince of Arragon. 

Don John, Ms bastard Brother. 

Claudio, a young Lord of Florence, favourite to Don 
Pedro. 

BEN.EDICIC, a young Lord of Padua, favourite likewise 
o/Don Pedro. 

Leonato, Governor of Messina. 

Antonio, his Brother. 

Balthazar, Servant to Don Pedro. 


Dogberry, 

Verges, 

A Sexton. 

A Frlab. 

A Boy. 

Hero, Daughter to Leonato. 

Beatrice, Niece to Leonato. 

IVLirgaret, ) 

Ursula f (^^Mlewomcn attending on Hero. 
Messengers^ Watch, and Attendants. 


I two foolish Officers. 


SCENE, — Messina. 


SCENE I. — Before Leonato’ s House. 

Enter Leonato, Hero, Beatrice, and others, with a 
Messenger. 

Leon. I learn in this letter, that Don Pedro of 
Arragon comes this night to Messina. 

Mess. He 'is very near hy this ; he was not three 
leagues off when I left him. 

Leon. How many gentlemen have you lost in 
this action ? 

Mess. But few of any sort, and none of name. 

Leon. A victory is twice itself, when the achiever 
brings home full numbers. I find here, that Don 
Pedro hath bestowed much honour on a young Flo- 
rentine, called Claudio. 

Mess. Much deserved on his part, and equally 
remembered by Don Pedro : He hath borne him- 
self beyond the promise of his age ; doing, in the 
figure of a lamb, the feats of a lion : he hath, in- 
deed, better bettered expectation, than you must 
expect of me to tell you how. 

Leon. He hath an uncle here in Messina wiE be 
very much glad of it. 

Mess. I have already delivered Mm letters, and 
there appears much joy in him ; even so much, 
that joy could not show itself modest enough, with- 
out a badge of bitterness. 

Leon. Did he break out into tears ? 

Mess. In great measure. , 

Leon. A kind overflow of kindness : There are 
no faces truer than those that are so washed. 
How much better is it to weep at joy, than to joy 
at weeping ? 

Beat. I pray you, is signior Montanto returned 
from the wars, or no ? 

3Less. I know none of that name, lady ; there 
was none such in the army of any sort. 

Leon. What is he that you ask for, niece ? 

Hero. My cousin means signior Benedick of 
Padua. 

Mess. 0, he is returned, and as pleasant as ever ^ 

.he:'WasU;vA/^ 'I 


Beat. He set up his hills here in Messina, and 
challenged Cupid at the flight: and my uncle’s 
fool, reading the challenge, subscribed for Cupid, 
and challenged him at the bird- bolt. — I pray you, 
how many hath he killed and eaten in these wars ? 
But how many hath he killed? for, indeed, I pro- 
mised to eat all of his killing. 

Leon. Faith, niece, you tax signior Benedick 
too much ; but he’ll be meet with you, I doubt it not. 

Mess. He hath done good service, lady, in these 
wars. 

Beat. You had musty victual, and he hath holp 
to eat it : he is a very valiant trencher- man, he 
hath an excellent stomach. 

Mess. And a good soldier too, lady. 

Beat. And a good soldier to a lady ; — But what 
is he to a lord ? 

Mess. A lord to a lord, a man to a man ; stuffed 
with all honourable virtues. 

Beat. It is so, indeed: he is no less than a 
stuffed man : but for the stuffing, — ^WeU, we are ail 
mortal. 

Leon. You must not, sir, mistake my niece: 
there is a kind of merry war betwixt signior Bene- 
dick and her: they never meet, but there is a 
skirmish of wit between them. 

Beat. Alas, he gets nothing by that. In our 
last conflict, four of his five wits went halting off, 
and now is the old man governed with one : so 
that if he have wit enough to keep himself warm, 
let him bear it for a difference between himself and 
his horse ; for it is all the wealth that he hath left, 
to be known a reasonable creature. — ^M^'ho is his 
companion now? He hath every month a new 
sworn brother. 

Mess. Is it possible? 

Beat. Very easily possible : he wears his faith 
but as the fashion of his hat, it ever changes with 
the next block. 

Mess. I see, lady, the gentleman is not in your 
books. 
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Seat. No ; an he were, I would burn my study. 
But, I pray you, who is his companion ? Is there 
no young squarer now, that will make a voyage 
with him to the devil ? 

Mess. He is most in the company of the right 
noble Claudio. 

^ Beat. O Lord ! he will hang upon him like a 
disease : he is sooner caught than the pestilence, 
and the taker runs presently mad. God help the 
noble Claudio ! if he have caught the Benedick, it 
will cost him a thousand pound ere he be cured. 

Mess. I will hold friends with you, lady. 

Beat. Do, good friend. 

Leon. You wiU never run mad, niece. 

Beat. No, not till a hot January. 

Mess. Don Pedro is approached. 


Enter Don Pedro, attended by Balthazar and others 
Don John, Cxaudio, and Benedick. 

B. Pedro. Good signior Leonato, you are come 
to meet your trouble : the fashion of the world is 
to avoid cost, and you encounter it. 

^ Leon. Never came trouble to my house in the 
likeness of your grace; for trouble being gone, 
comfort should remain ; but wben you depart from 
me, sorrow abides, and happiness takes his leave. 

B. Pedro. You embrace your charge too wil- 
lingly. —I think, this is your daughter. 

Leon. Her mother hath many times told me so. 
Bene. Were you in doubt, sir, that you asked her ? 
Leon. Signior Benedick, no ; for then were you 
a child. 

B. Pedro. You have it fuU, Benedick: we may 
guess by this what you are, being a man. Truly, 
the lady fathers herself : — ^Be happy, lady ! for you 
are like an honourable father. 

Bene. If signior Leonato be her father, she 
would not have his head on her shoulders, for aU 
Messina, as like him as she is. 

. ^ wonder that you will still be talking, 

signior Benedick ; nobody marks you. 

Bene. Wliat, my dear lady Disdain 1 are you 
yet living? ^ 

Beat. Is it possible disdain should die, while 
she hath such meet food to feed it, as signior Be- 
nedick ? Courtesy itself must convert to disdain, if 
you come in her presence. 

Then is courtesy a turn-coat But it is 
certain I am loved of all ladies, only you excepted ; 
and I would I could find in my heart that I had 
not a hard heart ; for, truly, I love none. 

Beat. A dear happiness to women ; they would 
else have been troubled with a pernicious suitor. I 
thank God, and my cold blood, I am of your hu- 
mour for that ; I had rather hear my dog hark at 
a crow, than a man swear he loves me. 

Bern. God keep your ladyship still in that mind * 
so some gentleman or other shaU 'scape a predes- 
tinate scratched face. - 

^ Beat. Scratching could not make it worse, an 
twere such a face as yours were. 

Be7ie. Well, you are a rare parrot- teacher. 

Beat. A bird of my tongue, is better than a 
beast 01 yours. 

Bene. I would, my horse had the speed of your 
tongue, and so good a continuer : But keep your 
way 0 God’s name ; I have done. 

Beat. You always end with a jade’s trick ; I 
know you of old. 

B. Pedro. This is the sum of aU: Leonato, -- 


signior Claudio, and signior Benedick,— my dear 
friend Leonato hath invited you all. I tell him 
we shall stay here at the least a month • and 
he heartily prays some occasion may detain us 
longer: I dare swear he is no hypocrite, but pravs 
from his heart. ^ 

Leon. If you swear, my lord, you shall not be 
forsworn. — Let me bid you welcome, my lord • 
being reconciled to the prince your brother, I owe 
you all duty. 

B. John. I thank you : I am not of many words 
but I thank you. ’ 

Leon. Please it your grace lead on ? 

B. Pedro. Your hand, Leonato ; we will o*o to- 
gether . [.Exeunt all but Benedick and CjSiudio, 

Claud. Benedick, didst thou note the daughter 
of signior Leonato ? ® 

Bene. I noted her not : but I looked on her. 
Claud. Is she not a modest young lady? 

Bene. Do you question me as an honest man 
should do, for my simple true judgment; or would 
you have me speak after my custom, as beiu» a 
professed tyrant to their sex ? 

Claud. No, I pray thee, speak in sober iudg- 
ment. ^ 

Bene. Why, i’faith, methinks she is too low for 
a high praise, too brown for a fair praise, and too 
little for a great praise : only this commendation I 
can afford her; that were she other than she is, she 
were unhandsome ; and being no other but as she 
IS, I do not like her, 

Claud. Thou thinkest I am in sport; I pray 
thee, tell me truly how thou likest her. 

W^ier, that youjnquire after 

Claud. Can the world buy such a jewel? 

Bene. Yea, and a case to put it into. But speak 
you this with a sad brow ? or do you play the flout- 
Cupid is a good hare-finder, 
and Vulcan a rare carpenter ? Come, in what key 
shall a man take you, to go in the song ? 

Claud. In mine eye, she is the sweetest lady 
that ever I looked on. 

Bene. I can see yet without spectacles, and I 
see no such matter : there's her cousin, an she 
were not possessed with a fury, exceeds her as much 
in beauty, as the first of May doth the last of De- 
cember. But I hope you have no intent to turn 
husband ; have you ? 

Claud. I would scarce trust myself, though I had 
sworn the contrary, if Hero would be my wife. 

Bene. Is it come to this, i'faith ? Hath not the 
world one man, but he will wear his cap with sus^ 
picion ? Shall I never see a bachelor of threescore 
again ? ‘ Go to, i’faith ; an thou wilt needs thrust 
thy neck into a yoke, wear the print of it, an sigh 
away Sundays. Look, Don Pedro is returned to 
seek you, 

Re-e7iter DoN Pedro. 

B. Pedro. What secret hath held you here, that 
you followed not to Leonato’s ? 

Bene. I would, your grace would constrain me 
to tell, 

B. Pedro. I charge thee on thy allegiance. 

Bene. You hear, Count Claudio ; I can be secret 
as a dumb man, I would have you think so ; but on 
my allegiance, — ^mark you this, on my allegiance : 

He^is in love. With who ? — now that is your 
grace s part. — Mark, how short his answer is : — 
With Hero, Leonato's short daughter. 
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Claud, If tliis were so, so were it uttered. 


Bene. Nay, mock not, mock not : The body 
your discourse is sometime guarded with frao-men 
and the g^ds are but slightly basted on neithe 
ere you flout old ends any further, examine to 
coherence ; and so I leave you. lExU BEsam, 
Claud. My liege, your highness now may do i 

\ ^o teach ; teach 

And thou shalt see how apt it is to learn 
Any hard lesson that may do thee good. 

Hath Leonato any son, my lord ^ 
i). No child but Hero, she’s his on 

Dost thou aifect her, Claudio } fheii 

>Claud. Q 

When you went onward on this ended action, 

I looked upon her with a soldier’s eye, 

That liked, but had a rougher task in hand 
Than to drive liking to the name of love : 

„ now I am returned, and that war-thoughts 
Have left their places vacant, in their rooms 
Come thronging soft and dehcate desires, 

All pronipting me how fair young Hero is, 
Saying, I liked her ere I went to wars. 

® presently, 

And tire the hearer with a book of words : 
ft thou dost love fair Hero, cherish it ; 


Bene. Like the old tale, my lord : ‘‘it is noi 
nor ’twas not so ; 
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but, indeed, God forbid it should 

Claud. If my passion change not shortly, God 
forbid it should be otherwise. 

D. Pedro. Amen, if you love her ; for the lady 
is very well worthy. 

Claud. You speak this to fetch me in, my lord .> 
D. Pedro. By my troth, I speak my thought. * 
Claud. And, in faith, my lord, I spoke ‘ 


t- mau. /Auu, iu icuLu, my loru, 1 spoke mine. 

Bene. And, by my two faiths and troths, my 
lord, I spoke mine. 

Claud. That I love her, I feel. 

D. Pedro. That she is worthy, I know. 

Bene. That I neither feel how she should he 
loved, nor know Jiow she should be worthy, is the 
opinion that fire cannot melt out of me ; 1 will die 
in it at the stake. 

D. Pedro. Thou wast ever an obstinate heretic 
in the despite of beauty. 


A ^ J ^ler father. 

* W'as’t not to this end, 
ihat thou began st to twist so fine a story ? 

Claud. How sweetly do you minister to love, 
That know love s grief by his complexion ! 

But lest my Uking might too sudden seem, 

1 \TOuld have salved it with a longer treatise. 

■O. Pedro, What need the bridge much broader 
than the flood ? 

The fairest grant is the necessity ; 

Look, wbat vpill serve, is fit : ’tis once, thou lov'st : 
And I will fit thee with the remedy. 

I know, we shall have revelling to-night ; 

I will assume thy part in some disguise, 

And tell fair Hero I am Claudio ; 

And in her bosom I’ll unclasp my heart, 

And take her hearing prisoner with the force 


and shoot at me ; and he that hits me, let him be 
clapped on the shoulder, and called Adam. 

B. Pedro. Well, as time shall try : 

In time the savage bull doth hear the yoke. 

Bene. The savage bull may ; but if ever the 
sensible Benedick bear it, pluck off the bull’s horns, 
and set them in, my forehead : and let me be vilely 
jgmted ; and in such great letters as they write, 
Ilere^ is good horse to Mre^ let them signify under 
sign , — Here you may see Benedick the married 
man. , 

Claud. If'this should ever happen, thou would’ st 
be horn-mad. 

p. Pedro. Nay, if Cupid have not spent all his 
quiver in Y enice, thou wilt quake for this shortly. 

Bene. I look for an earthquake too then. 

D. Pedro. Well, you. will temporize with the 
flOurs. In the mean time, good signor Benedick, 
repair to Leonato’s ; commend me to him, and tell 
^ supper ; for, indeed, he 

jfiatn made great preparation. 

Bene. I have almost matter enough in me for 
su^ an embassage ; and so I commit you — 

Claud. To the tuition of God : From my house, 
(11 1 had it) — 

B. Pedro. The sixth of July: Your loving i 
foead, Benedick. • ^ I 


SCENE II 


your son ? Hath he provided this music 

Ant. He is very busy about it. But, brother, I 
can tell you strange news that you yet dreamed 
not of. 

Leon. Are they good ? 

Aiit. As the event stamps them ; but they have 
a good cover, they show well outward. The prince 
and Count Claudio, walking in a thick-pleached 
alley in my orchard, were thus much overheard by 
a man of mine : The prince discovered to Claudio, 
that he loved my niece your daughter, and meant 
to acknowledge it this night in a dance ; and, if he 
found her accordant, he meant to take the present 
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ACT 11. 


it appear itself : — ^bnt I will acquaint my daughter 
withal, that she may be the better prepared for an 
answer, if peradventure this be true. Go you, and 
tell her of it. '[Several persons cross the stage. 1 
Cousins, you know what you have to do. — O, I cry 
you mercy, friend ; you go with me, and I will use 
your skill : — Good cousins, have a care this busy 
time. lEsceunt. 


SCENE III. — Another Room in Leonato’s 
Mouse. 

Enter Don John and Conrad. 

Con. What the goujere, my lord I why are you 
thus out of measure sad ? 

D. John. There is no measure in the occasion 
that breeds it, therefore the sadness is withoutlimit. 

Con. You should hear reason. 

B. John. And when I have heard it, what bless- 
ing bringeth it ? 

Con. If not a present remedy, yet a patient 
sufferance. 

B. John. I wonder, that thou being (as thou 
say’st thou art) born under Saturn, goest about to 
apply a moral medicine to a mortifying mischief. 
I cannot hide what I am ; I must be sad when I 
have cause, and smile at no man’s jests ; eat when 
I have stomach, and wait for no man’s leisure ; 
sleep when I am drowsy, and ’tend to no man’s 
business ; laugh when I am merry, and claw no 
man in his humour. 

Con. Yea, but you must not make the full show 
of this, till you may do it without controlment. 
You have of late stood out against your brother, 
and he hath ta’en you newly into his grace ; where 
it is Impossible you should take true root, but by the 
fair weather that you make yourself : it is needful 
that you frame the season for your own harvest. 

B. John. I had rather be a canker in a hedge, 
than a rose in his grace ; and it better fits my blood 
to be disdained of all, than to fashion a carriage to 
rob love from any : in this, though I cannot be said 
to be a flattering honest man, it must not be denied 


ACT 

SCENE I. — A Hall in Leonato’s House. 

Enter Leonato, Antonio, Hero, Beatrice, and others. 

Leon, Was not count John here at supper? 

Ant. I saw him not. 

Beat. How tartly that gentleman looks ! I never 
can see him, but I am heart-burned an hour after. 

Hero. He is of a very melancholy disposition. 

Beat. He were an excellent man, that were made 
just in the mid-way between him and Benedick ; 
the one is too like an image, and says nothing ; and 
the other, too like my lady’s eldest son, evermore 
tattling. 

Leon. Then half signior Benedick’s tongue in 
count John’s mouth, and half count John’s melan- 
choly in signior Benedick’s face, — 

Beat. With a good leg, and a good foot, uncle, 
and money enough in his purse, such a man would 
win any woman in the world, — ^if he could get her 
goodwill. 

Leon, By my troth , niece, thou wilt never get thee 
a husband, if thou be so shrewd of thy tongue. 

Ant. In faith she is too curst. 


that I am a plain-dealing villain. I am tmsted with 
a muzzle, and enfranchised with a clog : therefore I 
have decreed not to sing in my cage : If I had my 
mouth, I would bite ; if I had my libertv, I would 
do my liking : in the mean time, let me he that I 
am, and seek not to alter me. 

Con. Can you make no use of your discontent ? 

D. John. I make all use of it, for I use it only. 
Who comes here.^ What news, Borachio ? 

Enter BomiCHio. 

Bora. I came yonder from a great supper ; the 
prince, your brother, is royally entertained by 
Leonato; and I can give you intehigence of an 
intended marriage. 

D. J ohn. Will it serve for any model to build 
mischief on ? What is he for a fool, that betroths 
himself to unquietness ? 

Bora. Marry, it is your brother’s right hand. 

D. John. Who ? the most exquisite Claudio ? 

Bora. Even he. 

B. John. A proper squire ! And who, and who ? 
which way looks he ? 

Bora. Marry, on Hero, the daughter and heir 
of Leonato. 

B. John. A very forward March-chick I How 
came you to this ? 

Bora. Being entertained for a perfumer, as I was 
smoking a musty room, comes me the prince and 
Claudio, hand in hand, in sad conference : I whipt me 
behind the arras ; and there heard it agreed upon, 
that the prince should woo Hero for himself, and 
having obtained her, give her to count Claudio. 

D. John. Come, come, let us thither ; this may 
prove food to my displeasure : that young start-up 
hath all the glory of my overthrow ; 2f I can cross 
him any way, I bless myself every way ; You are 
both sure, and will assist me ? 

Con. To the death, my lord. 

B. John. Let us to the great supper : their cheer 
is the greater, that I am suT3dued : ’Would the cook 
were of my mind I — Shall we go prove what’s to 
be done r 

Bora. We’ll wait upon your lordship, lExemt, 


11 . 

Beat. Too curst is more than curst ; I shall 
lessen God’s sending that way : for it is said, God 
sends a curst cow short hortis ,* but to a cow too 
curst he sends none. 

Leon. So, by being too cm*st, God will send 
you no horns. 

Beat. Just, if he send me no husband; for the 
which blessing, I am at him upon my knees every 
morning and evening : Lord ! I could not endure 
a husband with a beard on his face : I had rather 
He in the woollen, 

Leon. You may light upon a husband, that hath 
no beard. 

Beat. WTiat should I do with him ? dre.^ him 
in my apparel, and make him my waiting gentle- 
woman ? He that hath a beard, is more than a 
youth ; and he that hath no beard, is less than a 
man : and he that is more than a youth, is not for 
me ; and he that is less than a man I am not for 
him : Therefore I will even take sixpence in earnest 
of the bear-herd, and lead his apes into hell. 

Leon. Weil then, go you into hell ? 
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Bmt. No ; but to tbe gate ; and there will the 
devil meet me, like an old cuckold, with horns on 
his head, and say, Get you to heaven, Beatriee, get 
you to heaven ; here’s no place for you maids : so 
deliver I up my apes, and away to Saint Peter for 
the heavens ; he shows me where the bachelors sit, 
and there live we as merry as the day is long. 

Ant. Well, niece, [to Hero] I trust, you will 
be ruled by your father. 

Beat. Yes, faith ; it is my cousin’s duty to make 
courtesy, and say, Father, as it please you : — but 
yet for all that, cousin, let him be a handsome 
fellow, or else make another courtesy, and say, | 
Father, as it please me. 

Leon. Well, niece, I hope to see you one day 
fitted with a husband. 

Beat. Not till God make men of some other 
metal than earth. Would it not grieve a woman 
to be over- mastered with a piece of valiant dust ? 
to make an account of her life to a clod of way- 
ward marl ? No, uncle, I’ll none ; Adam’s sons 
are my brethren ; and truly, I hold it a sin to 
match in my kindred. 

Leo7i, Daughter, remember what I told you : if 
the prince do solicit you in that kind, you know 
your answer. 

Beat. The fault will be in the music, cousin, if 
you be not wooed in good time : if the prince be 
too important, tell him, there is measure in every 
thing, and so dance out the answer. For hear me, 
Hero ; Wooing, wedding, and repenting, is as a 
Scotch jig, a measure, and a cinque-pace : the first 
suit is hot and hasty, like a Scotch jig, and full as 
fantastical ; the wedding, mannerly modest, as a 
measure full of state and ancientry ; and then comes 
repentance, and, with his bad legs, fails into the 
cinque-pace faster and faster, till he sink into his 
grave. 

Leon. Cousin, you apprehend passing shrewdly. 

Beat. I have a good eye, uncle ; I can see a 
church by day-light. 

Leon, The revellers are entering j brother, make 
good room. 

Enter Don Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, Balthazar / Don 
John, Borachio, Margaret, Ursula, a7id others, mashed. 

D. Pedro. Uady, will you walk about with your 
friend? 

Hero, So you walk softly, and look sweetly, 
and say nothing, I am yours for the walk; and, 
especially, when I walk away. 

D. Pedi'o, With me in your company ? 

Hero, I may say so, when I please. 

jD. Pedro. And when please you to say so ? 

Hero, When I like yonr favour ; for God defend, 
the lute should be like the case ! 

D. Pedro. My visor is Philemon’s roof ; within 
the house is Jove. 

He7'o. Why, then your visor should be thatched. 

B. Pedro. Speak low, if you speak love. 

{Tahes her aside. 

Bene. Well, I would you did like me. 

Marg. So would not I, for your own sake, for I 
have many ill qualities. 

Bene. Which is one ? 

Mao'g, I say my prayers aloud. 

Bene. I love you the better ; the hearers may 
cry, Amen. 

Ma7g. God match me with a good dancer I 

Balth. Amen. 


Marg. And God keep him out of my sight, when 
the dance is done ! — Answer, clerk. 

Balth. No more words ; the clerk is answered. 

Urs. I know yon well enough ; you are signior 
Antonio. 

Ant. At a word, I am not. 

Urs. I know you by the waggling of your head. 

Ant. To teH you true, I counterfeit him. 

XJrs, You could never do him so ill- well, unless 
you were the very man : Here’s his dry hand up 
and down : youL^e he, yqu,ajce he. 

Ant, At a word, I am not. 

Urs. Come, come ; do you think I do not know 
you by your excellent wit ? Can virtue hide itself ? 
Go to, mum, you are he : graces will appear, and 
there’s an end. 

Beat. WiU yon not tell me who told you so ? 

Bene. No, you shall pardon me. 

Beat. Nor will you not tell me who you are ? 

Belie. Not now. 

Beat. That I was disdainful, — and that I had my 

good wit out of the Hundred merry Tales s ^Well, 

this was signior Benedick that said so. 

Bene. What’s he ? 

Beat. I am sure, you know him well enough. 

Bene. Not I, believe me. 

Beat. Did he never make you laugh ? 

Bene. I pray you, what is he ? 

Beat. Why, he is the prince’s jester : a very 
dull fool; only his gift is in devising impossible 
slanders ; none but libertines delight in him ; and the 
commendation is not in his wit, but in his villainy ; 
for he both pleaseth men, and angers them, and then 
they laugh at him, and beat him : I am sure he is 
in the fleet ; I would he had boarded me. 

Bene, l^en I know the gentleman, I’ll tell him 
what you say. 

Beat. Do, do ; he’ll but break a comparison or 
two on me ; which, peradventure, not marked, or 
not laughed at, strikes him into melancholy ; and 
then there’s a partridge wing saved, for the fool 
win eat no supper that night. ^Mudc within.'] 'We 
must follow the leaders. 

Bene. In every good thing. 

Beat. Nay, if they lead to any ill, I vidll leave 
them at the next turning. 

IDaQice . Then exeunt all but Don John, 
Borachio, and Claudio. 

jD. John. Sure, my brother is amorous on Hero, 
and hath withdrawn her father to break with him 
about it : The ladies follow her, and but one visor 
remains. 

Bora. And that is Claudio : I know him by his 
bearing. 

JD. John. Are not you signior Benedick ? 

Claud. You know me well ; I am he. 

D. John. Signior, you are very near my brother 
in his love : he is enamoured on Hero ; 1 pray you, 
dissuade liim from her, she is no equal for his birth ; 
you may do the part of an honest man in it. 

Claud. How know you he loves her? 

D. Joh7i. I heard Mm swear Ms affection. 

Bora. So did I too ; and he swore he would marry 
her to-night. 

JD. John. Come, let us to the banquet. 

John Borachio. 

Claud. Thus answer I in name of Benedick, 

But hear these ill news with the ears of Claudio. 

’Tis certain so ; — ^the prince wooes for himself, 
FriendsMp is constant in all other tMngs, 
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Save in the office and affairs of love : 

Therefore, all hearts in love use their own tongues ; 
Let eveiy eye negotiate for itself, 

And trust no agent : for beauty is a witch. 

Against whose charms faith melteth into blood. 

This is an accident of hourly proof, 

Which I mistrusted not : Fai’eweU therefore, Hero ! 

Ue-enter Benedick. 

Bene, Count Claudio ? 

Claud. Yea, the same. 

Bene. Come, will you go with me ? 

Claud. Whither? 

Beyie. Even to the next willow, about your own 
business, count ? W^hat fashion will you wear the 
gailand of? About your neck, hke an usurer’s 
chain ? or under yom* arm, like a lieutenant’s scarf? 
You must wear it one way, for the prince hath got 
your Hero. 

Claud. I wish him joy of her. 

Bene. Why, that’s spoken like an honest drover ; 
so they sell bullocks. But did you think, the prince 
would have served you thus ? 

Claud. I pray you, leave me. 

Bene. Ho i now you strike like the blind man ; 
’twas the boy that stole your meat, and you’ll beat 
the post. 

Claud. If it will not be. I’ll leave you. {Exit. 

Bene. Alas I poor hurt fowl ! Now will he creep 

into sedges. But, that my lady Beatrice should 

know me, and not know me I The prince’s fool ! — 
Ha, it may be I go imder that title, because I am 
merry. — Yea j but so ; I am apt to do myself 
wrong : I am not so reputed : it is the base, the 
bitter disposition of Beatrice, that puts the world 
into her person, and so gives me out. Well, I’ll 
be revenged as I may. 

Re-enter Don Pedro. 

D. Pedro. Now, signior, where’s the * count ; 
Did you see him ? 

Bene. Troth, my lord, I have played the part of 
lady Fame. I found him here as melancholy as a 
lodge in a warren ; I told him, and I think I told * 
him true, that your grace had got the good will of 
this young lady ; and I offered him my company to 
a willow tree, either to make him a garland, as 
being forsaken, or to bind him up a rod, as being 
worthy to be whipped. 

B. Pedro. To be whipped ! What’s his fault ? 

Bene. The flat transgression of a school-boy; 
who, being overjoyed with finding a bird’s nest, 
shows it his companion, and he steals it. 

^ B. Pedro. Wilt thou make a trust a transgres- 
sion ? The transgression is in the stealer. 

Bene. Yet it had not been amiss, the rod had 
been made, and the garland too ; for the garland 
he might have worn himself ; and the rod he might 
have bestowed on you, who, as I take it, have 
stolen his bird’s nest. 

B. Pedro. I will but teach them to sing, and 
restore them to the owner. 

Bene. If their singing answer your saying, by 
my faith, you say honestly. 

Bon Pedro. The lady Beatrice hath a quarrel 
to you ; the gentleman, that danced with her, told 
her, she is much wronged by you. 

Bene. O, she misused me past the endurance of 
a block ; an oak, but with one 'green leaf on it, 
would have answered her ; my very visor began to 
assume life, and scold with her : she told me, not 
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thinking I had been myself, that I was the prince’s 
jester ; that I was duller than a great thaw ; hudd- 
iingjestupon jest, with such impossible conveyance, 
upon me, that I stood like a man at a mark, with a 
whole army shooting at me : She speaks poniards 
and every word stabs ; if her breath were as terrible 
as her terminations, there were no living near her 
she would infect to the north star. I would not 
marry her, though she were endowed with all that 
Adam had left him before he transgressed : she 
would have made Hercules have turned spit ; yea, 
and have cleft his club to make the fire too. Come' 
talk not of her : you shall find her the infernal At(3 
in good apparel. I would to God, some scholar 
would conjure her ; for, certainly, while she is 
here, a man may live as quiet in hell, as in a 
sanctuary ; and people sin upon purpose, because 
they would go thither ; so, indeed, all disquiet, 
horror, and perturbation follow her. 

Re-e7iter Claudio and Beatrice, Ieonato and Hero. 

B. Pedro. Look, here she comes. 

Bene. Will your grace command me any service 
to the world’s end ? I will go on the slightest errand 
now to the Antipodes, that you can devise to send 
me on ; I will fetch you a toothpicker now from the 
farthest inch of Asia ; bring you the length of 
Prester John’s foot ; fetch you a hair off the great 
Cham’s beard; do you any embassage to the 
Pigmies, rather than hold three words’ conference 
with this harpy : You have no employment for me ? 

B. Pedro. None, but to desire your good company. 

Bene. O God, sir, here’s a dish I love not ; I 
cannot endime my lady Tongue. IBxit. 

D. Pedro. Come, lady, come; yo]^ have lost the 
heart of signior Benedick. 

Beat. Indeed, my lord, he lent it me a while ; 
and I gave him use for it, a double heart for his 
single one : marry, once before, he won it of me 
with false dice, therefore your grace may well say, 
I have lost it. 

B. Pedro. You have put him down, lady, you 
have put him down. 

Beat. So I would not he should do me, my lord, 
lest I should prove the mother of fools. I have 
brought count Claudio, whom you sent me to seek. 

B. Pedro. Why, how now, count ? wherefore are 
you sad ? 

Claud. Not sad, my lord. 

B. Pedro. How then ? Sick ? 

Claud. Neither, my lord. 

Beat. The count is neither sad, nor sick, nor 
merry, nor well : but civil, count ; civil as an 
orange, and something of that jealous complexion. 

B. Pedro. I ’faith, lady, I think your blazon to 
be true ; though, I’ll be swora, if he be so, his 
conceit is false. Here, Claudio, I have wooed in 
thy name, and fair Hero is won ; I have broke with 
her father, and his good will oijtalned : name the 
day of marriage, and God give thee joy 1 

Leon. Count, take of me my daughter, and with 
her my fortunes ; his grace hath made the match, 
and all grace say Amen to it I 

Beat. Speak, count, ’tis your cue. 

Claud. Silence is the perfectest herald of joy : I 
were but little happy, if I could say how much. — 
Lady, as you are mine, I am yours : I give away 
myself for you, and dote upon the exchange. 

Beat. Speak, cousin ; or, if you cannot, stop Hs 
mouth with a kiss, and let not him speak, neither, 
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SCENE II. 


D. Pedro. In faith, lady, you have a merry heart. 

Beat. Yea, my lord ; I thank it, poor fool, it 
heeps on the windy side of care : — My cousin tells 
him in his ear, that he is in her heart. 

Claud. And so she doth, cousin. 

Beat. Good lord, for alliance ! — ^Thus goes every 
one to the world hut I, and I am sun-burned ; I 
may sit in a corner, and cry, heigh-ho! for a 
husband. 

B. Pedro. Lady Beatrice, I will get you one. 

Beat. I would rather have one of your father's 
getting : Hath your grace ne'er a brother like you? 
Yom* father got excellent husbands, if a maid could 
come by them. 

B. Pedro. Will you have me, lady ? 

Beat. No, my lord, unless I might have another 
for working-days ; your grace is too costly to wear 
every day : But, I beseech your grace, pardon me ; 
I was born to speak all mirth, and no matter. 

D. Pedro. Your silence most offends me, and to 
be merry best becomes you ; for, out of question, 
you were born in a merry hour. 

Beat. No, sure, my lord, my mother cried ; but 
then there was a star danced, and under that was I 
born Cousins, God give you joy ! 

Leon. Niece, will you look to those things I told 
you of ? 

Beat. I cry you mercy, uncle. — By your grace’s 
pardon. iExit Beatmcb. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a pleasant- spirited lady. 

Leon. There's little of the melancholy element 
in her, my lord : she is never sad, but when she 
sleeps ; and not ever sad then ; for I have heard my 
daughter say, she hath often dreamed of unhappi- 
ness, and wal^d herself with laughing. 

D. Pedro. She cannot endure to hear tell of a 
husband. 

Leon. Of by no means ; she mocks all her wooers 
out of suit. 

B. Pedro. She were an excellent wife for 
Benedick. 

Leon. O lord, my lord, if they were but a week 
married, they would talk themselves mad. 

B. Pedro. Count Claudio, when mean you to go 
to church? 

To-morrow, my lord: Time goes on 
crutches, till love have all Ms rites. 

Lem. Not till Mou^day, my dear son, which is 
hence a just seven-night ; and a time too brief too, 
to have ail things answer my mind. 

B. Pedro. Come, you shake the head at so long 
a breathing ; but I warrant thee, Claudio, tbe time 
shall not go duUy by us ; I will, in the interim, 
undertake one of Hercules's labours ; wbich is, to 
bring signior Benedick and the lady Beatrice into 
a mountain of affection, the one with the other. I 
would fain have it a match ; and I doubt not but to 
fashion it, if you three will but minister such assist- 
ance as I shall give you direction. 

Leon. My lord, I am for you, though it cost me 
tea nights' watchings. 

Claud. And I, my lord. 

B. Pedro. And you too, gentle: Hero? 

Hero. I will do any modest office, my lord, to 
help my cousin to a good husband. 

B. Pedro^. And Benedick is not the unhopeM- 
lest husband that J know : thus far can I praise 
him ; he is of a noble strain, of approved valour, 
and confirmed honesty. I will teach you how to 
humour your cousin, that she shall fall in love with 


Benedick : — and I, with your two helps, will so 
practise on Benedick, that, in despite of his quick 
wit and Ms queasy stomach, he shall fall in love 
with Beatrice. If we can do this, Cupid is no 
longer an archer ; his glory shall be ours, for we are 
the only love-gods. Go in with me, and I will 
tell you my drift. iExeunt. 


SCENE 11. — Another Room in Leonato’s 
House. 

Enter Bon John and Borachio. 

B. Jolm. It is so ; the count Claudio shall marry 
the daughter of Leonato. 

Bora. Yea, my lord, but I can cross it. 

B. John. Any bar, any cross, any impediment 
will be medicinable to me : I am sick in displeasure 
to him ; and whatsoever comes athwart Ms affection, 
ranges evenly with mine. Howcanst thou cross 
this maiTiage ? 

Bora. Not honestly, my lord ; but so covertly, 
that no dishonesty shall appear in me. 

B. John. Show me briefly how. 

Bora. I. think, I told your lordship, a year since, 
how much llhm in the favour of Margaret, the 
waiting-gentlewoman to Hero. 

B. John. I remember. 

Bora. I can, at any unseasonable instant of the 
night, appoint her to look out at her lady's chamber- 
window. 

B. John. What life is in that, to he the death of 
this marriage ? 

Bora. The poison of that lies in you to temper. 
Go you to the prince your brother ; spare not to 
teU Mm, that he hath wronged Ms honour in mar- 
rying the renowned (|laudio (whose estimation do 
you mightily hold up) to a contaminated stale, such 
a one as Hero. 

B. John. What proof sh^ I make of that ? 

Bora. Proof enough to misuse the prince, to vex 
Claudio, to undo Hero, and kill Leonato : Look 
you for any other issue ? 

B. John. Only to despite them, I will endeavour 
any thing. 

Bora. Go then, find me a meet hour to draw Bon 
Pedro and the count Claudio, alone : tell them, that 
you know that Hero loves me ; intend a kind of zeal 
both to the prince and Claudio, as — in love of your 
brother's honour who hath made this match ; and 
his friend’s reputation, who is thus like to he cozened 
with the semblance of a maid, — ^that you have dis- 
covered thus. They win scarcely believe this with- 
out trial : offer them instances ; which shall bear no 
less likelihood, than to see me at her chamber- win- 
dow ; hear me call Margaret, Hero ; hear Margaret 
term me BoracMo ; and bring them to see tMs, the 
very night before fie intended wedding : for, in the 
mean time, I will so fashion the matter, that Hero 
shall be absent ; and there shall appear such seem- 
ing truth of Hero's disloyalty, that jealousy shall 
be called assurance, and all the preparation over- 
thrown. 

B. John. Grow tMs to what adverse issue it can, 
I will put it in practice : Be cunnmg in the working 
tMs, and thy fee is a thousand ducats. 

Bora. Be you constant in the accusation, and my 
cunning shall not shame me. 

B. John. I will presently go learn their day of 
marriage. 1 2 lExmni.^ 




116 MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING. act ii. 

SCENE in. — Leonato’s Garden. 

Snter’B^^smcKand aBoy. 

Bene, Boy, — 

Boy. Signior. 

Bene. In my chamber- window lies a book ; bring 
it hither to me in the orchard. 

Boy. I am here already, sir. 

Bene. I know that; — ^bnt I would have thee 
hence, and here again. iBxit Boy.] — I do much 
wonder, that one man, seeing how much another 
man is a fool when he dedicates his behaviours to 
love, will, after he hath laughed at such shallow fol- 
lies in others, become the argument of his own 
scorn, by falling in love ; And such a man is 
Claudio. I have known, when there was no music 
with him but the drum and fife ; and now had he 
rather hear the tabor and the pipe : I have known, 
when he would have walked ten milea-foot, to see a 
good armour ; and now will he He ten nights awake, 
carving tlie fashion of a new doublet. He was 
wont to speak plain, and to the purpose, like an 
honest man, and a soldier ; and now is he tmned 
orthographer ; his words are a very fantastical ban- 
quet, just so many strange dishes. May I be so 
converted, and see with these eyes ? I cannot tell ; 

I think not : I will not be sworn, but love may trans- 
form me to an oyster ; but I’ll take my oath on it, 
till he have made an oyster of me, he shall never 
make me such a fool. One woman is fair ; yet I 
am well : another is wise ; yet I am well : another 
virtuous ; yet I am well : but till aU graces be in 
one woman, one woman shall not come in my grace. 
Rich, she shall be, that’s certain ; wise, or I’ll none ; 
virtuous, or I’ll never cheapen her ; fair, or I’ll 
never look on her ; mUd, or come not near me ; noble, 
or not I for an angel of good discourse, an excel- 
lent musician, and her hair shall be of what colour it 
please God. Ha ! the prince and monsieur Love 1 i 
I will hide me in the arbour. IWithdt'aws. 

Enter Bon Fedbo, Leonato, and Cx-audio. 

D. Pedro. Come, shall we hear this music ? 

Claud. Yea, my good lord How still the even- 
As hushed on purpose to grace harmony ! [ing is, 

Z). Pedro. See you where Benedick hath hid 
himself ? 

Claud. 0, very well, my lord : the music ended,,, 
We’ll fit the kid-fox with a pennyworth. 

Enter Balthazar, loith Music. 

D. Pedro. Come, Balthazar, we’ll hear that song 
again. 

Bal&i. 0 good my lord, tax not so bad a voice 

To slander music any more than once. 

D. Pedro. It is the witness still of excellency, 

To put a strange face on his own perfection : — 

I pray thee, sing, and let me woo no more. 

^ Balih. Because you talk of wooing, I will sing : 
Since many a wooer doth commence his suit 

To her he thinks not worthy ; yet he wooes ; 

Yet will he swear, he loves. 

B. Pedro. Nay, pray thee, come ; 

Or, if thou wilt hold longer argument, 

Do it in notes. 

BaltJi. Note tins before my notes, 

There’s not a note of mine that’s worth the noting. 

jD. Pedro. Why these ai'e very crotchets that he 
speaks; 

Note, notes, forsooth, and noting ! {Music. 

Bene. Now, Bivine air ! now is his soul ravished ! 
— Is it not strange, that sheep’s guts should hale 

souls out of men’s bodies ?-— Well, a horn for my 
money, when all’s done. ^ 

Balthazar sings. 

I. 

Sigh no more, ladies, sigh no more ; 

Men were deceivers ever ; 

One foot in sea, and one on shore ; 

To one thing constant never : 

Then sigh not so, 

But let them go. 

And he you hlithe and honny ; 

Converting all your sounds of woe 

Into, Hey nonny, nonny. 
ir. 

Sing no more ditties, sing no mo 

Of dumps so dull and heavy ; 

The fraud of men was ever so, 

Since summer first was leavy. 

Then sigh not so, &c. 

D. Pedro. By my troth, a good song. 

Balih. And an ill singer, my lord. 

Claud. Ha ? no ; no, faith ; thou singest well 
enough for a shift. 

Bene. [ Jside.] An he had been a dog, that should 
have howled thus , they would have hanged him : and, 

I pray God, his bad voice bode no mischief! I had 
as lief have heard the night-raven, come what plague 
could have come after it. 

B. Pedro. Yea, marry; [jfo CLAUDio.j-^I)ost 
thou hear, Balthazar ? I pray thee, get us some ex- 
cellent mnsic ; for to-morrow night we would have 
it at the lady Hero’s chamber-window. 

Balih. The best I can, my lord* 

B. Pedro. Do so: farewell. Baltha- 

zar and Music.'] Come hither, Leonato : What was 
it you told me of to-day? that your inece Beatrice 
was in love with signior Benedick ? 

Claud. 0, ay : — Stalk on, stalk on : the fowl 
sits [Aside to Pedro.] I did never tMnk that lady 
would have loved any man. 

Leon. No, nor I neither ; but most wonderful, that 
she should so dote on signior Benedick, whom she 
hath in aH outward behaviours seemed ever to abhor. 

Bene. Is’tpossible ? Sits thevrind in that corner ? 

Leon. By my troth, my lord, I cannot tell what 
to think of it ; but that she loves him with an en- 
raged affection, — ^it is past the infinite of thought. 

B. Pedro. May be, she doth but counterfeit* 

Claud. ’Faith, like enough. 

Leon. 0 God ! counterfeit 1 There was never 
counterfeit of passion came so near the life of pas- 
sion, as she discovers it. 

B. Pedro. Why, what effects of passion shows she? 

Claud. Bait the hook well ; this fish will bite. 

Leon, What effects, my lord 1 She will sit you, — 
You heard my daughter tell you how. 

Claud. She did, indeed. 

B. Pedro. How, how, I pray you ? You amaze 
me : I would have thought her spirit had been in- 
vincible against all assaults of affection. 

Leon. I would have sworn it had, my lord; 
especially against Benedick. 

Bene. [Aside.] I should think this a gull, hut 
that the white-bearded fellow speaks it : knavery 
cannot, sure, hide itself in such reverence. 

Claud. He hath ta’en the infection ; hold it up. 

{Aside. 

B. Pedro. Hath she made her affection known 
to Benedick ? 


mugh ado about nothing. 




Leon, No ; and swears she never will ; that’s 
her torment. 

Cla.ud, Tis tnie, indeed j so your daughter says : 
Shall I, says she, that have so oft encountsTed Mm 
with scorn j write to him that I love him 9 
Leon, Ihis says she now, when she is beginning 
to wiite to him ; for she’ll be up twenty times a 
night : and there will she sit in her smock, till she 
have wiit a sheet of paper :-~my daughter tells ns all. 

Claud, Now yon talk of a sheet of paper, I re- 
member a pretty jest your daughter told ns of. 

Leon, 0 1 — ^When she had writ it, and was reading 
it over, she found Benedick and Beatrice between 
the sheet ? — 

Claud, That. 

' Leon, O ! she tore the letter into a thousand 
half-pence ; railed at herself, that she should be so 
immodest to write to one that she knew would flout 
her : I measure him, says she, % own spirit 
for I should flout him, if he writ to me; ttea, thomh 
I love him, I should,, 

Claud. Then down upon her knees she falls, 
weeps, sobs, beats her heart, tears her hair, prays, 
curses j— *0 sweet Senedick / God pive me patience / 
Leon, She doth indeed; my daughter says so*: 
and the ecstacy hath so much overborne her, that 
my daughter is sometime afraid she will do a des- 
perate outi’age to herself ; It is very true. 

B, Pedro, It were good, that Benedick knew of 
it by some other, if she will not discover it. 

Claud. ^ To what end? He would but make a 
sport of it, and torment the poor lady worse. 

D. Pedro, An he should, it were an alms to 
hang him : She’s an excellent sweet lady ; and, out 
of ail suspicion^ she is virtuous. 

Claud. And she is exceeding wise. 

B, Pedro. In every thing, but in loving Benedick. 
Leon. O my lord, wisdom and blood combating 
i in so tender a body, we have ten proofs to one that 
I blood hath the victory. I am sorry for her, as I 
I have just cause, being her uncle and her guardian. 
B. Pedro. I would, she had bestowed this dotage 
on me; I would have dalf d all other respects, and 
made her half myself: I pray you, tell Benedick of 
it, and hear what he will say. 

Leort. Were it good, think you ? 

Claud, Hero thinks surely, she will die ; for she 
says, she will die if he love her not ; and she will 
die ere she makes her love known : and she will die 
if he woo her, rather than she will ’bate one breath 
of her accustomed crossness. 

I B, Pedro. She doth well : if she should make ten- 
i der of her love, ’tis very possible he’ll scorn it : for 
the man, as you know all, hath a contemptible spirit. 
Claud. He is a very proper man. 

^ B. Pedro, He hath, indeed, a good outward hap- 
piness. ^ 

(^aud. ’Fore God, and in my mind, very wise. 

B, Pedro. He doth, indeed, show some sparks 
that are like wit. 

Leon. And I take him to be valiant. 

B, Pedro. As Hector, I assure you : and in the 
I managing of quarrels jm. may say he is wise ; for 
enner he avoids them with great discretion, or under- 
takes them with a most christian-like fear. 

l^eon. If he do fear God, he must necessarily 
^eep peace; if he break the peace, he ought to 
j enter into a quarrel with fear and trembling. 

I B. Pedro, And so will he do ; for the man doth 
j tear Hod, howsoever it seems not in him, by some 


large jests he will make. WeU, I am sorry for 
ymur niece : ShaU we go see Benedick, and tell him 
of her love? ’ 

Clayd. Never teU him, my lord ; let her wear it 
out with good counsel. 

Leon. Nay, that’s impossible ; she may wear her 
heart out first. ^ 

B. Pedro. Well, we’ll hear further of it by your 
daughter : let it cool the while. I love Benedick 
wen : and I could wish he would modestly examine 
himself, to see how much he is unworthy to have so 
good a lady. 

Leon. My lord, wiU you walk ? dinner is ready. 

Claud. If he do not doat on her upon this, I 
will never trust my expectation. {Aside. 

B. Pedro. Let there be the same net spread for 
Her : and that must your daughter and her gentle- 
woman carry. The sport will be, when they hold 
one an opinion of another’s dotage, and no such 
matter ; that’s the scene that I would see, which 
win be merely a dumb show. Let us send her to 
call him m to dinner. {Aside, 

{Exeunt Don Pedro, Claudio, and Leo.vato. 

Benedick advances from the arhour. 

Bene. This can be no trick : The conference was 
gdly borne.— -They have the truth of this from 
Hero. They seem to pity the lady ; it seems, her 
affections have their full bent. Love me ! why, it 
must be reqmted. I hear how I am censured : 
they say, I will bear myself proudly, if I perceive 
the love come from her; they say too, that she will 
rather die than give any sign of aflection.— I did 
^ver think to marry — I must not seem proud : — 
Happy are they that hear their detractions, and 
put them to mending. They say, the lady is fair ; 
tis a truth, I can bear them witness : and" virtuous 
~’tis so, I cannot reprove it ; and wise, but for 
loving me :— By my troth, it is no addition to her 
mt nor no great argument of her folly, for I will 
be horribly in love with her. — I may chance have 
some odd quirks and remnants of wit broken on 
me, because I have railed so long against marriage : 
But doth not the appetite alter ? A man loves the 
meat in his youth, that he cannot endure in his 
age : Shall quips, and sentences, and these paper 
bullets of the brain, awe a man from the career of 
his humour ? No : The world must he peopled. 
When I said, I would die a bachelor, I did not 
think I should live till I were married. — Here 
comes Beatrice : By this day, she’s a fair lady : I 
do spy some marks of love in her. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Beat, Against my will, I am sent to bid you 
come in to dinner. 

Bene. Fair Beatrice, I thankyoufor your pains. 
Beat. I took no more pains for those thanks, 
than yon take pains to thank me; if it had been 
painful, I would not have come. 

Bene, Yon take pleasui’e, then, in the message ? 
Beat, Yea, just so much as you may take upon a 
knife’s point, and choke a daw withal : — ^You have 
no stomach, signior ; fare you well, {Exit. 

Bene. Ha 1 Against mg will I am sent to hid you 
come to dinner — there’s a double meaning in that. 

I took no more pains for those thanks, than you took 
pains to thank me — that’s as much as to say, Any 
pains that I take for, you is. as easy as thanks : — If 
I do not take pity of her, I am a villain ; if I do 
not love her I am a Jew: I will go get her 
picture. {Exit. 
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Urs. Sure, I think so ; 

And therefore, certainly, it were not good 
She knew his love, lest she make sport at it. 
Hero. Why, you speak truth : I never '! 


SCENE L — Leonato^s Garden. 

Enter Hero, Margaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Margaret, run thee into the parlour 
biere shalt thou find my cousin Beatrice 


Beatrice 

Proposing with the Prince and Claudio : 
Whisper her ear, and teH her, I and Ursula 


How wise, how noble, young, how rarely featured, 
But she would spell him. backward : if fair-faced, 
She’d swear, the gentleman should be her sister ; 

If black, why, nature, drawing of an autick, 

Made a foul blot : if tall, a lance ill-headed ; 

If low, an agate very vilely cut : 

If speaking, why, a vane blown with all winds ; 

If silent, why, a block moved with none. 

So turns she every man the wrong side out ; 

And never gives to truth and virtue, that 
Which simpleness and merit purchaseth. [able. 
Urs. Sure, sure, such carping is not commend- 
Hero. No : not to be so odd, and from all fashions, 
As Beatrice is, cannot be commendable : 

But who dare tell her so ? If I should speak, 
She’d mock me into air ; O, she would laugh me 
Out of myself, press me to death with wit. 
Therefore let Benedick, like covered fire, 

Consume away in sighs, waste inwardly ; 

It were a better death than die with mocks ; 
Which is as bad as die with tickling. 

Urs. Yet tell her of it ; hear what she will say. 
Hero. No ; rather I will go to Benedick, 

And counsel him to fight against his passion : 
And, truly, I’ll devise some honest slanders 
To stain my cousin with : One dotfi not know, 
How much an ill-word may empoison liking. 

Urs. O, do not do your cousin such a wrong. 
She cannot J)e so much without true judgment, 
(Having so swift and excellent a wit, 

As she is priz’d to have,) as to refuse 
So rare a gentleman as signior Benedick. 

Hero. He is the only man of Italy, 

Always excepted my dear Claudio. 

Urs. I pray you, be not angry with me, madam, 
Speaking my fancy; signior Benedick, 


Walk in the orchard, and our whole discourse 
Is all of her ; say, that thou overheard’ st us ; 


And hid her steed into the pleached bower, 
Where honeysuckles, ripened by the sun, 
Forbid the sun to enter like favourites. 
Made proud by princes, that advance their 
Against that power that bred it : — there 
hide her, 

To listen our propose : This is thy office, 


sently. ^ lExii. 

Hero. Now, Ursula, when Beatrice doth come, 
As we do trace this alley up and down, 

Our talk must only be of Benedick : 

When I do name Mm, let it be thy part 
To praise him more than ever man ffid merit : 

My talk to thee must be, how Benedick 
Is sick in love with Beatrice : Of this matter 
Is little Cupid’s crafty arrow made, 

That only wounds by hearsay. Now begin ; 

Enter Beatrice, behind. 

For look where Beatrice, like a lapwing, runs, 

Close by the ground, to hear our conference. 

Urs. The pleasant’ st angling is to see the fish 
Cut with her golden oars the silver stream, 

And greedily devour the treacherous bait : 

So angle we for Beatrice ; who even now 
Is couched in the woodbine coverture 
Fear you not my part of the dialogue. 

Hero. Then go we near her, that her ear lose 
nothing 

Of the false sweet bait that we lay for it. — 

IThep advance to the bower. 
No, truly, Ursula, she is too disdainful ; 

I know, her spirits are as coy and wild 
As haggards of the rock. 

Urs. But are you sure, 

That Benedick loves Beatrice so entirely ? [lord. 
Hero. So says the prince, and my new-trothed 
Urs. And did they bid you tell her of it, madam ? 
Hero. They did intreat me to acquaint her of it 
But I persuaded them, if they loved Benedick, 

To wish him wrestle with affection, 

And never to let Beatrice know of it. 

Urs. Why did you so ? Both not the gentleman 
Deserve as fuH, as fortunate a bed, 

As ever Beatrice shall couch upon ? 

Hero, O God of love! I know, he doth deserve 
As much as may be yielded to a man : 

But nature never framed a woman’s heart 
Of prouder stuff than that of Beatrice : 

Disdain and scorn ride sparkling in her eyes, 
Misprising what they look on ; and her wit 
Values itself so highly, that to her 
All matter else seems weak : she cannot love, 

I Nor take no shape nor project of affection, 

She is so self-endeared. 
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D. Pedro. She shaE be buried -with her face up- 
wards. I 

Bene» Yet is tMs no cliarm for tlie tooth-acli ! 

Old signior, walk aside with me ; I have studied 
eight or nine wise words to speak to you, which ’ 
these hobby-horses must not hear, I 

[^Exeunt Benedick and Leonato. j 
D. Pedro, For my life, to break with him about I 
Beatrice, | 

Claud, 'Tis even so: Hero and Margaret have i 
by this played their parts with Beatiice ; and then 
the two bears will not bite one another, when they ; 
meet. " j. 

Enter Bon John. | 

O. John. My lord and brother, God save you. | 
D. Pedro. Good den, brother. * i 

O. John. If your leisure served, I would speak : 
with you. 

D, Pedro. In private ? I 

D. John. If it please you; — ^yet count Claudio 
may hear ; for what I would speak of, concerns him. ' 
D. Pedro. What’s the matter ? i 

D. John. Means your lordship to be married to- 
morrow ? [Tu Claudio. ■ 

D. Pedro. You know, he does. I 

D. John. I know not that, when he knows what * 
I know. 

Claud. If there be any impediment, I pray you, | 
discover it. 

D. John. You may think, I love you not ; let j 
that appear hereafter, and aim better at me by that ' 
I now will manifest; For my brother, I think, he I 
holds you well, and in dearness of heart hath holp ! 
to effect your ensuing marriage ; surely, suit ill 
spent, and labour ill bestowed ! 

D. Pedro, Why, what’s the matter ? 

D. John, 1 came hither to teU you : and, cir- 
cumstances shortened, (for she hath been too long 
a talking of,) the lady is disloyal. 

Claud, 1^0? Hero? 

D. John. Even she; Leonato’sHero, your Hero, 
every man’s Hero. 

Claud, Disloyal? 

I) , John. The word is too good to paint out her 
wickedness ; I could say, she were worse ; think 
you of a worse title, and I will fit her to it. Wonder ; 
not till further warrant : go but with me to-night, i 
you shall see her chamber-window entered ; even | 
the night before her wedding-day : if you love her j 
then, to-morrow wed her ; but it would better fit i 
your honour to change your mind. 

Claud, May this he so ? 1 

jD. Pedro. I will not think it. | 

J) , John. If you dare not trust that you see, con- | 
fess not that you know : if you will follow me, I ' 
will show you enough ; and when you have seen 
more, and heard more, proceed accordingly. 

Claud, If I see any thing to-night why I should 
not marry her to-morrow; in the congregation, 
where I should wed, there will 1 shame her. 

jD- Pedro, And, as I wooed for thee to obtain 
her, I will Join with thee to disgrace her. 

D.Jokn. I will disparage her no farther, till 
you axe my witnesses ; bear it coldly but till mid- 
night, and let the issue show itself. 

D. Pedro. O day untowardly turned ! 

Claud, O mischief strangely thwarting ! 

D, John, O plague right well prevented ! 

So will you say, when you ha^e seen the sequel. 

[E.retinf, ; 


SCENE II. — ^ Room in Leonato’s House. 

Enter Bon Pedro, Claudio, Benedick, and Leonato. 

J). Pedro. I do but stay till your marriage be 
consummate, and then I go toward Arragon. 

Claud. I’ll bring you thither, my lord, if you’ll 
vouchsafe me. 

D. Pedro, Nay, that would be as great a soil in 
the new gloss of your marriage, as to show a child 
his new coat, and forbid Mm to wear it. I will 
only be bold with Benedick for his company ; for, 
from the crown of his head to the sole of his foot, 
he is all mirth ; he hath twice or thrice cut Cupid’s 
bow-string, and the little hangman dare not shoot 
at him ; he hath a heart as sound as a bell, and Ms 
tongue is the clapper ; for what Ms heart thinks, 
his tongue speaks. 

Bene. Grants, I am not as I have been. 

Leon. So say I ; methinks you are sadder, 

Claud. I hope he be in love. 

D. Pedro. Hang Mm, truant ; there’s no true 
drop of blood in him, to he truly touch’d with 
love ; if he be sad, he wants money. 

Bene. I have the tootli-ach. 

D. Pedro. Draw it. 

Bene. Hang it ! 

Claud. You must hang it first, and draw it after- 
wards. 

D. Pedro. What ? sigh for the tooth-ach ? 

Leon. Where is but a humour or a worm ? 

Bene. Well, every one can master a grief, but 
he that has it. 

Claud. Yet, say I, he is in love. 

D. Pedro. Yhere is no appearance of fancy in 
him, unless it be a fancy that he hath to strange 
disguises ; as, to be a Dutchman to-day; a French- 
man to-morrow ; or in the shape of two countries 
at once, as, a German from the waist downward, 
ail slops; and a Spaniard from the hip upwai^d, 
no doublet: Unless he have a fancy to this foolery, 
as it appears he hath, he is no fool for fancy, as 
you would have it appear he is. 

Claud. If he be not in love with some woman, 
there is no believing old signs: he brushes Ms hat 
o’mornings : "What should that bode ? 

B. Pedro. Hathanymanseenhimatthebarber’s? 

^ Claud. No, but tbe barber’s man hath been seen 
mth Mm; and the old ornament of Ms cheek hath 
already stuffed tennis-balls. 

Leon. Indeed, he looks younger than he did, by 
the loss of a beard. 

B. Pedro. Nay, he rubs himself with civet : 
Can you smell Mm out by that? 

Claud. That’s as much as to say, The sweet 
youth’s in love. 

B. Pedro. The greatest note of it is Ms melan- 
choly. 

Claud. And when was he wont to wash Ms face? 

B. Pedro. Yea, or to paint himself? for the 
which, I hear w-hat they say of Mm. 

Claud. Nay, but his jesting spirit ; which is now 
crept into a lutestring, and now governed by stops. 

B. Pedro. Indeed, that tells a heavy tale for 
him ; conclude, conclude, he is in love. 

Claud. Nay, but I know who loves Mm. 

B. Pedro. That would I know too ; I warrant, 
one that knows Mm not. 

Claud. Yes, and Ms M conditions ; and, in de- 
spite of ail, dies for him. 
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ACT 131. 


SCENE III.—Ai Street 

En ter Bogeekry and Verges, with the Watch. 

Dogb. Are you good men and true ? 

Ferg, Yea, or else it were pity but they should 
suffer salvation, body and soul. 

Dogb. Nay, that were a punishment too good 
for them, if they should have any allegiance in them, 
being chosen for the prince’s watch. 

Verg. Well, give them their charge, neighbour 
Dogberry. 

Dogb. First, who think you the most desertless 
man to be constable ? 

1 Watch. Hugh Oatcake, sir, or George Sea- 
coal ; for they can write and read, 

Dogb. Come hither, neighbour Seacoal : God 
hath blessed you with a good name ; to be a well- 
favoured man is the gift of fortune ; but to write 
and read comes by nature. 

2 Watch. Both which, master constable, 

Dogb. You have ; I knew it would be your 

answer. Well, for your favour, sir, why, give God 
thanks, and make no boast of it; and for your 
writing and reading, let that appear when there is 
no need of such vanity. You are thought here to 
be the most senseless and fit man for the constable 
of the watch ; therefore bear you the lantern : This 
is your charge ; You shall comprehend all vagrom 
men ; you are to bid any man stand, in the prince’s 
name. 

2 Watch. How if ’a will not stand ? 

Dogb. Why then, take no note of him, but let 
him go ; and presently call the rest of the watch to- 
gether, and thank God you are rid of a knave. 

Verg. If he will not stand when he is bidden, he 
is none of the prince’s subjects. 

Dogb. True, and they are to meddle with none 
but the prince’s subjects: — ^You shall also make no 
noise in the streets ; for, for the watch to babble 
and talk, is most tolerable and not to be endured. 

2 Watch. We will rather sleep than talk ; we 
know what belongs to a watch. 

Dogb. Why, you speak like an ancient and most 
quiet watchman; for I cannot see how sleeping 
should offend : only, have a care that your bills be 
not stolen ; — ^W ell, you are to call at aH the ale- 
houses, and bid them that are drunk get them to 
bed. 

2 Watch. How if they will not ? 

Dogb. Why then, let them alone till they are 
sober ; if they make you not then the better answer, 
you may say, they are not the men you took them for. 

2 Watch. Well, sir. 

Dogb. If you meet a thief, you may suspect him, 
by virtue of your office, to be no true man : and, 
for such kind of men, the less you meddle or make 
with them, why, the more is for your honesty. 

2 Watch. If we know him to be a thief, shall we 
not lay hands on him ? 

Dogb. Truly, by your office you may ; but, I 
think, they that touch pitch will be defiled : the 
most peaceable way for you, if you do take a tliief, 
is to let him show himself what he is, and steal out 
of your company. 

Verg, You have been always called a merciful 
man, partner. 

Dogb. Truly, I would not hang a dog by my 
will ; much more a man who hath any honesty in 
him. 


Verg. If you hear d child cry in the night, you 
must call to the nurse and bid her still it. 

2 Watch. How if the nurse be asleep, and will 
not hear us 1 

Dogb. Why, then, depart in peace, and let the 
child wake her with crying : for the ewe that will 
not hear her iamb when it baes, will never answer a 
calf when he bleats. 

Verg. ’Tis very true. 

Dogb. This is the end of the charge. You, con- 
stable, are to present the prince’s own person ; if 
you meet the prince in the night, you may stay him. 

Verg. Nay by’r lady, that, I think, ’a cannot. 

Dogb. Five shillings to one on’t, with any man 
that knows the statues, he may stay him: marry, 
not without the prince be w^illing : for, indeed, the 
watch ought to offend no man ; and it is an offence 
to stay a man against his will. 

Verg. By’r lady, I think, it be so. 

Dogb. Ha, ha, ha! Well, masters, good night: 
an there be any matter of weight chances, cali up 
me : keep your fellows’ counsels and your own, and 
good night. — Come, neighbour. 

2 Watch. Well, masters, we hear our charge: 
let us go sit here upon the church-bench, till 
two, and then all to-bed. 

Dogb. One word more, honest neighbours: I 
pray you, watch about signior Leonato’s door ; for 
the wedding being there to-morrow, there is a great 
coil to-night : Adieu, be vigilant, I beseech you. 

[,Exeu7it Dogberry a7id Verges. 

Enter Borachio and Coniu.be. 

Bora. What! Conrade,— 

Watch. Peace, stir not. 

Conrade, I say ! / 

Con. Here, man, I am at thy elbow. 

Bora. Mass, and my elbow itched ; I thought, 
there would a scab follow. 

CoTi. I will owe thee an answer for that ; and 
now forward with thy tale. 

Bora. Stand thee close then under this pent- 
house, for it drizzles rain ; and I will, like a true 
drunkard, utter all to thee. 

Watch. Some treason, masters ; yet 

stand close. 

Boxa. Therefore know, I have earned of Don 
John a thousand ducats. 

Con. Is it possible that any villany should be 
so dear ? 

^ Bora. Thou should’st rather ask, if it were pos- 
sible any villainy should he so rich ; for when rich 
villains have need of poor ones, poor ones may 
make what price they will. 

Con. I wonder at it 

Bora. That shows thou art unconfirmed ; Thou 
knowest, that the fashion of a doublet, or a hat, or 
a cloak, is nothing to a man. 

Con, Yes, it is apparel. 

Bora, I mean, the fashion. 

Con. Yes, the fashion is the fashion. 

Bora. Tush ! I may as well say, the fool’s the 
fool. But see’st thou not what a deformed thief 
this fashion is ? 

Watch. 1 know that Deformed ; ’a has been a 
vile thief this seven year ; ’a ,goes up and down 
like a gentleman : I remember his name. 

Bora. Did’st thou not hear somebody ? 

Con. No ; ’twas the vane on the house. 

Bora. Seest thou not, I say, what a deformed 
thief this fashion is ? how giddily he turns about 
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all the hot bloods, between fourteen and five-aiid- 
thirty? sometime, fashioning them like Pharaoh^s 
soldiers in the reechy painting ; sometime, like god 
BePs priests in the old church window; sometime, 
like the shaven Hercules in the smirched worm- 
eaten tapestry, where his cod-piece seems as massy 
as his club ? 

Con. All this I see ; and see, that the fashion 
wears out more apparel than the man: But art not 
thou thyself giddy with the fashion too, that thou 
hast shifted out of thy tale into telling me of the 
fashion ? 

Bora. Not so neither; but know, that I have 
to-mght wooed Margaret^ the lady Hero's gentle- 
woman, by the name of Hero ; she leans me out 
at her mistress’s chamber- window, bids me a thou- 
sand times good night, — I tell this tale vilely : — I 
should first tell thee, how the Prince, Claudio, and 
my master, planted, and placed, and possessed by 
, my master Don John, saw afar off in the orchard 
this amiable encounter. 

Co?z. And thought they, Margaret was Hero ? 

Bora. Two of them did, the Prince and Claudio ; 
but the devil my master knew she was Margaret ; 
and partly by his oaths, which first possessed them, 
partly by the dark night, which did deceive them, 
but chiefly by my villany, which did confirm any 
slander that Don John had made, away went Clau- 
dio enraged ; swore he would meet her as he was 
appointed, nest morning at the temple, and there, 
before the whole congregation, shame her with what 
he saw over-night, and send her home again with- 
out a husband. 

1 Watch, We charge you in the prince’s name, 
stand. ' 

2 Watch, Call up the right master constable ; we 
have here recovered the most dangerous piece of 
lechery that ever was known in the commonwealth. 

1 Watch, And one Deformed is one of them ; I 
know him, 'a wears a lock. 

Con, Masters, masters I 

2 Watch, You’ll he made bring Deformed forth, 
I warrant you. 

Con. Masters, — 

1 Watch, Never speak; we charge you, let us 
obey you to go with us. 

^JBom. We are like to prove a goodly commo- 
dity, being taken up of these men’s bills. 

Con. A commodity in question, I warrant you. 
Come, we’ll obey you. lExmnt 

SCENE lY. — A Boom in Leonato’s House. 

Enter Hero, ' ]VLiegaret, and Ursula. 

Hero. Good Ursula, wake my cousin Beatrice, 
and desire her to rise. 

Urs. I will, lady. 

Hero. And hid her come hither. 

Urs. Well, Ursula. 

Marg. ’Troth, I think, your other rabato were 
better. 

Hero. No, pray thee, good Meg, I’ll wear this- 

Marg. By my troth, it’s not so good ; and I 
warrant, your cousin will say so. 

^ Hero. My cousin’s a fool, and thou art another; 
I’ll wear none but this. 

Marg. I like the new tire within excellently, if 
the hair were a thought browner : and your gown’s 
- a most rare fashion, i’faith. I saw the duchess of 
Milan’s gown, that they praise so. 


Hero, O, that exceeds, they say. 

Marg. By my troth it’s but a night-gown in 
respect of yours : Cloth of gold, and cuts, and 
laced with silver; set vrith pearls, down-sleeves, 
side-sleeves, and skirts round, underbome with a 
hlueish tinsel : but for a fine, quaint, graceful, and 
excellent fashion, yours is worth ten on’t. 

Hero. ^ God give me joy to wear it, for my heart 
is exceeding heavy I 

Marg, ’Twill be heavier soon, by the weight of 
a man. 

Hero. Eye upon thee! art not ashamed? 

M arg. Of what, lady ? of speaking honourably ? 
Is not marriage honourable in a beggar? Is not 
your lord honourable without marriage ? I think, 
you would have me say, saving your reverence, — 
a husband: an had thinking do not w^rest true 
speaking, I’ll offend nobody: Is there any harm in 
— the heavier for a husband f None, I think, an it 
be the right husband, and the right wife ; otherwise , 
’tis light, and not heavy ; Ask my lady Beatrice 
else, — ^here she comes. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Hero. Good morrow, coz. 

Beat. Good morrow, sweet Hero, 

Hero. Why, how now I do you speak in the sick 
tune? 

Beat. I am out of all other tune, methinks. 

Marg. Clap us into — Light o’ love: that goes 
without a burden ; do you sing it, and I’ll dance it. 

Beat, Yea, Light o’ love, with your heels ! — ^then 
if your husband have stables enough, you’ll see he 
shall lack no bams. 

Marg. O illegitimate construction ! I scora that 
with my heels. 

Beat. ’Tis almost five o’clock, cousin; ’tis time 
you were ready. By my troth, I am exceeing ill ; — 
hey ho I 

Marg. For a hawk, a horse, or a husband? 

Beat. For the letter that begins them all, H. 

Marg, Well, an you be not turned Turk, there’s 
no more sailing by the star. 

Beat. What means the fool, trow ? 

Marg. Nothing I ; hut God send every one their 
heart’s desire ! 

Hero. These gloves the count sent me, they are 
an excellent perfhme. 

Beat. I am stuffed, cousin, I cannot smell. 

Marg. A maid, and stuffed! there’s goodly 
catching of cold. 

Beat. O, God help me ! God help me! how long 
have you profess’d apprehension? 

Marg. Ever since you left it : doth not my wit 
become me rarely ? 

Beat. It is not seen enough, you should wear it 
in your cap. — By my troth, I am sick. 

Marg. Get you some of this distilled Carduus 
Benedictus, and lay it to your heart ; it is the only 
thing for a qualm. 

Hero. There thou prick’st her with a thistle. 

Beat. Benedictus! why Benedictus? you have 
some moral in this Benedictus. 

Marg. Moral? no, by my troth, I have no moral 
meaning; I meant, plain holy- thistle. You may 
think, perchance, that I think you are in love : nay, 
by’r Lady, I am not such a fool to think what I 
list ; nor I list not to think what I can ; nor, in- 
deed, I cannot think, if I would think my heart 
out of thinking, that you are in love, or that you 
will be in love, or that you can be in love : yet 



ACT IV, 


SCENE L—rAc /»si* 0/ a CfearoA. 

JSntcT Don Pedro, Don John, Leonato, Friar, Claudio, 
Benedick, Hero, and Beatrice, 

Leon, Come, friar Francis, be brief; only to the 
plain form of marriage, and you shall recount tbeir 
particular duties afterwards. 

Friar, You come bitber, my lord, to marry this 
lady ? 

Claud. No. 

Leon. To be married to her, friar ; you come to 
many her. 

Friar. Lady, you come hither to be married to 
this count ? 

Hero. I do. 

Friar. If either of you know any inward impedi- 
ment why you should not be conjoined, I charge 
you, on your souls, to utter it. 

Claud. Know you any, Hero ? 

Hero. None, my lord. 

Friar. Know you any, count ? 

Leon. T dare make his answer, none. 


Claud. O, what men dare do ! w^hat men may do 
what men daily do ! not knowing •what they do ! 

Bene. How now ! Interjections ? Wliy, then, 
some he of laughing, as, ha ! ha ! he I 

Claud. Stand thee by, friar : — Father, by your 
Will you with free and unconstrained soul [leave ; 
Give me this maid, your daughter ? 

Leon. As freely, son, as God did give her me. 
Claud. And what have I to give you back, whose 
worth 

May counterpoise this rich and precious gift ? 
jy. Pedro. Nothing, unless you render her agaiUi 
Claud. Sweet prince, you learn me noble tliank- 
There, Leonato, take her back again ; [fulness. — 
Give not this rotten orange to your friend ; 

She's but the sign and semblance of her honour : — 
Behold, how like a maid she Mushes here : 

O, what authority and show of truth 
Can cunning sin cover itseif withal ! 

Comes not that blood, as modest evidence, 

To witness simple virtue } Would you not swear, 
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ACT IV. 


Benedick was such another, and now is he become 
a man ; he swore he would never marry ; and yet 
now, in despite of his heart, he eats Ms meat with- 
out grudging ; and how you may he converted, I 
know not ; but, metbinks, you look -with your eyes 
as other women do. 

Beat. What pace is this that thy tongue keeps f 

Marg. Not a false gallop. 

Re-enter Ursula. 

Urs. Madam, withdraw ; the prince, the count, 
signior Benedick, Don John, and all the gallants 
of the town, are come to fetch you to chm*ch. 

Hero. Help to dress me, good coz, good Meg, 
good Ursula. CExeimt 


worship, as of any man in the city ; and though I 
be but a poor man, I am glad to hear it. 

Verg, And so am I. 

Leon. I would fa.m know what you have to say. 

Verg. Marry, sir, our watch to-night, excepting 
your worship’s presence, have ta'en a couple of as 
arrant knaves as any in Messina. 

Dogb. A good old man, sir; he will be talking ; 
as they say, When the age is in, the wit is out ; God 
help us ! it is a world to see I — ^Well said, i’faith, 
neighbour Verges: — ^well, God's a good man; an 
two men ride of a horse, one must ride behind : — 
An honest soul, i'faith, sir ; by my troth he is, as 
ever broke bread: but, God is to be worsHpped : 
All men are not alike ; alas, good neighbour I 

Leon, Indeed, neighbour, he comes too short of 
you. 

Dogb. Gifts, that God gives. 

Leon. I must leave you. 

Dogb. One word, sir : our watch, sir, have, in- 
deed, comprehended two auspicious persons, and we 
would have them this morning examined before 
your worship. 

Leon. Take theii* examination youi’self, and 
bring it me ; I am now in great haste, as it may 
appear unto you. 

Dogb. It shall be suffigance. 

Leon. Drink some wine ere you go : fare you 
weU. 


Enter a Messenger. 


SCENE V. — Another Room in Leonato’s House. 


Mess. My lord, they stay for you to give your 
daughter to her husband. 

Leon. I win wait upon them ; I am ready. 

lExeunt Leonato awl Messenger. 

Dogb. Go, good partner, go, get you to Francis 
Seacoal, bid him bring his pen and inkhorn to the 
gaol : -we are now to examination these men. 

Verg. And we must do it wisely. 

Dogb. We will spare for no mt, I warrant you ; 
here’s that [touching his forehead] shall drive some 
of them to a non com : only get the learned writer 
to set do-wn our excommunication, and meet me at 
the gaol. lExemt, 


Enter Leonato, with Dogberry and Verges. 

Leon. What would you with me, honest neigh- 
bour? 

Dogb. Marry, sir, I would have some confidence 
with you, that decerns you nearly. 

Leon. Brief, I pray you; for you see, 'tis a busy 
time with me. 

Dogb. Marry, tMs it is, sir. 

Verg. Yes, in truth it is, sir. 

Leon. WLat is it, my good friends ? 

Dogb. Goodman Verges, sir, speaks a little off 
the matter : an old man, sir, and his wits are not 
so blunt, as, God help, I would desire they were; 
but, in faith, honest, as the skin between his brows. 

Verg. Yes, I thank God, I am as honest as any 
man living, that is an old man, and no honester 
than I. 

Dogb. Comparisons are odorous : palabras, 
neighbour Verges. 

Leon. Neighbours, you are tedious. 

Dogb. It pleases your worship to say so, but we 
are the poor duke's officers ; but, tndy, for mine 
own part, if I were as tedious as a king, I could 
find in my heart to bestow it all of your worship. 

Leon. All thy tediousness on me ! ha 1 

Dogb. Yea, and 'twere a thousand times more 
than 'tis : for I hear as good exclamation on ymn* 
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All you that see her, that she were a maid, 

By these exterior shows ? But she is none : 

She knows the heat of a luxurious bed : 

Her blush is guiltiness, not modesty. 

Leon. What do you mean, my lord ? 

Claud. Not to be married, 

Not knit my soul to an approved wanton. 

Leon. Dear my lord, if you, in your own proof 
Have vanquish’d the resistance of her youth^ 

And made defeat of her virginity, 

Claud. I know what you would say ; If 1 nave 
known her, 

You’ll say, she did embrace me as a husband, 

And so extenuate the ’forehand sin : 

No, Leonato, 

I never tempted her with word too large ; 

But, as a brother to his sister, show’d 
Bashful sincerity, and comely love. 

Hero. And seem’d I ever otherwise to you ? 
Claud. Out on thy seeming I I will write against 
You seem to me as Dian in her orb ; [it ; 

As chaste as is the bud ere it be blown ; 

But you are more intemperate in your blood 
Than Venus, or those pamper’d animals 
That rage in savage sensuality. 

Hero. Is my lord weU, that he doth speak so wide ? 
Leon. Sweet prince, why speak not you ? 

H. Fedro. "V^at should I speak ? 

I stand dishonour’d, that have gone about 
To link my dear friend to a common stale. 

Leon. Are these things spoken ? or do Ibut dream ? 
D. John. Sir, they are spoken, and these things 
are true. 

Bene. This looks not like a nuptial. 

Hero. * True, 0 God! 

Claud. Leonato, stand I here ? 

Is this the prince ? Is this the prince’s brother .V 
Is this face Hero’s ? Are our eyes oui* own 
Leon. All this is so ; But what of this, my lord? 
Claud. Let me but move one question to your 
And, by that fatherly and kindly power [daughter ; 
That you have in her, bid her answer truly. 

Leon. I charge thee do so, as thou art my child. 
Hero. O God defend me 1 how am I beset I — 
What kind of catechising call you this ? 

Claud. To make you answer truly to your name. 
Hero. Is it not Hero ? Who can blot that name 
With any just reproach ? 

Claud. Marry, that can Hero ; 

Kero itself can blot out Hero’s rirtue. 

What man was he talk’d with you yesternight 
Out at your window, betwixt twelve and one ? 

Now, if you are a maid, answer to this. 

Hero. I talk’d with no man at that houi*, my lord. 
D. Fedro. Why, then are you no maiden. — 
Leonato, 

I am Sony you must hear ; Upon mine honour, 
Myself, my brother, and this grieved count, 

Did see her, hear her, at that hour last night, 

Talk with a ruffian at her chamber- window ; 

Who hath, indeed, most like a liberal villain, 
Confess’d the vile encounters they have had 
A thousand times in secret. 

D, John. Fye, fye ! they are 

Not to be named, my lord, not to be spoke of ; 
There is not chastity enough in language, 

Without offence, to utter them : Thus, pretty lady, 
I am sorry for thy much misgovemment. 

Claud. O Hero ! what a Hero hadst thou been, 
If half thy outward graces had been placed 


About thy thoughts, and counsels of thy heart ! 
But, fare thee well, most foul, most fair ! farewell, 
Thou pure impiety, and impious purity I 
For thee I’ll lock up all the gates of love, 

And on my eye-lids shall conjecture hang, 

To turn all beau^ into thoughts of harm, 

And never shall it more be gracious. 

Lean. Hath no man’s daggerhere a point for me } 

CHkso swoons. 

Beat. Why, how now, cousin ? wffierefore sink 
you down ? 

D. John. Come, let us go ; these things, come 
thus to light, 

Smother her spirits up. 

[Exeunt Bon Pedeo, Don John, and CLAunro. 
Bene. How doth the lady ? 

Beat. Dead, I think ; — ^help, uncle ; — 

Hero ! why, Hero ! — Uncle ! — Signior Benedick ! 
— ^friar ! 

Leon. O fate, take not away thy heavy hand! 
Death is the fairest cover for her shame 
That may be wish’d for. 

Beat. How now, cousin Hero ? 

Friar. Have comfort, lady. 

Leon. Dost thou look up ? 

Friar. Yea ; Wherefore should she not ? 

Leon. Wherefore ? W^hy, doth not every earthly 
thing 

Cry shame upon her ? Could she here deny 
The story that is printed in her blood? — 

Do not live, Hero ; do not ope thine eyes : 

For did I think thou would’ st not quickly die, 
Thought I thy spirits were stronger than tby shames, 
Myself would, on the rearward of reproaches, 

Strike at thy life. Griev’d I, I had but one ? 

Chid I for that at frugal nature’s frame ? 

0, one too much by thee 1 Why had I one ? 

Wky ever wast thou lovely in my eyes } 

Why had I not, with charitable hand, 

Took up a beggar’s issue at my gates ; 

Who smirched thus, and mired with infamy, 

I might have said. No part of it is mine, 

This shame derives itself from unknown loins 9 
But mine, and mine I lov’d, and mine I prais’d, 
And mine that I was proud on ; mine so much, 
That I myself was to myself not mine, 

Valuing of her ; why, she — O, she is fallen 
Into a pit of ink 1 that the wide sea 
Hath drops too few to wash her clean again ; 

And salt too little, which may season give 
To her foul tainted fiesh ! 

Bene. Sir, sir, be patient : 

For my part I am so attir’d in wonder, 

I know not what to say. 

Beat. O, on my soul, my cousin is heled ! 

Bene. Lady, were you her bedfellow last night ? 
Beat. No, tinily not ; aithough, until last night, 

I have this twelvemonth been her bedfellow. 

Leon. Confirm’d, confirm’d ! O, that is stronger 
made, 

Which was before barr’d up with ribs of iron I 
Would the two princes He ? and Claudio lie } 

Who lov’d her so, that, spealdng of her foulness, 
Wash’d it with tears ? Hence frojaa her ; let her die. 

Friar. Hear me a little j 
For I have only been silent so long, 

And given way unto this course of fortune, 

By noting of the lady ; I have mark’d 
A thousand blushing apparitions start 
Into her face s a thousand innocent shames 
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In angel wMteness bear away those blushes ; 

And in her eye there hath appear'd a fire, 

To burn the errors that these princes hold 
Against her maiden truth : — Call me a fool ; 

Trust not my reading, nor my observations, 

"^Tiich with experimental seal doth warrant 
The tenour of my book ; trust not my age, 

My reverence, calling, nor divinity, 

If this sweet lady lie not guiltless here 
Under some biting error. 

Leon, Friar, it cannot be : 

Thou seest, that all the grace that she hath left 
Is, that she will not add to her damnation 
A sin of perjury ; she not denies it ; 

Why seek'st thou then to cover with excuse 
That which appears in proper nakedness ? 

Friar, Lady, what man is he you are accus'd of? 
Hero. They know, that do accuse me ; I know 
If I know more of any man alive [none : 

Than that which maiden modesty doth warrant. 
Let all my sins lack mercy ! — 0 my father, 

Trove you that any man with me convers’d 
At hours unmeet, or that 1 yesternight 
Maintain’d the change of words with any creature, 
Kefuse me, hate me, torture me to death! 

Friar, There is some strange misprision in the 
princes. 

Bene. Twoof them have the very bent of honour; 
And if their wisdoms be misled in this, 

The practice of it lives in John the bastard, 

Whose spirits toil in frame of villanies. 

Leon. I know not ; if they speak but truth of her, 
These hands shah tear her ; if they wrong her honour, 
The proudest of them shall well hear of it. 

Time hath not yet so dried this blood of mine. 

Nor age so eat up my invention, 

Nor fortune made such havoc of my means, 

Nor my bad life reft me so much of friends. 

But they shall find, awak’d in such a kind, 

Both strength of limb, and policy of mind, 

Ability in means, and choice of friends, 

To quit me of them throughly. 

Friar. Pause a while, 

And let my counsel sway you in this case. 

Your daughter here the princes left for dead ; 

Let her awhile be secretly kept in. 

And publish it that she is dead indeed ; 

Maintain a mourning ostentation ; 

And on your family’s old monument 
Hang mournful epitaphs, and do all rites 
That appertain imto a burial. 

Leon. What shall become of this ? What will 
this do ? 

Friar. Many, this, weU carried, shall on her 
behalf 

Change slander to remorse ; that is some good : 
But not for that, dream I on this strange course, 
But on this travail look for greater bii'th. 

She dying, as it must be so maintain’d, 

Upon the instant that she was accus’d, 

Shall he lamented, pitied, and excus’d, 

Of every hearer : For it so falls out, 

That what we have we prize not to the worth, 
Whiles we enjoy it ; but being lack’d and lost, 
Why, then we rack the value ; then we find 
The virtue, that possession would not show us 
Whiles it was ouj’s : So will it fare with Claudio : 
When he shall hear she died upon his words, 

The idea of her life shall sweetly creep 
Into his study of imagination y 


And every lovely organ of her life 

Shall come apparell’d in more precious habit, 

More mo\dng delicate, and full of life, 

Into the eye and prospect of his soul, 

Than when she liv’d indeed : — then shall he mourn, 
(If ever love had interest in his liver), 

And wish he had not so accused her ; 

No, though he thought his accusation true. 

Let this he so, and doubt not hut success 
Will fashion the event in better shape 
Than I can lay it down in likelihood. 

But if all aim but this be le veil’d false, 

The supposition of the lady’s death 
Will quench the wonder of her infamy : 

And, if it sort not well, yon may conceal her 
(As best befits her wounded reputation,) 

In some reclusive and religious hfe, 

Out of all eyes, tongues, minds, and injuries. 

Bene. Signior Leonato, let the friar advise you s 
And though, you know, my inwardness and love 
Is very much unto the prince and Claudio, 

Yet, by mine honour, I will deal in this 
As secretly, and justly, as your soul. 

Should with your body. 

Leon. Being that I flow in grief 

The smallest twine may lead me. 

Friar, ’Tis well consented ; presently away ; 

For to strange sores strangely they strain the 
Come, lady, die to live : this wedding day, [cure. — 
Perhaps, is but prolonged ; have patience, and 
endure. {Exeunt Fkiab, Hbeo, and Leonato. 

Bene, Lady Beatrice, have you wept all this 
while ? 

Beat, Yea, and I will weep a while longer. 

Bene, I will not desire that. 

Beat. You have no reason, I do it freely. 

Bene. Surely, I do believe your fair cousin is 
wrong’d. 

Beat. Ah, how much might the man deserve of 
me, that would right her I 

Bene, Is there any way to show such friendship ? 

Beat, A very even way, but no such friend. 

Bene. May a man do it ? 

Beat, It is a man’s ofiice, but not yours. 

Bene. I do love nothing in the world so well as 
you ; Is not that strange ? 

Beat, As strange as the thing I know not : It 
were as possible for me to say, 1 loved nothing so 
well as you : but believe me not ; and yet I lie not ; 
I confess nothing, nor I deny nothing i I am sorry 
for my cousin. 

Bene, By my sword, Beatrice, thou iovest me. 

Beat. Do not swear by it, and eat it. 

Bene. I will swear by it, that you love me ; and 
I will make Mm eat it, that says I love not you. 

Beat. Will you not eat your word ? 

Bene, With no sauce that can be devised to it : 
I protest, I love thee. 

Beat, Why, then, God forgive me ! 

Bene. What ofience, sweet Beatrice ? 

Beat. You have staid me in a happy hour ; I 
was about to protest I loved you. 

Bene. And do it with all thy heart ? 

Beat. I love you with so much of my heart, that 
none is left to protest. 

Bene, Come, bid me do anytliing for thee. 

Beat. Kill Claudio. 

Bene, Ha ! not for the wide world. 

Beat. You kill me to deny it . Farewell. 

Bern. Tarry, sweet Beatrice. 
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Beat.^ I am gone, though I am here There is 
no love m you :—Nay, I pray you, let me go. 

Bene. Beatrice,— 

Beat. In faith, I will go. 

Bene. WeT be friends first. 

You dare easier he friends with me, than 
fight with mine enemy. 

Bene. Is Claudio thine enemy ? 

Beat. Is he not approved in the height a villain, 
that hath slandered, scorned, dishonoured my kins- 
woman?— O, that I were a man! — ^What' bear 
her in hand irntR they come to take hands; and 
then with public accusation, uncovered slander un- 
mitigated rancoui',— O God, that I were a man ! I 
would eat his heart in the market-place I 

Bene. Hear me, Beatrice ; 

Beat. Talk with a man out at a window?— a 
proper saying ! 

Bene. Nay but, Beatrice ; — 

Beat. Sweet Hero ! — she is wronged, she is slan- 
dered, she is undone. 

Bene. Beat — 

Beat. Princes, and counties! Surely, a princely 
testimony, a goodly count-confect ; a sweet gallant, 
surely ! O that I w^ere a man for his sake ! or that I 
had any friend would be a mart for my sake i But 
manhood is melted into courtesies, valour into com- 
pliment, and men are only turned into tongue, and 
trim ones too : he is now as valiant as Hercules, 
that only tells a lie, and swears it : — I cannot be a 
man with wishing, therefore I wiU die a woman 
with grieving. 

Tarry, good Beatrice; By this hand, I 

love thee. 

Beat. Us® it for my love some other way than 
swearing by it. 

Bene. Think you in your soul the count Claudio 
hath wronged Hero ? 

Beat. Yea, as sure as I have a thought, or a soul. 

Bene. Enough, I am engaged, I wiU challenge 
him ; I wiU kiss^ your hand, and so leave you : By 
this hand, Claudio shah render me a dear account : 
As you hear of me, so think of me. Go, comfort 
your cousin : I must say, she is dead ; and so, 
fareweU. IBscmnt. 


SCENE II , — A Prison. 

Enter Dogbeeey, Yerges, and Sexton, in gowns ; and 
the Watch, with Conrade and Borachio. 

Is our whole dissembly appeared ? 

0, a stool and a cushion for the sexton ! 
Sexton. Which be the malefactors ? 

Bogh. Marry, that am I and my partner. 

Verg.^ Nay, that^s certain ; we have the exhibition 
to examine. 

Sexton. But which are the offenders that are to be 
examined? let them come before master constable. 

Bogb. Yea, many, let them come before me. — 
What IS your name, friend? 

Bora. Borachio, 

^own -Borachio. Yours, 

CoSade^ ^ gentleman, sir, and my name is 

Bogb. Write down— master gentleman Conrade. 

I ’Masters, do you serve God ? 

Con. Bora. Yea, sir, we hope. v. 

Bogb. Write down— that they hope they serve 


wnte God first; for God defend but 
God should go before such yfflains 1— Masters, it is 
proved already that you are little better than false 
taiaves ; and it will go near to be thought so shortly. 
How answer you for yourselves ? 

Co??,. Marry, sir, we say we are none, 
i, A ma^eOous witty feflow, I assure you: 

but I will go about with him.— Come you hither! 
SOTah ; a word in your ear, sir ; I say to you, it is 
thought you are false knaves. 

Bom. Sir, I say to you, we are none. 

Bogb. WeU, stand aside.— Tore God, they are 
both in a tale : Have you writ down— that they are 
none ? 

Sext07i. Master constable, you go not the way to 
examine ; you must call forth the watch that are 
their accusers. 

Dogb. Yea, marry, that’s the eftest way .—Let 
the watch come forth Masters, I charge you, in 
the prmce s name, accuse these men. 

1 Watch. This man said, sii*, that Don John, the 
pnnce s brother, was a villain. 

prince John a villain 
to call a prince's brother 

— ^villam. 

Bora. Master constable, 

Dogb. Pray thee, feUow, peace ; I do not Uke 
thy look, I promise thee. 

Sexton. What heard you Mm say else ? 

2 Watch. Marry, that he had received a thousand 

ducats of Don John, for accusing the lady Hero 
wrongfuEy. 

Bogb. Fiat burglary, as ever was committed. 
Verg. Yea, by the mass, that it is. 

Sexton. What else, fellow? 

1 Watch. And that count Claudio did mean, 

upon his words, to disgrace Hero before the whole 
assembly, and not marry her. | 

Bogb. O villain ! thou wilt be condemned into i 
everlasting redemption for this. 1 

Sexton. What else? j 

2 Watch. This is all. j 

Sexton. And. tMs is more, masters, than you can ! 

deny. Prince John is this morning secretly stolen 
away ; Hero was in this manner accused, in this very 
manner refused, and upon the grief of tMs, suddenly 
died — Master constable, let these men be bound*^ 
and brought to Leouato’s ; I will go before, and 
show him their examination, lExit. | 

Bogb. Come, let them be opinioned. 

Verg. Let them be in band. 

Con. Off, coxcomb ! 

^ Bogb. God's my hfe ! where's the sexton ? let 

■ liim write down — the prince's officer, coxcomb 

Come, bind them : ^Thou naughty varlet I 

Con. Away ! you ai'e an ass, you are an ass. 

Dogb. Dost thou not suspect my place ? Dost 
thou not suspect my years ? — O that he were here to 
write me down — an ass! buty masters, remember, 
that I am an ass ; though it be not written down, yet 
forget not that I am an ass:— No, thou villain, thou 
art full of piety, as shall be proved upon thee by good 
witness, I am a wise fellow ; and, wMch is more, an 
officer ; and, wMch is more, ahouseholder ; and, which 
is more, as pretty a piece of flesh as any is in Mes- 
sina ; and one that knows the law, go to ; and a rich 
fellow enough, go to; and a fellow that hath had 
losses ; and one that hath two gowns, and every thing 
handsome about Mm : — Bring him away. O, that 
I had been writ down— an ass 1 lExeunt. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE I. — Before Leonato^s House. 

Enter Leonato and Antonio. 

Ant. If you go on tlius, you will kill yourself ; 
And ^tis not wisdom, thus to second grief 
Against yourself. 

Leon. I pray thee, cease thy counsel, 

Which falls into mine ears as profitless 
As water in a sieve ; give not me counsel ; 

Nor let no comforter d:elight mine ear, 

But such a one whose wrongs do suit with mine. 
Bring me a father, that so loved his child, 

Whose joy of her is overwhelm'd like mine, 

And bid him speak of patience ; 

Measure his woe the length and breadth of mine, 
And let it answer every strain for strain ; 

As thus for thus, and such a grief for such, 

In every lineament, branch, shape, and form : 

If such a one will smile, and stroke his beard ; 

Cry — sorrow, wag 1 and hem, when he should 
groan ; 

Patch grief with proverbs ; make misfortune drank 
With candle-wasters ; bring him yet to me, 

And I of him will gather patience. 

But there is no such man ; For, brother, men 
Can counsel, and speak comfort to that grief 
Which they themselves not feel ; but, tasting it, 
Their counsel turns to passion, which before ' 
Would give preceptial medicine to rage, 

Fetter strong madness in a silken thread, 

Charm ache with air, and agony with words : 

No, no ; 'tis all men's office to speak patience 
To those that wring under the load of sorrow ; 

But no man’s virtue, nor sufficiency, 

To he so moral, when he shall endure 

The like Mmself : therefore give me no counsel : 

My griefs cry louder than advertisement. 

Ant. Therein do men from children nothing 
differ. 

Leon, I pray thee, peace ; I will be flesh and 
For there was never yet philosopher, [blood 5 
That could endure the tooth-ach patiently ; 
Jftowever they have writ the style of gods, 

And make a pish at chance and sufferance. 

Ant. Yet bend not all the harm upon yourself ; 
Make those, that do offend you, suffer too. 

Leon. There thou- speak' st reason: nay, I will 
My soul doth teH me, Hero is belied ; [do so : 
And that shall Claudio know, so shall the prince, 
And all of them, that thus dishonour her. 

Enter Don Pedbo and Claudio. 

Ant. Here comes the prince, and Claudio, hastily . 
D. Pedro. Good den, good den, 

Clmd. Good day to both of you. 

Leon. Hear you, my lor-ds, — 

D. Pedro, We have some haste, Leonato. 
Leon, Some haste, my lord! — ^weH, fare you 
weU, my lord : — 

Are you so hasty now ? — ^weU, all is one. 

JO, Pedro. Nay, do not quarrel with us, good old 
man. 

AnU If he could right Mmself with quan*eiling, 
Some of us woidd lie low. 

Claud. Who wrongs Mm ? 

Leon. Marry, 

Thou, thou dost wrong me ; thou dissembler, thou ; — 


Nay, never lay thy hand upon thy sword — 

I fear thee not. 

Claud. ^ Marry, beshrew my hand, 

If it should give your age such cause of fear : 

In faith, my hand meant nothing to my sword. 

Leon. Tush, tush, man, never fleer and jest at 
I speak not like a dotard, nor a fool ; [me : 

As, under privilege of age, to brag 
What I have done being young, or what would do, 
Were I not old : Know, Claudio, to thy head, ' 
Thou hast so wronged mine inndfeeht child' and me, 
That I am forc'd to lay my reverence by ; 

And, with grey hairs, and braise of many days, 

Do challenge thee to trial of a man. 

I say, thou hast belied mine innocent child ; 

Thy slander hath gone through and through her 
And she lies buiied with her ancestors ; [heart, 
O I in a tomb where never scandal slept, 

Save this of hers, framed by thy villany. 

Claud, My villany ! 

Leon, TMne, Claudio ; tMne, I say. 

JD. Pedro, You say not right, old man. 

Leon, My lord, my lord, 

I'll prove it on Ms body, if he dare ; 

Despite bis nice fence, and his active practice, 

His May of youth, and bloom of lustihood. 

Claud. Away ! I will not have to do with you. 
Leon. Canst tliou so daff me ? Thou hast killed 
my cMld ; 

If thou kill'st me, boy, thou shalt kill a man. 

Ant. He shall kill two of us, and men indeed ; 
But that's no matter ; let him kill one, first ; — 
Win me and wear me, — ^let him answer me, — 
Come, fbUow me, boy ; come, boy, follow me : 

Sir boy, I'll wMp you from your foining fence ; 
Nay, as I am a gentleman, I will. 

Leon, Brother, — . [niece; 

Ant. Content yourself : God knows, I loved my 
And she is dead, slandered to death by villains ; 
That dare as well answer a man, indeed, 

As I dare take a serpent by the tongue : 

Boys, apes, braggarts, Jacks, milksops ! — , 

Leon. Brother Antony, — 

Ant. Hold you content : What, man 1 I know 
them, yea, 

And what they weigh, even to the, utmost scruple : 
Scambling, out-facing, fasMon-mong'ring boys, 
That lie, and cog, and flout, deprave, and slander, 
Go antickly, and show outward Mdeousness, 

And speak off half a dozen dangerous words, 

How they might hurt then* enemies, if they durst, 
And this is all. 

Leon, But, brother Antony, — 

Ant, Come, 'tis no matter ; 

Do not you meddle, let me deal in this. 

O, Pedro, Gentlemen both, we will not wake 
your patience. 

My heart is sorry for your daughter's death ; 

But, on my honour, she was charged with nothing 
But what was true and very full of proof. 

Leon. My lord, my lord,— . 

O, Pedro. I will not hear you. 

Leon, No? 

Brother, away : — I will be heard ; — 

Ani. And shall, 

Or some of us will- smart for it 

[jEarmii Leonato Antonio. 


SCENE I. 
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Enter Benedick. 

D. Pedro* See, see ; here comes the man we 
want to seek. 

Claud. Now, signior ! what news ? 

Bene. Good day, my lord. 

D. Pedro. Welcome, signior : You are almost 
come to part almost a fray. 

Claud. We had like to have had our two noses 
snapped off with two old men without teeth. 

D. Pedro. Leonato and his brother : Wliat 
think’st thou ? Had we fought, I doubt, we should 
have been too young for them. 

Bene. In a false quarrel there is no true valour : 

I came to seek you both. 

Claud. We have been up and down to seek thee ; 
for we are high proof melancholy, and would fain 
have it beaten away : Wilt thou use thy wit ? 

Bene. It is in my scalabard ; shall I draw it } 

D. Pedro. Dost thou wear thy wit by thy side ? 

Claud. Never any did so, though very many 
have been beside their wit. — I -will bid thee draw, 
as we do the minstrels ; draw, to pleasure us. ' 

D. Pedro. As I am an honest man, he looks 
pale : — Art thou sick, or angry? 

Claud. What ! courage, man ! What though care 
killed a cat, thou hast mettle enough in thee to 
kill care. 

Bene. Sir, I shall meet your wit in the career, 
an you charge it against me .. — I pray you, choose 
another subject. 

Claud. Nay, then give him another staff ; this 
last was broke cross, 

D. Pedro. By this light, he changes more and 
more ; I think, he be angry indeed. 

Claud. If he be, be knows how to turn his girdle. 

Bene. Shall I speak a word in your ear ? 

Claud, God bless me from a challenge ! 

Bene. You are a villain •, — I jest not : — I will 
make it good how you dare, with what you dare, 
and when you dare Do me right, or I will pro- 
test your cowardice. You have killed a sweet lady, 
and her death shall fall heavy on you : Let me hear 
from you. 

Claud. Well, I will meet you, so I may have 
good cheer. 

B. Pedro. What, a feast ? a feast ? 

Claud. I’faith, I thank him ; he hath bid me to 
a calf s head and a capon, the which if I do not 
carve most curiously, say, my knife's naught. — 
Shall I not find a woodcock too ? 

Bene. Sir, your wit ambles well ; it goes easily. 

B. Pedro. I’ll tell thee how Beatrice praised thy 
wit the other day ; I said, thou hadst a fine wit ; 
Triie, sa.js she, a fine Utile one : No, said I, a great 
^'it ; Bight, says she, a great gross one : Nay, said 
I, a good wit ; Just, said she, it hurts 7io body : 
^a,y^ said I, the gentleman is tvise; Certain, said 
she, a tdse gentleman : Nay, said I, he hath the 
i tongues ; Thai I believe, said she, for he swore a 
thing to me on Monday night, which he forsiaore 
on Tuesday morning ; there’s a double tongue ; 
there’s two tongues. Thus did she, an hour toge- 
I ther, trans-shape thy particular virtues ; yet, at 
last, she concluded with a sigh, thou wast the pro- 
perest man in Italy, 

Claud. Bor the which she wept heartily, and said, 
she cared not. 

B. Pedro. Yea, that she did ; but yet, for all 
that, an if she did not hate him deadly, she would ; 
love him dearly : the old man's daughter told us ail. I 
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Claud. AH, all ; and moreover, God saw him 
when he was Md in the garden. 

I). Pedro. But when shall we set the savao'e 
bull’s horns on the sensible Benedick's head ? ^ 

Claud. Yea, and text underneath, Here dwells 
Benedick the married man ? 

Bene. Fare you well, boy ; you know my mind ; 

I I wOl leave you now to your gossip-like humour : 
you break jests as braggarts do their blades, wkich^ 
God be thanked, hurt not. — My lord, for your 
many courtesies I thank you : I must iscontinue 
your company : your brother, the bastard, is fled 
from Messina : you have, among you, killed a 
sweet and innocent lady : For my lord Lack -beard, 
there, he and I shall meet ; and till then, peace be 
with him. [Exit Benedick. 

B. Pedro. He is in earnest. 

Claud. In most profound earnest ; and FlI war- 
rant you, for the love of Beatrice. 

B. Pedro. And hath challenged thee ? 

Claud. Most sincerely. 

B. Pedro. What a pretty thing man is, when he 
goes in his doublet and hose, and leaves off his wit | 
Enter Dogberry, Verges, and the Watch, toitfi 
CoNRADE and Borachio. 

Claud. He is then a giant to an ape : but then 
is an ape a doctor to such a man. 

B. Pedro. But, soft you, let be ; pluck up, my 
heart, and be sad ! Did he not say, my brother 
was fled ? 

Bogb. Come, you, sir ; if justice cannot tame 
you, she shall ne'er weigh more reasons in her 
balance: nay, an you be a cm-sing hypocrite once 
you must be looked to. 

B. Pedro. How now, two of my brother’s men 
bound! Borachio, one ! 

Claud. Hearken after their offence, my lord. 

B. Pedro. Officers, what offence have these men 
done ? 

Bogh. Marry, sir, they have committed false 
report ; moreover, they have spoken untruths ; 
secondarily, they are slanders ; sixth and lastly, they 
have belied a lady ; thirdly, they have verified unjust 
things : and, to conclude, they are lying knaves. 

B. Pedro. First, I ask thee what they have done; 
thirdly, I ask thee what’s their offence ; sixth and 
lastly, why they are committed ; and, to conclude, 
what you lay to their charge? 

Claud. Rightly reasoned, and in his own divi- 
sion ; and, by my troth, there’s one meaning well 
suited. 

B. Pedro. Whom have yon offended, masters, 
that you are thus bound to your answer ? this 
learned constable is too cunning to be understood : 
What’s your offence ? 

Bora. Sweet prince, let me go no fm*ther to 
mine answer ; do you hear me, and let this count 
kill me. I have deceived even your very eyes : what 
your wisdoms could not discover, these shallow 
fools have brought to light ; who, in the night, 
overheard me confessing to this man, how Don 
John your brother incensed me to slander the latly 
Hero ; how you were brought into the orchard, and 
saw me court Margaret in Hero's garments ; how 
you disgraced her, when you should marry her: 
my viliany they have upon record ; which I had 
rather seal with my death, than repeat over to my 
shame : the lady is dead upon mine and my master's 
false accusation ; and, briefly, I desire nothing but 
the reward of a villain. 
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D . Pedro, Runs not this speech like iron through 
your blood? 

Claud. I have dnmk poison, whiles he uttered it. 
D. Pedro. But did my brother set thee on to this ? 
Bora. Yea, and paid me richly for the practice 
of it. 

D. Pedro. He is compos’d and fram’d of trea- 
chery: — 

And fled he is upon this villany. 

Claud. Sweet Hero! now thy image doth appear 
In the rare semblance that I loved it first. 

Dogb. Come, bring away the plaintiffs ; by this 
time our Sexton hath reformed signior Leonato of 
the matter: And, masters, do not forget to specify, 
when time and place shall serve, that I am an ass. 

Verg. Here, here comes master signior Leonato, ^ 
and the Sexton too. 

Re-enter Leonato and Antonio, with the Sexton. 
Leon. Which is the villain ? Let me see his eyes ; 
That when I note another man like him, 

I may avoid him-: Which of these is he ? 

Bora. If you would know your wronger, look on 
me. 

Leon, Art thou the slave, that with thy breath 
hast kih’d 

Mine innocent child I 

Bora. Yea, even I alone. 

Leon. No, not so, villain ; thou bely’st thyself ; 
Here stand a pair of honourable men, 

A third is fled, that had a hand in it : — 

I thank you, princes, for my daughter’s death ; 
Record it with your high and worthy deeds ; 

’Twas bravely done, if you bethink you of it. 

Claud. I know not how to pray your patience, 
Yet I must speak: Choose your revenge yourself 5 
Impose me to what penance your invention 
Can lay upon my sin : yet smn’d I not. 

But in mistaking. 

D. Pedro. By my soul, nor I ; 

And yet, to satisfy this good old man, 

I would bend under any heavy weight 
That he’ll enjoin me to. 

Leon. I cannot bid you bid my daughter live. 
That were impossible ; but I pray you both, 

Possess the people m. Messina here 
How innocent she died: and, if your love 
Can labour aught in sad invention, 

Hang her an epitaph upon her tomb. 

And sing it to her bones ; sing it to-night : — 
To-morrow morning come you to my house ; 

And since you could not be my son-in-law. 

Be yet my nephew : my brother hath a daughter, 
Almost the copy of my child that’s dead, 

And she alone is heir to both of us ; 

Give her the right you should have given her cousin. 
And so dies my revenge. 

Claud. O, noble sir. 

Your over kindness doth wring tears fiom me I 
I do embrace your offer ; and dispose 
For henceforth of poor Claudio. 

Leo^i. To-morrow then I will expect your 
I coming; 

- To-night I take my leave. — This naughty man 
Shah, face to face be brought to Margaret, 

Who, I believe, was pack’d in all this wrong, 

Hir’d to it by your brother. 

Bora. No, by my soul, she was not ; 

Nor knew not what she ^d, when she spoke to me ; 
But always hath been just and virtuous, 

In any thing that I do know by her. 


Dogb. Moreover, sir, (which, indeed, is not un- 
der white and black,) this plaintiff here, the offen- 
der, did call me ass: I beseech you, let it be 
remembered in his punishment : And also, the 
watch heard them talk of one Deformed: they say, 
he wears a key in his ear, and a lock hanging by it ; 
and borrows money in God’s name ; the which 
he hath nsed so long, and never paid, that now 
men grow hard-hearted, and will lend nothing 
for God’s sake: Pray yon, examine him npon that 
point. 

Leon. I thank thee for thy care and honest pains. 

Dogb. Yom* worship speaks like a most thankful 
and reverend youth ; and I praise God for you. 

Leon. There’s for thy pains. 

Dogb, God save the foundation! 

Leon. Go ; I discharge thee of thy prisoner, and 
I thank thee. 

Dogb. I leave an arrant knave with your worship ; 
which, I beseech yonr worship, to correct yourself, 
for the example of others. God keep your worship ; 
I wish your worship well ; God restore you to 
health ; I humbly give you leave to depart ; and if 
a merry meeting may be wished, God prohibit it. — 
Come, neighbour. 

\_E3ceunt Dogberry, Verges, and Watch. 

Leon. Until to-morrow morning, lords, farewell. 

Ant. Farewell, my lords ; we look for you to- 

D. Pedro. We wiU not fail. [morrow. 

Claud. To-night I’ll mourn with Hero. 

[_Exeunt Bon Pedro and Cdaudio. 

Leon. Bring you these fellows on ; we’ll talk with 
Margaret, 

How her acquaintance grew with this lewd feUow. 

lExetmU 

— 4 — 

SCENE n. — Lbonato’s Garden, 

Enter Benedick and Margaret, meeting. 

Pray thee, sweet mistress Margaret, deserve 
well at my hands, by helping me to the speech of 
Beatrice. 

Marg. WiU yon then write me a sonnet in praise 
of my beauty ? 

Bene, In so high a style, Margai’et, that no man 
living shall come over it ; for, in most comely truth, 
thou deservest it. 

Marg. To have no man come over me? why, 
shall I always keep below stairs ? 

Bene. Thy wit is as quick as the greyhound's 
mouth, it catches. 

Marg. And yours as blunt as the fencer’s foils, 
which hit, but hurt not. 

Bene. A most manly wit, Margaret, it will not 
hurt a woman ; and so, I pray thee, ccill Beatrice : 
I give thee the bucklers. 

Marg. Give us the swords, we have bucklers of 
our own. 

Bene. If you use them, Margaret, you must put 
' in the pikes with a vice ; and they are dangerous 
weapons for maids. 

Marg. Well, I will call Beatrice to you, who, I 
think, hath legs. iExit j^Xaegaeet. 

Bene. And therefore will come. 

The god of love, iSinging. 

That sits above, 

And knows me, and knows me. 

How pitiful I deserve, 

I mean, in singing; but in loving- — Leander the 
good swimmer, Troiins, the first employer of pan- 
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ders, and a whole book full of these quondam car- 
pet-mongers, whose names yet run smoothly in the 
even road of a blank verse, why, they were never 
so truly turned over and over as my poor self, in 
love : Marry, I cannot show it in rhyme ; I have 
tried : I can find out no rhyme to lady but hahy, 
an innocent rhyme ; for smrn, horn^ a hard rhyme , 
for school^ J'oolj a babbling rh 3 rme ; vei*y ominous 
endings : No, I was not born under a rhyming 
planet, nor I cannot woo in festival terms. 

Enter Beatrice. 

Sweet Beatrice, would’ st thou come when I called 
thee? 

Beat, Yea, signior, and depart when you bid me. 

Be7ie. O, stay but till then! 

Beat. Then, is spoken ; fare you well now : 

and yet, ere I go, let me go with that I came for, 
which is, with knowing what hath passed between 
you and Claudio. 

Bene. Only foul words ; and thereupon I will 
kiss thee. 

Beat. Foul words is but foul wind, and foul 
wind is but foul breath, and foul breath is noisome ; 
therefore I will depart unkissed. 

Bene. Thou hast frighted the word out of his 
right sense, so forcible is thy wnt : But, I must tell 
thee plainly, Claudio undergoes my challenge ; and 
either I must shortly hear from him, or I will sub- 
scribe him a coward. And, I pray thee now, tell 
me, for which of my bad parts didst thou first fall 
in love with me ? 

Beat. For them all together ; w^hich maintained 
so politic a state of evil, that they will not admit any 
good part to intermingle with them. But for which 
of my good parts did you first suffer love for me ? 

Bene. Suffer loves a good epithet! I do suffer 
love, indeed, for I love thee against my will. 

Beat, In spite of your heart, I think; alas! poor 
heart ! If you spite it for my sake, I will spite it for 
yours ; for I will never love that which my friend 
hates. 

Bene. Thou and I are too wise to woo peaceably. 

Beat, It appears not in this confession : there’s 
not one wise man among twenty, that ’will praise 
himself. 

Bene. An old, an old instance, Beatrice, that 
! lived in the time of good neighbours : if a man do 
not erect in this age his own tomb ere he dies, he 
shall live no longer in monument, than the beU 
rings, and the wddow weeps. 

Beat. And how long is that, think you? 

Bene, Question?— Why, an hour in clamour, 
and a quarter in rheum : Therefore it is most expe- 
dient for the wise, (if Don Worm, his conscience, 
find no impediment to the contrary,) to he the 
tiTimpet of his own virtues, as I am to myself : So 
much for praising myself, (w’ho, I myself will bear 
■witness, is praise- worthy,) and now tell me, How 
doth youi* cousin ? 

Beat. Very ill. 

Bene. And how do you ? 

Beat. Veiy iU too. 

Bene. Serve God, love me, and mend : there 
'Will I leave you too, for here comes one in haste. 

Enter Ubsula. 

Madam, you must come to your uncle ; 
yonder’s old coil at home : it is proved, my lady 
^ero hath been falsely accused, the prince and 
laudio mightily abused; and Don John is the au- 


thor of all, who is fled and gone ; will you come 
presently? 

Beat. Will you go hear this news, signior ? 

Bene. I wiE live in thy heart, die in thy lap, and 
be buried in thy eyes ; and, moreover, I will go 
with thee to thy uncle’s. lExennt. 

SCENE III. — The Inside of a Church. 

Enter Bon Pedro, Claudio, a^id Attendants, with mmic 
and tapers. 

Claud. Is this the monument of Leoiiato ? 

Alien. It is, my lord. 

Claud. [Reads from a scroll.] 

Done to death 'by slanderous tongues 
Was the Hero that here lies: 

Death, in guerdon of her wrongs, 

Gives her fame which never dies : 

So the life, that died with shame. 

Lives in death with glorious fame. 

Hang thou there upon the tomb, [affixing it. 
Praising her when I am dumb.— 

Now, music, sound, and sing your solemn hjmin. 

Pardon, Goddess of the night, 

Those that slew thy virgin knight ; 

For the which, with songs of woe, 

Hound about her tomb they go. 

Midnight, assist our moan ! 

Help us to sigh and groan, 

Heavily, heavily ; 

Graves, yawn, and yield your dead, 

Till death be uttered. 

Heavily, heavily. 

Claud. Now unto thy bones good night I 

Yearly wiE I do this rite. I 

D. Pedro. Good morrow, masters ; put your , 
torches out : j 

The wolves have prey’d: and look, the gentle ' 
Before the wheels of Phoebus, round about [day, 
Dapples the drowsy east with spots of gray ; ! 

Thanks to you all, and leave us ; fare you weE, ; 
Claud. Good morrow, masters ; each his several I 
way. I 

D. Pedro. Come, let us hence, and put on other j 

And then to Leonato’s we wiU go. [weeds ; 

Claud. And Hymen now with luckier issue ; 
speeds, i 

Than this, for whom we render’d up this woe ! | 

[Exeunt ; 


SCENE IV. — A Room in Leonato’s House. 
Enter Leonato, Aotontio, Bested ick, Beatrice, Ursula, 
Friar, and Hero. 

Friar. Did I not teE you she was innocent? 

Leon. So are the prince and Claudio, who ac- 
Upon the error that you heard debated : [cus’ d her, 
But Margaret was in some fault for this ; | 

Although against her wiE, as it appears 
In the true course of all the question. 

Ant. WeU, I am glad that all things sort so well. I 
Bene. And so am I, being else by faith enforc’d j 
To caE young Claudio to a reckoning for it. 

Leon. Well, daughter, and you gentlewomen all, | 
Withdraw into a chamber by yourselves ; 

And, when I send for you, come hither mask’d : 

The pidnce and Claudio promis’d by this hour 
To visit me: — You know your office, brother ; 

You must be father to your brother’s daughter, 

And give her to yomig Claudio. ^ [Exeunt Ladies. 
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Ant. Whicli I will do with confirm’d counte- 
nance. 

Beiie, Friar, I must entreat yoiu’ pains, I think. 
Friar. To do what, signior ? 

Bene. To bind me, or undo me, one of them. — 
Signior Leonato, truth it is, good signior. 

Your niece I'egards me wnth an eye of favour, [true. 
Leon. That eye my daughter lent her ; ’Tis most 
Bene. And I do with an eye of love requite her. 
Leon. The sight whereof, I think, you had from 
me. 

From Claudio, and the prince ; But wdiat’s your 
Bene, Your answer, sir, is enigmatical: [will? 
But, for my will, my will is, your good will 
May stand with ours, this day to be conjoin’d 
In the estate of honourable marriage ; — 

In which, good friar, I shall desire yom* help. 

Leon. My heart is with your liking. 

Friar. And my help. 

Here come the prince, and Claudio. 

Enter Bon Pedro and Claudio, with Attendants. 

JD. Pedro. Good morrow to this fair assembly. 
Leon. Good morrow, prince; good morrow, 
Claudio ; 

We here attend you ; Are yon yet determin’d 
To-day to marry with my brother’s daughter? 
Claud. I’Uhold my mind, were she anEthiope. 
Leon. Call her forth, brother, here’s the friar 
ready. lExU Antonio. 

Z>. Pedro. Good morrow, Benedick: Why, what’s 
That you have such a February face, [the matter, 
So Ml of frost, of storm, and cloudiness ? 

Claud. I think, he thinks upon the savage bull : — 
Tush, fear not, man, we’ll tip thy horns with gold, 
And all Europa shall rejoice at thee ; 

As once Em'opa did at lusty Jove, 

When he would play the noble beast in love. 

Bene. Bull Jove, sir, had an amiable low; 

And some such strange bull leap’d your father’s co’^tr, 
And got a calf in that same noble feat, 

Much like to you, for you have just his bleat. 

Re-enter Antonio, with the Ladies masked. 
Claud. For this 1 owe you ; here come other 
Which is the lady I must seize upon? [reckonings. 
Ant. This same is she, and I do give you her. 
Claud. Why, tlien, she’s mine: Sweet, let me 
see your face. 

Leon. No, that you shah not, till yon take her 
Before tliis friar, and swear to marry her. [hand 
Claud. Give me your hand before this holy friar; 
I am your husband, if yon like of me. 

I-Iero. And when I lived, I was yom’ other wife : 

VJnmaskmg. 

And when yon lov’d, yon were my other husband, 
Claud. Another Hero ? 

Hero. Nothing certainer ; 

One Hero died defiled ; but I do live, 

And, surely as I live, I am a maid. 

D. Pedro. The former Hero ! Hero that is dead 1 
Leon. She died, my lord, but whiles her slander 
Friar. All this, amazement can I qualify ; [lived. 
WTien, after that the holy rites are ended, 

I’ll tell you largely of fair Hero’s death : 

Mean time, let wonder seem familiar, 

And to the chapel let ns piesentl^. 

Bene. Soft and fair, friar. — ^Which is Beatrice ? 
Beat. I answer to that name ; lUnmasking.'] 
What is your will ? 

Bene. Do not you love me ? 


Beat. No, no more than reason. 

Bene. Why, then your uncle, and the prince, and 
Claudio, 

Have been deceived ; for they sw^ore yon did. 

Beat. Do not you love me ? 

Be'tie. No, no more than reason. 

Beat. Yvliy, then my cousin, Margaret, and 
Ursula, 

Are much deceived ; for they did swear, you did. 

Bene. They swore that you were almost sick 
for me. 

Beat. They swore that you were well-nigh dead 
for me ? 

Be7ie. ’Tis no such matter : — Then you do not 
love me ? 

Beat. No, truly, but in friendly recompense. 

Leon. Come, cousin, I am sure you love the 
gentleman. 

Claud. And I’ll be sworn upon’t that he loves her ; 
For here’s a paper, written in his hand, 

A halting sonnet of his own pure brain, 

Fashioned to Beatrice. 

Hero. And here’s another. 

Writ in my cousin’s hand, stolen from her pocket, 
Containing her affection unto Benedick. 

Bene. A miracle ! — here’s our own hands against 
our hearts ! — Come, I will have thee ; but, by this 
light, I take thee for pity. 

Beat. I would not deny you ; — by this good 
day, I yield upon great persuasion ; and, partly, 
to save your life, for I was told you were in a con- 
sumption. 

Bene. Peace, I will stop your month. 

[Kissing her. 

D. Pedro. How dost thou, Benedick the married 
man ? 

Bene. I’ll tell thee what, prince; a college of 
wit-crackers cannot fiout me out of my humour t 
Dost thou think I care for a satire, or an epigram ? 
No : if a man will be beaten with brains, he shall 
wear nothing handsome about him : In brief, since 
I do purpose to marry, I will think nothing to any 
purpose that the world can say against it ; and 
therefore never fiout at me for what I have said 
against it ; for man is a giddy thing, and this 
is my conclusion. — ^For thy part, Claudio, i did 
think to have beaten thee ; but in that thou art 
like to be my kinsman, live unbruised, and love my 
cousin. 

Claud. I had well hoped, thou wouldst have de- 
nied Beatrice, that I might have cudgelled thee out 
of thy single life, to make thee a double dealer ; 
which, out of question, thou wilt be, if my cousin 
do not look exceeding narrowly to thee. 

Bene. Come, come, we are friends : — let’s have 
a dance ere we are married, that we may lighten our 
own hearts, and our wives’ heels. 

Leon. We’ll have dancing afterwards. [sic. — 

Bene. First, o’ my word ; therefore, play, mu- 
Prince, thou ai*t sad ; get thee a wife, get thee a 
wife : there is no staff more reverend than one tip- 
ped with horn. 

Fnfer « Messenger. 

Afm. My lord, your brother John is ta’en in 
flight, 

And brought with armed men back to Messina. 

Bene. Think not on him till to-morrow : I’ll de- 
vise thee brave punishments for him. — Strike up, 
pipers. [Bance. Exeunt. 




R-NIGHT'S dream. 


PERSONS REPRESENrED. 


Theseus, DuU of Athens. 

Eg,kus, father to Herivoa. 

Lysajstber, ) 

Demetrius, J with Hermia. 

fEiLo^TRATi^, Master of the Revels to Theseus. 
Quince, the Carpenter. 

Snug, the Joiner. 

Bottom, the Weaver. 

Flute, the Belloivs-nnender. 

Snout, the Tinker. 

Starveling, the Tailor. 

Hippolvta, Queen of the Amazons, betrothed to 
Theseus. 

Hermia, daughter to Egeus, in love with Lysandeb 
Helena, m love with Diiimbtrius. 

SCENE; 


Oberon, King of the Fairies. 
Titania, Queen ofthe Fairm 
Puck, or Robin Goodfelixiw 
PEAS-ELOSSO r.l, N 
Cobweb, ! 

Moth f dairies. 

Mustard-seed, 

Pyramus, 

Thisbk, 

W.iVLL, 

Moonshine, 

Lion, 


Characters in the Interlude 
formed by the Clowns, 


Oefter Fairies attending their King and Queen. 
Attendants on Theseus and Hippolyta. 
Athens, atid a. JVood not far from it. 


SCENE I, 


■Athen 


A Room in the Palace 
of Theseus. 

Hippolyta, Philostrate and 
Attendants. 

Hippolyta, our nuptial hour 
raws on apace ; four happy days bring in 
lother moon : but, oh, methinks, how slow 
jis old moon wanes ! she lingers my desires, 
ke to a step-dame, or a dowager, 

withering out a young man^s revenue. 

Hip. Four days will quickly stfeep themselves in 


Thou, thou, Lysander, thou hast given her rhymes, 
And interchang’d love-tokens with my child : 

Thou hast by moon-light at her window sung, 
With feigning voice, verses of feigning love ; 

And stol'n the impression of her fantasy 
With bracelets of thy hair, rings, gawds, conceits, 
Knacks, trifles, nosegays, sweet-meats ; messengers 
Of strong prevailment in unharden’d youth : 

With cunning hast thou filch’d my daughter’s heart ; 
Turned her obedience, which is due to me. 

To stubborn harshness : — And, my gracious duke, 
Be it so she will not here before your grace 
Consent to mari^ with Demetrius, 

I heg the ancient privilege of Athens ; 

As she is mine, I may dispose of her : 

Which shall be either to this gentleman, 

Or to her death ; according to our law, 

Immediately provided in that case. 

The. What say you, Hermia ? be advis’d, fair 
To you your father should be as a god ; [maid : 
One that compos’d your beauties ; yea, and one 


Enter Theseus, 


up rue Atlieman youth to merriments ; 

Lke the pert and nimble spirit of mirth ; 
u melancholy forth to funerals, 

pale companion is not for our pomp.^ 

[.Exit PhilostrjVte, 

polyta, I woo’d thee with my sword, 
won thy love, doing thee injuries ; 

1 will wed thee in another key, 

1 pomp, with triumph, and with revelling. 

•nter Egeus, Herma, Lysandeb, and Demetrius. 

r* Theseus, our renowned duke ! 

te. Thanks, good Egeus : What’s the news 
with thee ? 

Full of vexation come I, with complaint 
list my child, my daughter Hermia.— 

1 forth, Demetrius ; — My noble lord, 

^3.n hath my consent to marry her ; — - 
1 forth, Lysander and, my gracious duke, 
bewitched the bosom of my child : 






lisiiiilfiiiii® 


ipHli 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


Lys. Ah me ! for aught that ever I could read, 
Could ever hear by tale or history, 

The course of true love never did run smooth : 

But, either it was different in blood ; 

Her. O cross ! too high to be enthrall’d to low ! 
Ujs. Or else misgraffed, in respect of years ; 
Her. O spite ! too old to be engag’d to young ! 
Lys. Or else it stood upon the choice of friends : 
Her. O hell ! to choose love by another’s eye ! 
Lys. Or, if there were a sympathy in choice, 
War, death, or sickness did lay siege to it ; 
Making it momentary as a sound, 

Swift as a shadow, short as any dream : 

Brief as the lightning in the collied night 
That, in a spleen, unfolds both heaven and earth, 
And ere a man hath power to say, — Behold f 
The jaws of darkness do devour it up : 

So quick bright things come to confusion. 

Her. If then true lovers have been ever cross’d, 
It stands as an edict in destiny : 

Then let us teach our trial patience, 

Because it is a customary cross ; 

As due to love, as thoughts and dreams, and sighs, 
Wishes, and tears, poor fancy’s followers. 

Lys. A good persuasion ; therefore, hear me, 
I have a widow aunt, a dowager • [Hermia. 
Of great revenue, and she hath no child ; 

From Athens is her house remote seven leagues ; 
And she respects me as her only son. 

There, gentle Hermia, may I marry thee ; 

And to that place the sharp Athenian law 
Cannot pursue us : if thou lov’st me then 
Steal forth thy father’s house to-morrow night ; 
And in the wood, a league without the town, 
Where I did meet thee once with Selena, 

To do observance to a morn of May, 

There will I stay for thee. 

Her, My good Lysander ! 

I swear to thee by Cupid’s strongest bow ; 

By his best arrow with the golden head ; 

By the simplicity of Venus’ doves ; 

By that which knittetli souls, and prospers loves *, 
And by that fire which bunTd the Carthage queen, 
When the false Ti’ojan under sail was seen ; 

By all the vows that ever men have broke, 

In number more than ever women spoke ; — 

In that same place thou hast appointed me, 
To-morrow truly will I meet with thee. 

Lys. Keep promise, love : Look, here comes 
Helena. 

Enter Helena. 

Her. God speed fair Helena ! Whither away ? 
Ilel. Call you me fair ? that fair again unsay, 
Demetrius loves your fair : O happy fair ! 

Your eyes are lode-stars'; and your tongue’s sweet 
More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s eai-, [air 
When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear 
Sickness is catching; O, were favour so 1 
Your’s would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go ; 

My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye, 
My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet melody. 
Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 

The rest m give to be to you translated. 

O, teach me how you look ; and with what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 

Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 
Hel. O, that your frowns would teach my smiles 
such skill ! 

Her. I give him cui’ses, yet he gives me love* 


The worst that may befal me in this case, 

If I refuse to wed Demetrius. 

Tfw. Either to die the death, or to abjure 
For ever the society of men. 

Therefore, fair Hermia, question your desires, 
Know of your youth, examine well your blood, 
Whether, if you yield not, to your father’s choice, 
You can endure the lively of a nun ; 

For aye to be in shady cloister mew’d, 

To live a barren sister all your life, 

Chanting faint hymns to the cold fruitless moon. 
Thrice blessed they, that master so their blood, 

To undergo such maiden pilgrimage : 

But earthlier happy is the rose distill’d, 

Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn, 
Grows, lives, and dies, in single blessedness. 

Her. So will I grow, so live, so die, my lord, 
Ere I will yield my virgin patpt up 
Unto his lordship, whose unwished yoke 
My soul consents not to give sovereignty. 

The. Take time to pause ; and, by the next new 
(Tlie sealing-day hetw.ixt my love and me, [moon 
For everlasting bond of fellowship,) 

Upon that day either prepare to di-e, 

For disobedience to your father’s will ; 

Or else, to wed Demetrius, as he would : 

Or on Diana’s altar to protest, 

For aye, austerity and single life. 

Bern. Relent, sweet Hermia ; — And, Lysander, 
Thy crazed title to my certain right. [yield 

Lys. You have her father’s love, Demetrius ; 
Let me have Hermia’s : do you marry him. 

Ege. Scornful Lysander ! true, he hath my love ; 
And what is mine my love shall render him ; 

And she is mine ; and all my right of her 
I do estate unto Demetrius. 

Lys. I am, my lord, as well deriv’d as he, 

As well possess’d ; my love is more than Ms ; 

My fortunes every way as fairly rank’d, 

If not with vantage, as Demetrius’s; 

And, which is more than all these boasts can be, 

I am belov’d of beauteous Hermia : 

Why should not I then prosecute my right ? 
Demetiius, I’ll avouch it to his head, 

Made love to Nedar’s daughter, Helena, 

And won her soul ; and she, sweet lady, dotes, 
Devoutly dotes, dotes in idolatry, 

Upon this spotted and inconstant man. 

The. I must confess, that I have heard so much, 
And with Demetrius thought to have spoke thereof ; 
But, being over-full of self-affairs,. 

My mind did lose it. —But, Demetrius, come ; 

And come, Egeus ; you shall go with me, 

I have some private schooling for yon both. — 

For yon, fair Hermia, look you arm yourself 
To fit your fancies to your father’s will ; 

Or else the law of Athens yields yon up 
(Which by no means we may extenuate,) 

To death, or to a vow of single life. — 

Come, my Hippolyta ; What cheer, my love ? 
Demetrius, and Egens, go along ; 

I must employ you in some business 
Against our nuptial ; and confer with you 
Of something nearly that concerns yourselves. 

Ege. With duty, and desire, we follow you. 

Thes. Hip. Ege. Hem. Train. 

Lys. How now, my love ? Why is your cheek so 
How chance the roses there do fade so fast ? [pale.^' 
Her. Belike for want of rain ; wMch I could well 
Beteem them from the tempest of mine eyes. 
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Ileh O, that my prayers could such affection 
move ! 

Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 
Bel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 
Her. His folly, Helena, is no fault of mine. 

Bel. None, bxit your beauty ; ’Would that fault ^ 
w-ere mine ! 

Her. Take comfort ; he no more shall see my 
Lysander and myself will fly this place. — [face ; 
Before the time I did Lysander see, 

Seem’d Athens like a paradise to me : 

0 then, what graces in my love do dwell, 

That he hath turn’d a heaven unto heUl 

Lys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold ; 
To-morrow night when Phoebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the wat’ry glass, 

Decking with liquid pearl the hladed grass, 

(A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal,) 
Through Athens’ gates have we devis’d to steal. 

Her, And in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose beds were wont to lie, 
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet ; 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet : 

And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes, 

To seek new friends and stranger companies. 
Farewell, sweet playfellow ; pray thou for us, 

And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius ! — 

Keep word, Lysander : we must starve onr sight 
From lovers' food, till morrow deep midnight. 

lExit Herm. 

Lys. I will, my Hermia. — Helena adieu: 

As you on him, Demetrius dote on you I { Exit Ly&. 

Bel. How happy some, o’er other some can be 1 
Through Athep.s I am thought as fair as she. 

But what of that 1 Demetrius thinks not so ; 

He will not know what all but he do know. 

And as he errs, doting on Hermia’s eyes, 

So I, admiring of Ms qualities. 

Things base and vile, holding no quantity, 

Love can transpose to form and dignity. 

Love looks not with the eyes, but with the mind 
And therefore is wing’d Cupid painted blind. 

Nor hath love’s mind of any judgment taste ; 

Wings, and no eyes, figure uiiheedy haste : 

And therefore is love said to he a child, 

Because in choice he is so oft beguil’d. 

As waggish boys in game themselves forswear, 

So the boy Love is perjui'’d every where : 

For ere Demetrius look’d on Hermia’s eyne, 

He hail’d down oaths, that he was only mine ; 

And when this hail some heat from Hermia felt, 

So he dissolv’d, and showers of oaths did melt. 

1 will go tell Mm of fair Hermia’s flight : 

Then to the wood will he, to-morrow night, 

Pursue her ; and for this intelligeiice 

If I have thanks, it is a dear expense *. 

But herein mean I to enrich my pain, 

To have Ms sight tMther and hack again. 


our interlude before the duke and duchess, on his * 
wedding-day at night. | 

Bot. First, good Peter Quince, say what the play ' 
treats on ; then read the names of the actors ; and ; 
so grow, to a point, j 

MaiT 5 % onr play is— The most lamentable ' 
comedy, and most cimel death of Pyramus and ! 
TMsbj. 

BoL a very good piece of work, I assure you, 
and a merry.— -Now, good Peter Quince, call forth 
y our actors by the scroU: Masters, spread yom'selves. ; 

Quin. Answer, as I call you Nick Bottom, the | 

w^eaver. j 

Bot. Ready. Name what part I am for, and | 
proceed. 

Quin. Yon, Nick Bottom, are set down for Py- ; 
ramus. 

Bot. What is Pyramus ? a lover, or a tyrant ? ! 

Quin. A lover, that kills himself most gaUantiy 1 
for love. 

Bot. That will ask some tears in the true per- 
forming of it : If I do it, let the audience look to 
their eyes ; I will move storms, I will condole in 
some measure. To the rest : — Yet my chief humour 
is for a tyrant: I could play Ercles rarely, or a 
part to tear a cat in, to make all split. 

“ Tlie raging rooks, 

With shivering shocks, i 

Shall break the locks | 

Of prison-gates ; I 

And Phibbus’ car | 

^ Shall shine from far, j 

And malce and mar { 

The foolish fates.” i 

This was lofty I — ^Now name the rest of the players. | 
— ^This is Ercles’ vein, a tyrant’s vein ; a lover is ' 
more condoling. i 

Quin. Francis Flute, the bellows-mender. 

Fht. Here, Peter Quince. j 

Quin. You must take TMsby on yon. j 

Flu. What is Thisby? a wandering knight ? | 

Quin. It is the lady that Pyramus must love. i 

Flu. Nay, faith, let me not play a woman; I j 
have? a heard coming. j 

Quin. That’s all one ; you shall play it in a mask, | 
and you may speak as small as you will. i 

Bot. An I may Mde my face, let me play Thisby , 
too : I’Bspeak in a monstrous little voice ; — Thisne, | 
Thisne. — Ah, Pyramus, my lover dear ; iky Thisly I 
dear I and lady dear ! 

Quin. No, no, you must play Pyramus, and, 
Flute, you TMsby. 

Bot. Weil, proceed. 

Quin. Robin Starveling, the tailor. | 

Star. Here Peter Quince. i 

Quin. Robin Starveling, you must play Thisby’s 
mother. — Tom Snout the tinker. ! 

Snout. Here, Peter Quince. i 

Quin. You, Pyramus’s father ; myself, Thisby’s J 
father ; — Snug, the joiner, you, the lion’s part : — 
and, I hope here is a play fitted. ! 

Snug. Have you the lion’s part written ? pray _ 
you, if it be, give it me, for I am slow of study. 

Quin, You may do it extempore, for it is nothing 
but roaring. 

Bot, Let me play the lion too : I will roar, that 
I will do any man’s heart good to hear me ; I will 
roar, that 1 will make the duke say, Let him roar 
again, Let Mm roar again. 

Quin, An you should do it too terribly, you 


SCENE II 
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pnrple-m-grain beard, or yottr Frencli-crown- 
colour beard, your perfect yellow. 

Quin. Some of your Freiicli crowns have no hair 

at all, and tlien you will play bare-faced But, 

masters ; here are your parts : and I am to entreat 
you, request you, and desire you, to con them by 
to-morrow night ; and meet me in the palace wood", 
a mile without the town, by moon-light ; there 
will we rehearse : for if we meet in the city, we 
shall be doghl with company, and our devices known. 
In the mean time I will draw a bill of properties, 
such as our play wants. J pray you fail me not. 

Bot. We will meet ; and there we may rehearse 
more obscenely, and comugeously. Take pains ; be 
perfect; adieu. 

Quin. At the duke’s oak we meet. 

Bot. Enough ; Hold, or cut bow-strings. 

iExeitrd. 


would fright the duchess and the ladies, that they 
would shriek; and that were enough to hang us all. 

AU. That would hang us every mother’s son. 

Bot. \ grant you, friends, if that you should 
fright the ladies out of their wits, they would have 
no more discretion but to hang us : but I will ag- 
gravate my voice so, that I will roar you as gently 
as any sucldng dove ; I wiU roar you an ’twere any 
nightingale. 

Quin. You can play no part but Pyramus : for 
Pyramiis is a sweet-faced man ; a proper man, as 
one shall see in a summer’s day ; a most lovely, 
gentleman-like man ; therefore you must needs play 
Pyi'amus. 

Bot. W ell, I mil undertake it. What heard were 
I best to play it in ? 

Quin. Why, what you will. 

Bot. I will discharge it in either your straw- 
coloured beard, your orange-tawny beard, your 


You do their work, and they shall have good luck; 
Are not you he ^ 

Puck. Thou speak’ st aright ; 

I am that merry wanderer of the night. 

I jest to Oheron, and make him smile, 

^len I a fat and bean-fed horse beguile, 

Neighing in likeness of a filly foal : 

And sometime lurk I in a gossip’s bowl, 
la very likeness of a roasted crab ; 

And, when she drinks, against her lips I bob, 

And on her wither’d dew-lap pour the ale. 

The wisest aunt, telling the saddest tale, 
Sometime for three-foot stool mistaketh me ; 
Then slip I from her bum, down topples she, 

And tailor cries, and falls into a cough ; 

And then the wiiole quire hold their hips, and 
Ioffe; 

And waxen in their mirth, and neeze and swear 
A merrier hour was never wasted there. — 

But room, Fairy, here comes Oberou. 

Fai. And here my mistress : — ’Would that he 
were gone I 


SCENE I. — A Wood near Athens. j 
Enter a Fairy at one door, and Puck at another. 
Puck. How now, spirit ! whither wander you ? 
Fai. Over hill, over dale, 

Thorough bush, thorough briar, 

Over park, over pale, 

Thorough flood, thorough fire, 

I do wander every where. 

Swifter than the moones sphere ; 

And I serve the fairy queen, 

To dew her orbs upon the green : 

The cowslips tall her pensioners be ; 

In their gold coats spots you see ; 

Those be rubies, fairy favours, 

In those freckles live their savours ; 

I must go seek some dew-drops here. 

And hang a pearl in evei’y co’wslip’s eai . 

Farewell, thou lob of spirits. I’ll be gone ; 

Our queen and all our elves come here anon. 

Puck. The king doth keep his revels here to 
night ; 

Take heed, the queen come not within his sight. 

For Oheron is passing fell and wrath, 

Because that she, as her attendant, hath 
A lovely boy, stoi’n from an Indian king ; 

She never had so sweet a changeling : 

And jealous Oheron would have the child 
Knight of his train, to trace the forests wild 
But she, perforce, withholds the loved boy, 

Crowns him with flowers, and makes him all ner 
joy; 

And now they never meet in grove, or green, 

By fountain clear, or spangled star-light sheen, 
But they do square ; that all their elves, for fear. 
Creep into acorn cups, and hide them there. 

Fai. Either I mistake your shape and making 
quite. 

Or else you are that shrewd and knavish sprite, 
Call’d Robin Good-fellow ; are you not he, 

That fright the maidens of the villagery ; 

Skim milk ; and sometimes labour in the quem, 
And bootless make the breathless housewife churn ; 
And sometime make the drink to bear no barm ; 
Mislead night-wanderers, laughing at their harm ? 
Those that Hobgoblin call you, and sweet Puck, 


SCENE IL 

Enter Obeeon, at one door, with Ms Train, and Titania 
at another, with her*s. 

Obe. Ill met by moon-light, proud Titania. 
Tita. What, jealous Oheron ? Fairy, skip hence; 
I have forsworn his bed and company- 

Obe. Tarry, rash wanton ; Am not I thy lord ? 
Tita. Then I must be thy lady : But I know 
When thou hast stol’n away from fairy-land, 

And in the shape of Corin sat all day, 

Playing on pipes of corn, and versing love 
To amorous Phiilida. Why art thou here, 

Come from the farthest steep of India ? 

But that, forsooth, the bouncing Amazon, 

Your buskin’d mistress, and your warrior love, 

To Theseus must be wedded ; and you come 
To give their bed joy and prosperity. 

Obe. How can’st thou thus, for shame, Titama, 

Glance at my credit with tlippolyta, 

Knowing I know thy love to Theseus ? 

Didst thou not lead him through the glimmenng 
From Perigenia, whom he ravished ? Luignt 


mi 



And make him with fair jSgle break bis faitli, 
Witli Ariadne, and Aiitiopa ? ' 

Tita. These are the forgeries of jealousy : 

And never, since the middle summer’s spring, 

Met we on hill, in dale, forest, or mead, 

By paved fountain, or by rushy brook, 

Or on the beached margent of the sea, 

To dance our ringlets to the whistling wind, 

But with thy brawls thou hast disturb’d our sport. 
Therefore the winds, piping to us in vain, 

As in revenge, have suck’d up from the sea 
Contagious fogs ; which falling in the land, 

Have every pelting river made so proud, 

That they have overborne their continents : 

The ox hath therefore stretch’d his yoke in vain, 
The ploughman lost his sweat ; and the green corn 
Hath rotted, ere his youth attain’d a beard: 

The fold stands empty in the drowmed held, 

And crows are fatted with the murrain flock ; 

The nine men’s morris is fill’d up with mud ; 

And the quaint mazes in the wanton green. 

For lack of tread, are iindistinguishable ; 

The human mortals want their winter here ; 

No night is now with hymn or carol blest : — 
Therefore the moon, the governess of floods, 

Pale in her anger, washes all the air, 

That rheumatick diseases do abound ; 

And thorough this distemperature, we see 
The seasons alter : hoary-headed frosts 
Fall in the fresh lap of the crimson rose ; 

And on old Hyeni’s chin, and icy ci'own, 

An odorous chaplet of sweet summer buds 
Is, as in mockery, set: The spring, the summer, 
The childing autumn, angry winter, change 
Their wonted liveries ; and the mazed world, 

By their increase, now knows not which is wdiich : 
And this same progeny of evils comes 
From our debate, from our dissension ; 

We are their parents and original. 

O&a. Do you amend it then : it lies in you ; 
Why should Titania cross her Oberon ? 

I do but beg a little changeling boy, 

To be my henchman. 

Tiia. Set your heart at rest, 

The fairy-land buys not the child of me. 

His mother was a vot’ress of my order *. 

And, in the spiced Indian air, by night, 

I Full often hath she gossip’d by my side ; 

I And sat with me on Neptune’s yellow sands, 
Harking the embarked traders on the flood ; 

1 When we have laugh’d to see the sails conceive, 
And grow big-bellied with the wanton wind : 
Which she, with pretty and with swimming gait, 
Following (her womb then rich with my young 
Would imitate ; and sail upon the land, [squii’e,) 
; To fetch me trifles, and return again, 
j As from a voyage, rich with merchandize. 

; But she, being mortal, of that boy did die ; 
j And, for her sake, I do rear up her boy : 

I And, for her sake, I will not part with him. 
j Ohe. How long within this wood intend you 
j ^ stay ? 

j ^ Tiia, Perchance, till after Theseus' wedding-day. 
If you will patiently dance in our round, 

And see our moonlight revels, go with us ; 

If not, shun me, and I wiE spare your haunts. 

Ohe. Give me that hoy, and I will go with thee. 
I Tita. Not for thy kingdom. Fairies away: 
j We shall chide down-right, if I longer stay. 

lExeunt Titaxja and her Train. 


Obe. Well, go thy way : thou shalt not from this 
Till I torment thee for this injury. — [grove, 
My gentle Puck, come hither : thou remember'st 
Since once I sat upon a promontory, 

And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin’s back, 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 

That the rude sea grew civil at her song ; 

And certain stars shot madly from their spheres, 
To hear the sea-maid’s music. 

Puck. I remember. 

Obe. That very time I sawq (but thou could’st 
not,) 

Flying between the cold moon and the earth, 
Cupid all arm’d : a certain aim he took 
At a fair vestal, throned by the west ; 

And loos’d his love-shaft smartly from his bow, 

As it should pierce a hundred thousand hearts : 

But I might see young Cupid’s fiery shaft 
Quench’d in the chaste beams of the wat’ry moon ; 
And the imperial vot’ress passed on, 

In maiden meditation, fancy-free. 

Yet mark’d I where the holt of Cupid fell : 

It fell upon a little western flower, — 

Before, milk-white ; new purple with love’s 
And maidens call it love-in-idleness. [wound, — 
Fetch me that flower ; the herb I show’d thee once ; 
The juice of ic on sleeping eye-lids laid, 

Will make or man or woman madly dote 
Upon the next live creature that it sees. 

Fetch me this herb : and be thou here again, 

Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. I’ll put a girdle round about the earih 
In forty minutes. iExit Fuev 

Ohe. Having once this juice. 

I’ll watch Titania when she is asleep, 

And drop the liquor of it in her eyes : 

The next thing then she waking looks upon, 

(Be it on lion, bear, or wolf, or bull, 

On meddling monkey, or on busy ape,) 

She shall pursue it with the soul of love. 

And ere I take this charm off from her sight:, 

(As I can take it with another herb,) 

I’ll make her render up her page to me. 

But who comes here ? I am invisible ; 

And I will over-hear their conference. 

Enter Demetrius, following Mm, 

Dem. I love thee not, therefore pursue me not. 
Where is Lysander, and fair Hermia ? 

The one I’ll slay, the other slayeth me. 

Thou told’st me, they were stol’n into this wood. 
And here am I, and wood within this wood, 
Because I cannot meet with Hermia. 

Plence, get thee gone, and follow me no more. 

Hel. You draw me, you hard-hearted adamant 5 
But yet you draw not iron, for my heart 
Is true as steel : Leave you your power to draw, 
And I shall have no power to follow you. 

Dem. Do I entice you ? Do I speak you fair ? 
Or, rather, do I not in plainest truth 
Tell you — I do not, nor I cannot love you ? 

Hel. And even for that do I love you the more. 

I am your spaniel ; and, Demetrius, 

The more you beat me, I wiE fawn on you : 

Use me but as your spaniel, spurn me, strike me, 
Neglect me, lose me j only give me leave, 
Unworthy as I am, to follow you. 

What worser place can I beg in your love, 

(And yet a place of high respect with me,) 

Than to be used as you use your doB- ? 



SCENE IIL — Another part of tJie Wood. 
Enter Titania, loith her Train. 

Tita. Come, now a roundel, and a fairy song 
Tkea, for the third part of a minute, hence ; 
Some, to kill cankers in the musk-rose buds ; 


Ixxii 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM» 


Bern. Tempt not too much the hatred of my spirit ; 
For I am sick, when I do look on thee, 

HeL And I am sick, when I look not on you. 
Bern. You do impeach your modesty too much, 
To leave the city, and commit yourself 
Into the hands of one that loves you not ; 

To trust the opportunity of night, 

And the iU counsel of a desert place, 

With the rich worth of youi’ virginity. 

II el. Your virtue is my privilege for that. 

It is not night, when I do see your face, 

Therefore I think I am not in the night : 

Nor cloth this wood lack worlds of company ; 

For you, in my respect, are all the world : 

Then how can it be said, 1 am alone. 

When all the world is here to look on me ? 

Bern. I’ll runfromthee, and hide me in the brakes, 
And leave thee to the mercy of wild beasts. 

Ilel. The wildest hath not such a heai't as you. 
Run when you will, the story shall he changed ; 
Apollo flies, and Daphne holds the chase ; 

The dove pursues the griffin ; the mild hind 
Makes speed to catch the tiger : Bootless speed ! 
When cowardice pui’sues, and valour flies. 

Bern. I will not stay thy questions ; let me go : 
Or, if thou follow me, do not believe 
But I shall do thee mischief in the wood. 

Hel. Ay, in the temple, in the town, the field, 
You do me mischief. Fye, Demetrius ! 

Your wrongs do set a scandal on my sex : 

We cannot fight for love, as men may do : 

We should he woo'd, and were not made to woo. 
rU follow thee, and make a heaven of hell, 

To die upon the hand I love so well. 

[_Exeunt Dbm. and Hel. 
Ohe. Fare thee well, nymph ; ere he do leave 
this grove, 

Thou shalt fly him, and he shall seek thy love. — 
Re-enter Puck. 

Hast thou the flower there ? Welcome wanderer, 
Pncli. Ay, there it is. 

Obe. I pray thee, give it me. 

I know a bank whereon the wild thyme blows, 
Where ox -lips and the nodding violet grows ; 

Q,uite over-canopied with lush woodbine, 

With sweet musk-roses, and with eglantine ; 

There sleeps Titania, some time of the night, 
Lulled iu these flowers with dances and delight ; 
And there the snake throws her enamelled skin, 
Weed vide enough to wi'ap a fahy in ; 

And with the juice of this lil streak her eyes, 

And make her full of hateful fantasies. 

Take thou some of it, and seek through this grove : 

A sweet Athenian lady is in love 

With a disdainful youth : anoint his eyes ; 

But do it, when the next thing he espies 
May be the lady ; Thou shalt know the man 
By the Athenian garments he hath on. 

Effect it with some care ; that he may prove 
More fond on her, than she upon her love : 

And look thou meet me ere the first cock crow. 
Fuck. Fear not, my lord, your servant shall 
do so. 


Some, war with rear-mice for their leathern wings, 
To make my small elves coats ; and some, keep back 
The clamorous owl, that nightly hoots, and wonders 
At our quaint spirits : Sing me now asleep ; 

Then to your offices, and let me rest. 

SONG. 

I. 

1 Fai. You spotted snakes, with double tongue, 

Thorny hedge-hogs, he not seen; 

Newts, and blind-worms, do no wrong; 

Come not near oiir fairy queen : 

CHORDS. 

Philomel, with melody, 

Sing in our sweet lullaby ; 

Lulla, lulla, lullaby ; lulla, lulla, lullaby 
Never hai’m, nor spell, nor charm. 

Come our lovely lady nigh ; 

So, good night, with lullaby. 

n. 

2 Fai. Weaving spiders, come not here ; 

Hence, you iong-legg’d spinners, hence ; 

Beetles black, approach not near ; 

Worm, nor snail, do no offence. 

CHORUS. 

Philomel, with melody, &c. 

2 Fai. Hence, away ; now all is weU : 

One, aloof, stand centinel. 

lEeeeunt Fairies, Titania sleeps. 

Enter Oebron, 

Obe. What thou seest, when thou dost wake, 

ISqtieezes fhe jlower on Titania's eye-lids. 
Do it for thy true-love take ; 

Love and languish for his sake ; * 

Be it ounce, or cat, or bear, 

Bard, or boar with bristled hair, 

In thy eye that shall appear 
When thou wak’st, it is thy dear 
Wake, when some vile thing is near. 


) 

.ear. J 


Enter Lvsander and Hbrmia. 


Zps. Fair love, you faint with wandering in the 
wood 5 

And to speak troth, I have forgot our way ; 
We'll rest us, Hermia, if you think it good, 

And tarry for the comfort of the day. 

Her. Be it so, Lysander, find you out a bed, 
For I upon this bank vili rest my head. 

Bps. One turf shall serve as piUow for us both ; 
One heart, one bed, two bosoms and one troth. 

Her. Nay, good Lysander ; for my sake, my dear, 
Lie further off yet, do not lie so near. 

Lps. O, take the sense, sweet, of my innocence; 
Love takes the meaning, in love’s conference. 

I mean, that my heart unto yours is knit; 

So that but one heart we can make of it t 
Two bosoms interchained with an oath ; 

So then, two bosoms, and a single troth. 

Then, by your side no bed-room me deny ; 

For, lying so, Hermia, I do not lie. 

Her. Lysander riddles very prettily : — 

Now much beshrew my manners and my pride, 

If Hermia meant to say, Lysander lied. 

But, gentle friend, for love and courtesy 
Lie further off ; in human modesty 
Such separation, as, may well be said, ^ 

Becomes a virtuous bachelor and a maid : ^ ^ 

So far be distant ; and good night, sweet friend, 
Thy love- ne'er alter, till thy sweet life end 1 
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hys. Amen, Amen, to tliat fair prayer, say I ; 
And then end life, when I end loyalty ! 

Here is my bed : Sleep give thee all his rest ! 

Me'i'o With half that wish the wisher’s eyes be 
pressed ! {They sleep. 

Enter Puck. 

Fuck. Through the forest have I gone, 

But Athenian found I none, 

On whose eyes I might approve 
This flower’s force in stirring love. 

Night and silence I who is here ? 

Weeds of Athens he doth wear : 

This is he, my master said, 

Despised the Athenian maid ; 

And here the maiden, sleeping sound, 

On the dank and dirty ground. 

Pretty soul ! she durst not lie 
Near this lack-love, kill- courtesy. 

Churl, upon thy eyes I throw 
All the power this charm doth owe ; 
When thou wak’st, let love forbid 
Sleep his seat on thy eye-lid. 

So awake, when I am gone ; 

For I must now to Oberon. {Exit. 

Enter JDemeteius and Helena, running. 

Bel. Stay, though thou kill me, sweet Deme- 
trius. 

Bern. I chai’ge thee, hence, and do not haunt 
me thus. 

Bel. 0, wilt thou darkling leave me ? do not so. 
Dm. Stay, on thy peril ; I alone will go. 

{Exit Demetrius. 

Bel. 0, I am out of breath in this fond chase ! 
The more nly prayer, the lesser is my grace. 
Happy is Hermia, whereso’er she lies ; 

For she hath blessed and attractive eyes. 

How came her eyes so bright ? Not with salt tears : 
If so, my eyes are oftener wash’d than hers. 

No, no, I am as ugly as a bear ; 

For beasts that meet me, run away for fear : 
Therefore, no marvel, though Demetrius 
Bo, as a monster, fly my presence thus. 

What wicked and dissembling glass of mine 
Made me compare with Hermia’s sphery eyne ? — 
But who is here ? — Lysander ! on the ground ! 
Dead ? or asleep ? I see no blood, no wound ! — 
Lysander, if you live, good sir, awake. 

Lys. And run through fire I will, for thy sweet 
sake. {Waking. 

Transparent Helena ! Nature here .shows art, 

That through thy bosom makes me see thy heart. 
Where is Demetrius ? O, how fit a word 
Is that vile name, to perish on my sword? 


Uel. Do not say so, Lysander ; say not so : | 

What though he love your Hermia ? Lord, what 
though ? 

Yet Hermia still loves you : then he content. 

Lys. Content with Hermia ? No : I do repent 
The tedious minutes I with her have spent. 

Not Hermia, but Helena I love : 

Who wiU not change a raven for a dove ? 

The will of man is by his reason swayed : 

And reason says you are the worthier maid. 

Things growing are not ripe until their season ; 

So I, being young, till now ripe not to reason ; 

And touching now the point of human skill, 

Reason becomes the marshal to my will, 

And leads me to your eyes ; where I o’erlook 
Love’s stories, written in love’s richest book. 

Bel. Wherefore was I to this keen mockery 
born ? 

When, at your bands, did I deserve this scorn ? 

I’st not enough, is’t not enough, young man, 

That I did never, no, nor never can. 

Deserve a sweet look from Demetrius’ eye. 

But you must flout my insufficiency? 

Good troth, you do me wrong, good sooth, you do. 

In such disdainful manner me to woo. 

But fare you well : perforce I must confess, 

I thought you lord of more true gentleness. 

O, that a lady, of one man refused, 

Should, of another, therefore be abused I [Exit. 
Lys. She sees not Hermia : — Hermia, sleep 
thou there ; 

And never may’st thou come Lysander near I 
For, as a surfeit of the sweetest things 
The deepest loathing to the stomach brings 
Or; as the heresies, that men do leave, 

Are hated most of those they did deceive ; 

So thou, my surfeit, and my heresy, 

Of all be hated ; but the most of me ! 

And all my powers, address your love and might, 

To honour Helen, and to be her knight I {Exit. 
Her. ^starting.'] Help me, Lysander, help me I 
do thy best, 

To pluck this crawling serpent from my breast ! 

Ah me, for pity ! — wffiat a dream w’as here ? 

Lysander, look, how I do quake with fear ! 
Methought a serpent eat my heart away, 

And you, sat smiling at his crael prey : — 

Lysander 1 what, removed ? Lysander I lord ! 

What, out of hearing ? gone ? no sound, no word ' 
Alack, where are you ? speak, an if you hear ; 

Speak, of all loves ; I swoon almost with fear. 

No ? — then I well perceive you are not nigh : 

Either death, or you, I’ll find immediately. {Exit. 
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well. Write me a prologue : and let the prologue 
seem to say, we will do no harm with our swords : 
and that Pyramus is not killed indeed : and, for the 
more better assurance, tell them, that I Pyramus 
am not Pyramus, but Bottom the weaver : This 
will put them out of fear. 

Quin. Well, w’-e will have such a prologue ; and 
it shall be written in eight and six. 

BoL No, iflake it two more ; let it be WTitten 
in eight and eight. 

WiU not the ladies be afeard of the lion ? 

Star. I fear it, I promise you. 

Bat. Masters, you ought to consider wuth your- 
selves : to bring in, God shield us ! a lion among 
ladies, is a most dreadful thing : for there is not a 
more fearful wild-fowl than your lion, living : and 
we ought to look to it. 

Snout. Tlierefore, another prologue must tell, 
he is not a lion. 

Bot. Nay, you must name his name, and half 
j his face must be seen through the lion’s neck ; 
and he himself must speak through, saying thus, 
or to the same defect, — -Ladies, or fair ladies ! 1 
would wish you, or, I would request you, dr, I 
would entreat you, not to fear, not to tremble : my 
life for yours. If you think I come hither as a 
lion, it were pity of my life : No, I am no such 
thing; I am a man as other men are : and there, 
indeed, let him name his name ; and tell them 
plainly, he is Snug the joiner. 

Qum. Well, it shall be so. But there is two hard 
things ; that is, to bring the moonlight into, a 
chamber : for you know, Pyramus and Thisby meet 
by moon-light. 

Snnff. Doth the moon shine that night we play 
our play } 

Bot. A calendar, a calendar ! look in the alma- 
nack ; find out moon-shine, find out moon-shine. 

Quin. Yes, it doth shine that night. 

BoL Why, then you may leave a casement of the 
great chamber-window, where we play, open ; and 
the moon may shine in at the casement. 

Quin. Ay ; or else one must come in with a 
bush of thorns and a lantern, and say, he comes 
to disfigure, or to present, the person of moon- 
shine. Then, there is another tiling : w^c must 
have a wail in the great chamber ; for Pyramus 
and Thisby, says the story, did talk through the 
chink of a wall. 

Snug. You never can bring in a wall. — What 
say you, Bottom ^ 

Bot. Some man or other must present wall : and 
let him have some plaster, or some loam, or some 
rough-cast about him, to signify wall ; or let him 
hold his fingers thus, and through that cranny 
shall Pyramus and Thisby whisper. 

Quin. If that may be, then all is well. Come, 
sit down, eveiy mother’s son, and rehearse your 
parts. Pyramus, you begin ; when you have spoken 
your speech, enter into that brake ; and. so every 
one according to his cue. 

Enter Puck heMnd. 

Puoh. What hempen home-spuns have we swag- 
gering here, 

So near the cradle of the fairy queen ? 

What, a play toward ? ITl be an auditor ; 

An actor- too, perhaps, if I see cause. 

Quin. Speak, Pyramus Thisby, stand forth. 

p7/r. Thishy^ the Jiowers odious savours 

Quin» Odours, odours. [sweet .^ — 


Pgr. odours savours : 

So doth thy breathy ruij dearest Thishi dear.- 
But, hark, a roice I stay thou but herc^a while 
And by and by I udli to thee ayipeur. [j 
Puck. A sfraugcr Pyi-amus than e’er plj 

^ [.-li-nie.-J 

This, rri'nsi I s]H’ak now ? 

Quin. Ay, marry, must you ; for you must 
derstand, lie goes but to see a noise that he he 
and is to eome agadu. 

This, jl! nst radio n t Pyi am us, most lib; u-h ife nf. 
Of colour like the red rose on triuntjdouit hri 
JMost hrisky Juvenal, asul eke most lovely Jeu\ 
As true as truest horse. Ihut yet ■vnujd ucvi r . 
rU meet thee, Pyramus, at .X tuny's tomb. 

Quin. Ninus’ tomlg man : Why you urns; 
speak that yet ; that you answer to Ih ramus : 
speak all your part at once, eues ami all. P- 
mus enter ; your eue is pasi ; it is, never tiro. 
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reasonVftt\tAu“’^:r:;,^:" t f ^ 

-diove keep little 

upon occasion. ^ ““ Sl‘>e>c 

Bo°' Not^sn^"* beantifoi. 

to ■^et onf nf k“ “ i ^ “ough 

nnne o^lr^.^'^ wood, I have enough to set^e 

ThOTti..^"* ‘o go ; 

I am a snlh 0 ?“ *°« wilt or no. 

J^ai a spirit, of no common rate ; 

^e summer still doth tend upon my state ; 

And I do love thee : therefore, go rrith me ■ 

I fl give thee fames to attend on thee; ’ 

And Jn ^ ® vi^ *e deep. 

And sing, while thou on pressed flowers dost sleep • 
And I will purge thy mortal grossness so, ^ ' 
liial tliou Shalt like an airy spirit go.— Tseed f 
Peas.blossom ! Cobweb - Voth !®and MuS: 

Enter Four Fames, 

1 Fai. Ready. 

2 Fai. And I. 

I And I. 

m,vy*'r> , . , , 'Vhere shallwego 

! 1 ,® courteous to this gentleman ; 

Hop in his walks, and gambol in his eves • 

Feed him with apricooks, and dewberries ; 

With purple grapes, green figs, and mulberries ; 
pe honey bags steal from the humble-bees 

A j 1 - ®™P wmven thighs, 

Aupight them at the fiery glow worm’s eyes, l 
To have my love to bed, and to arise ; ^ ] 

And pluck the wings from painted butterflies, t 
To fan the moon-beams from his sleeping eyes : 

Nod to him, elves, and do him courtesies. T 

1 Fai. Hail, mortal ! , 

2 Fai. Hail I ■’ 

3 Fai. Hail ! ' 

4 Fai. Hail! « ^ 

mercy, heartily.— I I 

beseech, your worship’s name. v 

Cod. Cobweb.* 

Fot. I shall desire you of more acquaintance A 
good master Cobweb : If I cut my finl4 I shaU 1 
make bold with you.—! our name, honest gentle- 

EQEll r ® 

Feas. Peas -blossom. 

Bot. I prayyou, oommendme to mistress Squash 
your mother, and to master Peas-cod, your father. 
Good master Peas-blossom, I shall desire you of L 
you^sir?’““‘““ too.— Your name, I beseech 
Mus. Mustard-seed. p 

Bot Good master Mustard-seed, I know your II 
patience well : that same cowardly, giant-like ox- B 
beet haJi devoured many a gentleman of your A 
house : I promise you, your kindred hath made T 
my eyes water ere now. I desire you more ac- A 
quaintance, good master Mustard-seed. R 

Tita. Come, wait upon him ; lead him to my T 
bower. _ , M 

The moon, methinks, looks with a watery eye; H 
And when she weeps, weeps every little flower, It 

Lamenting some enforced chastity. Sc 

Tie up my love's tongue, bring him silently. 

IFa^mnt 


SCENE II — Akothcr part of the Wmd. 

Enter Obehox. 

Obe. I wonder, if Titania be awalc’d ; 
v\ hich she must dote on in extremit?. 



h ■ Enter Fuck. 

“y messenger.-How now, mad spirit = 

/'Kc*. My mistress with a monster is fa love 
’ consecrated bower 

mile she was in her duU and sleeping hour, 

A crew of patches, rude mechaiiicais, ■ 

That work for bread upon Athenian stalls, 

^ ere met together to rehearse a play, 

. kHt“?‘'f/®’'f®yThesen.s’nupti;rda,.. 

■ m„ P thick-skin of that barreu sort, 

Who Pyramus presented, in tJieir snort 

me?! “ a brake: 

when I d,d him at this advantage take 
AnassstiowllfLvedonhishead: i 

-Anon, his Thisbe must be answered. < 

And forth my mimick comes : AVhen they him suv : 

As wild geese that the creeping fowier f-ve ^ i 

Or msset-pated choughs, mauv in sort, ' ’ ! 

l>.ising and cawing at the gun’s' report. ! 

bever themselyes, and madly sweep the skv • 

■-0 at his sight, away his fellows fly : ^ ’ i 

-And, at our stamp, here o’er and o’er one fails ■ ’ 

TheH'''^'^'' “fl®®' calls. ’ i 
Their sense, thus weak, lost with their fears, thus ’ 

Fo briers and thorus at their' apparel snatch ^ I 
Some, siecjes; some, hats: from yieiclers all i 
things catch. ' , |' ^ 

I led them on in this distracted fear, . ■ i 

And left sweet Pyramus traiislated there: ' ' [ 

hen m that moment (so it came, to . ! 

^ Tr i f’ if lov'd an ass. , ^ . ; 

T ’ better than 1 could, devise. . ' ' 

mth f Athenian's eyes j 

' S f^^ove-jmce, as I did bid thee do ? ' 

And the Athenian woman by his side; . ' ' i 

■ lhat when he urak’d, of force she must be ey'd. | 

Enter Bemetbius and Hebmta. I 

Ode. Stend close; this is the same Athenian. I 
This IS the wmman, but not this the man. . 
Fern. O, why^rebuke you him that loves you so 
Lay breath so bitter on 3 'i'our bitter foe. ' 

Ifer. Now I but chide, but I sho'uld use thee 
worse; 

For thou, I fear, hast given , me cause to curse, 
ii thou hast slain Lysander in his sleep, i 

Being o'er shoes in blood, plunge in the deep. 

And kill me too. 

The sun was not so true unto the day, 

As he to me ; Would he have stoFn Way 
From sleeping Hermia ? I'll beHeve as soon, 

Ihis whole earth may he bor’d; and that the moon 
May through the center creep, and so dispitiase 
Her brother's noon-tide with the Antipodes. 

It cannot be but thou hast murder'd him. ; 

So should a murderer look ; so dead, so grim. 

Bern. So should the murder'd look; and so 
should I, ' 

Pierc'd through the heart with your stern craelty : 
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Enter Lysander and Helena. 

L7js, Why should you think, that I should woo 
Scorn and derision nevor come in tears, [in scorn ? 
Look, when I \a)\v, 1 wee]); and vows so born, 

In their nativity all truth a|i])ears. 

How can those lhiiu!:s in rue seem scorn to you, 
Bearing the badge of faith, to ])rovc them truef 
IleL Yaw do ailvance your cunning more and more. 
When truth kills truth, O tlevilish-holy tray ! 

These vows are, Hermia’s; W'iii you g-ive her o’er? 
Weigh oath with oath, and vou will nothinsr 


Yet you, the murderer, look as bright, as clear, 

As yonder Venus in her glimmering sphere. 

Her, What’s this to my Lysander ? where is he ? 
Ah, good Demetrius, wBt thou give him me ? 
hem. I had rather give his carcase to my hounds. 
Her. Out, dog! out, cur! thou driv’st me past 
the bounds 

Of maiden’s patience. Hast thou slain him then ? 
Henceforth be never number’d among men! 

Oh ! once tell true, tell true, even for my sake ; 
Durst thou have look’d upon him, being awake, 
And hast thou kill’d him sleeping? O brave touch! 
Could not a worm, an adder, do so much? 

An adder did it; for with doubler tongue 
Than tliine, thou sei'pent, never adder stung. 

Hem. You spend your passion on a mispris’d 
mood : 

I am not guilty of Lysander’ s blood ; 

Nor is he dead, for aught that 1 can tell. 

Her. I pray thee, tell me then that he is well. 
Hem. An if I could, what should I get there- 
fore ? 

Her. A privilege, never to see me more. — 

And from thy hated presence part I so : 

See me no more, whether he be dead or no. [Srii'. 

Hem. There is no following her in this fierce vein : 
Here, therefore, for a while I will remain. 

So sorrow’s heaviness doth heavier grow 
For debt that bankrupt sleep doth sorrow owe ; 
Wliich now, in some light measure it will pay, 

If for his tender here I make some stay. 

Ilia down. 

Obe. What hast thou done ? thou hast mistaken 


Your vows, to her and rnc, put in two st'alcs, 

Will even weigh: and botli as light as talcs, 

L,y.9. I had no judgment, when to lua* I swoia*. 
HcL Nor none, in mymind, now you givi,^ Iter o’er, 
/g/s. Demetrius loves her, and he loves not vou. 
Hem, [HwviAbu;.] O Helen, goddess, nyin])h, 
perfect, divine ! 

To what, my love, shall I compare thine eyne? 
Crystal is muddy. (), how rijie in show 
Thy lips, those kissing eherries, tempting grow ! 
That pure congealed white, high I’aurus’ snow, 
Fanu’d with the eastern wind, turns to a crow, 
When thou hohi’st up thy haiul : O let me kiss 
This princess of pure white, this seal of bliss ! 

Hel. O spite I 0 hell ! I see you all are bent 
To set against me for your merriment. 

If you were civil, and knew courtesy, 

You would not do me thus much injury. 

Can you not hate me, as I know you do, 

But you must join, in souls, to mock me too? 

If you were men, as men you are in show, 

You would not use a gentle lady so ; 

To vow, and swear, and superpraise nn^parts, 
When, I am sure, you hate me with your hearts. 
You both are rivals, and love Hermia; 

And now both rivals, to mock Helena : 

A trim exploit, a manly enter})rize, 

To conjure tears U]i in a ])Oor maid’s eyes. 

With your derision ! none of noble sort, 

Would so offend a virgin ; and extort: 

A poor soul’s patiiMietg all to make you sport. 

Lys, You are unkind, Demetrius; he not so ; 
For you love Hermia: this, you know, 1 hnow: 
And here, with all good will, witli all my heart, 

In Hermia’s love J yiedd you up my {>art; 

And yours of Helena to me bequeath, 

Whom 1 do love, and will do to my death. 

HcL Never ditl mockers waste m<)re idle breath. 
Dun. Lysander, kee]) thy Hermia; 1 will none: 
If e’er I lov’d lier, all that love is gone. 

My heart with her but, as guest-wise, sojourn’d; 
And now to Helen is it home re.turn’d, 

There to remain. 

Lys. Helen, it is not so. 

Hem. Disparage not the faith, thou dost not know, 
Lest, to thy peril, thou aby it <ie;ir,— 

Look, where thy love comes; yx)nder is thy dear. 
Enkr IIehmia. 

Her. Dark night, tliat from the eye his function 
takes, 

The ear more i|uiok of a])prehen.'^it>n make.s ; 
Wherein it doth impair the seeing s(?nse, 

It pays the hearing double recomjieuce : — 

Thou art not by mine eye, Lysander, found | 

Mine car, I thank it, brought me to thy sound. 

But 'why ■unkindly didst thorn leave me so ? 

Lys. Why should ho stay, whom love doth press 
to go ? 


And laid the love-juice on some true-love’s sight : 

Of thy misprision must perforce ensue 

Some true-love turn’d, and not a false turn’d true. 

FueJe. Then fate o’er-rules ; that, one man hokl- 
. ing troth, 

A million faU, confounding oath on oath. 

Obe. About the wood go swifter than the wind, 
And Helena of Athens look thou find : 

All fancy- sick she is, and pale of cheer 

With sighs of love, that cost the fresh blood dear. 

By some illusion see thou bring her here ; 

I’ll charm his eyes, against she do appear. 

Puck. I go, I go ; look, how I go ; 

Swifter than arrow from the Tartar’s bow. lExlL 

Obe. Flower of this purple dye, 

Hit with Cupid’s archery, 

Sink in apple of his eye 1 
When his love he doth espy 
Let her shine as gloriously 
As the Venus of the sky. — » 

When thou wak’st, if she be by, 

Beg of her for remedy. 

Re-enter Puck, 

Captain of our fairy band, 

Helena is here at band, 

And the youth, mistook by me, 

Pleading for a lover’s fee ; 

Shall we their fond pageant see? 

Lord, what fools these mortals be ! 

Obe. Stand aside : the noise they make, 

WOl cause Demetrius to awake. 

P'ook. Then will two at once woo one, 

That must needs be sport alone ; 

And those things do best please me, 

That befal preposterously. 




:SCENE II, 


Her. m^uove could press Lysander from my 
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\ • ^5^ me? could not tliis make thee 

thee made me leave thee so > 

Hd be. 

T? conjoin’d, ail three 

To fashion this false sport in spite of me, 

_junous Hermia 1 most tmgrateftil maid » 

ToTainl^p'^^f 'll"?’ contriv’d j 

i o bait me mth this foul derision ? 

Is ail the eonnsei that we two have shar’d, 

The sisters’ vows, the hours that we have spent 
men we have chid the hasty-footed time ^ ' 

For parting us, -0, and is ail forgot ? 

_ e, liermia, like two artihcial gods, 

Have with our neelds created both oue flower, 

Boto warbling ot one song, both in one key ; 

Lit. “f “f So we grew together 

Eike to a double cherry, seeming parted: 

I ^ union in partition, 

Two lovely berries moulded on one stem : 

&o, with two seeming bodies, but one heart ; 

I^wo of the first, like coats in heraldiT, ' 

A ”1 but to one, and crowned ivitb one crest i 

And wiU you rent our ancient love asunder, ’ 

yo“>- poor friend? 1 

It IS not friendly, ’tis not maidenly : , 

Our sex, as well as I, may chide you for it : 

f alone do feel the injury. j 

. I am amazed at your passionate words : l 

^ rzT ^ scorn me. I 

Hd Have you not set Lysander, as in scorn, 1 
praise my eyes and face ? 

^ Demetrius, -x- 

TW his foot,) A 

To call me goddess, nymph, divine, and rare, ^ 

TaTp°^®’ Wherefore speaks he this 

1 0 her he hates ? and wherefore doth Lysander IS 
Deny, your love, so rich within his soul, L 

And tender me, forsooth, affection ; p 

^ setting on, by your consent ? 
mat though I be not so in grace as you, 
teo hung upon with love, so fortunate : xi 

Hut miserable most, to love unlov’d > S 

This you should pity, rather than despise. A 

cr. I understand not what you mean by this. H 
Ay, do, persewer, counterfeit sad looks. A 
Make m o ws upon me when I turn my hack : Bi 

Wink at each other ; hold the sweet jest up : h 

This sport, well carried, shall be chronicled. S 

It you have any pity, grace, or manners, 
kou would not make me such an argument. 

But, fare ye well : His partly mine own fault ; L< 

Which death, or absence, soon shall remedy. T ' 

%s. Stay, gentle Helena; hear my excuse ; T ^ 

My mve my life, my soul, fair Helena ! u 

Bd, O excellent! Be 

.r,. , Sweet, do not scorn her SO. Ti 

she cannot entreat, I can compel. 

hys. Thou canst compel no more than she en- 
treat ; j ^ 

Thy threats have no more strength, than her weak Dz 


Kiy Helen, I love thee ; by mr life I do • 

I swear by that which 1 will lose IbrVhPe 
ule, To prove him false, that says I love t m' uot 
I thee more tliau 

.ae 

Away, 

- I Dem, . . V . 

/ o a tame man, mj ^ 

I 1 “ fofe 

“ what d«n.c- 

Oii^^r fi j pyiove? out tawny Tartar otir’ 

Out loathed medicine! Iiated potion', heiice f ' " 
Doyouiiot jest ? ' 

'sooth : ami so do vf»i 

\er deadT“ ' strike h.r, kiii j 

■ ^ate?“" than | 

Am nSl ^^^tefore? O me! what news, mv love = ■' 

Am not I Hermia ? Are , not you Lysander ' 

I am as fair now, as I was erewhile 

Stnee night, you loved me ; yet, since night you 

Why, then you left the gods forbid ' ' 

, „ Ay, by my life • 

And never did desire to see thee more. " * ' ! 

liimTore, oe out of hope, of ,c|uest!oii, doubt, ' 

Be certain nothing truer ; His no jest, ' ■ ' I 

That I do hate thee, and love Helena. ■ ' 

Yontrip?Aff’ you canker-blossom! | 

i ou thief of love i what, have you come liv n W t ! 

^ ^ ^ d ■ 1 

Hav^bou no modesty, no maiden sham“’ ' ! 
^0 touch of bashtulness? \niat, will you tear * 
Impatient answers from my gentle tongue = I 

hie, fie 1 you counterfeit, you puppet tou ! 
^en^^eUwhyso? Ay, ’tLt lay goes the i 

Now I perceive that she hath made compare I 

Between statures, she hath urged her height • ■ 

And wth her personage, her tall personage, ' ! 

Her height, forsooth, she hath prevailed with him.— ' 

And are you grown so high in his esteem, ! 

Because I am so dwarfish, and so low ? ! 

How low am I, thou painted maypole ? speak : 

How low am I ? I am not yet so low, 

But that my nails can reach unto thine eves. 

^ though you mock me, gentle- 

st her not hurt me ; I was never curst ; fmen 

I have no gift at ail in shrewishness ; 

I am a right maid for my cowardice ; 

■Let her not strike me .* You, perhaps may think 
Because she s something lower than myself, 

Inat 1 can match her. ' 

wf;' ri jti • , hark, again. 

Mel. Good Hermia, do not be so bitter with me. ‘ 

1 CTermore did love you, Hermia, 

Did ever keep your counsels, nerer wrong’d you ; : 
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Save tliat, in love unto Demetrius, 

I told him of your stealth unto this wood : 

He followed you ; for love, I followed him. 

But he hath chid me hence ; and threaten’d me 
To strike me, spurn me, nay, to kill me too : 

And now, so you will let me quiet go, 

To Athens will I bear my foUy back, 

And follow you no further : Let me go : 

You see how simple and how fond I am. [you ? 
Her. "Why, get you gone : Who is’t that hinders 
HeL A foolish heai’t that I leave here behind. 
Her. What, with Lysander ? 

Hel. With Demetrius. 

Lys. Be not afraid : she shall not harm thee, 
Helena. [part. 

De7n. No, sir ; she shall not, though you take her 
Hel. 0, when she’s angry, she is keen and shrewd : 
She was a vixen, when she went to school ; 

And, though she be but little, she is fierce. 

Her. Little again ? nothing but low and little ? — 
Why will you suffer her to flout me thus ? 

Let me come to her. 

Lys. Get you gone, you dwarf ; 

You minimus, of hind’ ring knot-grass made ; 

You bead, you acorn. 

Bern. You are too officious, 

In her behalf that scorns your services. 

Let her alone ; speak not of Helena ; 

Take not her part : for if thou dost intend 
Never so little show of love to her, 

Thou shalt aby it. 

Lys. Now she holds me not ; 

Now follow, if thou dar’st, to try whose right, 

Or thine or mine, is most in Helena. 

Bern. Follow.? nay. I’ll go with thee, cheek by 
jole. lExeunt Lvs. a7id Dam. 

Her, You, mistress, aU this coil is ’long of you : 
Nay, go not back. 

Biel. I will not trust you, I ; 

Nor longer stay in your cui’st company. 

Your hands, than mine, are quicker for a fray, 

My legs are longer though, to run away. [Exit. 
Her. I am amaz’d, and know not wdmt to say. 

[Exit, 'pursuing Helena. 
Ohe. This is thy negligence : still thou mistak’st, 
Or else commit’ st thy knaveries wilfully. 

Puck. Believe me, king of shadows, I mistook. 
Bid not you tell me, I should know the man 
By the Athenian garments he had on ? 

And so far blameless proves my enterprize, 

That I have ’nointed an Athenian’s eyes r 
And so far am I glad it so did sort, 

As this their jangling I esteem a sport. 

Ohe, Thou seest, these lovers seek a place to 
fight: ! 

Hie therefore, Robin, overcast the night ; I 

The starry welkin cover thou anon | 

With drooping fog, as black as Acheron ; 

And lead these testy rivals so astray, 

As one come not within another’s way. 

Like to Lysander sometime frame thy tongue, 

Then stir Demetrius up with bitter wi’ong ; 

And sometime rail thou like Demetrius 5 
And from each other look thou lead them thus, 

Till o’er their brows death-counterfeiting sleep 
With leaden legs and batty wings doth creep : 

Then crush this herb into Lysander’s eye ; 

Yliose liquor hath this virtuous property, 

To take from thence aU error, Mth his might. 

And make his eye-baUs roll with wonted sight. 


When they next wake, all this derision 
Shall seem a dream, and fruitless vision ; 

And back to Athens shall the lovers wend, 

With league whose date till death shall never end. 
'ViTiiles I in this affair do thee employ, 

I’ll to my queen, and beg her Indian boy ; 

And then I wiU her charmed eye release 
From monster’s view, and all things shall be peace. 
Ftick. My fairy lord, this must be done with 
haste ; 

For night’s swift dragons cut the clouds fuff fast, 
And yonder shines Aurora’s harbinger ; [there. 
At whose approach, ghosts, wandering here and 
Troop home to cliureli-yarda : damned spirits all. 
That in cross-ways and floods have buritil, 

Already to their wormy beds are gone ; 

For fear lest day should look thefr sliames upon 
They wilfully themselves exile from light, 

And must tor aye consort with black -brow’d night, 
Ohe. But we ax*e spirits of another sort ; 

I with the morning’s love have oft made sport ; 
And, like a forester, the groves may tread, 

Even till the eastern gate, all fiery-red, 

Opening on Neptune with fair blessed beams, 
Turns into yellow gold his salt-green streams. 


Bern. Y(?a. ; art thou there .? 

Puck. Follow my voice ; we’ll ti*)’' no manhood 
here. " 

Ee-cMc.r LysANDun. 

Lys. He goes before me, and still dares me on ; 
When I come where he calls, then he is gone. 

The villain is much lighter heeled than 1: 

I follow’d fast, but taster he did fly ; 

That fallen am I in dark uneven uvay, 

And here will rest me. Come, thou gentle day ! 

[Lit's demi. 

For if but once thou show me thy grey light, 
m find Demetrius, and revenge this spite. [Skxps. 


■SOjB,NE,II. 


I fever I thy face by clay4i.p-|it see- 
j [Ites down and sleeps. | 

rr j HELBjrA. [ 

I Abate thy hoSs^-^'fh%? tedioos night, j 

SM S;2 ?r S.1 ■' 

Yet but three^ ^ 

Cuindis\“nari.srial'"‘^“‘*-’“ I 

AJius to make poor females mad. I 

Enter Heemia. j 

so in woe I ’ 

Bedabbled w.th the dew, and torn wift briers ; | 
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I can no forthcr crawl, no farther 'm . 


I Puck. On the ground 

j Sleep sound: 

j Wlr 

I ■iO 3 ^ 0 ureye, 

I Gentle lover, reiriedv. 

I ■ ^ueezy theMee (m Lysai^eb’s r 

I tiiou wak/st, 

f Thou tak'st 

Tme delight 
In the sight 

\ A ' lady’s eye : 

And the country proverb known, 
ihdt every man should take hk own 
In your waking shai] be sho A ■ 
daei£ shall have Ji.O. ; 

The. , . iMought shall so ill . 

The man ^Impav-elasmareVin, and all shall 

f&fi Pvck.~^Dem. Eei. 4-t. sie 


SCJbNE 1 .. — same. 


ACT IV. 


TiTANiA«nifBorTOAi F-,hnV« A/, 

’ ■* (Attending ; Oeeron 

' 7 ,. aeliind unseen. 

I £i:ir-ST-s~' 

I motL®clwebf Peas-blossom._mere-s 

Cob. Ready. 

your we^on^iryonr hind ’ afrvil S^t 

ped humble-bee on the ton’of f tuhr® ® red-hip. 
monsieur, bring me thp >^a and, good 

I yourself loo muerin the fret 

i good monsienrW a ca^e tbri,“°“t’^i 
I not; I would be loth to hi ™ lioney-bag break 
‘ a honey-bag, signior m''* overflown with 
tard-seed.’ — ^Tiere’s monsieur Mus- 

Must. Ready. 

sr,;5,r;r “—-"“i 

fztst. What’s you^ 

Ierfc;bwefk^’Scr°“l“‘'’ >'®>P o^^a- 
osg; fcn^srdrS.^ ^ ^ 


I S££”i 

j upon ml ’ ^ “ “TO.<ition of sleep come 

s „ s»'.. 

Her dotage now I do begin to pity ^ 

1 did upbraid her, and fall out with w ’ 

I ; 

J- WoswohTk?ihUketm7"t'®^ ’ 

Stood nowwitbinaf^rearstm^ i 

i Anri pleasure, taunted her 

y ^?he?Sd“as7if 7?’ “S' 

10 bear him to my bower in fain^-knd 

Bnt W T ,™toon of a dream. 

I ynt first I Will release the fairy queen. 



MIDSUMMER-NI^ 


IT’S dream; 


Be, as thou wast wont to be ; 

{Touching her eyes with an herb. 
See, as thou wast wont to see : 

Dian’s hud o’er Cupid’s flower 
Hath such force and blessed power. 

Now, my Titania ; wake you, my sweet queen. 

Tita. My Oberon ! what visions have I seen ! 
Methought, I was enamour’d of an ass. 

Obe. There lies youi* love. 

Tita. How came these things to pass ? 

O, how mine eyes do loath his visage now ! 

Obe. Silence, a while. — Robin, take off this 
Titania, music call ; and strike more dead [head. — 
Than common sleep, of all these five the sense. 
Tita. Music, ho ! music ; such as charmeth 
sleep. 

Pzick. Now, when thou wak’st, with tliine ovm 
fool’s eyes peep. 

Obe. Sound, music. [Still music.'] Come, my 
queen, take hands with me, 

And rock the ground whereon these sleepers be. 
Now thou and I are new in amity ; 

And will, to-morrow midnight, solemnly, 

Dance in duke Theseus’ house triumphantly. 

And bless it to all fair posterity : 

There shall the pairs of faithful lovers be 
Wedded, with Theseus, all in jollity. 

Puck. Fairy king, attend, and mark ; 

I do hear the morning lark. 

Obe. Then, my queen, in silence sad. 

Trip we after the night’s shade : 

We the globe can compass soon. 

Swifter than the wand’ring moon. 

Tita. Come, my lord ; and in our flight. 

Tell me how it came this night, 

That I sleeping here was found, 

With these mortals on the ground. {Exeunt. 

{Horns sound ivithin. 

Enter Theseus, Hippolyta, Egeus, and Train. 

The. Go, one of you, find out the forester;—. 

For now our observation is perfoim’d ; 

And since we have the vaward of the day, 

My love shall hear the music of my hounds, — 

Uncouple in the western valley ; go : 

Despatch, I say, and find the forester.-— 

We will, fair queen, up to the mountain’s top, 

And mark the musical confusion 

iu conjunction. 

Mp. I was with Hercules, and Cadmus, once, 
m a wood^of Crete they bay’d the bear 
j_ r. . never did I hear 

r, besides the groves, 
every region near 
cry : I never heard 
a discord, such sweet thunder. 

The. My hounds are bred out of the Spartan kind, 
So flew’d, so sanded; and their heads are hung 
With ears that sweep away the morning dew ; 
Crook-knee’d and dew-lap’d like Thessalian bulls : 
blow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like beUs, 
Each under each. A cry more tuneable 
Was never holla’d to, nor cheer’d with horn, 

In Crete, in Sparta, nor in Thessaly: 

Judge, when you hear.— But, soft; what nymphs 
are these 

A is my daughter here asleep : 

And this, L3''sander; this Demetrius is; 

This Helena, old Nedar’s Helena : 

I wonder of their being here together. 


The. No doubt, they rose up early, to observe 
The rite of May; and, hearing our intent. 

Came here in grace of our solemnity. — 

But, spejik, Egeus ; is not this the day 
That Hermia should give answ^er of her choice.^ 
Pg'e. It is, my lord. 

2%e. Go, bid the huntsmen wake them with theij 
horns. 

Horns, and shout within. Demetrius, Lysander, Her- 
MIA, and Helena, wake and start up. 

The. Good-morrow, friends. Saint Valentine is 
Begin these wood-birds but to couple now ? [past ; 
Pardon, my lord. 

{Me and the rest kncd to Theseus. 
^ you all, stand up, 
I know, you two are rival enemies ; 

How comes this gentle concord in the world, 

That hatred is so far from jealousy, 

To sleep by hate, and fear no enmity ? 

Lys. My lord, I shall reply amazedly, 

Half ’sleep, half waking: But as yet, I swear, 

I cannot truly say how I came here : 

But, as I think, (for truly wmuld I speak, — 

And now I do bethink me, so it is;) 

I came with Hermia Mther : our intent 

Was, to be gone from Athens, where we might be 

Without the peril of the Athenian huv. 

Pge. Enough, enough, my lord ; you have enough ; 

I beg the law, the law upon his head 

They wmuld have stol’n away, they would, Deme- 
Thereby to have defeated you and me : [trius, 

You, of your wife; and me, of my consent; 

Of my consent that she should be your wife. 

Dem. My lord, fair Helen told me of their stealth, 
Of this their purpose Mther, to this wood ; 

And I in fury Iiither follow’d them; 

Pair tielena in fancy following me. 

But, my good lord, I wot not by what power, 

(But, by some power it is,) my love to Herima, 
Melted as doth the snow% seems to me now 
As the remembrance of an idle gawd, 

Which in my childhood I did dote upon : 

And all the faith, the virtue of my heart, 

The object, and the pleasiue of mine eye, 

Is only Helena. To her, my lord, 

Was I betroth’d ere 1 saw Hermia : 

But, like in sickness, did I loath this food . 

B^ut, as in health, come to my natural ta.ste, 

Now do I wish it, love it, long for it, 

And will for evermore be true to it, 

The. Fair lovers, you are fortunately met : 

Of this discourse w^e more will hear anon 

Egeus, I will overbear your will ; 

For in the temple, by and by with us, 

These couples shall eternally be knit. 

And, for the morning now is something w^orn, 

Our purposed hunting shall be set aside.— 

Away, with us, to Athens : Three and three, 

We’ll hold a feast in great solemnity. — 

Come, Hippolyta. 

{Exeunt Theseils, Hjppolyta, Egeus, and Train. 
Dem. These things seem small and undistin- 
guishable, 

Like far-off* mountains turned into clouds. 

Her. Methmks, I sec these things with parted eye, 
VTien evei-y thing seems double. 

TTeL So, methinks : 

And I have found Demetrius like a jewel, , 

Mine own, and not mine own, j 


Of hounds and echo 
When 

Vith hounds of Sparta : 

Such gallant chiding; fc 
The skies, the fountains. 

Seem’d all one mutual 
So musical 

So flew’d, so sanded; and their heads are huiq 
>; — 1 sweep away the morning dew ; 


Mow in pursuit, but match’d in mouth like heUs: 
- “--I— “Tri*. ^ more tuneable 


In Crete, in Sparta, 





SCENE II, 
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Dsm. T- 

mr„i , V ■ it SGems to me, 

^at yet we sleep, we dream — Do you not thlnV 
The duke was here, and bid us foUow him ? 

Her . Yea, and my father. 

A 1- T T t . And Hippolyta, 

nit 4n? templl 

And by the way let us recount our dreams. 

lExeunf. I 

•^s mep go out, Bottom awakes. I 

Rot. men my cue comes, call me, and I will 
answerr--my ne.xtis, MoUfairPyramm. 

‘J'® bellows-mender! 
fenout, the tinker! StarveKng! God’s my life i 
stolen hence, and left me asleep ! I hare had a i 

most rai-e vision. I have had a dream,— past the ’ 
TOtof man _ to say what di-eam it was kan is 1 
mIu” “5 go about to expound this dream, 1 
“0 man can teU what. « 
Methought I was, and methought I had— But 

what methought I had. The eye of man hath 
not heard, the ear of man hath not seen ; man’s 
hand is not able to taste, his tongue to conceive, “ 
nor his heart to report, what my dream was T 
wiU get Peter Quince to write a ballad of this a 
dream_: it shall be called Bottom’s Dream, be- f 
cause It hath no bottom • and I will sing it in the 
latter end of a play, before the duke : Peradven- 

aTh;r de^^R is, 

lExit. — 


SCENE II.-^THENS. A RoominQoiNCE’sPToMse. 

Enter Quince, Fiote, Snoot, am SiAKTOLmo. 

Quin. Have you sent to Bottom’s house ? is he 
come home yet ? 

^ Star, He cannot be heard of. Out of doubt, he 
IS transported. 

If he come not then, the pla/is marred • 
It goes not forward, doth it ? 


; I 

; «sj°ir£,r5jst' * 

Cf -ur E?zterSNua. 

! ^ -P/m. O sweet Bully Bottom I Thus hath hA Inc# 

t ,^peuce a-day during his life; he coirifnot w 

, mm Sixpence a-dayfor playing Pyramus I’ll Ka 
hanged; he would have desfrved ^ 0 ^ 
a-day, m Pyramus, or nothing. ^ 

» ..Trn Enter Bottom. 

mo?t happy hou“r day ! O 

Poi. Masters, I am to discourse wonders ■ but 
me not what ; for if I teh you, I am no' trul 

iu^' ^ right as it I 

Qm«. Let us bear, sweet Bottom. 

• 'A . . ® '^"d of “e. All that I will tell vou 

IS, that the duke hath dined : Get your apparefto- 
gyher; good strings to your bearL, new^^ribbons 
to your pimps ; meet presently at the palace ■ 

let ' tS V“'' In any case, ! 
let Thisby have clean linen ; and let not him that 

o! 71 * H°“’ ?®’‘® fo’' Ihey shaU h-in-i 

out for the lion’s claws. And, most kar actorT i 
eat no onions, nor garlick, for we are to utter 
.sweet breath ; and I do not doubt but to hear 

awav-^T,’ ^ comedy. No more words ; 
away; go, away. [eW I 


SCENE 1.— The same. An Apartment in the 

Palace of Tb.'e^seub, 

Enter Theseus, HirroLTTA, Philootrate, Lords and 
Attendants. 

mp. ’Tis strange, my Theseus, that these lovers 

speak of. 

More strange than true. I never may be- 

Kiese antique fables, nor these fairy toys. 

Lovers and madmen have such seething brains, 
Such shapmg fantasies, that apprehend 
More than cool reason ever comprehends. 

The liinatick, the lover, and the poet, 

Are of imagination all compact : 

One sees more devils than vast hell can hold : 
lhat IS, the madman : the lover, all as frantick, 
feees Helen s beauty m a brow of Eg 3 rpt : 

The poet’s eye, in a hne frenzy rolling, 

Doth glance from heaven to earth, from earth to 
;^d as imagination bodies forth [heaven, 

lorms of thmgs unknown, the poet’s pen 
iuims them to shapes, and gives to airy nothing 


ACT V. 


A local habitation, and a name. 

Such tricks hath strong imagination ; 

That, if It woidd but apprehend some jov. 

It comprehends some bringer of that joy ; 

Ur, in the night, imagining some fear, 

How easy IS a bush supposed a bear ? 

told over. 

And all their minds transfigured so to^-ether 
More witnesseth than fancy’s ima.o-es ’ 

And grows to something of great constancy ; 

! But, howsoever, strange and admirable. 

Enter Lysander, Demetrius, Hermia, and Helena. 
ifie. Here come the lovers, full of joy and 
mirth.— ^ 

Joy gentle friends I joy, and fresh dai^ of love. 
Accompany your hearts ! ' 

More than to us 

Wmt on your royal walks, your board, yom* bed » 
ifie. Come now; what masks, what dances 
shall we have, 

To wear away this long age of three hours. 
Between our after-supper and bed-time ? 

Jjt 
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Where I have seen them, shiver and look pale, 
Make periods in the midst of sentences, 

Throttle their p,ractishl accent in their fears, 

And, in conclusion, diind)ly have broke off, 

Not paying me a welcome: Trust me, sweet, 

Out of this silence, yet, I pick'd a welcoi,ne ; 

And in the modesty of f<MrfnI duty 
I read as much, as from the, rattling tongue 
Of saucy and audacious eloquence. 

Love, therefore, and tongiu'-tied simplicity, 

In least, speak most, to nty ca])r(city. 

Enter P,Hn.osTi!.ATK. 

Pkiiosi. So please yt>nr grace, llm prologue is 
add rest. 

The. Let him apjiroach. [I'lmirkh ef Trumpets- ^ 
I''nft'r Vro\o<^n(^. 

ProL If fee off'eml, it is irith our (rned iriH. 

That you should ihiuk, tre Cfuiir not to n//'<vn/. 

But zvith good unit. 'To shozr our sifnpir skiif. 

That is the true heginnhuj of our nuL 
Consider then, zee come but i?i despite. 

We do not come as minding to eontenf you. 

Our true intent is. .dil for your delight^ 

fVe are ziot here. That you should here repeiii 
The actors are at hand : and, by their shme, j //o«. 
Yozi shall Imozo all that you are like to knom. 

The. This fellow doth not stand u}>on points. 

Lys. He hath rid his proh)gue like a 
colt; he knows not the stop. A good nusral, my 
lord : It is not enough to speak, but to speak truel 
Hip. Indeed he hath pL'U'eil on this prologue, 
like a child on a recorder ; a soutul, hut not in 
government. 

Idle. His speech was like a tan.gleti (‘hain ; no- 
thing impaired, but all disordered. Who is nevi? 

Enter rYR.v:urs and Tjnsim, Wall, Moonshine, and Lion, 
as in dumb slnne. 

ProL Gentles, perehance, you wonder at thi." 

show; ! 

‘‘ But wonder on. (ill truth make all things plain. | 
“ Tins man is Pyr:imus, if you would kmnv ; ' 

‘‘ This beauteous lady Thisby is, certain, i 

“ This man, with lime and rough-cast, doth prt»M‘n: ; 
“Wall, tliat vile wall which dul tlmse lovers | 
sunder : I 

“ Ami through avail’s chink, poor souls, thtw are i 
content * * 

“ To whisper, at tlie whie]\ let no tmm wootler. ‘ 
“ This man, with lantern, dog, and hush of thorn, i 
“ Presenteth moon-shine : for, if you will know, ; 
“ By moon-shine did these lovers tlmil; tm scorn ; 

“ To meet at Ninus’ tomb, there, there to waH>. | 
“ This grisly beast, wddeh by n.ame lion high!, I 

“ The trusty Thisby, coming fu’bt by night, | 

“ Did scare away, or rather diil alFiught : ; 

“ And, as she fled, her mantle she ilid fall ; j 

“ Which lion vile with bloody mouth did stain ; j 
“ Anon comes Pyramus, swTct youth, and talk i 
“ And finds his trusty Thisby maulle skin : j 

“ Whereat with blade, with bloody blumefti! blade. ; 

“ He bravely broach hi Ids boiling biomly breast ; ■ 
“ And^Thisby, tarrying in mulberry shade. j 

“ His dagger drewg ainl ilied. For all the rest, : 
“ Let lion, moon-shine, wall, ami lovers twaain, i 
“ At large discourse, while hero they do remain^’’ ! 

lExetmt ProL THisBK. lion and Mociishfiie j 

The, I wonder, if the litm be to speak. i 

Dem, No wonder, my lord: one lion may, when j 
many asses do* ; 


Where is our usual manager of mirth ? 

What revels are in hand? Is there no play, 

To ease the anguish of a torturing hour ? 

Call PMlostrate. 

PkUost. Here, mighty Theseus. 

The. Say, what abridgment have you for this 
evening ? 

What mask, what music ? How shall we beguile 
The lazy time, if not wdth some delight ? 

Philost. There is a brief, how many sports are 
ripe ; 

Make choie'e of which your bigness will see first. 

[Giving a paper. 

The. [Reads.'l The battle with the Centaurs, to 
By an Athenian eunuch, to the hazy. \he sung, 
We’ll none of that : that I have told my love, 

In glory Of my kinsman Hercules. 

The riot of the tipsy Bacchanals^ 

Teaz'ing the Thracian singer in their rage. 

That is an old device, and it was play’d 
When I from Thebes came last a conqueror. 

The thrice^three Muses mournmg for the death 
Of learning, late deceas'd in heggaz-y. 

That is some satire, keen, and critical, 

Not sorting with a nuptial ceremony. 

A tedious brief scene of yozing Pyramus, 

And Ms love Thisbe ; very tragical mirth. 

Merry and tragical ? Tedious and brief? 

That is, hot ice, and wonderous strange snow. 

How shall we find the concord of this discord ? 

Philost. A play there is my lord, some ten w'ords 
Which is as brief as I have known a play ; [long ; 
But by ten words, my lord, it is too long, 

Which makes it tedious : for in all the play 
There is not one word apt, one player fitted. 

And tragical, my noble lord, it is ; 

For Pjn-amus therein doth kill liimself. 

Which when I saw rehears’d, I must confess, 

Made mine eyes water ; but more merry tears 
The passion of loud laughter never shed. 

The. What are they that do play it ? 

Philost. Hard-handed men, that work in Athens 
here, 

Wl]ich never labour’d in their minds till now; 

And now have toil’d their unbreath’d memories 
With this same play, against your nuptial. ' 

The. And we win hear it. I 

Philost. No, my noble lord, I 

It is not for you : I have heard it over, 

And it is nothing, nothing in the world ; 

Unless you can find sport in their intents, 
Extremely stretch’d and conn’d with cruel pain, 

To do you service. 

The. I will hear that play ; 

For never anything can be amiss, 

When simpleness and duty tender it. 

Go, bring them in : and take your places, ladies. 

Philostrate. 

Hip. 1 love not to see wretchedness o’ercharged, 
And duty in his service perishing. 

The. Why, gentle sweet, you shall see no such 
thing. 

Hip. He says they can do nothing in this kind. 
The. The kinder we, to give them thanks for 
nothing. 

Our sport shall be, to take what they mistake : 

And what poor duty cannot do, 

Noble respect takes it in might, not merit. 

Wiere I have come, great clerks have purposed 
To greet me with premeditated welcomes ; 




SCEN-E 2. 


MIDSUMMEE-NIGHT'S dream. 


" That i onp W it doth befaU, 

'< 1 ® ‘ V ““®’ present a waU: 

That had m it a cranny ’d hole, or chinkr 

t, ■'rhisper often very secretly. 

show*^' rough-cast, and this stone, doth 

“ ; the truth is so : 

< ‘ T? „ 1 f sinister, 

Me fte fe^ lovers are to whisper.” 

Tetter f" 

disfoTr;e! my P“««®"aat ever I heard 

The. Pyramus draws near the wall : silence ! ■ 

Enter Pyramus. 

O night, 0 night, alack, alack, alack, 

« 4 j promise is forgot!— 

^ ® wall, 

Her father’s ground and 

“ ?’ ’ O sweet and lovely wall, 

Shew me thy chink, to blink through with mine 
'< TlianVo^^*' . !y^^>‘olde up his fingers. 

thee well 

« n ^ Thisby do I see. [for this ' 

0 mcked waU, through whom I see no bliss ; 

“ly Pot thus deceiving me!” 
ourT^g ’>eros sensible, should 

^ lot. Deceivinq 

me xs ^isby’s cue : she is to enter now, and I am 

fall f “0, it wiU 

faU pat as I told you .-—Yonder she comes. 

Enter Thisbe. 

0 waU, m often hast thou heard my 
^ Pyramus and me: rmoan.s. 

My cherry lips have often kissM thy stones : 

Thy^ stones with lime and hair knit np in thee.” 
fl/r. I see a voice : now will I to the chink, 

,, ^ Thisby’s face. 

This. My love ! thou art my love, I think.” 

“ Aifl^Vv thou wilt, I am thy lover’s 

Limander am I trusty still.” fffrace* 

P Helen, till the fates me kill.’’ 

Pyr. Not Shafalus to Procrus, was so true.” 

» Shafalus to Procrus, I to you.'' 

Pyr. 0, kiss me through the hole of this vile 
wall.” 

Ths, Ikiss the wall's hole, notyour lips at all.” 

Pyr, Milt thou at Ninny’s tomb meet me 
straightway?” 

This. llfb» ’’tide death, I come without 

delay.” 

•* discharged 

And, being done, thus wall away doth go.” [so ; 

'rr ST . Pyramus, Thisbe! 

1 he. Now IS the mural down between the two 
neighbours. 

Dem No remedy, my lord, when wAls ai-e so 

Wlirui to hear without warning. 

eror I heard. 

lUe. Ihe best in this kind are but shadows; and 
the wont are no worse, if imagination amend them. 1 


U7 

thett?' imagination then, and not 

^^’^® ™agi“e no worse of them, than thev 
^ themselves, they may pass for excellent men 
Here come two noble beasts in, a moon and a Um! j 

Pf^^er Lion and Moonshine, I 

Zion. “Jou, ladies, you, whose gentle hearts do | 

“The smaUest monstrous mouse that creeps on j 

“Maynow^pOTchance, both quake and tremble f 

« ^age doth roar i 

lion’s dam: ' 

a if - come in strife 

Into this place, ’twere pity of my life.” 
iAe. A very gentle beast, and of a good con- 
science. 

e’ef'rskj?'® ® “y 

This Uon is a very fox for his vAour. I 
n S“? 1 ® Soose for his discretion. I 

em. Not so, my lord ; for his valour cannot 
carry ins dpcretion ; and the fox carries the goose. 
rrci discretion, I am sure, cannot carry his i 

valour ; for the goose carries not the fox. It is ' 

Xe mooT and let us Hsten to 

Moon. ‘^This lantern doth the horned moon 
present:” 

~f®- He shouldhavewomthe horns on his head. 

siM. 't“.®ro“®nt. and his horns are invi- 
siDie within the circumference. 

Moon. This lantern doth the horned moon 
present ; 

moon do seem to be.” 
greatest error of all the rest ; 
tile man should be put into the lantern : How is it 
else the man i' the moon. i 

De?n. He dares not come there for the candle : I 
for, you see, it is already in snuff. 

I am aweary of this moon: Would, he 
would change ! ' 

Me. It appears, by his small %ht of discretion, 
that he is in the wane : but yet, in courtesy, in all 
reason, we must stay the time. 

Lys. Proceed, moon. 

that the lantern is the moon ; I, the man in the 
thorn-bush ; and this 

Bern. Why, all these should be in the lantern ; 
ror they are in the moon. But, silence ; here comes 
imsbe. 


Enter Thisbe. 

This. This is old Ninny’s tomb : MTiere is mv 
love ? ” 

Lion. Oh I ” 

r-v -ww-r « Lion roarj.— Thisbe tu7is olf. 

Bern. Well roared, lion . 

The. Weil run, Thisbe. 

Mip. Well shone, moon.— Truly, the moon 
shines with a good grace. 

The. Well moused, lion, 

[2%e Lion Thisbe’s manfta, anie eo'/t 
Bern. And so comes Pyramus. 

Lys. And then the moon vanishes 





Hi 


MIDSUMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. 


Enter PyjRAmus. 


Pyr, “ Sweet moon, I thank thee for thy sunn’* 
beams ; 

^ I thank thee, moon, for shining now so bright 
‘ gracious, golden, glittering streams, 

‘ I trust to taste of truest Thisby’s sight. 

“ But stay O spite ! 

But mark ; — Poor knight, 

“ What dreadful dole is here ? 

“ Eyes, do you see ? 

“ How can it be ? 

“ 0 dainty duck ! O dear ! 

Thy mantle good. 

What, stained with blood ? 

Approach, ye furies fell I 
“ O fates ! come, come ; 

Cut thread and thrum ; 

“ Quail, crush, conclude, and quell ! 

The, This passion, and the death of a dear friend, 
would go near to make a man look sad. 

I Ilip. Beshrew my heart, but I pity the man. 
i Pyr, “ 0, wherefore, nature, didst thou lions 
frame ? 

u deflour’ d my dear : 

Which isy--no, no — ^which was the fairest dame, 
That iiv d, that lov’d, that lik’d, that look’d 
with cheer. 

Come, tears, confound ; 

** Out, sword, and wound 
“ The pap of Pyramus : 

“ Ay, that left pap, 

“ Where heart doth hop : — 

Thus die I, thus, thus, thus. 

“ Now am I dead, 

“ Now am I fled ; 

“ My soul is in the sky ; 

Tongue, lose thy light ! 

“ Moon, take thy flight ! 

“ Now die, die, die, die, die.” 

1 . Moonshine. 

Pern. No die, but an ace, for him ; for he is 
but one. 

, Lf/s. Less than an ace, man ; for he is dead • he 

IS nothing. ’ 

The. With the help of a surgeon, he might vet 


xxuicu, aciieu, aaieu." 

I Moonshine and lion are left to bury the 

Dem. Ay, and wall too. 

is down that 

parted their fathers. Will it |)lease you to see tlm 
epilo^e, or to hear a Bergomask dance, between 
two or our company. 

The. No epilogue, I pray you ; far ynur pliiv 
needs no excuse. NVvor excuse; for 'wlien tlic 
players are all dead, there need .lone to I,e blamed 
Marry if he th.at writ it, luul played Pyramu.s, and 
hanged himself in Thisbe’s garter, it Would have 
been a fine tragedy : and so it is, truly ; and very 
notably discharged. But come, your Bergomask : 
leu your epilogue alone. [//.rr ,t e/Ctowu.s. 
Ihe iron tongue of midnight hath told twelve 
Lovers, to bed ; ’tis almost fairy time. 

1. rear wc shall out-sleep tlie coming morn, 

As much as we this night have overwatehhl. 
ihis palpable-gross play hath well heguird 
The heavy gait of night. -Sweet friends, to bed.- 
A lortnight hold we this soleninitv, 

In nightly revels, and new jollity/ 


J^ucJc. Wow the hungry lion roars, 
vnn wolf bellow Is the moon : 

Whilst the heavy ploughman snores. 

All with weary task fordone. 

Now the wasted brands do glow, 

W hilst the scritcli-owl, scritching 
I uts the wretch, that lies in woe, " 
in remembrance of a .sliroud. 
Nmvit is the time of night, 

That the graves, all gaping wide, 
iM^ery one lets forth its sprite, 

In the church- way paths to glide : 
And we fairies, that do rim 
By the triple Hecat’s team, 
hrom the presence of the .sun 
Following darkness like a dream, 
Now are frolic ; not a mouse 
bhall disturb this hallow’d house : 

I am sent, with broom, before 
To sweep the dust behind the door. 
Enter Oberon and TiTAmA^teUh their Tn, 
Obe. ^brough this house give glimmerii 
By the dead and drowsy Are : 
Every elf, and. fairy sprite. 

Plop as light as bird from brier ; 
And this ditty, after me, 

Sing, and dance it trippingly. 

Ttic^ First, rehearse this sons by rote : 


note, 


SCENE II. 


midsummer . 


Hand m hand, with fairy ffrace 
Will we sing, and bless this place. 

SONG, iHD DANCE. 

Ofe Now, until the break of day, 

^*‘*7 stray. 

£°*\« best bride-bed will we, ^ 
Which byus shall blessed be 

And tbe issue there create, 

Ever shall be fortunate. 

So shall aU the couples three 
Ever true m loving be : 

And the blots of Nature’s hand 

&hall not m their issue stand ; 

Never mole, hare-lip, nor scar, 

Nor mark prodigious, such as are 

Hespised in nativity, 

Shall upon their children be.— 

With this field-dew consecrate. 

Every fairy take his gait ; 

And each several chamber bless, 
Ihrough this palace, with sweet peace : 


-nights dream . 


E er shall it m safety rest, 

And the owner of it blest. 

Trip away : 

Make no stay : 

Meet me all by break of day 

bink but this, (and ail is mended,) 

• 7““ but slumber’d here 

these visions did appear. ’ 

And this weak and idle theme, 

but a dream, 

gentles, do not reprehend ; 
f f you pardon, we mil mend. 

And, as I’m an honest Puck, 

It we have unearned luck j 

^ow to 'scape the serpent's tongue I 

Else the Puck a liar call, ^ 

Eo, good night unto you all 

£d be friends. 

And Kobm shall restore amends, [iris. 





PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


Ferdinand, King o/Kavarr 
BmoN, 

Longaville, 

BUIVDIIN, 

Boyet, I Lords attending on the Princess 

Mercade, ) OF Fbanck. 

Don Adriano de Amiado, a Fantastical Spaniard. 
Sir Nathaniel, a Curate. 

Holofernes, a Schoolmaster. 

Bull, a C 07 istabk. 


Costard, a down. 
Moth, .Page to Armato. 
A Forester. 


Lords, attending on the King. 


Princess op France. 
Rosaline, a 

Maria, ? Ladies 

Katharine, J 
jAatrENE'iTA, a CouHirg U 


Officers and Others, Jttendants on the Kino and Peinc 


SCENE, — Navahre, 


, And, one day in a week to touch no food : 

And but one meal on every day beside ; 

The which, I hope, is not enrolled tliere: 

And then, to sleep but three hours in the night, 

And not be seen to wink of all the day ; 

(When I was wont to think no harm, all night, 

And make a dark niglit too of half the day";) 

Which, I hope well, is not enrolled there : 

O, these are barren tasks, too hard to keep; 

NoUo see ladies— study — fast— not sleep. 

Ming. Your oath is pass’d to pass away from these. 
Biron. Let me .say no, my liege, an if you please ; 

I only swore, to study with your grace, 

And stay here in your court for three years’ space. 
Long. You swore to that, Birdn, and th.e rest, 
j!?iro'ft.Byyeaand nay, sir, then I swore in jest.— 
What is the end of study? let me know. 

King', Why, that to know, which idse we shoiihl; ; 

not know. | 

Biron. Things hid and barr’d, you mean, from 
common sen.se ? 

King. Ay, that is study’s god-like recompimse. 
Biron. Come on then, I will swear to study so, 

To know the thing 1 am forbid to know : 

As thus, — To study where I well may dine, 

When I to feast expressly am forbid ; i 

Or, study where to meet some mistress line, : 

When mistresses from common sense are hid : j 
Or, having sworn too hard-a-keeping oath, ; 

Study to break it, and not break my troth. 

If study’s gain be thus, and this be .so, ^ I 

Study knows that, which yet it doth not know : ' 

Swear me to this, and 1 will ne’er say — no. j * 

King, These be the stops that hinder study tpute, 
And tram our intellects to vain delight, 

Biron, Why, all delights are vina ; but that most 
:■ . vain, 

Which, with pain pui’chas’cl, doth inherit pain; 

As, painfully to pore upon a book, 

To seek the light of truth ; wMie fruth the while 
Doth falsely blind the eyesight of Iiis look : 

Light, seekmg light, doth light of light beguile* 


SCENE 1. — ^Navarre. A Park, with a Palace 
in it. 

Enter the King, Biron, Longaville, and Bumain. 
King. Let fame, that all hunt after in their lives, 
Live register’d upon our brazen tombs, 

And then grace us in the disgrace of death ; 

When, spite of cormorant devouring time, 

The endeavom- of this present breath may buy 
That honour, which shall bate his scythe’s keen 
And make us heirs of all eternity. [edge, 

Therefore, brave conquerors I — for so you are, 

That war against your own affections, 

And the huge army of the world’s desires,— 

Our late edict shall strongly stand in force : 

Navarre shall be the wonder of the world ; 

Om court shall he a little Academe, 

Still and contemplative in living art. 

You three, Birdn, Dumain, and Longaville, 

Plave sworn for three years’ term to live with me, 
My fellow-scholars, and to keep those statutes, 
That are recorded in this schedule here : 

Your oaths ai*e past, and now subscribe your names ; 
That his own hand may strike his honour down, 
That violates the smallest branch herein; 

If you are arm’d to do, as sworn to do, 

Subscribe to your deep oath, and keep it too. 

J>ong. I am resolv’d ; ’tis hut a three years’ fast ; 
The mind shall banquet, though the body pine : 

Fat paunches have Jean pates ; and dainty bits 
Make rich the ribs, but bank’rout quite the wdts. 


SCENE I, 


sijdj .. h„ „ ii«» £“'isr •'”■ 
w?„^ f “T ‘‘ "P°“ ^“*-'=‘- eye ! ’ 

s..n L™rt^GS 2 ;“ „““’ '“‘'' 

H|lp~ S3j« 

Too much tfknow’Ti^trk *‘'5' “■®- 

I ‘0 -son against 

[ ceTdi^f'^ to stop aU good pro. 

j wee^g^' tot® grow the 

I a teeing" " ^’^^n geese are 

.Dwwz. How follows that > 

Biron. i.- T 

BTon ^ 

Xowo^ Rir/m I’c theii in rhyme. 

tkI+ IS like an envious sneapinff frost 

Sr 

with you : ‘ ™ ^ to stay A 

tierbarisni spoke more A 

rn tep''XYh^“ ^ 

Gtemette^^^^ 

And to te strict st decrees I’ll write my name 'I 
yielding rescues thee fromj 

And hath this been proclaim^? 

Jt^ ®ee the penalty. ^ 

lSeads.]~On pain of losing her tongue. ‘ 

£onp. Marry, that did I. ’^o devis’d this. > ing 

Bto-oj}. Sweet lord, and why ? ■ 

o?z^. To fright them hence with that dread ne Go^ 

Tins article, my Hege, yourself must break,- 
Tor weu yon know, here comes in embassy cam 

^ " speak^!-f ‘^^“S'^ter, with yourself to C 
A maid of grace, and complete majesty, , 


LfJVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


About surrender-u^rfA^Zte7~~~~ ' 

fry. “l4a?“ry • 

Shem^tliehere in mtrneoSte^ *'?“ ''‘=- 

are o®®'*? will make ns Z forsworn ‘^‘ 

10 - So to the laws at large I write my name • i 

fi 5 P”S’-s-“«v 

J am the last that will last keep his oath 

I'L Tv ”fl recreation granted ? * 

r One ^hnm^^ ® ®® “ his brain ■ I 

^”e, whom the music of his own vain tongue I 

A m-? ^ ravish, hke enchanting harmony- 

right and WTOT<- 
This ?y[? 5°®® a® "“Pire of their mutiny: “ 

ihiscWdoffancy, that Armado bight, ^ 

Tn Tr* Studies, shall relate f 

Imm Srt’ of “onTttight I 

How you d^..ht Si-ki’rdfVi "’Orlii’s debate, j 
I Bnt f t’, ^ ^ords, I know not, I : 
AndTS“‘’J-^0'^®*o^garhimlie, ’ 
d I will use hun for my minstrelsy 

AflTTffii“^^““''f°"‘®"®frio£wight, 

2no o^rn knight. 

Antsoto stevi.ftTr“’ ®haU“be onr 

“ ®t>ihy-ttee years is but short, [sport; 

Dull mT K aa'^ Co^TAim. 

mron Vn Person ? 

dIT't^’ What would’st? I 

am his graces I 

own person in flesh and blood? ^ g"® i*!® ! 

Biron. pds is he. | 

There’s ■ril^v*' ^^rme— commends you. I 

Iheres villany abroad ; this letter wiU tell Von I 

mgZ: 0°“‘®“pts thereof are as touch- I 

Dirm. h!?w T *® “agnilicent Armado. ! 

God for infh TorX ““‘‘^r, I hope in 

fron. Jo heat > or forbear hearing ? i 

JuonXeto “ ooaoeming i 

“ “■ ^as taken witf ! 


■'■■-/ -.3- -V 
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LOVE’S LABOUR'S LOST, 


her to trial. Thine, la all comj}lime}its of devoted 
and heart-burning heat of dutij, 

Don Aortano de Armado. 

Biron, This is not so well as I looked for, but 
the best that ever I heard. 

King. Ay, the best for the worst. But, sirrah, 
what say you to this ? 

Cost. Sir, I confess the wench. 

King. Did you hear the proclamation ? 

Cost. J do confess mucli of the hearing it, but 
little of the marking of it. 

King. It was proclaimed a year’s imprisonment, 
to be taken with a wench. 

Cost. I was taken with none, sir ; I was taken 
with a damosel. 

King. Well, it was proclaimed damosel. 

Cost, This was no damosel neither, sir ; she 
was a virgin. 

Kiyxg. It is so varied too ; for it was proclaimed 
virgin. 

Cost. If it were, I deny her virginity ; I was 
taken vith a maid. 

King. This maid will not serve yoxir turn, sir. 

Cost. This maid will serve my turn, sir. 

King. Sir, I will pronounce your sentence ; 
You shall fast a week with bran and water. 

Cost. I had rather pray a month with mutton 
and porridge. 

King. And Don Armado shall be your keeper. — 
My lord Biron, see him delivered over. — 

And go we, lords, to put in practice, that 

Wliich each to other hath so strongly sworn. — 
[_Exeunt King, Lo.vOAvrLLE, and Domain. 

Biron. I’ll lay my head to any good man’s hat, 
These oaths and laws will prove anidle scorn. — 
Sirrah, come on. 

Cost. I suffer for the truth, sir : for true it is, I 
was taken with Jaquenetta, and Jaquenetta is a 
true girl ; and therefore, \Yelcome the sour cup of 
prosperity ! Affliction may one day smile again, 
and till then, Sit thee down, sorrow ! lExcuxit 


IS in manner and lorm toliowing. inow, sir, lui 
the manner,— it is the manner of a man to speak 
to a woman ; for the form, — in some form. 

Biron. Bor the following, sir ? 

Cost. As it shall follow in my correction ; And 
God defend the right ! 

King. Will you hear this letter with attention ? 

Biron. As we would hear an oracle. 

Cost. Such is the simplicity of man to hearken 
after the flesh. , | 

King. [Beads.'] Great deputy, the ivelJcbils vice- \ 
gerent, and sole dominator of Navarre, my soul’s 
earth's God, and body’ s fostering patron, — I 

Cost. Not a word of Costard yet. 

King. So it is , — 

Cost. It may be so : but if he say it is so, he 
is, in telling true, but so, so. 

King. Peace. 

Cost. ^be to me, and every man that dares not 

fight ! 

King. No words. 

Cost, — of other men’s secrets, I beseech you. 

King. So it is, besieged with sable-coloured me- 
lancholy, X did commend the black-oppressing 
humour io the most wholesome phy sick of thy health- 
giving air ; and, as I am a gentleman, betook my- 
self to walk. The time when? About the sixth 
hour ; when beasts most graze, birds best peck, and 
men sit down to that nourishment which is called 
supper. So much for the time when : Now for the 
ground which ; which, I mean, I walked upon : 
it is ycleped thy park. Then for the place where ; 
where, I mean, I did encounter that olscene and 
most preposterous event, that draweth from my 
snmv-white pen the ebon-coloured ink, which here 
thou viewest, heholdest, survey est, or seest: But to 
the place, where, — It standeth north-north-east 
and by-east from the west corner of thy curioiis- 
knotted garden. There did I see that low-spirited 
sivain, that base minnow of thy mwth, 

Cost. Me. 

King. — that unlettered small-knowing soul, 

Cost. Me. 

King. — that shallow vassal, 

Cost. Still me. 

King, — which as I remember, hight Costard, 

Cost. O me ! 

King. — sorted and consorted, contrary to thy 
established proclaimed edict and continent canon, 
with, — with , — O ivith, — but with this I passion io 
say wherewith. 

Cost. With a wench. 

King. — with a child of our grandmother Eve, a 
female ; or, for thy more sweet understanding, a 
woman. Him 1 {as my ever esteemed duty pricks 
me on) have sent to thee, to receive the meed of 
punishment, by thy sweet grace’s officer, Antony 
Dull; a man of good repute, carriage, bearing, 
and estimation. 

Dull. Me, an^t shall please you ; I am Antony 

Dull. 

King. For Jaquenetta, {so is the weaker vessel 
called, which I apprehended with the aforesaid 
swain,) I keep her as a vessel of thy laiv’s fury ; 
and shall, at the least of thy sweet notice, bring 1 lore apt ? 



LOVERS LABOUR'S LOST. 
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SCENE II. 


Jrm. Aad tlierefore apt, because quick. 

Moth, Speak you this in my praise, master ? 

Arm, In thy condign praise. 

Moth. I will praise an eel with the same praise. 

Arm. What ? that an eel is ingenious ? 

Moth. That an eel is quick. 

Arm. I do say, thou art quick in answers: 
Thou lieatest my blood. 

I am answered, sir. 

Arm, I love not to be crossed. 

ilfo^/ 2 ^. He speaks the mere contrary, crosses 
love not him. lAsMe. 

Arm. I have promised to study three years with 
the duke. 

Mfoth. YoTi may do it in an hour, sir. 

Arm. Impossible. 

Moth. How many is one thrice told ? 

Arm. l am ill at reckoning, it fitteth the spirit 
of a tapster. 

Moth. Yon are a gentleman, and a gamester, sir. 

Arm. I confess both, they are both the varnish 
of a complete man. 

Moth. Then, I am sure, you know how much 
the gross sum of deuce-ace amounts to. 

Arm. It doth amount to one more than two. 

Moth. Which the base vulgar do call, three. 

Arm, True. i 

Moth. Why, sir, is this such a piece of study ? 
Now here is three studied, ere you'll thrice wink : | 
and how easy it is to put years to the word three, 
and study three years in two words, the dancing 
horse will tell you. 

Arm. A most fine figure I 

Moth. To prove you a cipher. tAside. 

Arm, I wEl hereupon confess, I am in love : 
and, as it is base for a soldier to love, so am I in 
love with a base wench. If dramng my sword 
against the humour of affection would deliver me 
from the reprobate thought of it, I would take 
desire prisoner, and ransom him to any French 
courtier for a new devised courtesy. I think scorn 
to sigh ; methinks, I should out-swear Cupid. 
Comfort me, boy : What great men have been in 
love? 

Moth, Hercules, master. 

Arm. Most sweet Hercules ! — More authority, 
dear boy, name more ; and, sweet my child, let 
them be men of good repute and carriage. 

Moth. Samson, master ; he was a man of good 
carriage, great carriage ; for he carried the town- 
gates on his back, like a porter : and he was in love. 

Arm. O well-knit Samson I strong jointed 
Samson ! I do excel thee in my rapier, as much 
as thou didst me in carrying gates. I am in love 
too, — ^Who was Samson's love, my dear Moth ? 

Moth. A woman, master. 

Arm. Of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of all the four, or the three, or the two ; 
or one of the four. 

Arm. TeH me precisely of what complexion ? 

Moth. Of the sea-water green, sir. 

Arm. Is that, one of the four complexions ? 

Moth. As I have read, sir: and the best of 
them too. 

Arm. G-reen, indeed, is the colour of lovers ; 
but to have a love of that colour, methinks, Sam- 
son had small reason for it. He, surely, affected 
her for her wit. 

Moth. It was so, sir ; for she had a green wit. 

Arm. My love is most immaculate white and red 


Moth. Most maculate thoughts, master, are 
masked under such colours. 

Arm. Define, define, well-educated infant. 

Moth. My father’s wit, and my mother's tongue, 
assist me. 

Arm. Sweet invocation of a child ; most pretty, 
and pathetical 1 

Moth. If she be made of white and red, 

Her faults will ne'er be known ; 

For Hushing cheeks by faults are bred, 

! And fears by pale-white shown ; 

Then, if she fear, or be to blame, 

By this you shall not know ; 

For still her cheeks possess the same, 

Wliich native she doth owe. 

A dangerous rhyme, master, against the reason of 
white and red. 

Arm. Is there not a ballad, boy, of the King 
and the Beggar, 

Moth. The world was very guilty of such a 
ballad some three ages since : but, I think, now 
'tis not to be found; or, if it were, it would 
neither serve for the writing, nor the tune. 

Arm. I will have the subject newly writ o'er, 
that I may example my digression by some mighty 
precedent Boy, I do love that country girl, that 
I took in the park with the rational hind Costard ; 
she deserves well. 

Moth. To be whipped : and yet a better love 
than my master. lAslde. 

Arm. Sing, boy; my spirit grows heavy in love. 
Moth. And that's great marvel, loving a light 
wench. 

Arm. I say, sing. 

Moth. Forbear till this company be past. 

Enter Bull, Costard, and Jaqueotstta. 

Dull. Sir, the duke's pleasure is, that you keep 
Costard safe : and you must lethim take no delight, 
nor no penance ; but 'a must fast three days a | 
week. For this damsel, I must keep her at the ! 
park ; she is allow'ed for the day-woman. Fare j 
you well. I 

Arm. I do betray myself with blushing.-- Maid.. 
Jaq. Man. 

Arm. I will visit thee at the lodge. | 

Jaq. That's here by. I 

Arm. I know where it is situate. ! 

Jaq. Lord, how wise you are ! 1 

Arm. I will tell thee winders. 

Jaq. With that face ? | 

Arm. I love thee. j 

Jaq. So I beard you say. j 

Arm. And so farewell. | 

Jaq. Fair weather after you ! i 

Dull. Come, Jaquenetta, away. 

lExeirnt HnLh and jAQrENfin’A. 
Arm. Villain, thou shall fast for thy offences 
ere thou be pardoned. 

Cost. Well, sir, I hope, when I do it, I shall do 
it on a full stomach. 

Arm. Thou shalt be heavily punished. 

Cost. I am more bound to you, than your fellows, i 
for they are but lightly rewarded. | 

Arm. Take away this villain ; shut him up. | 

Moth. Come, you ti'ansgressing slave ; away. j 
Cost. Let me not be pent up, sir; i will fast, | 
being loose. i 

Moth. No, sir; that were fast and loose: thou | 
shalt to prison. j 
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Cost. Well, if ever I do see the merry days of 
desolation that I have seen, some shall see — 
MotK What shall some see ? 

Cost Nay nothing, master Moth, but what they 
look upon. It is not for prisoners tp he too silent 
in their words ; and, therefore, I will say nothing : 
I thank God, I have as little patience as another 
man ; and, therefore I can be quiet. 

{ExeimtM.QTii and Costard. 
Arm. I do affect the very ground, which is base, 
where her shoe, which is baser, guided by her foot, 
which is basest, doth tread. I shall be forsworn, 
(which is a great argument of falsehood,) if I love : 
And how can that be true love, which is falsely at- 
tempted ? Love is a familiar ; love is a devil : there 


is no evil angel but love. Yet Samson was so 
tempted ; and he had an excellent strength ; yet 
was Solomon so seduced ; and he had a very good 
wit. Cupid’s butt-shaft is too hard for Herciiles-'s 
club, and therefore too much odds for a Spaniard’s 
rapier. The first and second cause will not serve 
my turn ; the passado he respects not, the duello 
he regards not : his disgrace is, to be called boy ; 
but his glory is, to subdue men. Adieu, valour ! 
rust, rapier i be still, drum ! for your manager is in 
love ; yea, he lovech. Assist me, some extemporal 
god of rhyme, for, I am sure, I shall turn sonneteer. 
Devise, wit,; write, pen ; for I am for whole volumes 
in folio. 


ACT II 


SCENE I. — Another part of the same. A Pavi- 
lion and Tents at a distance. 

Enter the Princess of Prance, Rosaline, Maria, Katha- 
rine, Bo YET,., Lords, a7id other Attendants. 

Boyet. Now, madam, summon np your dearest 
spirits ; 

Consider who the king your father sends ; 

To whom he sends ; and what’s Ms embassy : 
Yourself, held precious in the wmrld’s esteem ; 

To parley with the sole inheritor 
Of all perfections that a man may owe, 

Matchless Navarre ; the plea of no less weight 
Than Aquitain ; a dowry for a queen. 

Be now as prodigal of all dear grace, 

As nature was in making graces dear, 

When she did starve the general world beside, 

And prodigally gave them all to you. [mean, 
Prin. Good lord Boyet, my beauty, though but 
Needs not the painted flourish of your praise ; 
Beauty is bought by judgment of the eye, 

Not utter’d by base sale of chapmen’s tongues ; 

I am less proud to hear you tell my worth, 

Than you much willing to be counted wise 
In spending your wit in the praise of mine. 

But now to task the tasker, — Good Boyet, 

You are not ignorant, all-telling fame 
Doth noise abroad, Navarre hath made a vow, 

Till painful study shall out- wear three years, 

No woman may approach his silent court : 
Therefore to us seemeth it a needful course, 

Before we enter his forbidden gates, 

To know his pleasure ; and in that behalf, i 

Bold of your worthiness, we single you 
As our best-moving fair solicitor : 

Tell him, the daughter of the king of Erance, i 
On serious business, craving quick despatch, 
Importunes personal conference with his grace. 
Haste, signify so much ; while we attend, 

Like humbly- visag’d suitors, his high will. 

Boyet. Proud of employment, willingly I go. 

lExiL 

Prin. AUprideiswi]lingpride,andyour’s is so. — 
Who are the votaries, my loving lords, 

That are vow-fellows with tMs virtuous duke ? 

1 Lord. Longaville is one. 

Brin. Know you the man ? 

Mar. I know him, madam ; at a marriage feast, 
Between lord PerigoA and the beauteous heir 
Of J aques Falconbridge solemnized, 

In Normandy, saw I this Longaville : 


A man of sovereign parts he is esteem’d ; 

Well fitted in the arts, glorious in arms : 

Nothing becomes him ill, that he would well. 

The only soil of his fair virtue’s gloss, 

(If virtue’s gloss will stain with any soil,) 

Is a sharp wit matched with too blunt a will ; 
Whose edge hath power to cut, whose will still wills, 
It should none spare that come within his power. 
Pri7i. Some meriy mocking lord, belike ; is’t so ^ 
Mar. They say so most, that most his humours 
know. 

Prin . Such short-liv’ d wits do wither as they grow 
Who are the rest ? 

Kath. The young Diimain, a well-accomplished 
Of all that virtue love for virtue lovkh [youth, 
Most power to do most harm, least knowing ill ; 
For he hath wit to make an ill shape good, 

And shape to win grace though he had no wit. 

I saw him at the duke Alengon’s once ; 

And much too little of that good I saw, 

Is my report, to his great worthiness. 

Eos. Another of these students at that time 
Was there with him : if 1 have heard a truth, 

Biron they call him ; but a merrier man, 

Witbiii tbe limit of becoming mirth, 

I never spent an hour’s talk withal : 

His eye begets occasion for his wit : 

For every object that tlie one doth catcdi, 

The other turns to a mirth-moving jest ; 

Which his fair tongue (conceit’s expositor,) 
Delivers in such apt and gracious words, 

That aged ears play truant at his tales, 

And younger hearings are quite ravished ; 

So sweet and voluble is his discourse, 

Prin. God bless my ladies ! are they all in love ; 
That every one her own hath garnished 
With such bedecking ornaments of praise ? 

Mar. Here comes Boyet 

lic-enter Boyet. 

Prin. Now, what admittance, lord ? 

Boyet. Navarre had notice, of your fair approach ; 
And he, and his competitors in oath. 

Were all address’d to meet you, gentle lady, 

Before I came. Marry, thus much I have learnt, 
He rather means to lodge you in the field, 

(Like one that comes here to besiege his court,) 
Than seek a dispensation for his oath, 

To let you enter his unpeopled house. 

Here comes Navarre. [TAe Ladies 


SCENE I. 
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King I.o.voAv,i,i,E. Draam. Bjsojr, ana Attendants. 
Pnn. Pair, I give you back again ; and, welcome 

Phave not yet : thereof of thia“couA is tJS 

to bSe.*”** *’“® 

YoushaUbewelcome, madam, tomycourt 

PiZ' welcome then ; conduct me aither. 

Pwi?' ^^*1 ^ sworn an oatt. 

f m by my will. 

elM^’ and nothing 

Zmg. Tour ladyship is ignorant what it is. 
^na. Were my lord so, his ignorance were wise, 

TOeie now ks knowledge must prove ignorance. 

grace katli sworn-out kouse-keeping : 
Tis deadly ^sm to keep that oath, my lord, 

And sm to break it : - > 

But pardon me, I am too sudden bold ; 

1 0 teach a teacher ill beseemeth me. 
ouchsafe to read the purpose of my coming, 

resolve me in my suit. [G^ives a paper. 
Kting. Madam, I will, if suddenly I may. 

For you U proye pequr’d, if you make me stay. 

Bg? Brabant once ? 

Rm. Did not I dance with you in Brabant once.f 

Miron. 1 know you did. 

*1, .• . needless was it then 

lo ask the question ! 

>1 b 

Jio<,. iis long of you that spur me with such 

questions. 

Siron. Yonr wit’s too hot, it speeds too fast, 
twill tire. 

.gw. Not till it leave the rider in the mire. 

■Bi' 7 on. What time o' dav ? 

Bos. The hour that fools should ask. 

Mtron. Now fair befall your mask ! 

Bos. Fair fall the face it covers ! 

Biron, And send you many lovers I 
Bos. Amen, so you be none. 

Biro7i. Nay, then will I be gone, 
ilmp. Madam, your father here doth intimate 
1 ne payment of a hundred thousand crowns • 

Being but the one half of an entire sum * 
Bisbm-sed by my father in his wars. 

But say, that he, or we, (as neither have,) 

Keceiv d that sum ; yet there remains unpaid 
A hundred thousand more ; in sui'et}^ of the which, 

One part of Aquitain is bound to us, 

Although not valued to the money's worth. 

It then the king your father will restore 
But that one half which is unsatisfied, 

r Aquitain, 

Ana hold fair friendship with his majesty. 

But that, it seems, he little purposeth. 

For here he doth demand to have repaid 
An hundred thousand crowns ; and not demands, 

On payment of a hundred thousand crowns, Sb 

1 0 have his title live in Aquitain ; 

Which we much rather had depart withal, Sh 

And have the money by our father lent, 

Than Aquitain so gelded as it is. 

Dear princess, w^ere not Ms requests so far 
hrom reason's yielding, your fair seif should make 
A juelding, 'gainst some reason^ in my breast, 

And go w’^ell satisfied to France again. 


; aS ^ my father too wcoh 

of I And wrong the reputation of your name, [wrorJ 

In so unseeming to confess receipt ^ 

ae Of that which hath so faithfully been paid, 
to _ Trap. I do protest, I never heard of it ; 

se Aud,_ If you prove it, ru repay it back, 

Or yield up Aquitain. 

arrest your word 

r. Boyet, you can produce acquittances, 

^ special officers 

t. Of Charles his father. 

[. Bzh^. Satisfy me so. . rmmo ■ 

" wZf/th packet is not j 

where that and other specialties are bound ; i 

Tomorrow you shall have a sight of them. 1 

’ Alllihf’ interview, f 

AU liberal reason I wiU yield unto. i 

: Mean time, receive such welcome at my hand I 
As honour without breach of honour, mav ’ 1 

Make tender of to thy true worthiness : i 

You may not come, fair princess, in mv gates ; I 
But here without you shaE be so receiv'd, 

M you shall deem yourself lodg'd in my heart, 
^ough so denied fair harbour in my house. 

Your own good thoughts excuse me, and farewell : 
tomorrow shall we lusit you again. rirrarf ? 
rnn. ^eet health and fair desires consort your i 
Aenp. Thy own wish wish I thee in every place ! 

Kikg ma Ms Traill. 

^ commend you to my own 

hefud toZUtZ i I would 

Biron. 1 would, you heard it groan. 

Bos. Is the fool sick ? 

Biron. Sick at heart. i 

I Bos. Alack, let it blood. ! 

I Biron. Would that do it good ? j 

i Bos. My physick says, ay. 

Mron. Will you prick't with vour eye ^ 

Bos. No poyni, with my knife' 

Biron. Now, God save thy life I 
Bos. And yours from long living ! 

Biron. 1 cannot stay thanksgiving. llietirlm. 
Bum. Sir I pray yon, a wordVWhat lady is 
that same ? j 

l^et. The heirof Alenfon, Rosah’ne her name. | 
Dura. A gallant lady ! Monsieur, fare you well. 

Long. I beseech you a word ; What is she in the I 
wMte? 

Boget. A woman sometimes, an you saw her in 
the light. 

Long. Perchance, light in the light : I desire her 
name, 

Boyet. She hath but one for herself j to desire 
that, were a shame. 

Long. Pray you, sir, wffiose daughter ? 

Boyet. Her mother's, I have heard. 

Long. God's blessing on your beard ! 

Boyet. Good sir, be not ofiended : 

She is an heir of Falconbridge. 

Long. Nay, my choler is ended. 

She is a most sw^eet lady. 

Boyet. Not unlike, sir; that may be. lExULosa. 
Bwon. What’s her name, in the cap ? 

Boyet. Katharine, by good hap. 

Is. she wedded, or no ? 

Boyet-. To her will, sir, or so. 

Biron. You are welcome, sir, adieu ! 
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Boyet. Farewell to me, sir, and welcome to you. 

{Exit Biron.— L adies unmask. 
Mar. That last is Bii*on, the merry mad.cap lord; 
Not a word with him but a jest. 

Boyet. And every jest but a word. 

Prin. It was well done of you to take him at his 
word. 

Boyet. I was as willing to grapple, as be was to 
board. 

Mar. Two hot sheeps, marry 1 
Boyet. And wherefore not ships ? 

No sheep, sweet lamb, unless we feed on your lips. 
Mar. You sheep, and I pasture; Shall that 
finish the jest ? 

Boyet. So you grant pastm'e for me. 

{Offering to kiss her. 
jj^ar. Not so, gentle beast ; 

My lips are no common, though several they be. 
Boyet. Belonging to whom ? 

Mar. To my fortunes and me. 

Prin. Good wits will be jangling : but, gentles, 
agree : 

The civil war of wits were much better nsed 
On Navarre and his book-men ; for here ’tis abused. 
Boyet. If my observation, (which very seldom 
lies,) 

By the heart’s still rhetoric, disclosed with eyes. 
Deceive me not now, Navarre is infected. 

Prin. With what ? 

Boyet. With that which we lovers entitle, affected. 
Prin. Your reason ? [retire 

Boyet. Why, all his behaviours did make their 
To the court of his eye, peeping thorough desire : 


His heart, like an agate, with your print impressed, 
Proud with his form, in his eye pride expressed : 
His tongue, all impatient to speak and not see, 

Did stumble 'with haste in his eye-sight to be ; 

AU senses to that sense did make their repair, 

To feel only looking on fairest of fair : 

Methought ail Ms senses were locked in his eye. 

As jewels in crystal for some prince to buy ; 

Who, tend’ring their own worth, from where they 
were glass’d, 

Did point you to buy them, along as you pass’d. 
His face’s own margent did quote such amazes, 
That all eyes saw his eyes enchanted with gazes : 
I’ll give you Aquitain, and all that is his. 

An you give him for my sake but one loving kiss. 
Prm. Come, to our pavilion : Boyet is dispos’d— 
Boyet. But to speak that in words, which Ms eye 
hath disclos’d ; 

I only have made a mouth of his eye, 

By adding a tongue which I know will not lie, 

Eos. Thou art an old love-monger, and speak’st 
skilfully. 

Mar. He is Cupid’s grandfather, and learns news 
of him. ■ 

Eos. Then was Venus like her mother ; for her 
father is but grim 

Boyet. Do you hear, my mad wenches ? 

Mar. No, 

Boyet. What then, do you see ? 

Eos. Ay, our way to be gone. 

Boyet. You are too hard for me. 

{Exeunt, 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. — Another po-rt of the same. 

Enter ARatADo and Moth. 

Arm. Warble, child ; make passionate my sense 
of hearing. 

Moth. Concolinel {Binging. 

Arm. Sweet air I — Go, tenderness of years ! take 
this key, give enlargement to the swain, bring him 
festinately hither ; 1 must employ Mm in a letter to 
my love. 

Moth. Master, will you 'win your love with a 
French brawl ? 

Arm. How mean’st thou? brawling in French? 

Moth. No, my complete master : but to jig off 
a tune at the tongue’s end, canary to it with your 
feet, humour it 'with turmng up your eye-Hds ; 
sigh a note, and sing a note ; sometime through the 
throat, as if you swallowed love with singing love ; 
sometime through the nose, as if you snuffed up 
love by smelling love ; with your hat penthouse-like, 
o’er the shop of your eyes ; with your arms crossed 
on your thin belly- doublet, like a rabbit on a spit ; 
or your hands in your pocket, like a man after the 
old painting ; and keep not too long in one tune, 
but a snip and away: These are complements, these 
are humours; these betray nice wenches — that 
would be betrayed without these ; and make them 
men of note, (do you note, men ?) that most are 
affected to these. 

Arm. How hast thou purchased this experience? 

Moth. By my penny of observation. 

But O, — ^but O — 

Moth. — the hobby-horse is forgot. 


Arm. Callest thou my love, hobby-horse ? 

Moth. No, master ; the hobby-horse is but a 
colt, and your love, perhaps, a hackney. But have 
you forgot your love ? 

Arm. Almost I had. 

Moth. Negligent student ! learn her by heart. 

Arm. By heart, and in heart, boy. 

Moth. And out of heart, master : all those three 
I will prove. 

Arm. What wilt thou prove ? 

Moth. A man, if I live ; and this, by, in, and 
without, upon the instant : By heart yon love her, 
because your heart cannot come by her : in heart 
you love her, because your heart is in love with her ; 
and out of heart you love her, being out of heart 
that you cannot enjoy her. 

Arm. I am all these three. 

Moth. And three times as much more, and yet 
nothing at all. 

Arm. Fetch hither the swain ; he must carry me 
a letter. 

^loth. A message well sympathised ; a horse to 
be ambassador for an ass ! 

Arm. Ha, ha ! what sayest thou ? 

Moth. Many, sir, you must send the ass upon 
the horse, for he is very slow-gaited : But I go. 

Arm. The way is but short ; away. 

Moth. As swift as lead, sir. 

Arm. Thy meaning, pretty ingenious ? 

Is not lead a metal heavy, dull, and slow ? 

Moth. Mtnimh^ honest master ; or rather, mas- 

Arm. I say, lead is slow. [ter, no. 
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T J "fi too swift, su, to sav so- 
ls that lead slow which is fired from a onn ? ^ ‘ 

Arm. Sweet smoke of rhetoric! ’ 

He reputes me a cannon; andthe bullet, that’s he 

I slioot tliee at the swain. 

Thump then, and I flee. 
Arm. Almost aonte jnvenal ; voluble and frffof 

welkin, I must sigh in thy 
Wd i 


Jie~enier Mom and Costard. 

iVoi/i., A wonder, master; here’s a Costard broken 

m a slim. 

^rm. Some enigma, some riddle: come.^thv 
^ envoy ;-~~begin. ^ 

; Cos^, ^o egma, no riddle, no Tenvoy ;^no salve 

mthe mail, sir: O, sir, plantain, a plain plantain ; 

f If thou enforcest laughter ; thy silly 

thought, my spleen ; the heaving of my lungs pro- 

* ae inconsiderate take salve for f emw, 

and the word, Penvoy, for a salve ? 

^^fas“?vet 

Jrm. No, page : it is an epilogue or discourse, to 
make plain 

I w^ sain. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee, 
being but three. 

^ si-® I moral : Now the P envoy, 

say the moral again. 

w’ humble-bee, 

Were Still at odds, being but three : 

tile goose came out of door, 

Nowtr^il f adding four. 

The fox, the ape, and the humble-bee. 

Were stiU at odds, being but three : 

Until the goose came out of door, 

7ir adding four. 

wf!i V envoy, ending in the goose : 

W ould you desire more } ^ 

ftat’s“flat1- ^ ' 

aiiyourgoosebefat. — ^ 

Let me sL'''®?^T“’'®““““Sasfastandloose: 

A^m r„ ay, that’s a fat goose. 

Arm, Come hither, come hither : How did this 
ai-gument begin ? ; 

Tb^°f^'IM ^ aayjpg that a Costard was broken in a ^ 
Then call’d you for the I'envotj. 

Cost. True, and I for a plantain : Thus came r 
TT. yoy argument in; 

“'i — n™ . CQ«.,d t 

Moi!A,I will tell you sensibly. f 

speaktJSy! “ ^ A 

L Costard running out, that was safely within r 
Tell over fte threshold, and broke my shin S 

Arm. We will talk no more of this matter a 


so : Cost. Till there be more matter in the shin. 

I Sirrah Costard, I will enfranchise thee. 

O “6 to one Prances ;_I smell 

some some goose, in this. 

S' wart im- 

‘ of restramed, captivated, bound. 

°°w you will be my nur- 
gation, and let me loose. " ^ 

' ^ ,A™' J thy liberty, set thee from dur- i 

but tbit“V“ ^T- impose on thee nothing | 

T,nn» country maid | 

Jaquenetta: there is remuneration; [Ghinq him ! 
money. ^ for the best ward of mine hoLur, if re- 
en “ydepaudents. Jfoth, follow. ’ 

adieu CosSt i 

'^y j Cost. My^sweet ounce of man’s flesh! my incony ■ 

™ I Now win I look to his remuneration. ^ Remu^' I 
J why , It IS a fairer name than French crown. I will 

h uever buy and seU out of this word. 

. Enter Bmox, 

' wen meT Costard ! exceedingly 

carnation ribbon 

may a man buy for a remuneration .> 

B'lron. What is a remuneration ? 

CosL Many, sir, half-penny farthing, 
silk t^ii’ee-^arthings-worth ol 

Cost. I thank your worship : God be with vou ! 

^ employ thee^: 

As thou wilt \nn my favour, good my knave, 

Uo one thing for me that I shall entreat. 
toet, \^hen would you have it done, sir? 
jBiro7z. O, this afternoon. 

Cost, I wiU do it, sir 2 Fare you well. 

Miron. O, thou knowest not what it is. 

Cos;. I^iall know, sir, when I have done it. 

Why, villain, thou must know first. 

C05^. i wull come to your worship to-morrow 
morning. i 

Biron. It must he done this afternoon. Hjirk 
slave, It IS but this ' 

The princess comes to hunt here in the park, 

And in her train there is a gentle ladv *, 

When tongues speak sweetty, then they name her 
name, j 

And Rosaline they call her : ask for her ; 

And to her white hand see thou do commend i 
1 his seal d-up counsel. There’s thy guerdon; go. ! 

n 1 ... LGires hbii money, ! 

Cos?. Guerdon,— O sweet guerdon ! better than i 
j ^^^^eration ; eleven-pence farthing better : Most i 
sweet guerdon !— I will do it, sir, in print.— i 
Guerdon— remuneration. iexU. ! 

Biron. O!— and I, forsooth, in love! I, that ' 
nave been love s whip ; i 

-A very beadle to a humourous sigh ' 

A critick ; nay, a night-watch constable ; 

A domineering pedant o^er the boy, 

Th^ whom no mortal so magnificent ! 

This wimpled, whining, purblind, wayward bov ; 
ims senior-junior, giant-dwarf, Dan Cupid : ' 

Regent of love-rhymes, lord of folded arms, 
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ACT IV, 


The anointed sovereign of sighs and groans, 
Liege of all loiterers and malcontents, 

Dread prince of plackets, king of codpieces, 
Sole imperator, and great general 
Of trotting paritors, O my little heart ! — 
And I to be a corporal of his field, 

And wear liis colours like a tumbler’s hoop ! 
What ? I ! I love ! I sue ! I seek a wife ! 

A woman, that is like a German clock, 

Still a repairing ; ever out of frame ; 

And never going aright, being a watch, 

But being watch’d that it may still go right ? 
Nay, to be peijur’d, which is worst of ail ; 


And, among three, to love the worst of all; 

A whitely wanton with a velvet brow 

With two pitch balls stuck in her face for eyes ; 

Ay, and, by heaven, one that mil do the deed,’ 
Though Argus were her eunuch and her guard : 
And I to sigh for her ! to watch for her ! 

To pray for her ! Go to ; it is a plague 
That Cupid will impose for my neglect 
Of his almighty dreadful little might. 

Well, I will love, write, sigh, pray, sue, and groan ; 
Some men must love my lady, and some Joan. 

lExit. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I — Another part of the smne. 

Enter the Princess, Rosaline, 3\Iaria, Katharine, 
Boyet, Lords, Attendants, and a Forester. 

Prhi. Was that the king, that spurr’d his horse 
so hard 

Against the steep uprising of the hill ? 

Boyet I know not ; hut, I think, it was not he. 
Prin. Whoe’er he was, he show’d a mounting 
mind. 

Well, lords, to-day we shall have our despatch; 

On Saturday we will return to France. — 

Then, forester, my friend, where is the bush. 

That we must stand and play the murderer in ? 

For. Here by, upon the edge of yonder coppice ; 
A stand, where you may make the fairest shoot. 

Prin. I thank my beauty, I am fair that shoot, 
And thereupon thou speak’ st, the fairest shoot. 
For. Pardon me, madam, for I meant not so. 
Prin. What, what ? first praise me, and again 
say, no? 

O short-liv’d pride ! Not fair? alack for woe! 

For. Yes, madam, fair. 

Prin. ^ ^ Nay, never paint me now ; 

Where fair is not, praise cannot mend the brow. 
Here, good my glass, take this for telling true ; 

{(xivmg Mm money. 

Fair payment for fold words is moi’e than due. 

For. Nothing but fair is that which you inherit. 
Prin. See, see, my beauty will he sav’d by merit. 
0 heresy in fair, fit for these days ! 

A giving hand, though foul, shall have fair praise.— 
But come, the bow : — Now mercy goes to kill, 

And shooting well is then accounted ill. 

Thus will I save my credit in the shoot : 

Not wounding, pity would not let me do’t ; 

If wounding, then it was to show my skill, 

That more for praise, than purpose, meant to kill. 
And, out of question, so it is sometimes ; 

Gioiy grows guilty of detested crimes ; 

When, for fame’s sake, for praise, an outward part, 
We bend to that the working of the heart : 

As I, for praise alone, now seek to spill 
The poor deer’s blood, that my heart means no ill. 
Boi/et. Do not cm-st wives hold that seif-sove- 
reignty 

Only for praise’ sake, when they strive to be 
Lords o’er their lords? 

Prin. Only for praise : and praise we may afford 
To any lady that subdues a lord. 


Enter Costard. 

Pri7i. Here comes a member of the common- 
wealth. 

Cost. God dig-you-den all I Pray you, which is 
the head-lady ? 

Prin. Thou slialt know her, fellow, by the rest 
that have no heads. 

Cost. Which is the greatest lady, the highest ? 

Prin. The thickest, and the tallest. 

Cost. The thickest, and the tallest! it is so; 
truth is truth. 

An your waist, mistress, were as slender as my wit, 
One of these maids ’ girdles for your waist should be fit. 
Are not you the chief woman ? you are the thickest 
here. 

Prm. What’s your will, sir ? what^s your will ? 

Cost. I have a letter from monsieur Biron, to 
one lady Rosaline. 

Prin. O, thy letter, thy letter ; he’s a good friend 
of mine : 

Stand aside, good bearer.— Boyet you can carve ; 
Break up this capon. 

^ ^ I am bound to serve. — 

This letter is mistook, it importeth none here ; 

It is writ to Jaquenetta. 

' We will read it, I swear: 

Break the neck of the wax, and every one give ear. 

Boyet. [Ready.] By keaiwi^ that ikou art fair 
is most mfdilibie ; trusj that thou art beauteous ,* 
truth itself that thou art lovely : More fairer than 
fair , beautiful than beauteous; truer than truth 
itself have commiseration on ihy her oical vassal ! 
The magnanimous and most illustrious king Co- 
phetua set eye upon the pernicious and mdubitatc 
beggar ZQnoloplion; and he it was that might 
rightly say, veni, vidi, vici ; ivhich to ayiatomisse in 
the vulgar, ( 0 base and obscure vulgar /) videlicet, 
he camef saw, aiid ove^wame : he came, one ; saia 
two overcame' three. Who came 9 the Mug : 
Why did he come 9 to see ; Why did he see 9 to 
overcome : To ivhom came he 9 to the beggar; What 
saw he? the beggar ; Who overcame he 9 the beg- 
gar : The conclusion is victory ; On ivlme side? 
the king’s: the captive is enricld d ; Ontchoseside? 
the hegg&T^s : The catastrophe is a nuptial : On 
whose side 9 The king’s? — 7m, 07 i both in one, or 
one in both. I am the king for so .stands the C 07 n- 
parison : thou the beggar ; for so witiesseth thy 
lowlmcss. Shall I comma7id thy love 9 I may : 
Shall I enforce thy love 9 J cmtld : Shall I entreat 
ihy love? I will. What shall thou exchange for 
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Cost. Marry, master schoolmaster, he that is 
likest to a hogshead. 

IIoL Of piercing a hogshead ! a good lustre of 
conceit in a turf of earth ; fire enough for a flint, 
pearl enough for a swine ; ’tis pretty ; it is well. 

Jaq. Good master parson, be so good as read me 
this letter ; it was given me by Costard, and sent 
me from Don Armatho : I beseech you, read it. 

Jloi. jFausie, precoTj gelida quando pecus oinne 
sub umbroL 

Ruminat, — and so forth. Ah, good old Mantuan 1 
' I may speak of thee as the traveller doth of Venice : 

Vmegia, Vinegia, 

Chi 710)1 te vede, ei ‘non te pregia. 

Old Mantuan ! Old Mantuan ! Who understandetli 
thee not, loves thee notP—U^ re, soi, la, 

Under pardon, sir, what are the contents ? or, rather, 
as Horace says in his — What 1 my soul, verses P 

Nath. Ay, sir, and very learned. 

liol. Let me hear a staff, a stanza, a verse ; 
Lege, domine. 

[ Nath. If love make me forsworn, how shall I 
swear to love ? 

Ah, never faith could hold, if not to beauty 
vowed ! 

Though to myself forsworn, to thee ITl faithful 
prove ; 

Those thoughts to me were oaks, to thee like 
osiers bowed. 

Study his bias leaves, and makes his book thine 
i eyes ; 

Where all those pleasures live, that art would 
comprehend ; 

If knowledge be the mark, to know thee shall 
suffice ; '' 

Well learned is that tongue, that well can thee 
commend : 

All ignorant that soul, that sees thee without 
wonder ; 

(Which is to me some praise, that I thy parts 
admire ;) 

Thy eye Jove’s lightning bears, tliy voice his 
dreadful thunder, 

WTiich, not to anger bent, is miisick, and 
sweet flre- 

Celestial, as thou art, oh pardon, love, this 
wong, 

That sings heaven’s praise with such an earthly 
tongue! 

Hoi. You And not the apostrophes, and so miss 
the accent ; let me supervise the canzonet. Here 
are only numbers ratified ; but, for the elegancy, 
facility, and golden cadence of poesy, carpet. Ovi- 
dius Naso was the man : and why, indeed, Naso ; 
but for smelling out the odoriferous flowers of 
fancy, the jerks of invention ? Imitari, is nothing : 
so doth the hound his master, the ape his keeper, 
the tired horse his rider. But damoselia virgin, 
was this directed to you ? 

Jaq. Ay, sir, from one Monsieur Biron, one of 
the strange queen’s lords. 

IIol. I will overglance the superscript. To the 
snow-white hand of the inost beauteous Lady Rosa- 
line. I will look again on the intellect of the letter, 
for the nomination of the party writing to the person 
written unto : 

Your Ladyship* s in all desired employment, 
Biron. Sir Nathaniel, this Biron is one of the 
votaries with the king ; and here he hath framed 
a letter to a sequent of the stranger queen’s, which, 


So, were there a patch set on learning, to see him 
in a school; 

But, omne bene, say I; being of an old father’s 
mind, 

Many can brook the weather, that love not the wind. 
Dull. You two are book -men; Can you tell by 
your wit, 

What was a month old at Cain’s birth, that’s not 
five weeks old as yet P 

HoL Dictynna, good man Dull; Dictynna, good 
man Dull. 

Dull. VTiat is Dictynna ? 

Naih. A title to Phesbe, to Luna, to the moon. 
Hoi. The moon was a month old, when Adam 
was no more ; 

And raught not to five weeks, when he came to five- 
score. 

The allusion holds in the exchange. 

Dull, ’Tis true indeed ; the collusion holds in the 
exchange. 

Hoi. God comfort thy capacity I I say, the allu- 
sion holds in the exchange. 

Dull. And I say the poHusion holds in the ex- 
change ; for the moon is never bnt a month old : 
and I say beside, that ’twas a pricket that the prin- 
cess kill’d. 

HoL Sir Nathaniel, will you hear an exfcemporal 
epitaph on the death of the deer P and, to humour 
the ignorant, I have call’d the deer the princess 
kill’d, a pricket. 

Nath. Perg'e, good master Holofemes, perge ; 
so it shall please you to abrogate scuiTihty. 

Hoi. I will something aftect the letter; for it 
argues facility. 

The praiseful princess pierc'd and prick'd a pn'etty 
pleasing pricket ; 

Some say, a so7'e ; but 7iot a sore, till now made 
sore with shooting. 

The dogs did yell; put I to sore, then sorel ju 7 nps 
from thicket ; 

Or, pricket, sore, or else sorel; the people fall a 
hooting. 

If sQ7'e he sore, then L to sore makes fifty sores ; 0 
sore L ! 

Of one sore I an hundred make, by adding hit one 
mo7'e L. 

Nath. A r^ire talent ! 

Dull. If a talent be a claw, look how he claws 
him with a talent. 

HoL This is a gift that I have, simple, simple ; 
a foohsh extravagant spirit, full of forms, figui-es, 
shapes, objects, ideas, apprehensions, motions, re- 
volutions : these are begot in the ventricle of me- 
mory, nourished in the womb of pia mater ; and 
deliver’d upon the mellowing of occasion : But the 
gift is good in those in whom it is acute, and I am 
thankful for it. 

Nath. Sir, T praise the Lord for you ; and so 
may my parishioners ; for their sons are well 
tutor’d by you, and their daughters profit very 
greatly under you :*you are a good member of the 
commonwealth. 

HoL Mehercle, if their sons be ingenious, they 
shall want no instruction : if their daughters be 
capable, I will put it to them : But, vir sapit, qui 
pauca loquitur: a soul feminine saluteth us. i 
Enter Jaquenbtta oid Costard. 

J aq, God give you good morrow, master person. 
HoL Master person, — pers-on. And if one 
should be pierced, which is the one ? 
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accidentally, or by the way of progression, hath 
miscarried.— Trip and go, my sweet; deliver this 
paper into the royal hand of the king ; it may con- 
cern mnch : Stay not thy compliment ; I forgive 
thy duty ; adieu. 

Jaq. Good Costard, go with me. — Sir, God save 
yonr life 1 

Cost. Have with thee, my girl. 

{Exeunt Cost, and Jaq. 

Nath. BiXj yon have done this in the fear of 
God, very religiously ; and, as a certain father 
saith^ 

I/ol Sir, tell not me of the father, I do fear co- 
lourable colours. But, to return to the verses ; 
Did they please you, sir Nathaniel ? 

Nath. Marvellous well for the pen. 

HoL I do dine to-day at the father's of a certain, 
pupil of mine ; where if, before repast, it shall 
please you to gratify the table with a grace, I will, 
on my privilege I have with the parents of the fore- 
said child or pupil, undertake your 6en mnuto ; 
where I will prove those verses to be very unlearned, 
neither savouring of poetry, wit, nor invention : I 
beseech your society. 

Nath, And thank you too : for society, (saith 
the text,) is the happiness of life. 

Ilol. And certes, the text most infallibly con- 
cludes it. — Sir, [to Dull.] I do invite you too ; 
you shall not say me, nay : pauca verha. Away ; 
the gentles are at their game, and we will to our , 
recreation. {Exeuiit. \ 


SCENE III. — Another pari of the same. 

Enter Biron, with a paper. 

Biron. Tlie king he is hunting the deer ; I am 
coursing myself : they have pitch'd a toil ; I am 
toiling in a pitch ; pitch that defiles ,* defile I a foul 
word. Well, Set thee down, sorrow ! for so they 
say the fool said, and so say I, and I the fool. 
Well proved, wit I By the Lord, this love is as mad 
as Ajax : it kills sheep ; it kills me, I a sheep ; 
Well proved again on my side I I will not love : if 
I do, hang me ; i' faith, I will not. O, but her 
eye, — ^by this light, but for her eye, I would not 
love her ; yes, for her two eyes. Well, I do no- 
thing in the world but lie, and lie in my throat. By 
heaven, I do love : and it hath taught me to rhyme, 
and to be melancholy ; and here is part of my 
rhyme, and here my melancholy. Well, she hath 
one o’ my sonnets ^ready ; the clown bore it, the 
fool sent it, and the lady hath it : sweet clown, 
sweeter fool, sweetest lady ! By the world, I would 
not care a pin if the other three were in: Here 
comes one with a paper; God give him grace to 
groan. {Gets up into a tree. 

Enter the KmOt u}ith a paper. 

King. Ml me I 

Biron. [Aside.'] Shot, by heaven! — Proceed, 
sweet Cupid ; thou hast thump'd him with thy bird- 
bolt under the left pap ; — I'faith, secrets. — 

King. [Meads.] So sweet a kiss the golden sun 
gives not 

To those fresh mornina^ drops upon the rose^ 

As thy eye-beams^ when their fresh rays have smote 

The 'night of dew that on my cheeks down flows : 
Nor shines the silver moon one half so bright 

Through the transparent bo$o?n of the deep. 

As doth thy face through tears of mine give light: 

Thou shin'st in every tear that 1 do weep j 


KTo drop but as a coach doth carry thee ^ 

So ridest thou triumphing in my woe : 

Do but behold the tears that swell in me^ 

And they thy glory through my grief will show: 
But do not love thyself ; then thou wilt keep 
My tears for glasses^ and still make me weep. 

O queen of queens, how far dost thou excel / 

No thought can think, nor tongue of mortal tell . — 
How shall she know my griefs ? I’ll drop the paper ; 
Sweet leaves, shade folly. Who is he comes here? 

{Steps aside. 

Enter with a paper. 

What, Longaville ; and reading ! listen, ear. 

Biron. Now, in thy likeness, one more fool, ap- 
pear ! 

Long. Ah me I I am forsworn. 

Biron. MTiy, he comes in like a perjure, wear- 
ing papers. {Aside. 

King. In love, I hope ; Sweet fellowship in 
shame ! " {Aside. 

Biron. One drunkard loves another of the name. 

{Aside. 

Long. Am I the first that have been perjur’d so ? 
Biron. [Aside.] I could put thee in comfort ; 
not by two, that 1 know : 

Thou mak’st the triumviry, the corner cap of 
society, 

The shape of Love’s Tyburn that hangs up sim- 
plicity. 

Long. I fear, these stubborn lines lack power to 
O sweet Maria, empress of my love! [move : 

These numbers will I tear and write in prose. 

Biron. [Aside.] O, rhymes are guards on wanton 
Cupid’s hose : 

Disfigure not his slop. 

Long. This same shall go. — 

{He reads the sonnet. 

Did not the heavenly rhetoric of thine eye 

{^Gainst whom the zcorld cannot hold argument,) 
Persuade my heart to this false perjury ? 

Votes for thee broke, deserve not pimishment. 

A ivoman I foreswore : but, 1 will prove^ 

Thou being a goddess, 1 foresicore not thee : 

My vow was earthly, thou a heavenly love ,* 

Thy grace being gahdd, cures all disgrace in tne. 
Vows are but breathy and breath a vapour is : 

Then thou, fair sun, which on my earth dost 
ExliaVst this vapour vow; in thee it is: [shine , 
If broken then, it is no fault of mine: 

If by me broke, tvhat fool is not so tvise, 

To lose an oath to win a paradise 9 
Biron. [Aside.] This is the liver vein, ■which 
makes flesh a deity : 

A green goose, a goddess : pure, pure idolatry. 

God amend us, God amend ! we are much out o’ 
the way. 

Enter Bcmain, with a paper. 

Long. By whom shall I send this!* — Company I 
stay. {Stepping aside. 

Biron. All hid, all hid, an old infant 

Like a demi-god here sit I in the sky, [pl^j ’ 
And wretched fools’ secrets heedfuliy o’er-eye. 
More sacks to the mill 1 O heavens, I have my wish ; 
Dumain transform’d : four wood-cocks in a dish ! 
Dwot. O most divine ICate I 
Biron. ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

{Aside. 

Bum. By heaven, the wonder of a mortal eye ! 
Biron. By earth, she is but corporal : there you 
He. {Aside. 
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Bum. Her amber hairs for foul have amber 
coted. 

Bvron. An amber-colour’d raven was well noted. 

{Aside. 

Bum. As upright as the cedar. 

Biron. Stoop, I say ; 

Her shoulder is with child. {Aside. 

Bum. As fair as day. 

Biron. Ay, as some days ; but then no sun must 
shine. {Aside. 

Bum. 0 that I had my wish ! 

Long. And I had mine ! 

{Aside. 

King. And I mine too, good lord ! {Aside. 

Biron. Amen, so I had mine : Is not that a good 
word ? {Asi.de. 

Bum. I would forget her ; but a fever she 
Reigns in my blood, and will remember^ be. 

Biron. A fever in your blood ? why, then incision 
Would let her out in saucers ; Sweet misprision ! 

{Aside. 

Bum. Once more I’ll read the ode that I have 
writ. 

Biron. Once more I’U mark how love can var)'- 

wit. {Aside. 

Bum. On a day^ (alack the day!) 

Love.) whose month is ever May.^ 

Spied a blossom,, passing fair., 

Playing in the wanton air: 

Through the velvet leaves the wind, 

All unseen, ’gan passage find; 

That the lover, sick to death. 

Wish’d himself the heaven’s breath. 

Air, quoth he, thy cheeks may blow; 

Ah', would / might triumph so! 

But alack, my hand is sworn, 

Ne’er to pluck thee from thy thorn: 

Vow, alack ! for youth unmeet; 

Youth so apt to pluck a sweet. 

Do not call it sin in me. 

That I am forsworn for thee : 

Thou for whom even Jove would swear, 
Juno but an Ethiop were; 

And deny himself for Jove, 

Turning mortal for thy love. — 

This will I send ; and something else more plain, 
That shall express my true love’s fasting pain. 

0, would the King, Birdn, and Longaville, 

Were lovers too ! Ill, to example ill, 

Would from my forehead wipe a perjur’d note ; 

For none offend, where all ahke do dote. 

Long. Dumain, [advancing.'] thy love is far 
from charity, 

That in love’s grief desir’st society : 

You may look pale, but I should blush, I know, 
lo be 0 erheard, and taken napping so. 

King. Come, sir, [advancing.-] you blush ; as bis, 
your case is such ; 

You chide at him, offending twice as much j 

You do not love Maria ; Longaville 

Bid never sonnet for her sake compile ; 

Nor never lay his wreathed arms athwart 

His loving bosom, to keep down his heart. 

I have been closely shrouded in this hush, 

And mark’d you both, and for you both did blush. 

I heard your guilty rhymes, observ’d your fashion : 
feaw sighs reek from you, noted well your passion: 
Ah me I says one ; O Jove ! the other cries ; 

One, her hairs were gold, crystal the other’s eyes • 

You would for paradise break faith and troth ; 

{To Long. 

And Jove, for your love, would infringe an oath. 

{To Domain. 

TOat will Birdn say, when that he shall hear 

A faith infring’d, wliieli such a zeal did swear 

How will he scorn I how will he spend his wit ! 

How will he triumph, leap, and laugh at it ! 

For all the wealth that ever I did see, 

I would not have him know so much by me. 

Biron. Now step I forth to whip hypocrisy.— 

Ah, good my liege, I pray thee pardon me : 

{ lk . sccn(U from , the tree. 
Good heart, what grace hast thou, thus to reprove 
These worms for loving, that art most in love ? 

Your eyes do make no coaches ; in your tears, 

There is no certain princess that a|:)pears : 

YouTl not be perjured, ’tis a hateful thing ; 

Tnsh, none but minstrels like of sonneting. 

But are you not asham’d ^ nay, are you not. 

All three of you, to be thus much o’ra'shot ? 

You found his mote ; the king your mote did see : 
But I a beam do find in each of three. 

0, what a scene of foolery I have seen, 

Of sighs, of groans, of sorrow, and of teen ! 

0 me, with what strict patience have I sat, 

To see a king transformed to a gnat ! 

To see great Hercules whipping a gigg, 

And profound Solomon to tune a jigg, 

And Nestor play at push-pin with the boys, 

And critic Timon laugh at idle toys ! 

Where lies thy grief, 0 tell me, good Dumain } 

And, gentle Longaville, where lies thy pain ? 

And where my liege’s ? all about the breast « 

A caudle, ho ! 

King. Too bitter is thy jest. 

Are we betray’d thus to thy over-view } 

Biron. Not you by me, but I betray’d to you 

1, that am honest ; I, that hold it sin 
j To break the vow I am engaged in ; 

1 am betray’d, by keeping company 

With moon-like men, of strange inconstancy. 

When shall you see me write a thing in rhyme ? 

Or groan for Joan or spend a minute’s time, 

In pruning me } Wlien shall you hear that I 

Will praise a hand, a foot, a face, an eye, 

A gait, a state, a brow, a breast, a waist, 

A leg, a limb ? — 

King. Soft ; MTiither away so fast 

A true man, or a thief, that gallops so 

Biron. I post from love ; good lover, let me go. 

Enter Jaquenetta and Costard. 

Jaq. God bless the king ! 

King. What present hast thou there ? 

Cost. Some certain treason. 

^ W'hat makes treason here 1 

Cost. Nay, it makes nothing, sir, 

JSAng. jf it nothing neither, 

The treason, and you, go in peace away together. 

Jaq* I beseech your grace, let this letter be read ; 

Our parson misdoubts it ; ’twas treason he said. 

King. Biron, read it over. {Giving him the letter. 
Where hadst thou it ? 

Jaq. Of Costard. 

King, Where hadst thou it ? 

Cost. Of Dun Adramadio, Dun Adramadio. 

King. How now ! what is in you? why dost thou 
tear it ? 
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Btrofi. A toy, my liege, a toy ; your grace needs 
not fear it. 

Long, It did move him to passion, and therefore 
let’s hear it. 

Bum, It is Biron’s writing, and here is his name. 

, tPieks up the pieces. 

Miron. Ah, you whoreson loggerhead, [to Cos- 
tard.] you were born to do me shame.— 
bml^, my lord, guilty; I confess, I confess. 

Bing. What? 

Biron. That you three fools lack’d me fool to 
make up the mess ; 

He, he, and you, my liege, and I, 

Are pick-purses in love, and we deserve to die 
O, dismiss this audience, and I shall teB you more. 
Dum, Now the number is even. 

are four 

Will these turtles be gone ? 

• Hence, sirs ; away. 

€ osU Walk aside the true folk, and let the traitors 
iMxeiint Co^r. and ^A.%, 
Miron. Sweet lords, sweet lovers, O let us em- 
brace ! 

As true we are, as flesh and blood can be ; 

The ^a will ebb and flow, heaven show his face ; 

Young blood will not obey an old decree: 

We c^not cross the cause why we were born ; 
Therefore, of all hands must we be forsworn. 

Bmg. What, did these rent lines show some love 
of thine ? 

Miron, Bid they, quoth you.^ Who sees the 
heavenly Rosaline, 

That, like a rude and savage man of Inde, 

At the flrst opening of the gorgeous east, 

Bows not his vassal head ; and, strucken bUnd, 

ground with obedient breast ? 
What peremptory eagle-sighted eye 
Dares look upon the heaven of her brow, 

1 hat is not blinded by her majesty ? 

inspir’d thee 

My love, her mistress, is a gracious moon ; [now ? 
ohe, an attending star, scarce seen a light. 

My eyes are then no eyes, nor I Birdn : 

U, but for my love, day would turn to night 1 
the cull’d sovereignty 

virn. ^66t, as at a fair, in her fair cheek : 

Where several worthies make one dignity ; 

Wherenothingwants,thatwantitselfdothseek. 

Bend me the flourish of all gentle tongues — 

Fye, painted rhetoric ! O, she needs it not : 
lo things of sale a seller’s praise belongs ; 

bhe passes praise : then praise too short doth 
blot. 

A wither’d hermit, five-score winters worn, 

Might shake off fifty, looking in her eye : 

Beauty doth varnish age, as if new-born, 

And gives the crutch the cradle’s infancy. 

U, tp th^sun, that maketh all things shine! 

Bmg. By heaven, thy love is black as ebony. 
Biron,^ Is ebony like her ? O wood divine ! 

A vrife of such wood were felicity. 

O, who can give an oath.? where is a book ? 

beauty doth beauty lack, 

It that she learn not of her eye to look : 

No face is fair, that is not full so black. 

'A mg. O paradox ! Black is the badge of hell, 

Ihe hue of dungeons, and the scowl of night ; 
and beauty’s crest becomes the heavens well. 

Miron, Devils soonest tempt^ resembling spirits 
of light. 


O, if in black my lady’s brows be deckt, 

ou 1 j painting, and usurping hair, 

Should ravish doters with a false aspect ; 

And therefore is she born to make black fair 
Her favour turns the fashion of the days ; 

A j tiative blood is counted painting now : 
And therefore red, that would avoid dispraise 
_ Paints itself black, to imitate her brow. ^ 

cliimney-sweepers 

Long, And, since her time, are colliers counted 
bright. 

Bing, And Ethiops of their sweet complexion 
crack. 

Bim. Dark needs no candles now, for dark is 
light. 

Miron. Your mistresses dare never come in rain 
For fear their colours should be wash’d away 
Bing, Twere good yours did; for, sir, to tell 

1 11 find a fairer face not wash’d to-day. 
R«ro?2.^ril prove her fair, or talk till doomsday 

Bmg, No devil will fright thee then so much 
as she. 

Bum. I never knew man hold vile stuff so dear. 
Long. Look, here’s thy love : my foot and her 
. see. [Showing Ms shoe. 

Miron, O, if the streets were paved with thine • 
eyes. 

Her feet were much too dainty for such tread ! 

O vile! then as she goes, what upward Hes 

ilie street should see as she walk’d overhead. 
Bmg, ]^t what of this } Are we not all in love ? 
Miron. O, nothing so sure ; and thereby all for- 
sworn. 

Bing. Then leave this chat ; and, good Birdn, i 
now prove 

Our loving lawful, and our faith not torn. 

Bum, Ay, marry, there ;— some flattery for this 
evil. 

Long.^ O, some authority how to proceed ; 
borne tricks, some quillets, how to cheat the devil. 
JJum, Some salve for peijury. 

Miron. O, ’tis more than need !— 

Have at you then, affection’s men at arms : 

Consider, what you first did swear unto ; 

To fast, to study, — and to see no woman ; — 

Mat treason ’gainst the kingly state of youth, 
bay, cp you fast ? your stomachs are too young : 
And abstinence engenders maladies. » 

And where that you have vow’d to study, lords, 

In that each of you hath forsworn his book : 

Can you stiU dream, and pore, and thereon look ? 

^or when would you, my lord, or you, or you. 

Have found the ground of study’s excellence, 

Without the beauty of a woman’s face ? 

From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They are the ground, the books, the academes, 

Mom whence doth spring the true Promethean fire. 

W hy, universal plodding prisons up 
The nimble spirits in the arteries ; 

As motion, and long during action, tires 
The sinewy vigour of the traveller. 

Now, for not looking on a woman’s face, 

You have in that forsworn the use of eyes, 

And study too, the causer of your vow ; 

For where is any author in the world, 

Teaches such beauty as a woman’s eye ? 

Learning is but an adjunct to ourself, 
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And where we are, our learning likewise is. 

Then, when ourselves we see in ladies' eyes, 

Do we not likewise see our learning there ? 

O, we have made a vow to study, lords, 

And in that vow we have forsworn our books ; 

For when would you, my liege, or you, or you, 

In leaden contemplation, have found out 
Such fiery numbers, as the prompting eyes 
Of beauteous tutors have enrich’d you with ? 
Other slow arts entirely keep the brain ; 

And therefore finding barren practisers, 

Scarce show a harvest of their heavy toil : 

But love, first learned in a lady’s eyes, 

Lives not alone immured in the brain 
But with the motion of all elements, 

Courses as swift as thought in eveiy power ; 

And gives to every power a double power, 

Above their functions and their offices. 

It adds a precious seeing to the eye ; 

A lover’s eyes will ga 2 e an eagle blind ; 

A lover’s 6ar will hear the lowest sound, 

When the suspicious head of theft is stopp’d ; 
Love’s feeling is more soft, and sensible. 

Than are the tender horns of cockled snails ; 
Love’s tongue proves daintyBacchus gross in taste : 
For valour, is not love a Hercules, 

Still climbing trees in the Hesperides ? 

Subtle as sphinx ; as sweet, and musical, 

As bright Apollo’s lute, strung with his hair } 
And, when love speaks, the voice of all the gods 
Makes heaven drowsy with the harmony. 

Never durst poet touch a pen to write. 

Until his ink were tempered with love’s sighs : 

0, then his lines would ravish savage ears, 

And plant in tyrants mild humility. 

From women’s eyes this doctrine I derive : 

They sparkle still the right Promethean fire ; 

They are the books, the arts, the academes. 


That show, contain, and nourish all the world ; 
Else, none at all in aught proves excellent : 

Then fools you were these women to forswear ; 

Or, keeping wfoat is sworn, you will prove fools. 
For wisdom’s sake, a w^ord that all men love ; 

Or for love’s sake, a wnn-d that loves all men ; 

Or for men’s sake, the authors of these women ; 
Or women’s sake, by whom we men are men ; 

Let us once lose our oaths, to find ourselves, 

Or else we lose ourselves to keep our oaths : 

It is religion to be thus forsworn : 

For charity itself fulfils the law ; 

And who can sever love Irom cliarity ? 

King. Saint Cupid, then ! and, soldiers, to the 
field ! [lords ; 

Biron. Advance your standards, and, upon them 
Pell-mell, down with them I but be first advis’d, 
In conflict that you get tlie sun of them. 

Long. Now to plain-dealing ; lay these glozes by ; 
Shall w^e resolve to woo these girls of France 
King. And wun them too : therefore let us devise 
Some entertainment for them in their tents. 
Biron. First, from the park let us conduct 
them thither ; 

Then, homeward, every man attach the hand 
Of his fair mistress : in the afternoon 
We will with some strange pastime solace them. 
Such as the shortness of the time can shape ; 

For revels, dances, masks, and merry hours, 
Fore-run fair Love, strewing her way with flowers. 

King. Away, awmy ! no time shall be omitted. 
That will be time, and may by us be fitted. 

Biron. Allans! Alkms ! — Sow’d cockle reap’d 
no corn ; 

And justice always whirls in equal measure ; 
Light wenches may prove plagues to men forsworn ; 
If so, our copper buys no better treasure. 

[jB.I’CMM?. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I . — Another part of the same. 

Enter Holofernes, Sir Nathaniel, and Dull. 

Hoi. Satis quod siifficii. 

Nath. I praise God for you, sir : your reasons at 
dinner have been sharp and sententious ; pleasant 
without scuriility, witty without affection, auda- 
cious without impudency, learned without opinion, 
and strange without heresy. I did converse this 
quondam day with a companion of the king’s, who 
is intituled, nominated, or called, Don Adriano de 
Arraado. 

Hoi. Novi hommem tanquam te : His humour is 
lofty, his discourse peremptory, his tongue filed, his 
eye ambitious, his gait majestical, and his general 
behaviour vain, ridiculous, and thrasonical. He 
is too picked, too spruce, too affected, too odd, as 
it were, too peregrinate, as I may call it. 

Nath. A most singular and choice epithet. 

out his table-book. 

Hoi, He draweth out the thread of his verbosity 
finer than the staple of his argument. I abhor such 
fanatical fantasms, such insociable and point- devise 
companions ; such rackers of orthography, as to 
speak, dout, fine, when he should say, doubt ; det, 
when he should pronounce debt ; d, e, b, t ; not 
d, e, t : he clepeth a calf, cauf ; half, hauf ; neigh- 


bour, xmeatur^ nebour ; neigh, abbreviated, ne ; 
This is abhominabie, (which he would call abomin- 
able,) it insinuateth me of insanie : Ne inMligis, 
? to make frantick, lunatick. 

Nath. Laus Deo, bone intelligo. 

Hoi. Bone ? bone, for bene : Prisekm a little 

scratched; ’twill serve. 

Enter Armado, Moth, and Costard. 

Nath. Videsne quis venii 9 

Hoi. Video, ei gaudeo. 

Ann. Cliirra I [To Mo-ru. 

Hoi. Quare Cliirra, not sirrah ? 

Arm. Men of peace, well encounter’d. 

Hoi. Most military sir, salutation. 

Moth. They have been at a great feast of lan- 
guages, and stolen the scraps. ITo Costard aside. 

Cost, O, they have lived long in the aUns-basket 
of words ! I marvel, thy master hath not eaten thee 
for a word ; for thou art not so long by the head as 
honorifioabUitudinilatibus : tliou art easier swal- 
lowed than a flap-dragon. 

Moth. Peace ; the peal begins. 

Arm. Monsieur, [^Hol.] are you not letter’d ? 

Moth. Yes, yes ;* he teaches boys the horn- 
book What is a, b, spelt backward with a horn 
on his head ? 
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IJol. Ba, pueritia, with a horn added. 

Mo^Ji. Ba, most silly sheep, with a horn ; — You 
hear his learning. 

IIoL Quis, qtiis, thou consonant ? 

Moth. The third of the five vowels, if you repeat 
them, ; or the fifth, if I. 

HoL I will repeat them, a, e, i. — 

Moth. The sheep ; the other two concludes 
it ; o, u. 

Arm. Now, by the salt wave of the Mediterra- 
neum, a sweet touch, a quick venew of wit : snip, 
snap, quick, and home ; it rejoiceth my intellect: 
true wit. 

^.Moth. Offer’d by a child to an old man ; which 
is wit-old. 

HoL What is the figure? what is the figure ? 

Moth. Horns. 

Hoi. Thou disputest like an infant : go, whip 
% gig. 

Moth. Lend me jmur horn to make one, and I 
will whip about your infamy circuin circa ; a gig 
of a cuckold’s horn ! 

Cost. An I had but one penny in the world, thou 
shouldst have it to buy gingerbread : hold, there is 
the very remuneration 1 had of thy master, thou 
half-penny purse of wit, thou pigeon-egg of discre- 
tion. O, an the heavens were so pleased, that thou 
wert but my bastard ! what a joyful father wouldst 
thou make me 1 Go to ,* thou hast it ad dunghill^ 
at the fingers’ ends, as they say. 

Hot. O, X smell false Latin; dunghill for 
unguem. 

Arm. h.vts--mmyprcsambula i we will be singled 
from the barbarous. Do you not educate youth at 
the charge-house on the top of the mountain ? 

HoL Or, monSy the hill. 

Arm, At your sweet pleasure, for the mountain. 

HoL I do, sans question. 

Arm. Sir, it is the king’s most sw^eet pleasure 
and affection, to congratulate the princess at her 
pavilion, in the posteriors of this day ; which the 
rude multitude call, the afternoon, 

HoL The posterior of the day, most generous sir, 
is liable, congruent, and measurable for the after- 
noon: the word is well cull’d, chose ; sweet and 
apt, I do assure you, sir, I do assure. 

Arm. Sir, the king is a noble gentleman ; and 
my familiar, I do assure you, very good friend : — 
For what is inward between us, let it pass : — I do 
beseech thee, remember thy courtesy ; — I beseech 
thee, apparel thy head ; — and among other im- 
portunate and most serious designs,^ — and of great 
import indeed, too but let that pass for I 
must tell thee, it will please his grace (by the 
world) sometime to lean upon my poor shoulder ; 
and with his royal finger, thus, daUy with my 
excrement, with my mustachio : but, sweet heart, 
let that pass. By the world, I recount no fable; 
some certain special honours it pleaseth his great- 
ness to impart to Armado, a soldier, a man of 
travel, that hath seen the world : hut let that pass. 
— The very ail of all is, — ^but, sweet heart, I do 
implore secrecy, — that the icing would have me 
present the princess, sweet chuck, with some de- 
lightful ostentation, or show, or pageant, or an tick, 
or fire-vp-ork. Now, understanding that the curate 
and your sweet self, are good at such eruptions, 
and sudden breaking out of mirth, as it were, I 
have acquainted you withal, to the eud to crave 
your assistance. 


HoL Sir, you shall present before her the nine 
worthies. — Sir Nathaniel, as concerning some en- 
tertainment of time, some show in the posterior of 
this day, to be rendered by our assistance, — the 
king’s command, and this most gallant, illustrate, 
and learned gentleman, — before the princess ; I 
say, none so fit as to present the nine worthies. 

Nath, Where will you find men worthy enough 
to present them, 

HoL Joshua, yourself ; myself, or this gallant 
gentleman, Judas Maccahseus ; this swain, because 
of his great limb or joint, shall pass Pompey the 
great ; the page, Hercules. 

Arm. Pardon, sir, error : he is not quantity 
enough for that worthy’s thumb : be is not so big 
as the end of his club. 

HoL Shall I have audience ? he shall present 
Hercules in minority : his enter and esit shall be 
strangling a snake ; and I will have an apology for 
that purpose. 

Moth. An excellent device ! so, if any of the 
audience hiss, you may cry : ivell done, Hercules / 
7WW thou crus hast the snake ! that is the way to 
make an offence gracious ; though few have the 
grace to do it. 

Arm. For the rest of the worthies ? — 

Hoi. I will play three myself. 

Moth. Thrice-wortliy gentleman ! 

Arm. Shall I tell you a thing } 

HoL We attend. 

Arm, We win have, if this fudge not, an antick. 

I beseech you, follow. 

Hoi. Via, good man Dull ! thou hast spoken no 
word all this while. 

Dull. Nor understood none neither, sir. 

HoL Allonsl we will employ thee. j 

Dull. I’ll make one in a dance, or so ; or I will | 
play on the tabor to the worthies, and let them { 
dance the hay. 

HoL Most dull, honest Dull, to our sport, away, j 

\_ExeunL ’ 


SCENE II. — Another part of the same. Before 
the Princess’s Pavilion. 

Enter the Princess, Katharine, Rosaline, and 3JLvria. 

Prin. Sweet hearts, we shall be rich ere we depart, 
If fairings come thus plentifully in : 

A lady wall’d about with diamonds ! 

Look you, what I have from the loving king. 

Ros. Madam, came nothing else along v/ith that ? 
Prin. Nothing, but this ? yes, as much love in 
rhjrme, 

As would be cramm’d up in a sheet of paper, 

Writ on both sides fhe leaf, margent and all ; 

That he was fain to seal on Cupid’s name. 

Ros. That was the way to make his god-head wax ; 
For he hath been five thousand years a boy. 

Kath, Aj, and a shrewd unhappy gallows too. 
Ros. You’ll ne’er be friends with him; he kill’d 
your sister. 

Rath, He made her melancholy, sad, and heavy; 
And so she died : had she been light, like you, 

Of such a merry, nimble, stirring spirit, 

She might have been a grandam ere she died : 

And so may you ; for a light heart lives long. 
i?os. What’s your dark meaning, mouse, of this 
light word ? 

Kath, A light condition in a beauty dark. [out. 
Mos. We need more light to find your meaning 
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Prin. Thy news, Boyet ? 

Boyet. Prepare, madam, prepare ! 

Arm, wenches, arm ! encounters mounted are 
Against your peace : Love cloth approach disguis’d^ 
Armed in arguments ; you’ll be surpris’d : 

Muster your wits ; stand in your own defence ; 

Or hide your heads like cowards, and % hence. 
Prin. Saint Dennis to Saint Cupid 1 What are 
they, 

That charge their breath against us ? say, scout, say. 

Boyet. Under the cool shade of a sycamore, 

I thought to close mine eyes some half an hour : 
When, lo ! to interrupt my purpos’d rest, 

Toward that shade I might beliold addrest 
The king and his companions : wnrily 
I stole into a neighbour thicket by, 

And overheard what you shall overhear ; 

That, by and by, disguis’d they will be here. 

Their herald is a pretty knavish page, 

That weU by heart hath conn’d his embassage : 
Action, and accent, did they teach him there ; 
Thus must thou speak, and thus thy body bear : 
And ever and anon they made a doubt, 

Presence majestical would put him out; 

For, quoth the king, an anyet shaJt thou see ,• 

Yet fear not thou, but speak audaciously. 

The boy reply ’d, An. angel is not evil; 

I should have fear’d her, had she been a devil. 
With that all laugh’d, and clapp’d him on the 
shoulder ; 

Making the bold wag by their praises bolder. 

One rubb’d his elbow, thus ; and fleer’d, and swore, 
A better speech was never spoke before : 

Another with his finger and his thumb, 

Cry’d, Vial we tvill doH, come wliat will come: 
The third he caper’d and cried, All goes ivcll: 

The fourth turn’d on the toe, and down he feU. 
With that, they all did tumble on the ground, 
With such a zealous laughter, so profound, 

That in this spleen ridiculous appears, 

To check their folly, passion’s solemn tears. 

Prm. But what, but what, come they to visit us.^* 
jB 02/6?/. They do, they do ; and are apparel’d 
Like Muscovites, or Russians: as I guess, [thus, 
Their purpose is, to parle, to court, and dance; 
And eveiy one his love-feat will advance 
Unto his several mistress; which they’ll know 
By favours several, which they did bestow. 

Prin. And wiU they so ? the gallants shall be 
task’d : — 

For, ladies, we will every one he mask’d ; 

And not a man of them shall have the grace, 
Despite of suit, to see a lady’s face, — 

Hold, Rosaline, this favour thou shalt wear ; 

And then the king will court thee for his dear ; 
Hold, take thou this, my sweet, and give me thine; 
So shall Biron take me for Rosaline. — 

And change your favours too ; so shall your loves 
Woo contrary, deceiv’d by these removes. 

Bos. Come on then; wear the iavoixrs most in 
sight. 

Kaih. But, in this changing, what is your intent? 
Prin. The effect of my intent is, to cross theirs; 
They do it but in mocking merriment ; 

And mock for mock is only my intent. 

Their several counsels they unbosom shall 
To loves mistook ; and so be mock’d withal, 

Upon the next occasion that we meet, 

With visages display’d, to talk aiid greet. ^ 
Ros. But shall we dance, if they desire us fco’t? 


Kath. You’ll mar the hght by taking it in snuff ; 
Therefore, d’U darkly end the argument. 

Ros. Look, what you do, you do it stdl i’ the dark. 
Kath. So do not you; for you are a light wench. 
Ros. Indeed, I weigh not you ; and therefore 
light. 

Kath. You weigh me not, — O, that s you care 
not for me. 

Ros. Great reason ; for, Past cure is still past care. 
Prin. WeU bandied both; a set of wit well 
But RosaUne, you have a favour too : [play’d. 

Who sent it ? and what is it ? 

Ros. I would, you knew! 

An if my face were but as fair as yours, 

My favour were as great ; be witness this. 

Nay, I have verses too, I thank Birdn ; 

The numbers true ; and, were the numb’ring too, 

I were the fairest goddess on the ground : 

I am compar’d to twenty thousand fairs. 

0, he hath drawn my picture in his letter ! 

Prin. Any thing like ? 

Ros, Much, in the letters ; nothing in the praise. 
Prin. Beauteous as ink; a good conclusion. 
Kath. Fair as a text B in a copy-book. 

Ros. ’Ware pencils! How ? let me not die your 
debtor, 

My rod dominical, my golden letter : 

O, that your face were not so full of O’s ! 

Kath. A pox of that jest ! and beshrew aU slirows ! 
Prin. But what was sent to you from fairDumain ? 
Kath. Madam, this glove, 

Prin. Did he not send you twain ? 

Kath. Yes, madam; and moreover, 

Some thousand verses of a faithful lover ; 

A huge translation of hypocrisy, 

Vilely compil’d, profound simplicity. 

Mar. This, and these pearls, to me sent Longa- 
The letter is too long by half a mile. [viUe; 

Prin. I think no less : Dost thou not wish in 
heart, 

The chain were longer, and the letter short ? 

Mar. Ay, or I would these hands might never 
part. 

Prin. We are wise girls, to mock our lovers so. 
Ros. They are worse fools to purchase mocking 
That same Birdn I’ll torture ere I go. [so. 

0, that I knew he were but in by the week I 
How I woidd make him fawn, and beg, and seek; 
And wait the season, and observe the times, 

And spend his prodigal wits in bootless rhymes ; 
And shape his service wholly to my behests ; 

And make him proud to make me proud that jests ! 
So portent-like would I o’ersway his state, 

That he should be my fool, and I his fate. 

Prin. None are so surely caught, when they are 
catch’d, 

As wit turn’d fool: folly, in wisdom hatch’d, 

Hath wisdom’s warrant, and the help of school ; 
And wit’s own grace to grace a learned fool. 

Ros. The blood of youth burns not with such ex- 
As gravity’s revolt to wantonness. [cess, 

Mar. Folly in fools bears not so strong a note, 
As foolery in the wise, when wit doth dote ; 

Since all the power thereof it doth apply, 

To prove, by wit, worth in simplicity. 

Enter 'B oy'kt. 

Prin. Here comes Boyet, and mirth is in his face. 
Boyet, 0, 1 am stabb’d with laughter! Where’s 
her grace ? 
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Pnn. No; to the death we will not move a foot; 
Nor to their penn’d speech render we no grace : 

But while ’tis spoke, each turn away her iace. 
Boyet.Whj^ that contempt will kill the speaker's 
heart, 

And quite divorce his memor}’^ from his part. 

Pfin. Therefore 1 do it ; and, I make no doubt, 
The rest will ne’er come in, if he he out. 

There's no such sport, as sport by sport o’erthrovm ; 
To make theirs ours, and ours none but our own ; 

So shall we stay, mocking intended game ; 

And they w’ell mock'd, depart aw^ay with shame. 

[Trumpeis sound witkhu 
The trumpet sounds; be mask'd, the 
maskers come. [r/ie ladies 

Enter the King, Bieon, Longa ville, and Dumain, in 
Russian habits and masked; BIoth, Musicians, and i 
Attendants. 

Moth. All hail the richest beauties on the earth! 
Boyet. Beauties no richer than rich taffata. 

Moth. A holy parcel of the fairest dames! 

IThe ladies turn their backs to Mm. 
That ever turned their — backs — to mortal views! 
Biron. Their eye^, villain, their eyes. 

Moth. Thai ever turn’d their eyes to mortal 
Out — [views ! 

Boyet. True ; out^ indeed. 

Moth. Out of your favom^s^ heavenly spirits 
Not to behold — [vouchsafe 

Biron. Once to behold, rogue. 

Moth. Once to behold with your sun-beamed eyes, 

-with your sun-beamed eyes — 

Boyet. They will not answer to that epithet ; 

You were best^call it, daughter-beamed eyes. 

Moth. They do not mark me, and that brings me 
out. 

Biron. Is this your perfectness.^ be gone, you 
rogue. 

Bos. What would these strangers } know their 
minds, Boyet ; 

If they do speak our language, 'tis our will 
That some plain man recount their purposes ; 

Know what they would. 

Boyet. What would you with the princess ? 

Biron. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Bos. What would they, say they ? 

Boyet. Nothing but peace, and gentle visitation. 
Bos. Why, that they have ; and hid them so be 
gone. 

Boyet. She says you have it, and you may be 
gone. 

King. Say to her, we have measur'd many miles, 
To tread a measure with her on this grass. 

Boyet. They say that they have measur'd many 
a mile, 

To tread a measure with you on this grass. 

Bos. It is not so : ask them, how many inches 
Is in one mile ; if they have measur'd many. 

The measure then of one is easily toid, 

Boyet. If, to come hither you have measur’d miles, 
And many miles ; the princess bids you tell, 

How many inches do fill up one mile. 

Biron. Tell her, we measure them by weary steps. 
Boyet. She hears herself. 

Eos. How many weary steps, 

Of many weary miles you have o'ergone. 

Are number'd in the travel of one mile? 

Biron. We number nothing that we spend for 
Our duty is so rich, so infinite, [you; 

That we may do it still -withaut accompt. 


Vouchsafe to show the sunshine of your face. 

That we, like savages, may worship it. 

Bos, My face is but a moon, and clouded too. 
King. Blessed are clouds, to do as such clouds do ! 

I Vouchsafe, bright moon, and these thy stars, to 
shine 

(Those clouds remov'd,) upon our wat'ry eyne. 

Bos. O vain petitioner ! beg a greater matter ; 
Thou now request' st but moonshine in the water. 
King. Then, in our measure do but vouchsafe 
one change: 

Thou bid'sfc me beg; this begging is not strange. 
Bos. Play music, then: nay, you must do it soon. 

{_Music plays. 

Not yet ; — ^no dance:— thus change Hike the moon. 
King. Will you not dance How come you thus 
estrang'd? 

Bos. You took the moon at full ; but now she's 
chang'd. 

King. Yet still she is the moon, and I the man. 
The music plays ; vouchsafe some motion to it. 
Bos. Our ears vouchsafe it. 

King. But your legs should do it. 

Bos. Since you are strangers, and come here by 
chance, 

We’ll not be nice ; take hands ; — we will not dance. 
King. Why take we hands then ? 

Bos. Only to part friends 

Court'sy, sweet hearts; and so the measure ends. 
Khig. More measure of this measure ; be not 
nice. 

Bos. We can afford no more at such a price. 
King. Prize you yourselves ; What buys your 
company? 

Bos. Your absence only. 

King. That can never be. 

Bos. Then cannot we be bought : and so adieu ; 
Twice to your visor, and half once to you ! 

King. If you deny to dance, let's hold more chat. 
Bos, In private then. 

King. I am best pleas'd with that. 

{They converse apart. 
Biron. White-handed mistress, one sweet word 
with thee. 

Prin. Honey, and milk, and sugar ; there is 
three. 

Biron. Nay then, two treys, (an if you grow so 
nice,) 

Metheglin, wort, and malmsey ; — ^WeH, run, dice I 
There’s half a dozen sweets. 

Prin. Seventh sweet, adieu ! 

Since you can cog, I'll play no more with you. 
Biron. One word in secret. 

Prin. Let it not be sweet. 

Biron. Thou griev’st my gall. 

Prin. Gall? bitter. 

Biron. Therefore meet. 

iThey converse apart. 
Bum. Win you vouchsafe with me to change a 
Mar. Name it. [word ? 

Bum. Fair lady,— • 

Mar. Say you so ? Fair lord,— 

Take that for your fair lady. 

Bum. Please it you, 

As much in private, and I'E bid adieu. 

{They converse apart. 
Kath. What, was your visor made without a 
tongue ? : 

Long. I know the reason, lady, why you ask. 
Kaih. Of for your reason I quickly, sir ; I long. 
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Long. You have a double tongue within your Let us complain to them what fools were here 
mask, Disguis’d like Muscovites, in shapeless gear ; ’ 

Qd would afford my speechless visor half. And wonder, what they were ; and to what end 

Kath, Veal, quoth the Dutchman ; — Is not veal Their shallow shows, and prologue vilely peim’d 
Long. A calf, fair lady ? -[a calf ? And their rough carriage so ridiculous, ^ 

Kafh. No, a fair lord calf. Should be presented at our tent to us. 

Long. Let's part the word. Bagel. Ladies, withdraw ; the gallants are at hand. 

L:^ath. No, I’ll not he your half : Prin. Whip to our tents, as roes run overland, 

ike all, and wean it ; it may prove an ox. lExcunt PruNCEss, Ilos, ILvth. and JMabia*. 

Long. Look, how you butt yourself in these Enter me KmG,BinoNj.omA\mjjs,andl)iTMA.i^^ 
sharp mocks I proper haldis. 

ill you give horns, chaste lady } do not so. King. Fair sir, God save you ! Where is the 

Kath. Then die a calf, before your horns do grow. princess.^ 

Zo??g. One word in private with you, ere I die. Boyet. Gone to her tent ; Pk'ase it your majesty, 

Kath. Bleat softly then, the butcher hears you cry. Command me any seiwicc; to iu‘r thilher? [ word! 

ITIiey converse apart. King. That she vouclisafe me Jiudience for one 

Boyet. The tongues of mocking wenches are as Boyet. I will ; and so will slie, I know, my lord. 

As is the razor’s edge invisible, [keen lExit. 

itting a smaller hair than may be seen ; Biron. This felloAV pecks up wit, as pigeons peas ; 

Above the sense of sense ; so sensible And utters it again when God doth please : 

emeth their conference; their conceits have wings, He is wit’s pedler; and retails his wares 

eeter than arrows, bullets, wind, thought, swifter At wakes, and wassels, meetings, markets, fairs ; 

things. [break off’. And we that sell by gross, the Lord <ioth know, ' 

Ros. Not one word more, my maids ; break off, Have not the gi-ace to grace it with such show, 
Biron. Byheaven, ah dry-beaten with pure scoff; This gallant pins the wenches on his sleeve ; 

King. Farewell, mad wenches ; you have simple Had he been Adam,, he had tempted Eve : 

wits. He can can^e too, and lisp : Whv, tliis is lie, 

lExeunt King, Lords, Moth, Music, and Attendants. That kiss’d away his hand in coiirtesy ; 

Prin. Twenty adieus, my frozen Muscovites.— This is the ape of form, rnonsieiir the nice, 

•e these the breed of wits so wondered at .> That, when be plays at tables, chides the dice 

Boyet. Tapers they are, with your sweet breaths In honourable terms ; nay, he can sing 

puffed out. [fat, fat. A mean most meanly ; and, in ushering, 

Ros. Well-liking wits they have ; gross, gross ; Mend him who can : the ladies enU him sweet ; 
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Kmp, How, madam ? Eassians ? 

Frin. ^ ^ Ay, in truth, my lord i 

Trim gallants, full of courtship, and of state. 

i?05. Madam, speak tme It is not so my lord : 
My lady (to the manner of the days,) 

In courtesy, gives undeserving praise. 

We four, indeed, confronted here with four 
In Russian habit ; here they staid an hour. 

And taHc d apace ; and in that hour, my lord. 

They did not bless us with one happy word. 

I dare not call them fools ; but this I think, 

W hen they are thirsty, fools would fain have drink. 
^Biron, This jestis dry to me. — Fair, gentle sweet, 
foolish ; when we greet 
n ith eyes best seeing heaven’s f eiy eye, 

By light w^e lose light : Your capacity 
Is of that nature, that to your huge store 
Wise things seem foolish, and rich things but poor. 
Mos. This proves you wise and rich, for in my 
Biron. I am a fool, and full of poverty, [eye 
2Ios, But that you take what doth to you belong 
It were a fault to snatch words from my tongue 
Mron O, I am yours, and all that I possess* 
Bos. All the fool mine ? 

^ give you less. 
^05. Which of the visors was it, that you wore ? 
Biron. Where ? when ? what visor? why demand 
you this ? 

visor ; that superfluous case, 
lhat hid the worse, and show’d the better face. 
King. We are descried: they’d mock us now 
downright. 

Btim. Let us confess, and turn it to a jest. 

/ Amaz’d, my lord ? Why looks your hi-h- 
ness sad? 

Bos. Help, hold Ms brows I he’ll swoon ? Why 
look you pale ^ 

Se^pck, I^think, coming from Muscovy. Tiurv 
Btron. Thus pour the stars down plagues for per^ 
Can any face of brass hold longer out ? — 

Here stand I, lady ; dart thy skill at me ; 

Bruise me with scorn, confound me with a flout : 
Thrust thy sharp wit quite through my ignorance ; 

A pieces with thy keen conceit ; 

And 1 will wish thee never more to dance, 

Nor never more in Russian habit wait. i 

O I never will I trust to speeches penn’d, ' 

Nor to the motion of a school-boy’s tongue ♦ < 

Nor never come in visor to my friend ; ’ 

nn rhyme, like a blind harper’s song : $ 

lanata phrases, silken terms precise, n 

Three-pil’d hyperboles, sprace affectation, I 

rigures pedanticai ; these summer-flies n 

Have blown me full of maggot ostentation ; q 
^ loi'swear them : and I here protest, j 

By this white glove, (how white the hand, God h 
knows !) t 

Henceforth my wooing mind shall he express’d h 

In russet yeas, and honest kersey noes : 

And, to begin, wench, — so God help me, la ! — F 

My love to thee is sound, sans crack or flaw, E 

Bos. SdTis SANS, I pi'ay you 

, Yet r have a trick A 

tJt the old rage ;~bear with me, I am sick : 
ni leave it by degrees. Soft, let us see Y 

Vv nt-e, Lord have meroy on us, on those three ; D 
Ihey are infected, in their hearts it lies ; Y 

r hey have the plague, and caught it of your eyes : M 
Ihese lords are visited ; you are not free, 
hor the Lord’s tokens on yon do I see H 


Prin. No, they are free, that gave these tokens 
j to us. 

Biron. Our states are forfeit, seek not to undo us . 
» can this be true, 

That you stand forfeit, being those that sue ? 
Btron. Peace ; for I will not have to do with you. 

Nor shall not, if I do as I intend. 

J^ron. Speak for yourselves, my wit is at an end. 
King. Teach us, sweet madam, for our rude 
^ transgression 
Some fair excuse. 

“ The fairest is confession. 

Z but even nowq disguis’d? 

it King. Madam, I -was. 

Brin. And were you well advis’d ? 

J^ing. I was, fair madam. 

, , . When you then were here, 

. VV hat did you whisper in your lady’s ear ? 
r King. That more than ail the world I did respect 
ner. ^ 

Prin. When she shall challenge this, you will 
King. Upon mine honour, no. [reject her. 
Pnn. Peace, peace, forbear ; 

lour oath once broke, you force not to forswear, 
j King. Despise me, when I break this oath of 
mine. 

' ti^erefore keep it RosaHne, 

vVliat did the Russian whisper in your ear^ 

Bos. Madam, he swore that he did hold me dear 
As precious eye-sight; and did value me 
Above this world ; adding thereto, moreover, 
lhat he would wed me, or else die my lover. 

M£rf * joy of him ! the noble lord 

Most honourably doth uphold his word. 

King. What mean you, madam? by mv life 
I never ^ore this lady such an oath. [my troth’ 
Bos. By hea^ven you did ; and to confirm it plain. 
You gave me this : but take it, sir, again. 

King My faith, and this, the princess I did give ; 

I knew her by this jewel on her sleeve. 

And lord Biron, I thank him, is my dear : — 

Wlmt ; wdl you have me, or your pearl again ? 

Biron. Neither of either ; I remit both twain.-- 
I see the tnck on t Here was a consent, 

^knowing aforehand of our merriment,) 

To dash it like a Chiistmas comedy : 

Some carry-tale, some please-man, some slio-ht 
zany, • [Dick 

Some mumble-mews some trencher-knAt, some 

Tliat smiles bis cheek in years ; and knowi the trick 

To make my lady laugh, when she’s dispos’d, 

Told our intents before; which once disclos’d. 

The ladies did change favours ; and then we, 
hoUowmg the signs, woo’d but the sign of she 
Now to our perjury to add more terror 
We are again forsworn ; in will, and error 
Much upon this it is And might not you, 

Forestal our sport, to make us thus untrue""^ 

Do not you know mykdy’s foot by the squire, 

And laugh upon the apple of her eye ? 

And stod between her back, sir, and the fire 

Holding a trencher, jesting merrily ? ^ 

You put our page out : Go, you are allow’d; 

Die when you will, a smock shaU be your shroud 
You leer upon me, do you ? there’s an eve 
Wounds like a leaden sword. j >■ 

^ Full merrily 

Hath this brave manage, this career, been ran. 



170 LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. act v. 

Biron, Lo, he is tilting straight ! Peace ; I have 
done. 

EnUr Costard. 

Welcome, pm*e wit ! thou partest a fair fray. 

Cost. 0 Lord, sir, they would know, 

Whether the three worthies shall come in, or no. 
Biron. What, are there but three ? 

Cost. No, sir; but it is vara hue, 

For every one pursents three. 

Biron. And three times thrice is nine. 

Cost Not so, sir; under correction, sir; I hope, 
it is not so : 

You cannot beg us, sir, I can assure you, sir : we 
know what we know ; ^ 

I hope, sir, three times thrice, sir, — 

Biron. Is not nine. 

Cost. Under correction, sir, we know whereuntil 
it doth amount. 

Biron. By Jove, I always took three threes for 
nine. 

Cost. 0 Lord, sir, it were pity you should get 
your living by reckoning, sir. 

Biron. How much is it ? 

Cost. 0 Lord, sir, the parties themselves, the 
actors, sir, will show whereuntil it doth amount ; 
for my own part, I am, as they say, but to parfect 
one man, — e'en one poor man ; Pompion the 
great, sir. 

Biron. Art thou one of the worthies ? 

Cost. It pleased them to think me worthy of 
Pompion the great : for mine own part, I know 
not the degree of the worthy ; but I am to stand 
for him. 

Biron. Go, bid them prepare. 

Cost. We turn it finely off, sir ; we will take 

some care. {.Eaait Costard. 

King. Biron, they will shame us, let them not 
approach. 

Biron. We are shame-proof, my lord : and 'tis 
some policy 

To have one show worse than the king's and his 
company. 

King, I say, they shall not come. 

Prin. Nay, my good lord, let me o'er-rule you 
now : 

That sport best pleases, that doth least know how; 
Wliere zeal strives to content, and the contents 

Die in the zeal of them which it presents. 

Their form confounded makes most form in mirth ; 
When great things labouring perish in their birth. 
Biron. A right description of our sport, my lord. 
Enter Armado. 

Arm. Anointed, I implore so much expence of 
thy royal sweet breath, as will utter a brace of words. 

[Armado converses with the Kino, and delivers 
Mm a paper. 

Prin. Doth this man serve God ? 

Why ask you 

Prin. Kfespeaksnotlike a man of God's making. 
Arm. That’s all one, my fair, sweet, honey mo- 
narch : for, I protest, the school-master is exceed- 
ing fantastical ; too, too vain ; too, too vain ; But 
we will put it, as they say, to Jhriuna della guerra. 

I wish you the peace of mind, most royal couple - 
ment ! [Exit Armado. 

Khig. Plere is like to be a good presence of wor- 
thies; He presents Hector of Troy; the swain, 
Pompey the great; the parish curate, Alexander ; 
Armado's page, Hercules; the pedant, Judas Ma- 
chabseus. 

And if these four worthies in their first show thrive, 
These four will change habits, and present the 
other five. 

Biron. There is five in the first show. 

King. You are deceiv'd, 'tis not so. 

Biron. The pedant, the braggart, the hedge- 
priest, the fool, and the boy ; — ■ 

Abate a throw at novum; and the whole world 
again, 

Cannot prick out five such, take each one in his 
vein. 

King. The ship is under sail, and here she comes 
amain. 

IScats hrowjht/or the Ivinq, Piuncbss, %c. 
Pageant of the N'me IVorthies. 

Enter CosxAim armed, for Foiiipoy. 

Cost, I Pornpeg am 

Boyet. Y'ou lie, you are not he. 

Cost. I Pompey am,— — 

Boyet. With libbard's head on knee. 

Biron. Well said, old mocker ; I must needs be 
friends with thee. 

Cost. I Pompey Pompey sitrnamed the Mg,— 

Bum. The great. 

Cost. It is great sir; — Pompey S7irnamed the 
great : 

That oft in field, with targe and shield, did make 
my foe to sieeat : 

And travelling along this coast, I here am coyne by 
chance ; 

And lay my arms before the legs of this sweet lass 
of France. 

If your ladyship would say, Thanks, Pompey, I 
had done. " 

Prin. Great thanks, great Pompey. 

Cost. 'Tis not so much worth ; but, I hope, I 
was perfect : I made a little fault in, great. 

Biron. My hat to a halfpenny, Pompey proves 
the best worthy. 

Enter Nathaniel, armed for Aiuixandcr. 

Nath. When in the ivorld 1 livUl, / was the 
tvorld^s co?nmander ; 

By cast, west, north, mid south, I spywad yny 
qneriny might : 

My scutcheon plain declares, that I am Aiisander. 

; Boyet. Your nose says, no, you are not ; for it 
stands too right. 

Biroyi. Your nose smells no, in this, most ten- 
der-smelling knight. 

Prin. The conqueror is dismay'd : Proceed, 
good Alexander. 

Nath. When in the world I He'd, I was the 
ivorld's commander 

Boyet. Most true, 'tis right ; you were so, Aii- 
sander. 

Biron. Pompey the great,— 

Cost. Your servant, and Costard. 

Biron. Take away the conqueror, take away 
Aiisander. 

Cost. 0, sir, [To Nath.] you have overthrown 
Aiisander the conqueror I You will be scraped out 
of the painted cloth for this : your lion, that holds 
his poll-ax sitting on a close stool, will be given to 
A-jax ; he will be the ninth, worthy. A conqueror 
and afeard to speak 1 run away for shame, Aii- 
sander. [Nath, relites.^l There, an't shall please 
you ; a foolish mild man ; an honest man, look 
you, and soon dash'd 1 he is a marvellous good 
, neighbour, insooth ; and a very good bowler ; but, 
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for Alisander, alasj you see, how tis -a little o'er- 
parted : — But there are worthies a comiug will 
speak their mind in some other sort. 

Pnn. Stand aside, good Pompey. 

Enter Holofebnes, armed, for Judas ; and Moth armedf 
for Hercules. 

Hol. Great Hercules is presented by this impf 
Whose club ItiU’d Cerberus, that three-headed 
canus ; 

And, when he was a babe, a child, a shrimp, 

Thus did he strangle serpents in his maniis : 
Q,uoniam, he seemeth in minority ; 

Ergo, J Gome with this apology . — 

Keep some state in thy eseit, and vanish. {Exit Moth, 
HoL Judas, I a^n , — 

Bum. A Judas ! 

Hol. Not, Iscariot, sir, — 

Judas I am, ycleped Machahceus. 

Bum. Judas Machabseus dipt, is plain Judas. 
Biron. A kissing traitor : How art thou proved 
Judas ? 

Hol. Judas I am , — 

Bum. The more shame for you, Judas. 

Hol. What mean you, sir ? 

Boyet. To make Judas hang himself. 

Hol. Begin, sir ; you are my eider. 

Biron. WellfoUow’d : Judas was bang’d on an 
eider. 

Hol. 1 will not be put out of countenance, 

Biron. Because thou hast no face. 

Hol. What is this ? 

Boyet. A cittern head. 

Bum. The head of a bodkin. 

Biron. A death’s face in a ring. 

Long. The face of an old Roman coin, scarce 
seen. 

Boyet. The pummel of Csesar’s faulchion. 

Bum. The carv’d-bone face on a flask. 

Biron. St. George’s half-cheek in a brooch. 
Bum. Ay, and in a brooch of lead. 

Biron, Ay, and worn in the cap of a tooth- 
drawer ; 

And now, forward ; for we have put thee in coun- 
tenance. 

Hol. You have put me out of countenance. 
Biron. False : we have given thee faces. ' 

Hol. But you have outfac’d them ail. 

Biron. An thou wert a lion, we would do so. 
Boyet. Tlierefore, as he is, an ass, let him go. 

I And so adieu, sweet Jude ! nay, why dost thou stay ? 

1 Bum. For the latter end of his name. 

Biron. For the ass to the Jude; give it him : — 
Jud-as, away. 

Hol. This is not generous, not gentle; not 
humble. 

Boyet. A light for monsieur Judas ; it grows 
dark, he may stumble. 

Prin. Alas, poor Machabseus, how hath he been 
baited ! 

Erdcr AiL-iAKDO, armed for Bector. 

Biron. Hide thy head, Achilles ; here comes 
Hector in arms. 

Bum. Though my mocks come home by me, I 
will now be merry. 

King. Hector was but a Trojan in respect of this. 
Boyet. But is this Hector ? 

Buvn. I think. Hector was not so clean-tim- 
ber’d. 


Long. His leg is too big for Hector. 

Bum. More calf, certain. 

Boyet. No; he is best indued in the smalL 
Biron. This cannot be Hector. 

Bum. He’s a god ora painter, for he makes faces. 
Armi The armipotent Mars, of lances the al- 
mighty, 

Gave Hector a gift , — 

Bum. A gilt nutmeg. 

Biron. A lemon - 
Long. Stuck with cloves. 

Bum. No, cloven. 

Arm. Peace! 

The armipotent Mars, of lances the almighty. 
Gave Hector a gift, the heir ofJlion ,* 

A man so breatPd, that certain he would fight, yea, 
From morn till night, out of Ms pavilion. 

I am that flower , — 

Bum. That mint. 

Long. That columbine. 

Arm. Sweet lord Longaville, rein thy tongue. 
Long. I must rather give it the rein, for it runs 
against Hector. 

Bum. Ay, and Hector’s a greyhound. 

Arm. The sweet war-man is dead and rotten ; 
sweet chucks, beat not the bones of the buried : 
when he breath’d, he was a man — But I will 
forward with my device : Sweet royalty, \to the 
Princess.] bestow on me the sense of hearing. 

[Biron whispers Costard. 
Prin. Speak, brave Hector : we are much de- 
lighted. 

Arm. I do adore thy sweet grace’s slipper. 
Boyet. Loves her by the foot. 

Bum. He may not by the yard. 

Arm. This Hector far surmounted HamJdoal , — 
Cost The party is gone, fellow Hector, she is 
gone ; she is two months on her way. 

Arm. What meanest thou t 
Cost. Faith, unless you play the honest Trojan, 
the poor wench is cast away: she’s quick; the 
child brags in her belly already ; tis yours. 

Arm. Dost thou infamonize me among poten- 
tates ? thou shalt die. 

Cost. Then shall Hector be whipp’d, for Jaque- 
netta that is quick by him ; and bang'd, for Pompey 
that is dead by him. 

Bum. Most rare Pompey ! 

Boyet. Renowned Pompey ! 

Biron. Greater than great, great, great, great 
Pompey 1 Pompey, the huge ! 

Bum. Hector trembles. 

Biron. Pompey is mov’d : — More Ates, more 
Ates : stir them on ! stir them on ! 

Bum. Hector will challenge him. 

Biron. Ay, if he have no more man’s blood in’s 
belly than will sup a flea. 

Arm. By the north pole, 1 do chaEenge thee. 
Cost. I will not fight with a pole, like a northern 
man ; I’ll slash ; I’ll do it by the sword : — I pray 
you, let me borrow my arms again. 

Bum. Room for the incensed worthies . 

Cqs^. I’E do it in my shirt. 

Bum. Most resolute Pompey 1 
AfotA Master, let me take you a button-hole 
lower. Do you not see, Pompey is uncasing for 
the combat ? 'What mean you ? you will lose your 
reputation. 

Arm. Gentlemen, and soldiers, pardon me ; I 
will not combat in my shirt. 
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Suggested us to make : Therefore, ladies, 

Our love being yours, the error that love makes 
Is likewise yours : we to ourselves prove false, 

By being once false for ever to be true 
To those that make us both, — fair ladies, you : 

And even that falsehood, in itself a sin, 

Thus piiriiies itself, and turns to grace. 

Prin. We have receiv'd your letters, full of love ; 
Your favours, the embassadors of love ; 

And, in our maiden council, rated them 
At courtship, pleasant jest, and cosirtesy, 

As bombast, and as lining to tlie ti)ue : 

But more devout than this, in our respects, 

Have we not been ; and tlievefore me.t your loves 
In their own fashion, like a merriment. 

Dum, Our letters, madam, sliow’d much more 
than jest, 

Long. So did our looks. 

Eofi. We did not cpiote them so. 

King. Now, at the latest minute of the hour, 
Grant us your loves. 

Frin. A time, methinks, too short 

To make a world-without-end bargain in ; 

No, no, my lord, your grace is perjur’d much, 

Full of dear guiltiness ; and, therefore this, — 

If for my love (as there is no such cause) 

You will do aught, this shall you do for me : 

Your oath I will not trust ; but go with speed 
To some forlorn and naked hermitage, 

Remote from all the pleasures of the world ; 

There stay, until the twelve celestial signs 
Have brought about their annual reckoning i 
If this austere insociable life 
Change not your offer made in heat of blood ; 

If frosts, and fasts, hard lodging, antt thin weeds, 
Nip not the gaudy blossoms of your love, 

But that it bear tins trial, and last love : 

Then, at the expiration of the year, 

Come challenge, challenge me by these deserts, 
And, by this virgin palm, now kissing thine, 

I will be thine ; and, till that instant, shut 
My woeful self up in a mournful house ; 

Raining the tears of lamentation, 

For the remembrance of my father’s <h‘aih. 

If this thou do deny, let our hands ]>urt ; 

Neither inti tied in the other’s heart. 

King* If this, or more than this, I would deny, 
To flatter up these pownrs of mifve with rest, 
The sudden hand of death close up mine eye ! 
Hence ever then my heart is in thy breast. 
Biron. And what to me, my lt)ve ? and what 
to me ? 

Ros. You must be purged too, your sins are rank ; 
You are attaint with faults atid perjury ; 

Tlierefore, if you my favour mean to get, 

A twelvemonth shall you spend, ami never rest, 
But seek the weary beds of people sick. 

Bum. But what to me, my love ? but what to me ? 
Kath. A wife ! — A beard, fair health, and ho- 
nesty : 

With three-fold love I wish you all these three. 
Bum. 0, shall I say, 1 thank you, gentle %vife? 
Kath. Not so, my lord ; — a twelvemonth and a day 
m mark no words that smooth-fac’d wooers say : 
Come when the king doth to my lady come, 

Then, if I have much love, I'll give you some. 
Bum. I’ll serve thee true and faithfully till then. 
Kath. Y'et swear not, lest you be forsworn again. 
Long. Wluxt says Mma ? 

Mar. At the twelvemonth’s end, 


Bum. You may not deny it ; Pompey hath made 
the challenge. 

Arm. Sweet bloods, I both may and will. 

Biron. What reason have you for’t ? 

Arm. The naked truth of it is, I have no shirt ; 
I go woolward for penance. 

Boyet. True, and it was enjoin’d him in Rome 
for want of linen ; since when. I’ll be sworn, he 
wore none, but a dish-clout of Jaquenetta’s ; and 
that ’a wears next his heart, for a favour. 

Enter Mebcade. 

Mer. God save you, madam ! 

Prin. Welcome, Mercade ; 

But that thou interrupt’st our merriment. 

Mer. I am sorry, madam ; for the news I bring, 
Is heavy in my tongue. The king your father— 
Prin. Dead, for my life I 
Mer. Even so ; my tale is told. 

Biron. Worthies, away; thescenebegins to cloud. 
Arm. For mine own part, I breathe free breath : 
I have seen the day of wrong through the little 
hole of discretion, and I will right myself like a 
soldier. {Exeunt Worthies. 

King. How fares your Majesty ? 

Prin. Boyet, prepare ; I will away to-night. 
King. Madam, not so ; I do beseech you, stay. 
Prin. Prepare, I say.— I thank you, gracious 
lords, 

For all your fair endeavours ; and entreat. 

Out of a new-sad soul, that you vouchsafe 
In your rich wisdom, to excuse, or hide. 

The liberal opposition of onr spirits ; 

If over-boldly we have borne ourselves 
In the converse of breath, your gentleness 
Was guilty of it. — Farewell, worthy lord ; 

A heavy heart bears not an humble tongue : 
Excuse me so, coming so short of thanks 
For my great suit so easily obtain’d. 

King. Tlie extreme parts of time extremely form 
All causes to the purpose of his speed ; 

And often, at Ms very loose, decides 
That wMch long process could not arbitrate : 

And though the mourning brow of progeny 
Forbid the smiling courtesy of love, 

The holy suit which fain it would convince ; 

Yet, since love’s argument was first on foot, 

Let not the cloud of sorrow justle it 

From what it purpos’d ; since, to wail friends lost, 

Is not by much so wholesome, profitable. 

As to rejoice at friends but newly found. 

Prin. I understand you not : my griefs are double . 
Biron. Honest plain words best pierce the ear 
of grief ; — 

And by these badges understand the king. 

For your fair sakes have we neglected time, 

Play’d foul play with our oaths ; your beauty, ladies, 
Hath much deform’d us, fashioning our humours 
Even to the opposed end of our intents : 

And what in us hath seem’d ridiculous, — 

As love is full of unbefitting strains ; 

All wanton as a child, skipping, and vain ; 

Form’d by the eye, and, therefore, like the eye 
Full of strange shapes, of habits, and of forms, 
Varjdng in subjects as the eye doth roll 
To every varied object in his glance : 

Which party-coated presence of loose love 
Put on by us, if, in your heavenly eyes, 

Have misbecom’d our oaths and gravities, 

Those heavenly eyes, that look into these faults, 



SCENE 11. 


LOVE’S LABOUR’S LOST. 


I’ll chanp tny black gown for a faithful friend. 
Long, I li stay with patience ; but the time is long. 
Mar. The liker you ; few taller are so young. 
.Szrow. Studies my lady ? mistress look on me, 
i>ehoid the window of my heart, mine eye, 

What humble suit attends thy answer there ; 
Impose some service on me for thy love. 

Ros. Oft have I heard of you, mylord Biron, 
Before I saw you ; and the world’s large tongue 
1 Foclaims you for a man replete with mocks ; 

Full of comparisons, and wounding flouts ; 

Which you on all estates will execute, 

That lie within the mercy of your wit : 

To weed this wormwood from your fruitful brain ; 
And, therewithal, to win me, if you please, 
(Without the which I am not to be won,) 

You shall this twelvemonth term from day to day 
Visit the speechless sick, and stiU converse 
W ith groaning wretches ; and your task shall be, 
with all the fierce endeavour of your wit, 

To enforce the pained impotent to smile. 

_ Biron, To move wild laughter in the throat of 
It cannot be ; it is impossible ; [death ? 

Mirth cannot move a soul in agony. 

Ros. Why, that’s the way to choke a gibing spirit, 
Whose influence is begot of that loose grace, 

Which shallow laughing hearers give to fools : 

jest’s prosperity lies in the ear 
Of him that hears it, never in the tongue 
Of him that makes it : then, if sickly ears, 

Oeaf’d with the clamours of their own dear groans 
Will hear your idle scorns, continue then, 

: And I will have you, and that fault withal ; ' 

But, if they mil not, throw away that spirit, 

And I shall find you empty of that fault, 

Right joyful of your reformation. I ^ 

Biron. A twelvemonth ? well, befai what will j 
1 11 jest a twelvemonth in an hospital. [befai, 
Prin. Ay, sweet my lord ; and so I take my 

[TotheKn;(i. 

King, No, madam : we will bring you on your 
way. 

Biron. Our wooing doth not end like an old play ; 
Jack hath not Jill : these ladies’ courtesy 
Might wen have made our sport a comedy. 

King. Come, sir, it wants a twelvemonth and a 
And then ’twill end. fday, 

Ri'^on. That’s too long for a play. 

Enter Armado. 

Arm. Sweet majesty, vouchsafe me, — 

Prin. Was not that Hector ? 

Bum. The worthy knight of Troy. 

Arm. I win kiss thy royal finger, and take leave : 

I am a votary ; I have vowed to Jaquenetta to hold 
the plough for her sweet love three years. But, s 


that the too learned men have compiled, in praise 

fn ri 

in the end of our show. 

Xmp. CaU them forth quickly, we wiU do so. 

I Arm. Holla ! approach. 

Enter Hoi,ofbrives, Nathaniel, Moth, Costard, 
rrn . . , Others. 

nils side is Hiems, winter ; this Ver, the spring ; 
the one maintain d by the owl, the other by the 
cuckoo. Ver, begin, ^ 


Spring. 'VtTien daisies pied, and violets blue, 

And lady-smocks all siJ ver-’ivliite, 

And cuckoo-buds of yellow hue, 

Do paint the meadows with delight, 

The cuckoo then, on every tree. 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo ; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo,—- O word of fear, 

Dnpleasing to a married ear ! 

ri. 

When shepherds pipe on oaten straws, 

I And merry larks are ploughmen’s clocks, 

Wlien turtles tread, and rooks, and daw's, 

! And maidens bleach their summer smocks, 

The cuckoo then, on every tree, 

Mocks married men, for thus sings he, 

Cuckoo; 

Cuckoo, cuckoo,— 'O word of fear, 

Uupleasing to a married ear 

' 111* 

Winter. When icicles hang by the wall, 

And Dick the shepherd blows his nail, 

And Tom bears logs into the hall, 

And milk comes frozen home in pail, 

Wlien blood is nipp’d, and ways be foul. 

Then nightly sings the staring owl, 

To-who; 

Tu-whit, to-who, a meny note. 

While greasy Joan doth keel the pot. 

IV. 

'VVTien all aloud the wind doth blow, 

And coughing drowns the parson’s saw, 

And birds sit brooding in the snow”. 

And Marianas nose looks red and raw”, 

■When roasted crabs hiss in the bowl, 

Then nightly sings the staring owd, 

To-W”ho; 

Tu-w”hit, to-who, a merry note, 

Wliile greasy Joan doth keel the pot- 

Arm. The words of Mercury are harsh after the | 
songs of Apollo. You, that way ; we this way. j 
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Ppancb of Morocco, 

Prince of Arragon, 

Antonio, the Merchant of Venice. 

Friend. 

Salanio, 

Salarino, > Friends to Antonio find Bassanio. 

Gratiano, J 

Lorenzo, in love with Jessica. 

Shylock, a Jew. 

Tubal, a Jew, Ms Friend. 

Launcelot Goebo, g Clown, Servant to Shylock. 

SCENE , — Partly at Venice, and 'partly at Belmont, the Portia, on the Continent 


Suitors to Portia. 


Portia, a rich Heiress. 
Nerissa, her 

Jessica, Daughter to ShyijOck. 


Alagnijicoes of Venice, Ojjicers of the Court ofJusUce. 
Gaoler, Servants and other Attendants. 


SCENE I. — ^Venice. J Street. 

Enter Antonio, Salabino, and Salanio. 

Ant. In sooth, I know not why I am so sad ; 

It wearies me ; you say, it wearies yon ; 

But how I caught it, found it, or came by it, 

What stuff ’tis made of, whereof it is born, 

I am to learn ; 

And such a want-wit sadness makes of me, 

That I have much ado to know myself. 

Salar. Your mind is tossing on the ocean ; 
There, where your argosies with portly sail, — 

Like signiors and rich burghers of the flood, 

Or, as it were, the pageants of the sea, — 

Do overpeer the petty traffickers, 

That curt’sy to them, do them reverence. 

As they fly by them with their woven wings. 

Salan. Believe me, sir, had I such venture forth, 
The better part of my affections would 
Be with my hopes abroad- I should be still 
Plucking the grass, to know where sits the wind ; 
Peering in maps, for ports, and piers, and roads ; 
And every object, that might make me fear 
Misfortune to my ventures, out of doubt, 

Would make me sad. 

Salar. My wind, cooling my broth, 

Would blow me to an ague, when I thought 
VTiat harm a wind too great might do at sea. 

I should not see the sandy hour-glass run, 

But I should think of shallows and of flats ; 

A.nd see my wealthy Andrew dock’d in sand, 
Vailing her high-top lower than her ribs, 

To kiss her burial. Should I go to church, 

And see the holy edifice of stone, 

And not bethink me straight of dangerous rocks ? 
Which touching but my gentle vessel’s side, 
Would scatter all her spices on the stream ; 
Enrobe the roaring waters with my silks ; 

And, in a word, hut even now worth this, 

And now worth nothing? Shall I have the thought 


To think on this : and shall I lack the thought. 
That such a thing bechanc’d, would make me sad ? 
But tell not me ; I know Antonio 
Is sad to think upon his merchandize. 

A7it. Believe me, no : I thank my fortune for it. 
My ventures are not in one bottom trusted, 

Nor to one place ; nor is my whole estate 
Upon the fortune of this present year : 

Therefore, my merchandize makes me not sad, 
Salan. Why then you are in love. 

Ant. Eye, fye! 

Salan. Not in love neither ? Then let’s gay, you 
are sad, 

Because you are not merry : and ’twere as easy 
For you, to laugh, and leap, and say, you are 
merry, [Janus, 

Because you are not sad. Now, by two-headed 
Nature hath framed strange fellows in her time : 
Some that will evermore peep through their eyes, 
And laugh, like parrots, at a bag-piper : 

And other of such vinegar aspect, 

That they’ll not show their teeth in way of smile, 
Though Nestor swa'sar the Jest be laughable. 

Enter Bassanio, Lorenzo, and Gratiano, 

Salan. Here comes Bassanio, your most noble 
kinsman, 

Gratiano, and Lorenzo : Fare you well 
We leave you now with better company, [merry, 
Salar. I wmuld have staid till I had made you 
If worthier friends had not prevented me. 

Ant. Your worth is very dear in my regard. 

I take it, your owm business calls on you, 

And you embrace the occasion to depart. 

Salar. Good-morrow, my good lords. 

Bass. Good signiors both, when shaE we laugh ? 
.. Say,, wdien? 

You grow exceeding strange ; Must it be so ? 
Salar. We’ll make our leisures to attend on yours. 

lE^eeunt Salahino and Salanio, 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


Lot. My lord Bassanio, since you have found 
Antonio^ 

We two will leave you ; but, at dinner time, 

I pray you, have in mind where we must meet. 
Bass. I will not fail you. 

Gra. You look not well, signior Antonio ; 

You have too much respect upon the world : 

They lose it, that do buy it with much care. 

Believe me, you are marvellously changM. 

A nt. I hold the world but as the world, Gratiano ; 
A stage, where every man must play a part, 

And mine a sad one. | 

Gra. Let me play the Fool : 

With mirth and laughter let old wrinkles come ; : 

And let my liver rather heat with wine, 

Than my heart cool with mortifying groans. 

Why should a man, whose blood is warm within, 

Sit like his grandsire cut in alabaster ? 

Sleep when he wakes ? and creep into the jaundice 
By being peevish? I tell thee what, Antonio, — 

I love thee, and it is my love that speaks ; — 

There are a sort of men, whose visages 
Do cream and mantle, like a standing pond ; 

And do a wilful stillness entertain, 

With purpose to be dress’d in an opinion 
Of wisdom, gravity, profound conceit ; 

As who should say, 1 am Sir Oracle^ 

Andf when I ope my Hps, let no dog bark ! 

O, my Antonio, I do know of these, 

That therefore only are reputed wise, 

For saying nothing ; who, I am very sure, 

If they should speak, would almost damn those ears, 
Which, hearing them, would call their brothers, 
1^11 tell thee more of this another time : [fools. 

But hsh not, wifeh this melancholy bait, 

For this fooFs gudgeon, this opinion. — 

Come, good Lorenzo ; — Fare ye well, a while ; 
m end my exhortation after dinner. [time ; 

Lor. Well, we will leave you then till dinner- 
I must be one of these same dumb wise men, 

For Gratiano never lets me speak. 

Gra. WeU, keep me company but two years more, 
Thou shalt not know the sound of thine own tongue. 
Ant. Farewell : ITl grow a talker for this gear. 
Gra. Thanks, i’ faith ; for silence is only com- 
mendable 

In a neat’s tongue dried, and a maid not vendible. 

[Exeunt Ghatiano and Lorenzo. 
Ant. Is that any thing now ? 

Bass. Gratiano speaks an infinite deal of nothing, 
more than any man in all Venice : His reasons are 
as two grains of wheat hid in two bushels of chaff ; 
you shall seek all day ere you find them ; and, when 
you have them, they are not worth, the search. 

A?it. Well ; tell me now, what lady is this same 
To whom you swore a secret pilgrimage, 

That you to-day promis’d to teU me of? 

Bass. ’Tis not unknown to you, Antonio, 

How much I have disabled mine estate, 

By something showing a more swelling port 
Than my faint means would grant continuance : 

Nor do I now make moan to be abridg’d 
From such a noble rate ; but my chief care 
Is, to come fairly off’ from the great debts, 

Wherein my time, something too prodigal, 

Hath left me gaged : To you, Antonio,, 

I owe the most, in money, and in love ; 

And from your love I have a warranty 
To unburthen all my plots, and purposes, 

How to get clear of afl. the debts I owe. 


Ant. I pray you, good Bassanio, let me know it ; 
And, if it stand, as you yourself still do, 

Within the eye of honour, be assur’d, 

My purse, my person, my extremest means, 

Lie all unlock’d to your occasions. 

Bass. ^ In my school-days, when I had lost one 
I shot his fellow of the self-same flight [shaft, 
The self-same way, with more advised watch, 

To find the other forth ; and by advent’ring both, 
I oft found both : I urge this childhood proof, 
Because what follows is pure innocence. 

I owe you much j and, like a wilful youth, 

That which I owe is lost : but if you please 
To shoot another arrow that self way 
Which you did shoot the first, I do not doubt, 

As I will watch the aim, or to find both. 

Or bring your latter hazard back again. 

And thankfully rest debtor for the first. 

Ant. You know me well ; and herein spend but 
time, 

To wind about my love vdth circumstance ; 

And, out of doubt, you do me now more wrong, 

In making question of my uttermost, 

Than if you had made waste of all I have. 

Then do but say to me what I should do, 

That in your knowledge may by me be done, 

And I am prest unto it : therefore, speak. 

Bass. In Belmont is a lady richly left, 

And she is fair, and, fairer than that word, 

Of wond’rous virtues ; sometimes from her eyes 
I did receive fair speechless messages : 

Her name is Portia ; nothing undervalued 
To Cato’s daughter, Brutus’ Portia. 

Nor is the wide world ignorant of her worth ; 

For the four winds blow in from every coast 
Renowned suitors : and her sunny locks 
Hang on her temples like a golden fleece ; 

Which makes her seat of Belmont, Colchos’ strand. 
And many Jasons come in quest of her. 

0 my Antonio, had I but the means 
To hold a rival place with one of them, 

1 have a mind presages me such thrift, 

That I should questionless be fortunate. 

Ant Thou know’st, that allmy fortunes are at sea; 
Nor have I money, nor commodity 
To raise a present sum : therefore go forth, 

Try what my credit can in Venice do ; 

That shall be rack’d, even to the uttermost, 

To famish thee to Belmont, to fair Portia. 

Go, presently inquire, and so will I, 

Where money is ; and I no question make, 

To have it of my trast, or for my sake. [Exeimt 


SCENE II. — ^Belmont. A Boom in Pobtia’s 
House, 

Enter Poetia and Keeissa. 

For. By my troth, Nerissa, my little body is a- 
weary of this great world. 

Her. You would be, sweet madam, if your mise- 
ries were in the same abundance as your good for- 
tunes are: And yet, for aught I see, they are as sick, 
that surfeit with too much, as they that starve with 
nothing ; It is no mean happiness therefore, to be 
seated in the mean ;; superfluity comes sooner by 
white hairs, but competency lives longer. 

Por. Good sentences, and well pronounced. 

Her. They woxdd be better, if well followed, 

Por, If to do were as easy as to know what were 
good to do, chapels had been churches, and poor 
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Ner. How like you the young German^ the duke 
of Saxony’s nephew ? 

Por. Very vilely in the morning, when he is 
sober ; and most vilely in the afternoon, when he is 
drunk ; when he is best, he is a little worse than a 
man ; and wdien he is worst, he is little better than 
a beast: an the worst fall that ever fell, I hope I 
shall make shift to go witliout liinn 

Ncr. If lie should oJler to choose, .'irul choose tlie 
right casket, you should refuse to ])erfonn your 
fatlier’s will, if you should refuse to acceist him. 

Pot. Therefore, for fear of the worst, 3 pray thee 
set a deep glass of Rhenish wine on tlie coutraiy 
casket: for, if the devil be within, mid tliot tempta- 
tion without, I know he will choose it, 1 will do 
any thing, Nerissa, ere I will be, married to a s*ponge. 

Ner. You need not fear, lady, the having any of 
these lords; they have acquainted me wiili fheir de- 
terminations ; which is intleed, to return to their 
home, and to trouble you with no more suit ; unless, 
you may be won by some other sort than your 
father’s imposition, depending on the caskets. 

Pot. If I live to be as old as Sibylla, I will die 
as chaste as Diana, unless 1 be obtained by the 
manner of my father’s will : I am glad this parcel 
of wooers are so reasonable ; for there is not one 
among them but I dote on his very absence, and I 
pray God grant them*a fair dejiarture. 

Ner. Do you not remember, lady, in y o ur father’s 
time, a Venetian, a scholar, and a soldier, that came 
hither in company of the Marquis of Montferrat ? 

Por. Yes, yes, it was Bassanio ; as I think, so 
was he called, 

Ner. True, madam ; her of all the men that ever 
my foolish eyes looked upon, was the best deserving 
a fair lady. 

For. I remember him w'ell ; and I remember him 
worthy of thy praise. — How now I what news } 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. The four strangers seek for you, madam, 
to take their leave: and there is a fore-runner come 
from a fifth, the prince of Morocco ; who brings 
w’ord, the prince, his master, will be here to-night. 

Por. If I could bid the fifth welcome with so 
good heart as I can bid the other four farewell, I 
should be glad of his approach : if lie have the con- 
I dition of a saint, and the complexion of a devil, I 
had rather he should shrive me tlian wive me. 
Come, Nerissa. — Sirrah, go before — Whiles w'e 
shut the gate upon one wooer, another knocks at 
the door. lExcunt 


men’s cottages, princes’ palaces. It is a good di- 
vine that follows his own instructions ; I can easier 
teach twenty what were good to be done, than be 
one of the twenty to follow mine own teaching. 
The brain may devise laws for the blood ; but a hot 
temper leaps over a cold decree : such a hare is mad- 
ness the youth, to skip o’er the meshes of good coun- 
sel the cripple. But this reasoning is not in the 


namest them, I will describe them ; and according | 
to my description, level at my affection. 

Ner. First, there is the Neapolitan prince. 

Por. Ay, that’s a colt, indeed, for he doth nothing 
but talk of his horse ; and he makes it a great appro- 
priation to his own good parts, that he can shoe him 
himself : I am much afraid, my lady his mother 
played false with a smith. 

Ner. Then, is there the county Palatine. 

Por. He doth nothing but frown ; as w^ho should 
say, And if you will not have me^ choose: he hears 
merry tales, and smiles not : I fear, he will prove 
the weeping philosopher when he grows old, being 
so full of unmannerly sadness in his youth. I had 
rather be married to a death’s head with a bone in 
his mouth, than to either of these. God defend 
me from these two ! 

Ner. How say you by the French lord, Monsieur 
LeBon? 

Por. God made him, and therefore let him pass 
for a man. In truth, I know it is a sin to be a 
mocker ; But, he 1 why, he hath a horse better than 
the Neapolitan’s ; a better bad habit of frowning 
than the count Palatine : he is every man in no man : 
if a throstle sing, he falls straight a capering ; he will 
fence with his own shadow : if I should marry him, 

I should marry twenty husbands : If he would 
despise me, I would forgive him ; for if he love me 
to madness, I shall never requite him. 

Ner. What say you then to Fauiconbridge, the 
young baron of England ? 

For. You know, I say nothing to him ; for he 
understands not me, nor I Mm : he hath neither 
Latin, French, nor Italian ; and you will come into 
the court and swear, that I have a poor pennyworth 
in the English. He is a proper man’s picture ; 
But, alas 1 who can converse with a dumb show ? 
How oddly he is suited ! I think, he bought his 
doublet in Italy, his round hose in France, his bon- 
net in Germany, and his behaviour every where. 

Ner. What think you of the Scottish lord, his 
neighbour ? 

Pot. That he hath a neighbourly charity in him; 
for he borrowed a box of the ear of the Englishman, 
and swore he would pay him again, when he was 
I able : I think, the Frenchman became his surety, 

I and sealed under for another. 


SCENE HI.™ Venice. A jmhllc Place. 
Enter Bassanio and {^hylociv. 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — well. 

Bass. Ay, sir, for three montlis. 

Shy. For three months, — ^welL 
Bass. For the which, as I told you, Antonio 
shall be bound. 

Sky. Antonio shall become bound, — well, 

Bass. May you stead me.^ Will you pleasure 
me ? Shall I know your answer ? 

Shy. Tlu'ee thousand ducats, for three months, 
and Antonio bound. 

Bass. Your answer to that. 

Shy. Antonio is a good man. 

Bass. Have you heard any imputation to the 
contrary ? 
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Shy, Ho, no, no ; no, no ; — my meaning, in say- 
ing he is a good man, is to have yon understand 
me, that he is sufficient : yet his means are in sup- 
position : he hath an argosy hound to Tripolis, 
another to the Indies ; I understand moreover 
upon the Rialto, he hath a third at Mexico, a 

fourth for England, and other ventures he hath, 

squander^ abroad. But ships are but boards, 
sailors but men ; there he land-rats, and water- 
rats, water-thieves, and land-thieves ; I mean, 
pirates ; and then, there is the peril of waters, 
winds, and rocks ; The man is, notwithstanding, 
sufficient three thousand ducats : — I think, I 
may take his bond. 

.Bass.: Be assured you may. 

Shy. I will be assured, I may ; and. that I may 
be assured, I will bethink me : May I speak with 
Antonio ? 

Bass. If it please you to dine with us. 

Sky. Yes, to smell pork ; to eat of the habitation 
which your prophet, the Nazarite, conjured the 
devil into ; I will buy with you, sell with you, talk 
with you, walk with you, and so following ; but I 
will not eat with you, drink with you, nor pray 
with you. — ^What news on the Rialto ? — ^Who is he 
comes here ? 

Enter Antonio. 

Bass. This is signior Antonio. 

Shy. \_Aside.‘] How like a fawning publican be 
I hate him for he is a Christian : [looks ! 

But more, for that, in low simplicity, 

He lends out money gratis, and brings down 
The rate of usance here with' us in Venice. 

If I can catch him once upon the hip, 

I will feed fat the ancient grudge I bear him. 

He hates our sacred nation ; and he rails, 

Even there where merchants most do congregate, 
On me, my bargains, and my well-won thrift, 
Which he calls interest : Cursed be my tribe, 

If I forgive him I 

Bass. Shylock, do you hear ? 

Shy. I am debating of my present store : 

And, by the near guess of my memory, 

I cannot instantly raise up the gross 

Of hiU, three thousand ducats : What of that ? 

Tubal, a wealthy Hebrew of my tribe, 

Will fornish me : But soft ; How many months 
Do you desire I — Rest you fair, good signior : 

[To Antonio. 

Your worship was the last man in our mouths. 

Ant. Shylock, albeit I neither lend nor borrow, 
By taking, nor by giving of excess, 

Yet, to supply the ripe wants of my friend, 
ril break a custom : — Is he yet possess’d, 

How much he would ? 

Shy. Ay, ay, three thousand ducats. 

Ant. And for three months. 

Shy. I had forgot, — three months, you toldme so. 

Well then, your bond ; and, let me see, But 

hear you : 

Methought, you said, you neither lend, nor borrow, 
Upon advantage. 

Ant. I do never use it. 

Shy. When J acob graz’d his uncle Laban’s sheep , 
This Jacob from our holy Abraham was 
(As his wise mother wrought in his behalf,) 

The third possessor ; ay, he was the third. 

Ant, And what of him ? did he take interest ? 

Sky. No, not take interest; not, as you would say, 
Directly interest : mark what Jacob did. 


When Laban and himself were compromis’d, 

That all the eanlings which were streak’d, and pied, 
Should fall, as Jacob’s hire ; the ewes, being rank, 
In the end of autumn turned to the rams : 

And when the work of generation was 
Between these woolly breeders in the act, 

The skilful shepherd peel’d me certain wands, 

And, in the doing of the deed of kind, 

He stuck them up before the fulsome ewes ; 

Who, then conceiving, did in eaning time 

Fall party-colour’d lambs, and those were Jacob’s. 

This was a way to thrive, and he was blest ; 

And thrift is blessing, if men steal it not. 

Ant, This was a venture, sir, that Jacob serv’d 
A thing not in his power to bring to pass, [for ; 
But sway’d, and fashion’d, by the hand of heaven. 
Was this inserted to make interest good ? 

Or is your gold and silver, ewes and rams ? 

Shy. I cannot tell ; I make it breed as fast : — 
But note me, signior. 

A?it. Mark you this, Bassanio, 

The devil can cite scripture for Ms purpose. 

An evil soul, producing holy witness, 

Is like a villain with a smiling cheek ; 

A goodly apple rotten at the heart ; 

O, what a goodly outside falsehood hath ! 

Shy. Three thousand ducats, — ’tis a good round 
sum. 

Three months from twelve, then let me see the rate. 
Ant. Well, Shylock, shall we be beholden to you ? 
Shy. Signior Antonio, many a time and oft, 

In the Rialto have you rated me 
About my monies, and my usances : 

Still have I borne it with a patient shrug ; 

For sufferance is the badge of all our tribe : 

You call me — misbeliever, cut-tbroat dog, 

And spit Upon my Jewish gaberdine, 

And aU for use of that which is mine own. 

Well then, it now appears, you need my help : 

Go to then ; you come to me, and you say, 

Shylock y 'we tvould have monies ; You say so ; 

You, that did void your rheum upon my beard, 

And foot me, as you spurn a stranger cur 
Over your threshold ; monies is your suit. 

What should I say to you ? SlioulcI I not say, 

Hath a dog money $ is it possible ^ 

A CUT can lend three thousand ducats ; or 
Shall I bend low, and in a bondman’s key, 

With ’bated breath, and whispering humbleness, I 
Say this, 

Fair sir, you spit on me on Wednesday last : 

You spurn'' d me such a day ; another time 
You call'd me — dog ; and for these courtesies 
ril lend you thus muck monies. 

Ant. 1 am as like to call thee so again, 

To spit on thee again, to spurn thee too. 

If thou wilt lend this money, lend it not 

As to thy friends ; (for when did friendship take 

A breed for barren metal of his hiend ?) 

But lend it rather to thine enemy ; 

Who, if he break, thou may’st with better face 
Exact the penalty. 

Shy. Why, look you, how you storm I 

I would be friends with you, and have your love. 
Forget the shames that you have stain’d me with, 
Supply your present wants, and take no doit 
Of usance for my monies, and yon’il not hear me : 
This is kind I o&r. 

Ant. This were kindness. 

Shy» This kindness will I show : — 









MERCHANT OP VENICE. 


ACT IJ. 


Go with, me to a notary, seal me there 
Your single bond ; and, in a merry sport. 

If you repay me not on such a day, 

In such a place, such sum, or sums, as are 
Express’d in the condition, let the forfeit 
Be nominated for an equal pound 
Of your fair flesh, to be cut off and taken 
In what part of your body pleaseth me. 

Ant. Content, in faith; I’ll seal to such a bond, 
And say, there is much kindness in the Jew. 

Bass. You shall not seal to such a bond for me, 
ril rather dwell in my necessity. 

Ant. Why, fear not, man ; I will not forfeit it ; 
Within these two months, that’s a month before 
This bond expii’es, I do expect return 
Of thrice three times the value of this bond. 

S hy. O father Abraham , what these Christian s are ; 
Whose own hard dealings teaches them suspect 
The thoughts of others ! Pray you, teU me this ; 

If he should break his day, what should I gain 


By the exaction of the forfeiture ? 

A pound of man’s flesh, taken from a man, 

Is not so estimable, profitable neither, 

As flesh of muttons, beets, or goats. I say, 

To buy his favour, I extend this friendship • 

If he will take it, so ; if not, adieu ; 

And, for my love, I pray you, wrong me not. 

A7it. Yes, Shylock, I will seal unto this bond 
Shy. Then meet me forthwith at the notary’s - 
Give him direction for this merry bond, ’ 

And I will go and purse the ducats straight ; 

See to my house, left in the fearful guard 
Of an unthrifty knave ; and presently 
I will be with you. lExit 

Hie thee, gentle Jew. 

This Hebrew will turn Christian ; he grows kind. 
Bass. I like not fair terms, and a villain’s mind. 
Ant. Come on ; in this there can be no dismay’ 
My ships come home a month before tlie day. 

[.kxmnt. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. — Belmont, A Room m Portia’s 
House. 

Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Prince op Morocco, and 
his Train ; Portia, Nbrissa, and other of Iter Attendants. 
Mor. Mislike me not for my complexion. 

The shadow’d livery of the burnish’d sun, 

To whom I am a neighbom*, and near bred. 

Bring me the fairest creature northward born, 
Where Phoebus’ fire scarce thaws the icicles. 

And let us make incision for your love, 

To prove whose blood is reddest, his, or mine. 

I tell thee, lady, this aspect of mine 
Hath fear’d the valiant ; by my love, I swear, 

The best-regarded virgins of our clime 
Have lov’d it too : I would not change this hue, 
Except to steal your thoughts, my gentle queen. 

Por. In terms of choice I am not solely led 
By nice direction of a maiden’s eyes : 

Besides, the lottery of my destiny 
Bars me the right of voluntary choosing : 

.But, if my father had not scanted me, * 

And hedg’d me by Ms wit, to yield myself 
His wife, who wins me by that means I told you, 
Yom-self, renowned prince, then stood as fair, 

As any comer I have look’d on yet, 

For my affection. 

Mot. Even for that I thank you ; 

Therefore, I pray you, lead me to the caskets, 

To try my fortune. By this scimitar, — 

That slew the Sophy, and a Persian prince, 

That won three fields of Sultan Solyman,— 

I would out-stare the sternest eyes that look, 
Out-brave the heart most daring on the earth, 

Pluck the young sucking cubs from the she-bear, 
Yea, mock the lion when he roars for prey, 

To win thee, lady : But, alas the wMle 1 
If Hercules, and Lichas, play at dice 
Which is the better man, the greater throw 
May turn by fortune from the weaker hand : 

So is Aicides beaten by his page ; 

And so may I, blind fortune leading me, 

Miss that wMch one un worthier may attain, 

And die with grieving. 

. You must take your chance 

And either not attempt to choose at ail, 


Or swear, before you choose, — -if you choose wrong. 
Never to speak to lady afterward ' 

In way of marriage ; therefore be advis’d. 

Mor. Nor will not ; come, bring me unto my 
chance. 

Pot. First, forward to the temple ; after dinner 
Your hazard shall be made. 

Mor. Good fortune then ! 

To make me bless’t, or cursed’st among men. 

’ , iExmmt 


SCENE 11. — Venice. 


A Street. 


Laiiwcklot Gonuo. 

Laun. Certainly my conscience will serve me to 
run from this Jew, my master : Tfie fiend is at 
mine elbow ; and tempts me, saying to me, Gobbo, 
Launceiot Gobbo^ good Bauucelot^ or good Gobbo, 
or good Launceiot Gobbo^ use your leys ^ take the 
start, run away: Mj conseienee says,— no ,• take 
heed, ho?iest Launceiot ; take heed, honest Gohho ; 
or as aforesaid, honest Laiime.lot Gobho ,* da not run ■ 
soorn running loith thy heels : Well, the most cou- 
rageous fiend bids me pack : ria I sav.s the fiend ; 
away! says the fiend, /or the heavens rouse up a 
brave^ mind, says the fiend, ami run. WTll, my 
conscience, hanging about the neck of my heart, 
says very wisely to me,— m?/ honest f riend, Launee-- 
lot, being an honest mards son, or x*ather an honest 
woman’s son for, indeed, my father did some- 
thing smack, something grow to, he had a kind of 
taste ; — well, my conscience says, Launveiot, budge, 
not ; budge, says the fiend ; budge not, says nry con- 
science : Conscience, say I, you counsel well; ‘fiend, 
say I, you counsel well : to be rided by my con- 
smence, I should stay with the Jew, my master, who, 
(God bless the mark I) is a kind of devil ; and, to 
run away from the Jew, I should be ruled by the 
fiend, who, saving your reverence, is the deviriiim- 
self : Certainly, the Jew is the very devil incarna- 
tion : and, in my conscience, my conscience is but 
a kind, of hard conscience, to offer to counsel me to 
stay with the J ew : The fiend gives the more friendly 
counsel : I will run, fiend ; my heels are at your 
commandment, I will run. 



MEECHANT OF VENICE. 


. , Enter OZJ Gobbo, with a basket. 

Gob. Master, youiig. man, you, I pray you : whicli 
'is the way to master Jew’s ? 

Laun. {Aside.'] O heavens, this is my true- 
begotten father ! who, being more than sand-biind, 
high-gravel blind, knows me not ; — I will try con- 
ciusions with him. 

Gob. Master young gentleman, I pray you, which 
is the way to master Jew’s } 

. Turn up on your, right han.d, at the next' i 

turning, but, at the next turning of all, on your 
left; many, at the very next turning, turn of no 
hand, but turn down indirectly to the Jew’s house. 

Gob. By God’s sonties, ’twill be a hard way to it. 
Can you tell me whether one Launcelot, that dwells 
with him, dwell with him, or no 

Laun. Talk you of young master Launcelot ? — 
Mark me now ; [aside] now will I raise the 
waters: — Talk you of young master Launcelot." 

Gob. No master, sir, but a poor man’s son: his 
father, though I say it, is an honest exceeding poor 
man, and, God he thanked, well to live. 

Laun. Weil, let Ms father be what he will, we 
talk of young master Launcelot. 

Gob. Your worship’s friend, and Launcelot, sir. 

Laun. But I pray you ergo, old man, ergo^ I be- 
seech you ; Talk you of young master Launcelot ? 

Gob. Of Launcelot, an’t please your mastership. 

Laun. Ergo, master Launcelot ; talk not of mas- 
ter Launcelot, father; for the young gentleman 
(according to fates and destinies, and such odd say- 
ings, the sisters three, and such branches of learn- 
ing,) is, indeed, deceased; or, as you would say, in 
plain terms, gone to heaven. 

Gob. Marry J* God forbid ! the boy was the very 
staff of my age, my very prop. 

Laun. Do I look like a cudgel, or a hovel-post, 
a staff, or a prop ? — Do you know me, father? 

Gob. Alack the day, I know you not, young gen- 
tleman : but, I pray you, tell me, is my boy, (God 
rest his soul!) alive or dead? 

Laun. Do you not know me, father ? 

Gob. Alack, sir, I am sand-blind, I know you not. 

Laun. Nay, indeed, if you had your eyes, you 
might fail of the knowing me : it is a wise father, 
that knows his own child. Well, old man, I will 
tell you news of your son : Give me yom* blessing ; 
truth will come to light ; murder cannot be hid long, 
a maMs son may ; but, in the end, truth will out. 

Gob. Pray you, sir, staud up ; lam sure, you are 
not Launcelot, my boy. 

Laun. Pray you, let’s have no more fooling about 
it, but give me your blessing ; I am Launcelot, your 
boy that was, your son that is, your child that 
i shall be. 

Gob. I cannot think, you are my son. | 

Laun. I know not what I shall think of that : but j 
I am Launcelot, the Jew’s man: and, I am sure, j 
Margery, your wife, is my mother. i 

Gob. Her name is Margery, indeed ; I’ll be sworn, ' 
if thou be Launcelot, thou art mine own flesh and 
blood. Lord worshipp’d might he be! what a beard 
hast thou got! thou hast got more hair on thy chin, 
than Dobbin my thill-horse has on his tail, 

Laun. It should seem then, that Dobbin’s tail 
grows backward; I am sure he had more hair on 
his tail, than I have on my face, when I last saw him. 

Gob. Lord, how art thou changed ! How dost 
thou and thy master agree? I have brought him a 
! present; How ’gree you now ? 


Laun. V/eU, well; but, for mine own part, as I 
have set up my rest to run away, so I will not' rest 
tin I have run some ground : my master’s a very 
Jew; Give him a present! give him a halter: I am 
famish’d in his service ; you may tell every finger I 
have with my ribs. Father, I am glad you are come ; 
give me your present to one master Bassanio, who, 
indeed, gives rare new liveries ; if I serve not Mm, I 
will ran as far as God has any ground. — -0 rare for- 
tune ! here comes the man; — -to him, father ; for I 
am a Jewj, if I serve the Jew any longer. 

Enter Bassajstio, mth Lboxaudo, and other Followers. 

Bass. You may do so — but let it be so hasted, 
that supper be ready at the farthest by five of the 
clock : See these letters deliver’d ; put the Kveries 
to making; and desire Gratiano to come anon to 
my lodging. lExU a Servant. , 

Laim. To him, father. 

Gob. God bless your worship I 

Bass. Gramercy ; Would’ st thou aught with me.^ 

Gob. Here’s my son, sir, a poor boy 

Laun. Not a poor boy, sir, but the rich Jew’s 

man ; that would, sir, as my father shall specify 

Gob. He hath a great infection, sir, as one would j 

say, to serve | 

Laun. Indeed, the short and the long is, I serve I 
the Jew, and I have a desire, as m:y Ikther shall j 
specify-——- 

Gob. His master and he, (saving your worsMp’s 
reverence,) are scarce cater-cousins : 

Laun. To be brief, the very truth is, that the 
Jew having done me wrong, doth cause me, as my 1 
father, being I hope an old man, shall frutify unto j 

you, ! 

Gob. I have here a dish of doves, that I would I 

bestow upon your w’orship; and my suic is, ! 

Laun. In very brief, the suit is impertinent to 
myself, as your worsMp shall know^ by this honest 
old man ; and, though I say it, though old man, 
yet, poor man, my father. j 

Bass. One speak for both; — What would you? i 
Laun. Serve you, sir. I 

Gob. This is the very defect of the matter, sir. 
Bass. I know thee w'ell, thou hast obtain’d tli}' , 
suit: ' ■ j. 

Shylock, thy master, spoke with me this day. i 

And hath preferr’d thee, if it be preferment, | 

To leave a rich Jew’s service, to become ! 

The follower of so poor a gentleman. 

* Laun. The old proverb is very weE parted be- 
twreen my master Shylock and you, sir ; you have 
the gi‘ace of God, sir, and he hath enough. 

Bass. Thou speak’st it weli; go, father, with thy ; 
son : — 1 

Take leave of thy old master, and enquire : 

My lodging out ; — ^give Mm a livery, 

{To hh Followers. 

More guarded than his feEows’ : See it done. 

Laun. Father, in ; — I cannot get a service, no : 

— I have ne’er a tongue in my head. — ^Well ; [look., 
ing on Ms palm] if any man in Italy have a fairer 
table, wMch doth offer to swear upon a hook. — I 
shall have good fortune; Go to, here’s a simple line 
of life 1 here’s a small trifle of wives ; Alas, fifteen 
wives is nothing; eleven widows, and nine maids, 
is a simple coming in for one man ; and then, to 
’scape drowning thrice ; and to he in peril of my 
life with the edge of a feather-bed; — ^liere are sim- 
ple ’scapes I Well, if fortune be a woman, she’s a 
. N 2 ■ ■ 





SCENE in. — The same. A Room in Shylock's 
House. 

Enter Jessica and Launcelot. 

Jes. I am sorry, tliou wilt leave my father so ; 
Our house is hell, and thou, a merry devil, 

Didst rob it of some taste of tediousness : 

But fare thee well : there is a ducat for thee. 

And, Launcelot, soon at supper shalt thou see 
Lorenzo, who is thy new master's guest ; 

Give him this letter ; do it secretly, 

And so farewell ; I would not have my father 
See me talk -with thee. 

Laun. Adieu I — tears exhibit my tongue. — ‘ 
Most beautiful Pagan, — most sweet Jew! If a 
Christian do not play the knave, and get thee, I am 
much deceived ; But, adieu ! these foolish drops do 
somewhat drown my manly spirit ; adieu I iExit 
Jes. Farewell, good Launcelot. 

Alack, what heinous sin is it in me, 


SCENE W—The 


Sxiylock's 


same.:': 

House, 

Enter Shylock and Lau^tcelot. 

Sh'i/. Well, thou shalt see, thy eyes shall be thy 
judge. 

The difference of old Shylock and Bassanio : — 
What, J essica ! — thou shalt not gormandize, 

As thou hast done with me — ^What, Jessica ! — 
And sleep and snore, and rend apparel out ; — 
WIxy, Jessica, I say I 
Laun. Why, Jessica! 


MERCHANT OF VENICE. 


ACT II, 


To be asham'd to be my father’s child ! 

But though I am a daughter to his blood, 

I am not to his manners : O Lorenzo, 

If you keep promise, I shall end this strife ; 
Become a Christian, and thy loving wife. [ Exit. 


SCENE IV. — The same. A Street. 

Enter Gratiano, Lorenzo, Salarino, and Salanio. 
Lor. Nay, we will slink away in supper-time ; 
Disguise us at my lodging, and return 
All in an hour. 

Gra. Wq have not made good preparation. 
Salar. We have not spoke us yet of torch- 
bearers. 

Satan. ’Tis vile, unless it may be quaintly or- 
And better, in my mind, not undertook, [der’d ; 

Lor. ’Tis now bnt four o’clock ; we have but two 
To furnish us ; — [hours 

Enter Launcelot, with a letter. 

Friend Launcelot, what’s the news ? 
Laun. An it shall please you to break up this, it 
shall seem to signify. 

Lor. I know the hand ; in faith, ’tis a fair hand ; 
And whiter than the paper it writ on, 

Is the fair hand that writ. 

Gra. Love-news, in Mth. 

Laun. By your leave, sir. 

Lor. Whither goest thou ? 

Laim. Marry, sir, to bid my old master the Jew 
to sup to-night with my new master the Christian. 

, Lor. Hold here, take this : — tell gentle Jessica, 

I vriU not fail her ; — speak it privately; go 

Gentlemen, Launcelot. 

Will you prepare you for this masque to-night ? 

I am provided of a torch-bearer. 

Salar. Ay, many, I’ll be gone about it straight. 
SaJwi. And so will L 

Lor. Meet me, and Gratiano, 

At Gratiano’s lodging some hour hence. 

Salar. ’Tis good we do so. 

[Rvnixii Sajl:\r, Salan. 
Gra. Was not that letter from fair Jessica } 
Lor. I must needs tell thee all : She hath 
directed, 

How I shall take her from her father’s lunise ; 
What gold, and jewels, she is furnish’d with ; 
What page’s suit she hath in readiness. 

If e’er the Jew her father come to heaven, 

It will be for his gentle daughter’s sake. 

And never dare misfortune cross her foot, 

Unless she do it under this excuse, — 

That she is issue to a faithless Jew. 

Come, go with me ; peruse this, as thou goest ; 
Fair Jessica shall be my torch-hearer. lExaint. 


good wench for this gear. — ^Father, come : I’ll take 
my leave of the Jew in the twinkling of an eye. 

{Exeunt Launcelot and Old Gorbo. 
Bass. I pray thee, good Leonardo, think on this : 
These things being bought, and orderly bestow’d, 
Return in haste, for I do feast to-night 
My hest-esteem’d acquaintance : hie thee, go. 
Leon. My best endeavours shall be done herein. 
Enter Gratiano. 


Gra. Where is your master } 

Leon. Yonder, sir, he walks. 

{Exit Leonardo. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, 

Bass. Gratiano ! 

Gra. I have a suit to you. 

Bass. You have obtain’d it. 

Gra. You must not deny me; I must go with 
you to Belmont. 

Bass. Why, then you must; — But hear thee, 
Gratiano ; 

Thou art too wild, too rude, and bold of voice ; — 
Parts, that become thee happily enough, 

And in such eyes as ours appear not faults ; 

But where thou art not known, why, there they show 
Something too liberal : — ^pray thee take pain 
To allay with some cold drops of modesty 
Thy skipping spirit ; lest, through thy wild beha- 
I he misconstrued in the place I go to, [viour, 
And lose my hopes. 

Gra. Signior Bassanio, hear me : 

If I do not put on a sober habit, 

Talk with respect, and swear but now and then, 
Wear prayer-books in my pocket, look demurely ; 
Nay more, while grace is saying, hood mine eyes 
Thus with my hat, and sigh, and say, amen ; 

Use all the observance of civility, 

Like one well studied in a sad ostent 
To please his grandam, never trust me more. 

Bass, Well, we shall see your bearing, 

Gra. Nay, but I bar to-night ; you shall not gage 
By what we do to-night [me 

Bass. No, that were pity ; 

I would entreat you rather to put on 

Your boldest suit of mirth, for we have friends 

That purpose merriment : But fare you well, 

I have some business. 

Gra. And I must to Lorenzo, and the rest; 

But we will visit you at supper-time. {Exeimt 


SCENE VI. 
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Shj, Who bids tbee call ? I do not bid thee call. 
Laun. Your worship was wont to tell me, I 
could do nothing without bidding. 

.JSnfer Jessica. ' 

Jes. Call you ? what is your will ? 

Shy. I am bid forth to supper, Jessica *, 

There are my keys : — But wherefore should I go ? 
I am not bid for.»love ; they flatter me : 

But yet I^'ll go in hate, to feed upon 
The prodigal Christian.— Jessica, my girl, 

Look to my house :■ — I am right loath to go ; 

There is some iH a-brewing towards my rest, 

For I did dream of money-bags to-night. 

Laun. 'I beseech you, sir, go ; my young master 
doth expect your reproach. 

Shy, So do I his. 

Laun. And they have conspired together, — I 
will not say, you shall see a masque ; but if you do, 
then it was not for notliing that my nose feU a 
bleeding on Black-monday last, at six o’clock i’the 
morning, falling out that year on Ash-Wednesday 
was four year in the afternoon. 

Shy. What ; are there masques ? Hear you me, 
Jessica : 

Lock up my doors, and when you hear the drum, 
And the vile squeaking of the wry-neck’d flfe, ' 
Clamber not you up to the casements then, 

Nor thrust your head into the pubiick street, 

To gaze on Christian fools with varnish’d faces : 
But stop my house’s ears, I mean my casements ; 
Let not the sound of shallow foppery enter 
My sober bouse. — By Jacob’s staff, I swear, 

I have no mind of feasting forth to-night : 

But I will go.-^Go you before me, sirrah; 

Say, I will come. 

Laun. 1 will go before, sir. — 

Mistress, look out at window, for all this ; 

There will come a Christian by, 

Will be worth a Jewess’ eye. [Exit. 

Shy. What says that fool of Hagar’s offspring, ha ? 
Jes. His words were, Farewell, mistress ; nothing 
else. 

Shy, The patch is kind enough ; but a huge 
feeder, 

Snail-slow in profit, and he sleeps by day 
More than the wild cat : drones hive not with me ; 
Therefore I part with him ; and part with him 
To one that I would have him help to waste 
His borrow’d purse.^ — ^Well, Jessica, go in ; 
Perhaps, I will return immediately ; 

Do, as I bid you, 

Shut doors after you : Fast bind, fast find ; 

A proverb never stale in thrifty mind. 

Jes. FareweE ; and if my fortune be not crost, 

I have a father, you a daughter, lost. {Exit. 


SCENE VI— TAe same. 

Enter G-ratiano and SAi^mixo, maslted. 

Gra. This is the pent-house, under which Lo- 
Desir’d us to make stand. [renzo 

Salary. His hour is almost past. 

Gm. And it is marvel he out-dweEs his hour, 
For lovers ever nm before the clock. 

Salar. O, ten times faster Venus’ pigeons fly 
To see love’s bonds new made, than they are wont. 
To keep obliged faith unforfeited ! 

Gra. That ever holds : who riseth from a feast, 
With that keen appetite that he sits down ? 


Where is the horse that doth untread again 
His tedious measures with the unbated fire 
That he did pace them first ? AE things that are, 
Are with more spirit chased than enjoy’d. 

How Eke a younker, or a prodigal, 

The scarfed hark puts from her native bay, 

Hugg’d and embraced by the strumpet wind ! 

How like the prodigal doth she return ; 

With over-weather’d ribs, and ragged sails, 

Lean, rent, and beggar’d by the strumpet wind ! 
Enter honEiizo. 

Solar. Here comes Lorenzo ; — more of this 
hereafter. 

Lor. Sweet friends, your patience for my long 
abode ; 

Not I, but mj affairs, have made you wait : 

When you shaE please to play the thieves for wives, i 
I’E watch as long for you then. — Approach ; j 

Here dweEs my father Jew : — Ho ! who’s within ? 
Enter Jessica, above, in hoy's clothes. 

Jes. Who are you ? TeE me, for more certainty, 
Albeit I’ll swear that I do know your tongue. 

Lor. Lorenzo, and thy love. 

Jes. Lorenzo, certain ; and my love, indeed ; 

For whom love I so much ? and now who knows, 
But you, Lorenzo, w-hether I am yours ? 

Lor. Heaven, and thy thoughts, are witness that 
thou art. 

Jes. Here, catch this basket ; itis worth the pains. 

I am glad 'tis night, you do not look on me, 

For I am much asham’d of my exchange : 

But love is blind, and lovers cannot see 
The pretty foihes that themselves commit ; 

For if they could, Cupid himself would blush 
To see me thus transformed to a boy. 

Lor. Descend, for you must be my torch-bearer. 
Jes. What, must I hold a candle to my shames } 
They in themselves, good sooth, are too, too light. 
Why, ’tis an office of discovery, love ; 

And I should be obscur’d. 

Lor. So are you, sweet, 

Even in the lovely garnish of a boy. 

But come at once ; 

For the close night doth play the run-away 
And we are staid for at Bassanio’s feast. 

Jes. I will make fast the doors, and gild myself 
With some more ducats, and be with you straight. 

{Exit, from above. 
Gra. Now, by my hood, a Gentile, and no Jew 
Lor. Eeshrew me, but I love her heartily : 

For she is wise, if I can judge of her ; 

And fair she is, if that mine eyes be true ; 

And true she is, as she hath prov’d herself ; 

And therefore, like herself, wise, fair, and true, 

ShaE she be placed in my constant soul. 

Enter Jessica, below. 

What, art thou come ? — On, gentlemen, away ; 

Our masquing mates by this time for us stay. 

{Exit, with Jessica and Sajoaeino. 

Enter Antonio. 

Ant. WTio’s there? j 

Gra. Signior Antonio ? I 

Ant. Fye, fye, Gratiano I where are aE the rest ? , 
’Tis nine o’clock : our friends all stay for you : — j 
No masque to-night ; the wind is come about, 1 
Bassanio presently wEl go aboard : ! 

I have Sent twenty out to seek for you. ^ i 

Gra. I am glad on’t ; I desire no more delight, • 
Than to be under-sail, and gone to-night. {Exeunt, j 
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Mot. O liell ! what have we here ? 

A carrion death, within whose empty eye 
There is a written scroll ? I’ii read the writing. 

All that glisters is not gold, 

Often have you heard that told ; 

Many a man his life hath sold. 

But my outside to behold ; 

Gilded tombs do woi'ms infold. 

Had you been as wise as bold. 

Young in limbs, in judgment old. 

Your answer bad not binni Jnserord 
Fare you well ; your suit is cold. 

Cold, indeed; and labour lost : 

Then, farewell heat ; and, welcome, frosi;. — 
Portia, adieu ! I have too griev’d a luairt 
To take a tedious leave ; thus losers part. [/uivY. 
Pof. A gentle riddance: Draw the curtains. 


SCENE VII.™ Belmont. A Room in Portia's 
House. 

Flourish of Cornets. Enter Portia, with the Prince of 
Morocco, and both their Trains. 

Pot. Go, draw aside the curtains, and discover 
The several caskets to this noble prince ; — 

Now make your choice. 

Mot. The first, of gold, who this inscription 
hears ; — 

Who chooseth me^ shall gain what many men desire. 
The second, silver, which this promise carries 
Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves. 
This third, dull lead, with warning all as blunt 
Who chooseth me, 7nusi give and hazard all he hath. 
How shall I know if I do choose the right? 

Pot. The one of them contains my picture, 
prince ; 

If you choose that, then I am yours withal. 

Mot. Some god direct my judgment ! Let me see, 
I will survey the inscriptions back again : 

What says this leaden casket? — 

Who chooseth me, must give and hazard all he hath. 
Must give — For what? for lead? hazard for lead ? 
This casket threatens ; Men, that hazard all, 

Do it in hope of fair advantages : 

A golden mind stoops not to shows of dross : 

I’ll then nor give, nor hazard, anght for lead. 
What says the silver with her virgin hue ? 

Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves. 
As much as he deserves ?— Pause there, Morocco, 
And weigh thy value with an even hand : 

If thou he’st rated by thy estimation, 

Thou dost deserve enough ; and yet enough 
May not extend so far as to the lady ; 

And yet to be afeard of my deserving, 

Were but a weak disabling of myself. 

As much as 1 deserve ! — ^Why, that’s the lady : 

I do in birth deserve her, and in fortunes, 

In graces, and in qualities of bi-eeding ; 

But more than these, in love I do deserve. 

What if I stray’d no further, but chose here ? — 
Let’s see once more this saying grav’d in gold. 
Who chooseth me, shall gain zohat many men desire. 
Why that’s the lady : all the world desires her: 
From the four corners of the earth they come, 

To kiss this shrine, this mortal breathing saint. 
The Hyrcanian deserts, and the vasty wilds 
Of wide Arabia, are as through-fares now, 

For princes to come view fair Portia,: 

The w’at’ry kingdom, whose ambitious head 
Spits in the face of heaven, is no bar 
To stop the foreign spiiits ; but they come, 

As o’er a brook, to see fair Portia. 

One of these three contains her heavenly picture. 
I’st like that lead containsher ? ’Twere damnation, 
To think so base a thought ; it were too gross 
To rib her cerecloth in the obscure grave. 

Or shall I think, in silver she’s immur’d, 

Being ten times undervalued to try’d gold ? 

0 sinful thought ! Never so rich a gem 
Was set in worse than gold. They have in England 
A coin, that bears the figure of an angel 
Stamped in gold ; but that’s insculp’d upon ; 

But here an angel in a golden bed 
Lies all within. — Deliver me the key ; 

Here do I choose, and thrive I as I may ! 

Pot. There, take it, prince, and if my form lie 
there, 

Tiieii 1 am yours, iXie unlochs the golden casket. 


Let all of his complexion clioose me so. {Ejcaml 


SCENE VIII.—VENTeE. A SirccL 

Enter Salaiuno ami Salanio. 

Salar, Why man, I saw Bassanio under sail ; 
With him is Gratiano gone along ; 

And in their ship, I am sure, Lorenzo is not. 
Salan. Tlie villain Je\v with outcries rais’d the 
duke ; 

Who went with him to search Bassanio’s sliip. 

Salar. He came too late, tlie ship was under sail : 
But there the duke w^as given to understand, 

That in a gondola were seen together 
Lorenzo and his amorous Jessica; 

Besides, Antonio certify’d the duke, 

They were not with Bassanio in his' ship 
Salan. I never heard a passion so confused, 

So strange, outrageous, and so variable, 

As the dog Jew did utter in the streets : 

My daughter f — O my ducats ! — O my daughU^r / 
Fled with a Christian? — O my Christian ducats ! — 
Justice ! the law ! my ducats, and my daughter! 

A sealed hag, two sealed bags of ducats, 

Of double ducats, stoVnfrovi me hij my daughter ! 
And jewels ; two stones, two rich antipredous stones, 
Stolen by my daughter ! — Justice! find the girl! 
She hath the stones upon her, and the ducats ! 

Salar. Why, all the boys in Venice follow him, 
Crying, — his stones, his daughter, and Ids ducats. 

Salan. Let good Antonio look he keep his day, 
Or he shall pay for this. 

Salar. Ai’arry, well remember’d : 

I reason’d with a Frenchman yesterday ; 

Who told me, — in the narrow seas, that part 
The French and English, there miscarried 
A vessel of our country, richly fraught ; 

I thought upon Antonio, when he told me ; 

And wish’d in silence, that it were not his. 

Salan. You were best to tell Antonio wliac you 
hear; 

Yet do not suddenly, for it may grieve 1dm. 

Salar. A kinder gentleman treads not the earth. 
I saw Bassanio and Antonio part : 

Bassanio told Mm, he wmuld make some speed 
Of his return ; he answer’d — Do not so, 

Slubber not business for my sake, Bassanio, 

But stay the very riping of the time s 
And for the Jew^s bond, icliieh he hath of me, 

Let it not enter in yo'ur mmd of love : 

Be merry ; and employ your chief cst thoughts 
To courtship, and such fair osfenis of iinw 
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As shall comeniently become you there : 

And even there, Ms eye being' Mg with tears, 
Turning his face, he put his hand behind him, 
And with alFection wondrous sensible 
He wrung Bassanio’s hand, and so they parted. 

Solan, I think, he only loves the world for him, 
I pray thee, let us go, and find him out, 

And quicken his embraced heaviness 
With some delight or, other. 

Salar,' Do we so. lEasemit. 


How many be commanded, that command ! 

How much low peasantry would then be gleaiihl 
j From the true seed of honour 1 and how much 
i honour 

PickM from the chaff and ruin of the times, 

To be new vamishM ! Well, but to my choice 
Who cJiooseth me, shall get as much as he deserms : 
I will assume desert ; — Give me a key for this, 
And instantly unlock my fortunes here. [there. 
For. Too long a pause for that which you find 
At. What’s here ? the portrait of a blinkingidiot, 
Presenting me a schedule ? I will read it. 

How much unlike art thou to Portia ! 

How much unlike my hopes, and my deservings ! 
Who choose th me, shall have as muck as he deserves. 
Did I deserve no more than a fool’s head ? 

Is that my prize ? are my deserts no better ? 

Pot, To offend, and judge, are distinct offices 
And of opposed natures. 

Ar. What is here ? 

The fire seven times tried this ; 

Seven times tried that judgment is, 

That did never choose amiss : 

Some there be, that shadows kiss ; 

Such have but a shado^v’s bliss : 

There bo fools alive, I wis, 

Silver’d o’er; and so was this. 

Take what ^vife you "will to bed, 

I will ever be your head : 

So begone, sir, you are sped. 

StiU more fool I shaU appear 
By the time I linger here : 

With one fool’s head I came to woo, 

But I go away with two. — 

Sweet, adieu I I’ll keep my oath, 

Patiently to bear my wroth. 

{Exeunt Aeuagon, and Train. 

Pot. Thus hath the candle singed the moth. 

Oh, these deliberate fools ! when they do choose, 
They have the wisdom by their wit to lose. 

Ner, The ancient saying is no heresy ■ 
Hanging and wiving goes by destiny. 

Pot. Come, draw the curtain, Nerissa. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv, Where is my lady ? 

Pot, Here ; what would my lord ? 

Serv, Madam, there is alighted at your gate 
A young Venetian, one that conies before 
To signify the approaching of his lord : 

From whom he bringeth sensible regreets ; 

To wit, besides commends, and courteous breath, | 
Gifts of rich value ; yet I have not seen j 

So likely an ambassador of love ; j 

A day in April never came so sweet, i 

To show how costly summer was at hand, ! 

As this fore-spurrer comes before his iorcL ! 

Pot, No more, I pray thee ; I am half afcard, 
Thou wilt say anon, he is some kin to thee, 

Thou spend’st such Mgh~day wit in praising him. — ^ 

Come, come, Nerissa ; for I long to see \ 

Quick Cupid’s post, that comes so mannerly. i 
N’er. Bissanio, lord love, if thy wall it be ! 1 

{Exmnt, i 


SCENE IX.— Belmont. . A RoominTowit^ds, 
House. 

.Swier Nerissa, a Servant. 

ISfer. Quick, quick, I pray thee, draw the curtain 
straight ; 

The prince of Arragon hath ta’en his oath, 

And comes to his election presently. 

Flourish of Cornets. Enter the Pbince of Arragox, 
I*DRTiA, and their Trains. 

For. Behold , there stand the caskets, noble prince ; 
If you choose that ■wherein I am. contain’d, 
Straight shall our nuptial rites be solemniz’d ; 

But if you fail, without mors speech, my lord, 

You must be gone from hence immediately. 

At. I am enjoin’ d by oath to observe three things ; 
First, never to unfold to any one 
Which casket ’twas I chose ; next, if I fail 
Of the right casket, never in my life 
To woo a maid in way of marriage ; lastly, 

If I do fail in fortune of my choice, 

Immediately to leave you and be gone. 

Pot. To these injunctions every one doth swear, 
That comes to hazard for my vrorthless self. 

At. And so have I address’d me : Fortune now 
To my heart’s hope ! — Gold, silver, and base lead. 
Who ckooseih me, must give and haza rd all he hath : 
You shall look fairer, ere I give, or hazard. 

What says the golden chest ? ha ! let me see : — 
Who chooseth me, shall gain what many men desire. 
What many men desire. — That many may be meant 
By the fool multitude, that choose by show-, 

Not learning more than the fond eye doth teach ; 
Which pries not to the interior, but, like the martlet, 
Builds in the weather on the outward wall, 

Even in the force and road of casualty. 

I will not choose what many men desire, 

Because I will not jump with common spirits, 

And rank me with the barbarous multitudes. 

Why, then to thee, thou silver treasm-e-house ; 
Tell me once more what title thou dost bear : 

Who chooseth me, shall get as much as he deserves : 
And well said too ; For who shall go about 
To cozen fortune, and be honourable 
Without the stamp of merit 1 Let none presume 
To wear an undeserved dign%. 

O, that estates, degrees, and offices, 

Were not deriv’d corruptly ! and that clear honour 
Were purchas’d by the merit of the wearer I 
How many then should cover, that stand bare ? 
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SCENE I. — ^Venice, A Street. 

Enter Saianio and Salarino. 

Salan. Now, what news on the Rialto ? 

Salar. Why, yet it lives there uncheck’d, that 
Antonio hath a ship of rich lading wreck’d on the 
narrow seas ; the Goodwins, I think they call the 
place ; a very dangerous flat, and fatal, where the 
carcases of many a tall ship lie buried, as they 
say, if my gossip report be an honest woman of 
her word. 

Salan. I would she were as lying a gossip in 
that, as ever knapp’d ginger, or made her neigh- 
bours believe she wept for the death of a third hus- 
band : But it is true, — without any slips of pro- 
lixity, or crossing the plain high-way of talk, — that 
the good Antonio, the honest Antonio,-— O that 
I had a title good enough to keep his name com- 
pany !— 

Salar. Come, the full stop. 

Salan. Ha, — ^what say’st thou? — ^Why the end 
is, he hath lost a ship. 

Salar. I would it might prove the end of his 
losses I 

Salan. Let me say amen betimes, lest the devil 
cross my prayer ; for here he comes in the likeness 
of a Jew. — 

Enter Shylock. 

How now, Shylock ? what news among the mer- 
chants ? 

Sh^. You knew, none so well, none so well as 
you, of my daughter’s flight. 

Salar. That’s certain ; I, for my part, knew the 
tailor that made the wings she flew withal. 

Salan. And Shylock, for his own part, knew the 
bird was fledg’d ; and then it is the complexion of 
them all to leave the dam. 

Shy. She is damn’d for it. 

Salar. That’ s certain, if the devil may be her judge. 

Shy. My own flesh and blood to rebel ! 

Solan. Out upon it, old carrion 1 rebels it at 
these years ? 

Shy. I say, my daughter is my flesh and blood. 

S alar. There is m ore diflerence between thy flesh 
and hers, than between jet and ivory ; more between 
your bloods, than there is between red wine and 
rhenish But teflus, do you hear whether Antonio 
have had any loss at sea or no ? 

Shy. There I have another bad match : a bank- 
rupt, a prodigal, who dare scarce show his head on 
the Rialto ; — a beggar, that used to come so smug 
upon the mart ; — let him look to his bond : he was 
wont to call me usurer ; — ^let nim look to his bond ! 
he was wont to lend money for a Christian courtesy ; 

' — ^let him look to his bond. 

Salar. Why, I am sure, if he forfeit, thou wilt 
not take his flesh ; What’s that good for ? 

Shy. To bait flsh withal : if it will feed nothing 
else, it will feed my revenge. He hath disgraced 
me, and hindered me of hdf a million ; laughed at 
my losses, mocked at my gains, scorned my nation, 
thwarted my bargains, cooled my friends, heated 
mine enemies; and what’s the reason? I am a 
J ew : Hath not a Jew eyes ? hath not a J ew hands, 
organs, dimensions, senses, affections, passions? fed 
with the same food, hurt with the same w'eapons, 
subject to the same diseases, healed by the same 


means, warmed and cooled by the same winter and 
summer, as a Christian is ? if you prick us, do we 
not bleed ? if you tickle us, do we. not laugh ? if you 
poison us, do we not die ? and if you wrong us, 
shall we not revenge ? if we are like you in the 
rest, w^e will resemble you in. that. If a Jew’ wn-ong a 
Christian, what is his humility ? revenge ; If a 
Christian wrong a Jew, what should his suilerance 
be by Christian example ? why, revenge. The 
villany, you teach me, I will execute ; and it shall 
go hard, but I will better the instruction. 

Enter a Bevxiint. 

Serv. Gentlemen, m3' master Antonio is at his 
house, and desires to speak -with you both. 

Salar. We have been up and down to seek him. 

Enter Tubal. 

Sala 7 i. Here comes another of the tribe ; a third 
cannot be matched, unless the devil himself turn 
Jew. {^Exeunt Sa,lan. Salar. arai Servant. 

Shy. Hownow, Tubal, what new^s from Genoa? 
hast thou found my daughter ? 

Tub. I often came where I did hear of her, but 
cannot find her. 

Shy. Why there, there, there, there ! a diamond 
gone, cost me two thousand ducats in Frankfort I 
The curse never fell upon our nation till now ; I 
never felt it till now: — two thousaud ducats in 
that ; and other precious, precious jewels. — I would 
my daughter were dead at my foot, and the jewels 
in her ear! ’wonld she were hears’d at my foot, 
and the ducats in her coffin ! No news of them ? 
— Why, so : — and I know not what’s spent in the 
search : Why, thou loss upon loss 1 the thief gone 
with so much, and so much to find the thief ; and no 
satisfliction, no revenge : nor no ill luck stirring, 
but w’hat lights 0’ my shoulders *, no sighs, but o’ 
m3^ breathing ; no tears, hut 0’ my shedding. 

Ttib. Yes, other men have illluck too ; Antonio 
as I heard in Genoa,- — 

Shy. AVhat, what, what ? ill luck, ill luck ? 

Tub. — hath an argosy cast away, coming from 
Tripolis. 

Shy. I thank God, I thank God Is it true ? 
is it true ? 

Tub. I spoke with some of the sailors that es- 
caped the wreck. 

Shy. I thank thee, good Tulial ; — Good nt^ws, 
good news : ha 1 ha I — Where? in Genoa ? 

Tub. Your daughter spent in Genoa, as I heard, 
one night, fourscore ducats. 

Shy. Thou stick’st a dagger in me : 1 shall 

never see my gold again : Fourscore ducats at a 
sitting I fourscore ducats ! 

Tub. There came divers of Antonio’s creditors in 
my company to Venice, that swear he cannot choose 
but break. 

Shy. I am very glad of it : I’ll plague him ; I’ll 
torture him ; I am glad of it. 

Tub. One of them showed me a ring, that he 
had of your daughter for a monkey. 

Shy. Out upon her I Thou torturest me, Tubal ; 
it was my turquoise ; I had it of Leah, when I was 
a bachelor : I would not have given it for a wilder- 
ness of monkeys. 

Tub. But Antonio is certainly undone. 

Shy. Nay, that’s true, that’s very true: Go^ 
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Tubal, fee me an officer, bespeak him a fortnight 
before : I will have the heart of him, if he forfeit; 
for were he out of Venice, I caa make what mer- 
chandize I' will : Go, go, Tubal, and meet me at 
our synagogue ; go, good Tubal ; at our synagogue, 
Tubal. iJExeunL 

SCENE II.— Belmont. A Room in Portia^s 
House. . 

Enter Bassakio,.. Poetta, Gratiano, Nerissa, an'l 
Attendants. Tlie caskets are set out. 

For. I pray you, tarry; pause a day or two, 
Before you hazard ; for, in choosing wrong, 
i lose your company; therefore, forbear a wdiile : 
There’s something tells me, (but it is not love,) 

I would not lose you ; and you know yourself, 

Hate counsels not in such a quality : 

But lest you should not understand me weU, 

(And yet a maiden hath no tongue but thought,) 

I would detain you here some month or two, 

Before you venture for me. I could teach you, 
How to choose right, but then I am forsworn ; 

So will I never be ; so may you miss me ; 

But if you do, you'll make me wish a sin, 

That I had been forsworn. Beshrew your eyes, 
They have o’er-look’d me, and divided me ; 

One half of me is yours, the other half yours, 

Mine own, I would say ; but if mine, then yours, 
And so ail yours : O I these naughty times 
Put bars between the owners and their rights ; 

And so, though yours, not yours. — Prove it so, 

Let fortune go to hell for it, — not I. 

I speak too long ; hut 'tis to peize the time ; 

To eke it, aBd to draw it out in length, 

To stay you from election. 

Bass. Let me choose ; 

For, as I am, I live upon the rack. 

Par. Upon the rack, Bassanio ? then confess 
What treason there is mingled with your love. 

Bass. None, but that ugly treason of mistrust, 
Which makes me fear the enjoying of my love : 
There may as well be amity and life 
^Tween snow and fire, as treason and my love. 

For. Ay, but I fear, you speak upon the rack, 
Where men enforced do speak any thing. 

Bass. Promise me life, and I’ll confess the truth. 
For. WeU then, confess, and live. 

Bass. Confess, and love, 

Had been the vei*y sum of my confession : 

O happy torment, when my torturer 
Doth teach me answers for deliverance ! 

But let me to my fortune and the caskets. 

For. Away then : I am lock'd in one of them ; 
if you do love me, you wiU find me out. — 

Nerissa, and the rest, stand all aloof. — 

Let music sound, while he doth make his choice ; 
Then, if he lose, he makes a swan-like end, 

Fading in music : that the comparison 

May stand more proper, my eye shall be the stream, 

And wat'ry death-bed for him : He may win ; 

And what is music then ? then music is 
Even as the flourish when true subjects bow 
To a ncAv-crowned monarch : such it is^ 

As are those dulcet sounds in break of day, 

That creep into the dreaming bridegroom’s ear, 
And summon him to marriage. Now he goes, 
With no less presence, but with much more love. 
Than young Alcides, when he did redeem 
The virgin tribute paid by howling Troy 


To the sea-monster : I stand for sacrifice, 

The rest aloof are the Dardanian wives, 

With bleared visages, come forth to view 
The issue of the exploit. Go, Hercules ! 

Live thou, I live ; — With much, much more dismay 
X view the fight, than thou that mak’st the fray. 
MusiCi wMlst Bassanio comments on the caskets to 
Mmsel/. 


1. Tell me wliere is fancy bred. 

Or in the heart, or in the head ? 
How begot, how nom-ished ? 


2. It is engender’d in the eyes. 

With gazing fed ; and fancy dies 
In the cradle where it lies : 

Let ns all ring fancy’s knell ; 

111 begin it, Ding, dong, bell. 

All, Ding, dong, bell. 

Bass. — So may the outward shows be least them- 
■ selves ; 

The world is still deceiv’d with ornament. 

In law, what plea so tainted and corrupt, 

But, being season’d with a gracious voice, 
Obscures the show of evil ? In religion, ® 

What damned error, but some sober brow 
Will bless it, and approve it with a text, 

Hiding the grossness with fair ornament ? 

There is no vice so simple, but assumes 
Some mark of virtue on his outward parts. 

How many cowards, whose hearts are all as false 
As stairs of sand, wear yet upon their chins 
The beards of Hercules, and frowning Mars ; 

Who, inward search’d, have livers white as milk ! 
And these assume but valour’s excrement, 

To render them redoubted. Look on beauty, 

And you shall see ’tis purchas’d by the weight 
Which therein works a mii'acle in nature, 

Making them lightest that wear most of it : 

So are those crisped snaky golden locks, 

Wiiich make such wanton gambols with the wind. 
Upon supposed fairness, often known 
To be the dowry of a second head, — 

The scull that bred them, in the sepulchre. 

Thus ornament is but the guiled shore 

To a most dangerous sea ; the beauteous scarf 

Veiling an Indian beauty ; in a word, 

The seeming truth which cimning times put on 
To entrap the wisest. Therefore, thou gaudy gold, 
Hard food for Midas, I will none of thee : 

Nor none of thee, thou pale and common drudge 
’Tween man and man : but thou, thou meagre lead, 
Which rather threat’nest, than dost promise aught, 
Thy plainness moves me more than eloquence, 

And here choose I ; Joy be the consequence ! 

For. How all the other passions fleet to air, 

As doubtful thoughts, and rash-embi'ac’d despair 
And shudd’ ring fear, and green-ey’d jealousy I 

0 love, be moderate, allay thy ecstacy. 

In measure rain thy joy, scant this excess ; 

1 feel too much thy blessing, make it less, 

For fear X surfeit! 

Bass. What find I here ? 

lOpening the leaden casket. 
Fair Portia’s counterfeit ? What demi-god 
Hath come so near creation } Move these eyes ? 
Or whether, riding on the balls of mine, 

Seem they in motion ? Here are sever’d lips, 
Parted w;ifch sugar breath ; so sweet a bar 
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Should sunder such sweet friends : Here in her hairs 
The painter plays the spider ; and hath woven 
A golden mesh to entrap the hearts of men, 

Faster than gnats in cobwebs ; But her eyes, — 
How could he see to do them ! having made one, 
Methinks, it should have power to steal both his, 
And leave itself unfurnish’d : Yet look, how far 
The substance of my praise doth wrong this shadow 
In underprizing it, so far this shadow 
Doth limp behind the substance — Here’s the scroll, 
The continent and summary of my fortune. 

You that choose not by the view, 

Chance as fair, and choose as true ! 

Since this fortune falls to you, 

Be content, and seek no new. 

If you bo well pleas’d with this, 

And hold your fortune for your Miss, 

Turn you where your lady is, 

And claim her with a loving kiss. 

A gentle scroll ; — Fair lady, by your leave : 

IKissing hen 

I come by note, to give and to receive. 

Like one of two contending in a prize, 

That thinks he hath done well in people’s eyes, 
Hearing applause, and universal shout, 

Giddy in 'spirit, still gazing, in a doubt 
Whether those peals of praise be his or no ; 

So thrice fair lady, stand I, even so ; 

As doubtful whether what I see be true, 

Until confirm’d, sign’d, ratified by yon. 

Pot. You see me, lord Bassanio, where I stand, 
Such as I am : though for myself alone, 

I would not be ambitious in my wish. 

To wish myself much better ; yet, for you, 

I would be trebled twenty times myself ; 

A thousand times more fair, ten thousand times 
More rich ; 

That only to stand high on your account, 

I might in virtues, beauties, livings, friends. 
Exceed account : but the full sum of me 
Is sum of something ; which, to term in gross, 

Is an unlesson’d girl, unschool’d, unpractis’d : 

Happy in this, she is not yet so old 

But she may learn ; and happier than this, 

She is not bred so dull but she can learn ; 

Happiest of all, is, that her gentle spirit 
Commits itself to yours to be directed, 

As from her lord, her govenior, her king. 

. Myself, and what is mine, to you, and yours 
Is now converted : but now, I was the lord 
Of this fair mansion, master of my servants, 

Queen o’er myself ; and even now, but now, 

Tliis house, these servants, and this same myself, 
Are yours, my lord ; I give them with this ring ; 
Which when you part from, lose, or give away, 

Let it presage the ruin of your love, 

And be my vantage to exclaim on you. 

Bass. Madam, you have bereft me of all words, 
Only my blood speaks to you in my veins : 

And there is such confusion in my powers, 

As, after some oration fairly spoke 
By a beloved prince, there doth appear 
Among the buzzing pleased multitude •, 

Where every something, being blent together, 

Turns to a wild of nothing, save of joy, 

Express’d, and not express’d : But when this ring 
Parts from this finger, then parts life from hence ; 
0, then be bold to say, Bassanio’s dead. 

Ner. My lord and lady, it is now our time, 

That have stood by, and seen our wishes prosper, 


5 I To cry, good joy ; Good joy, my lord and lady ! 

I Gra. My lord Bassanio, and my gentle lady, 

I wish you all the joy that you can wish ; 

For I am sure, you can wish none from me : 

And, when your honours mean to solemnize 
The bargain of your faith, J do beseech you, 

Even at that time I may be married too. 

Bass. With ;ili my heart, so thou (ianst get a wife. 
Gra. I thank your lordship ; you have got me one. 
My eyes, my lord, can look as swift as yours : 

You saw the mistress, J beheld the maid ; 

You lov’d, I lov’d ; for intermission 
No more pertains to me, my lord, tban you. j 

Your fortune stood upon the caskets there ; ’ 

And so did mine too, as tlic matter falls : | 

For wooing here, until 1 sweat again ; ; 

And swearing, till my very rooi‘ was dry * 

With oaths of love ; at last, — if promise last, — 

I got a promise of this fair one her(\ 

To have her love, provided that your fortuni* 
Achiev’d her mistress. 

Por. Is this true, Ntrissa? ! 

Ner. Madam, it is, so you stand pleas’d withal. 
Bass. And do you, Gratiano, mean good faitli ? 
Gra. Yes, faith, my lord. 

Bass. Our feast shall be much honour’d in your 
marriage. 

Gra. We’ll play with them, the first boy for a 
thousand ducats. 

Ner. ‘What, and stake down ? 

Gra. No ; we shall ne’er win at that sport, and 
stake down. — 

But who comes here? Lorenzo, and his infidel ? 
WTiat, and my old Venetian friend, Salerio ? 

JEiiter Louenzo, Jessica, a7id Salkrio. j 

Bass. Lorenzo, and Salerio, welcome hither ; i 
If that the youth of my new interest here i 

Have power to bid you welcome : — By your leave, j 
1 bid my very friends and countrymen, * j 

Sweet Portia, w'elcome. | 

Por. So do I, my lord ; ! 

They are entirely welcome. • 

Lor. 1 thank your honour : — For my part, my I 
My purpose was not to have seen 3rou Imre ; [lord, 
But meeting with Salerio by the way, 

He did entreat me, pact all saying nay, 

To come with him along. 

Sale. I did, my lord, 

And I have reason for it Signior xintonio 
Commends him to you. ihlves IUssamo a h'tter. 

Bass. Ere I ope his letter, 

I pray you tell me how my good friend doth. 

Sale. Not sick, my lord, unless it be in mind ; 
Nor well, unless in mind : his letter there 
Will show you his estate. 

Gra. Nerissa, cheer yond stranger; bid her wel- 
come. 

Your hand, Salerio ; VTiat’s the jiews from Venice ? 
How doth that royal merchant, good Antonio ? 

I know, he will be glad of our success ; » 

W'e are the Jasons, we have won the ficece. 

Sale. ’IVouid you had won the fleece that’ he hath 
lost 1 

Por. There are some slirewd contents in yond 
same paper, 

That steal the colour from Bassanio’s cheek ; 

Some dear friend dead ; else nothing in the world 

Could turn so mtich the constitution 

Of any constant man. What, w^orsc and worse? — i 
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With leave, BasSanio ; I am half yourself, 

' And I must freely have the half of any thing 
I That this same' paper brings you. 

I Bass. O sweet Portia, 

t Here are a few of the unpleasant’st words, 

I That ever blotted paper I Gentle lady, 

! l¥hen I did first impart my love to you, 

I freely told you, all the wealth I had 
Ban in my vems, I , was a gentleman ; 

And then I told you true ; and yet, dear lady, 
Bating myself at nothing, you shall see 
How much I was a braggart : When I told you 
My state was nothing, I should then have told you 
That I was worse than nothing ; for, indeed, 

I have engagM myself to a dear friend, 

EngagM my inend to Ms mere enemy, 

To feed my means. Here is a letter, lady ; 

The paper as the body of my friend, 

And every word in it a gaping wound, 

Issuing life-blood. But is it true, Salerio ? 

Have ail his ventures fail’d.^ What, not one Mt ? 
From Tripolis, from Mexico, and England, 

From Lisbon, Barbary, and India ? 

And not one vessel 'scape the dreadful touch 
Of merchant-warring rocks ? 

Sak. Not one, my lord. 

Besides, it should appear, that if he had 
The present money to discharge the Jew, 

He would not take it ; Never did I know 
A creature, that did bear the shape of man, 

So keen and greedy to confound a man : 

He plies the duke at morning, and at night 
And doth impeach the freedom of the state, 

If they deny him justice : twenty merchants, 

The duke himSelf, and the magnificoes 
Of greatest port, have all persuaded with him ; 

But none can drive him from the envious plea 
Of forfeiture, of justice, and his bond. 

J es. When I was with him , I have heard him swear, 
To Tubal, and to Chus, his countrymen, 

That he would rather have Antonio's flesh, 

Than twenty times the value of the sum 
That he did owe him ; and I know, my lord, 

If law, authority, and power deny not, 

It wiE go hard with poor Antonio. 

For. Is it your dear friend, that is thus in trouble ? 
Bass. The dearest friend to me, the kindest man, 
The best condition'd and unwearied spirit 
in doing courtesies ; and one in whom 
The ancient Boman honom* more appears, 

Than any that draws breath in Italy. 

For. MTiat sum owes he the Jew ? 

Bass. For me, three thousaud ducats. 

For. What, no more ? 

Pay him six thousand, and deface the bond ; 
Double six thousand, and then treble that, 

Before a friend of this description 
Shall lose a hair through Bassanio's fault. 

First, go with me to church, and call me wife : 

' And then away to Venice to your friend ; 

For never shall you lie by Portia's side 
! With an unquiet soul. You sliaE have gold 
To pay the petty debt twenty times over ; 

I When it is paid, bring your true friend along ; 

I My maid Nerissa, and myself, mean time, 

I Will live as maids and widows. Come, away ; 

For you shall hence upon your wedding-day : 

Bid your friends welcome, show a merry cheer : 
Since you are dear bought, I will love you dear. 
But let me hear the letter of your friend. 


Bass. [Reads. 1 Sweet Bassardo, my ships have 
all miscarried, my creditors grow cruel, m.y estate 
is very low, my bond to the Jew is forfeit; and 
since, in paying ity it is impossible I should live, 
all debts are cleared between you and I, if I might 
but see you at my death: notwithstanding, use 
your pleasure: if your love do not persuade you 
to come, let not my letter. 

For. O love, despatch ah business, and be gone. 
Ba^s. Since I have your good leave to go away, 

I will make haste : but, tiE I come again, 

No bed sbaE e'er be guEty of my stay, 

N o rest be interposer ' twixt us twain. \Exeim t. 

SCENE III. — ^Venice. A Street, . 

Enter Shylock, Sajuaoto, Antomo, and Gaoler. 

Shy. Gaoler, look to Mm; Tell not me of j 

mercy; j 

Tliis is the fool that lent out money gratis ; — 
Gaoler, look to Mm. 

Ant. Hear me yet, good Shylock. 

Shy. ni have my bond ; Speak not against my , 
bond ; 

I have sworn an oath, that J will have my bond : 
Thou call'dst me dog, before thou had'st a cause : j 
But, since I am a dog, beware my fangs : | 

The duke shall grant me justice. — I do wonder, 
Thou naughty gaoler, that thou art so fond | 

To come abroad with him at his request. i 

Ant. I pray thee, hear me speak. 

Shy, I'E have mybond ; I wEl not hear thee 
speak ; 

I’E have my bond ; and therefore speak no more. 

I’E not be made a soft and dull-ey’d fool, 

To shake the headj relent, and sigh, and yield 
To Christian intercessors. FoEow not ; 

I’E have no speaking ; I wiE have 

Salan. It is the most impenetrable cur, 

That ever kept with men. 

Ant. Let him alone ; 

I'E foEow him no more with bootless prayers. 

He seeks my life; Ms reason weE I know ; 

I oft deliver’d from his forfeitures 
Many that have at times made moan to me ; 
Therefore he hates me. 

Salan. I am sure, the duke 

WiE never grant this forfeiture to hold. j 

Ant. The duke cannot deny the course of law ; 

For the commodity that strangers have 
With us in Venice, if it be denied, 

Will much impeach the justice of the state ; 

Since that the trade and profit of the city 
Consisteth of aE nations. Therefore, go : 

These griefs and losses have so 'bated me, 

That I shaE hardly spare a pound of flesh 

To-morrow to my bloody creditor. 

WeE, gaoler, on : — Pray God, Bassanio come 
To see me pay his debt, and then I care not ! 

lExeant. 

SCENE IV. — Belmont. A Room in Poutia's 
' Mouse . ' 

E 7 iter PoETiA, Neeissa, Lorenzo, Jessica, and 
BALTHAZAIi. 

Lor. Madam,, although I speak it in your pfe- 
You have a noble and a true conceit [sence. 
Of god-like amity; which appears most strongly 
In bearinfr thus the absence of 
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Into a manly stride; and speak of frays j 
Like a fine bragging youtli : and tell quaint lies, 
How honourable ladies sought my love, 

Which I denying, they fell sick and died ; 

I could not do withal : then I’ll repent, 

And msh, for all that, that I had not kill’d them : 
And twenty of these puny lies I’ll tell, 

That men should swear, I have discontinued school 
Above a twelvemonth : — I have within my mind 
A thousand raw tricks of these bragging Jacks, 
Which I will practise. 

Wcr. Why shall w^e turn to men ? 

Pot. Fye ! what a question’s that, 

If thou wert near a lewd interpreter ? 

But come, I’ll tell thee all my whole device 
When I am in my coach, which stays for us 
At the park-gate ; and therefore haste awuiy, 

For we must measure twenty miles to-day. iBxeunt, 


But, if you knew to whom you show this honour, 
How true a gentleman you send relief, 

How dear a lover of my lord your husband, 

I know, you would be prouder of the work, 

Than customary bounty can enforce you. 

For. I never did repent for doing good, 

Nor shall not now ; for in companions 
That do converse and waste the time together, 
Whose souls do bear an equal yoke of love, 

There must be needs a like proportion 
Of lineaments, of manners, and of spirit ; 

Which makes me think, that this Antonio, 

Being the bosom lover of my lord, 

Must needs be like my lord : If it be so, 

How little is the cost I have bestow’d, 

In purchasing the semblance of my soul 
From out the state of hellish cruelty 1 
This comes too near the praising of myself ; 
Therefore, no more of it ; hear other things. — 
Lorenzo, I commit into your hands 
The husbandry and manage of my house, 

Until my lord’s return : for mine own part, 

I have toward heaven breath’d a secret vow, 

To live in prayer and contemplation, 

Only attended by Nerissa here, 

Until her husband and my lord’s return : 

There is a monastery two miles off, 

And there we will abide. I do desire you, 

Not to deny this imposition ; 

The which my love, and some necessity, 

Now lays upon you. 

Lor. Madam, with all my heart, 

I shall obey you in aU fair commands. 

For. My people do already know my mind, 

And will acknowledge you and Jessica 
In place of lord Bassanio and myself. 

So fare you well, till we shaU meet again. 

Lor. Fair thoughts, and happy hours, attend on 
you I 

Jes. I wish your ladyship all heart’s content. 
For. I thank you for your wish, and am well 
pleas’d 

To wish it back on you : fare you well, Jessica.— 
IBxeunt Jessica and Loiienzo. 

Now, Balthazar, 

As I have ever found thee honest, true, 

So let me find thee still : Take this same letter, 
And use thou all the endeavour of a man, 

In speed to Padua ; see thou render this 
Into my cousin’s hand, doctor Bellario ; 

And, look, what notes and garments he doth give 
thee, 

Bring them, I pray thee, with imagin’d speed 
Unto the tranect, to the common ferry 
Which trades to Venice : — waste no time inurords, 
But get thee gone ; I shall be there before thee. 
JBaiih, Madam, I go with all convenient speed. 

IBafit 

For. Come on, Nerissa ; I have work in hand, 
That you yet know not of : we’U see our husbands, 
Before they think of us. 

Ner. Shall they see us ? 

For. They shall, Nerissa ; but in such a habit, 
That they shall think we are accomplished 
With what we lack. I’ll hold thee any wager. 
When we are both accouter’d like young men, 

I’ll prove the prettier fellow of the two, 

And wear my dagger with the braver grace; 

And speak, between the change of man and boy 
With a reed voice ; and turn two mincing steps 


SCENE V. — The same. A Garden. 

Enter LAtnsrcEtoT and Jessica, 

Laun. Yes, truly ; — for, look you, the sins of the 
father are to be laid upon the children ; therefore, 
I promise you, I fear you. I was always plain with 
you, and so now I speak my agitation of the mat- 
ter : Therefore, be of good cheer ; for, truly, I 
think, you are damn’d. Tliere is but oue hope in 
it that can do you any good ; and that is but a kind 
of bastard hope neither. 

Jes. And what hope is that, I pray thee ? 

Laun. Marry, you may partly hope that your 
father got you not, that you are not the Jew’s 
daughter. 

Jes. That were a kind of bastard hope, indeed ; 
so the sins of my mother should be visited upon me. 

Laun. Truly then I fear you are damned both by 
father and mother : thus when I shun Scylla, your 
father, I fall into Charybdis, your mother ; well, 
you are gone both wuys. 

Jes. I shall be saved by my husband ; he hath 
made me a Christian. 

Laun. Truly, the more to blame he : we were 
Christians enough before ; e’en as many as could 
well live, one by another : This making* of Chris- 
tians will raise the price of hogs ; if we grow all 
to be pork-eaters, we shall not shortly have a 
rasher on the coals for money. 

Enter Lorenzo. 

Jes. I’ll tell my husband, Launcclot, what you 
say ; here he comes. 

Lor. I shall grow jealous of you shortly, Launee- 
lot, if you thus get my wife into corners. 

Jes. Nay, you need not fear us, Lorenzo ; 
Launcelot and I are ont ; he tells me fiatly, there 
is no mercy for me in heaven, because 1 am a Jew’s 
daughter : and he says, you are no good member 
of the commonwealth; for, in converting Jews to 
Christians, you raise the price of pork. 

Lor. I shall answer that better to the common- 
wealth, than you can the getting up of the negro’s 
belly ; the Moor is with child by you, Launcelot. 

Laun. It is much, that the M.oor should be more 
than reason : but if she be less than an honest wo- 
man, she is, indeed, more than I took her for. 

Lor. How every fool can play upon the word ! 
I think, the best grace of wit will shortly turn into 
silence ; and discourse grow commendable in none 
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only but parrots.— Go in sirrab; bid them prepare 
for •dinner..". 

Laun. That is done, sir ; they have all stomachs. 

Lor, Goodly lord, what a wit-snapper are you! 
then bid them prepare dinner. 

Laun. That is done, too, sir: only, cover is the 
word. 

Lot. Will you cover then, sir ? 

Laun. Not so, sir, neither; I know my duty. 

I/or. Yet more quaxTelling with occasion! Wilt 
thou show the whole wealth of thy wit in an instant ? 
I pray thee, understand a plain man in his plain 
meaning ; go to thy fellows ; hid them cover the 
table, serve in the meat, and we will come in to 
dinner. ' • ■ 

Laun. the table, sir, it shall be served in; 
for the meat, sir, it shall he covered ; for your 
coming in to dinner, sir, why, let it be as humours 
and conceits shall govern. [,Exit Launcjblot. 

Lot. O dear discretion, how his words are suited ! 
The fool hath planted in his memory 
An army of good words ; And I do know 
A many fools, that stand in better place, 

Garnish’d like him, that for a tricksy word 


Defy the matter. How cheer’ st thou, Jessica ? 
And now, good sweet, say thy opinion, 

How dost thou like the lord Bassanio’s wife ? 

Jes. Past all expressing : It is very meet, 

The lord Bassanio live an upright life ; 

For, having such a blessing in his lady, 

He finds the joys of heaven here on earth ; 

And, if on earth he do not mean it, it 
Is reason he should never come to heaven. 

Why, if two gods should play some heavenly match, 
And on the wager lay two earthly women, 

And Portia one, there must be something else 
Pawn’d with the other j for the poor rude world 
Hath not her fellow. 

Lor. Even such a husband 

Hast thou of me, as she is for a wife. 

Jes. Nay, hut ask my opinion too of that. 

Lor. I will anon ; first, let us go to dinner. 

Jes. Nay, let me praise you, wliile I have a 
stomach. 

Lor. No, pray thee, let it seiwe for table-talk ; 
Then, howsoe’er thou speak’ st, ’mong other things 
I shall digest it. 

Jes. Weil, 111 set you forth. lExeunt, 


SCENE I. — Venice. A Court of Justice. 
Enter the Duke, the Magnificoes; Antonio, Bassanio, 
Gbatiano, SAiABiNo, Salanio, and others. 

Luke. What, is Antonio here ? 

Ani. Read^, so please your grace. 

Luke. I am sorry for thee ; thou art come to 
A stony adversary, an inhuman wretch [answer 
Uncapable of pity, void and empty 
From any dram of mercy. 

Ant. I have heard, 

Your grace hath ta’en great pains to qualify 
His rigorous course; but since he stands obdurate, 
And that no lawful means can carry me 
Out of his envy’s reach, I do oppose 
My patience to his fury ; and am arm’d 
To sufier, with a quietness of spirit, 

The very tyranny and rage of his. 

Luke. Go one, and call the Jew into the court. 
Salan. He’sreadyatthedoor: becomes, my lord. 
Enter Shylock. 

Luke. Make room, and let him stand before our 
face. — 

Shylock, the world thinks, and I think so too, 
That thou but lead’st this fashion of thy malice 
To the last hour of act ; and then, ’tis thought, 
Thoult show thy mercy and remorse, more strange 
Than is thy strange apparent cruelty : 

And where thou now exact’ st the penalty, 

(Which is a pound of tliis poor merchant’s fiesh,) 
Thou wilt not only lose the forfeiture, 

But touch’d with human gentleness and love, 
Forgive a moiety of the principal ; 

Glancing an eye of pity on his losses, 

That have of late so huddled on his hack ; 

Enough to press a royal merchant down, 

And pluck commiseration of Ms state 
From brassy bosoms, and rough hearts of flint, 
From stubborn Turks, and Tartars, never train’d 
To offices of tender courtesy. 

We all expect a gentle answer, Jew# 


Sky. I have possess’d your grace of what I pur- 
And by our holy Sabbath have I sworn, [pose ; 
To have the due and forfeit of my bond : 

If you deny it, let the danger light 
Upon your charter, and your city’s freedom. 

You’ll ask me, why I rather choose to have 
A weight of carrion fiesh, than to receive 
Three thousand ducats : I’ll not answer that : 

But, say, it is my humour ; Is it answer’d ? 

What if my house be troubled with a rat, 

And I be pleas’d to give ten thousand ducats 
To have it baned ? What, are you answer’d yet ? 
Some men there are, love not a gaping pig ; 

Some, that are mad, if they behold a cat ; 

And others, wffien the bagpipe sings i’ the nose, 
Cannot contain their urine ; for afiectioa, 

Mistress of passion, sways it to the mood 
Of what it Ekes, or loaths : Now, for your answer. 

As there is no firm reason to be render’d, 

Why he cannot abide a gaping pig ; 

Wliy he, a harmless necessary cat ; 

Why he, a swollen bagpipe ; but of force 
Must yield to such inevitable shame, j 

As to offend, himself being offended ; 1 

So can I give no reason, nor I will not 
More than a lodg’d hate, and a certain loathing, ; 
I bear Antonio, that I follow thus | 

A losing suit against him. Are you answ'er’d? j 
Bass. This is no answer, thou unfeeling man, * 
To excuse the current of thy cruelty. 

Shy. I am not bound to please thee with my 
'answeiv 

Bass. Do all men kill the things they do not love ? I 
Shy. Hates any man the thing he would not kill? | 
Bass. Every offence is not a hate at first. \ 

Shy. What, would’st thou have a serpent sting j 
thee twice ? . ( 

Ant. I pray you, think you question with the Jev/ ; > 
You may as well go stand upon the beach, 

And bid the main-flood bate his usual height ; i 
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You may as well use question with the wolf, 

Why he hath made the ewe bleat for the lamb ; 
You may as well forbid the mountain pines 
To wag their high tops, and to make no noise, 
When they are fretted with the gusts of heaven ; 
You may as well do any thing most hard, 

As seek to soften that (than which what's harder ?) 
His Jewish heart : — ^Therefore, I do beseech you, 
Make no more offers, use no further means, 

But, with all brief and plain convenienc}^, 

Let me have judgment, and the Jew his will, 

Bass. For thy three thousand ducats here is six. 
If every ducat in six thousand ducats. 

Were in six parts, and every part a ducat, 

I would not draw them, I would have my bond. 
I)nke. How shalt thou hope for mercy, rend'ring 
none ? 

Shy. What judgment shall I dread, doing no 
wrong ? 

You have among you many a purchas'd slave. 
Which, like your asses, and your dogs, and mules, 
You use in abject and in slavish parts, 

Because you bought them : — Shall I say to you, 
Let them be free, marry them to your heirs ? 

Why sweat they under burdens ? let their beds 
Be made as soft as yours, and let their palates 
Be seasoned with such viands ? You will answer, 
The slaves are ours : — So do I answer you ; 

The pound of flesh, which I demand of him, 

Is dearly bought, is mine, and I will have it : 

If you deny me, fye upon your law ! 

There is no force in the decrees of Venice : 

I stand for judgment : answer : shall I have it ? 

Duke. Upon my power, I may dismiss this court, 
Unless Bellario, a learned doctor, 

Whom I have sent for to determine this, 

Come here to-day. 

Salar. My lord, here stays without 

A messenger with letters from the doctor, 

New come from Padua. 

Duke. Bring us the letters ; Call the messenger. 
Bass. Good cheer, Antonio ! What, man ? cou- 
rage yeti 

The J ew shall have my flesh, blood, bones, and all, 
Eve thou shalt lose for me one drop of blood. 

Ant. I am a tainted wether of the flock, 

Meetest for death ; the weakest kind of fruit 
Drops earliest to the ground, and so let me : 

You cannot better be employ’d, Bassanio, 

Than to live still, and write mine epitaph. 

Enter Neiussa, dressed like a laioyer^s clerk. 

Duke. Came you from Padua, from Bellario ? 
Ner. From both, ray lord : Bellario greets your 
grace. iPresents a letter. 

Ba.^s. Why dost thou whet thy knife so earnestly ? 
Shy. To cut the forfeiture from that bankrupt 
there. [Jew, 

Gra. Not on thy sole, but on thy soul, harsh 
Thou mak'st thy knife keen : but no metal can, 

No, not the hangman's axe, bear half the keenness 
Of thy sharp en\’y. Can no prayers pierce thee ? ' 
Shy. No, none that thou hast wit enough to make, j 
Gra. O, be thou damn'd, inexorable dog ! 

And for thy life let justice be accus'd. 

Thou almost mak'st me waver in my faith, 

To bold opinion with Pythagoras, 

That souls of animals infuse themselves 
Into the trunks of men : thy currish spirit 
Govern’d a wolf, who, bang’d for human slaughter, 


Even from the gallows did Iiis fell soul fleet, • 

And, whilst thou lay’st in tliy unhailow'd dam, 
Infus'd itself in thee ; for thy desires 
Are wolfish, bloody, starv'd, and ravenous. 

^ Shy. Tillthoucan'strailtliesealfromoffmybond, 

Thou but offend’ St thy lungs to speak so loud : 
Repair thy wit, good youth ; or it will fail 
To cureless ruin. — I stand here for law. 

Duke. This letter from ikdlario doth commend 
A young and learned doctor to our court : — 
Where is lie ? 

^ JS^rr. Ho attendetli here hard by, 

To know your at?swer, wheiher you’ll admit him. 
Duke. With all my heart some three or four 
of you, 

Go give him courteous conduct to tins phjce. — 
Meantime, the court shall hear Beilario’s letter. 

ICh’rk roads.] Your ^raeo shall mulorstnnd, that, at the 
receipt of your letter, I am very sick : but in the instautthut 
your messenger came, in loving visitation was with me a 
; yoimg doctor of Rome, his name is I Salthasiir : lacquaiated 
! him with tlio cvuise in controversy between the Jew and 
1 Antonio the merchant ; we turned o’t‘r m:my books to- 
gether: he is furnish’d with my opinion ; which, better’d 
with his own learning, (the greatness whereof I cannot 
enough commend,) comes with him, at my importunity 
to fill np your grace’s request in my stead. I beseech you 
lot his lack of years bo no impediment to let him lack a 
reverend estimation; for I never know so yi nmg a body 
with so old a ho;wl. I leave him to your graeious acoep- 
tance, whose trial shall better publi.sh his commendation. 

Duke. You hear the learned Bellario, what he 
writes : 

And here, I take it, is the doctor come.— 

Enter Poiota, dressed Wee a doctor of laws. 

Give me your hand : Came you from old Bellario ? 
For. I did, my lord. 

Duke. You are welcome : take your place. 
Are you acquainted with the differeiu'.e * 

That holds this present question in the court ? 

For. ^ I am informed throughly of tiie cause. 
Which is the merchant here, and which the Jew? 
D?(,ke. Antonio and old Shylock, both stand forth. 
For. Is your name Shylock? 

Bhyloek is my name. 
For. Of a strange nature is the suit you follow : 
Yet in such a rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed. — 

You stand within his danger, do you not ? 

Antonio. 

Ant. x\y, so he says. 

T* or. Do you confess the bond ? 

Ant. I do. 

For. Then must the Jew be merciful 

Shy. On what compulsion must I ? tell me that. 
For. The quality of mercy is not strain'd ; 

It droppeth as the gentle rain from heaven, 

Upon the place beneath : it is twice bless'd ; 

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes : 

'Tis mightiest in the mightiest ; it becomes 
The throned monarch better than his crown ; 

His sceptre shows the force of temporal power, 

The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wlaerein doth sit the dread and fear of kings ; 

But mercy is above this scepter'd sway, 

It is entln*oned in the hearts of kings, 

It is an attribute to God himself ; 

And earthly power doth then show likest God’s 
■When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy plea, consider this— 
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That in the course of justice, none of us 
Should see salvation : we do pray for mercy ; 

And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much, 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea ; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 
Must needs give sentence Against the merchant there. 

Sh^. My deeds upon my head 1 I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 

, For. Is he not able to discharge the money ? 
Bass. Yes, here I tender it for him in the court ; 
Yea, twice the sum : if that will not suffice, 

I will be bound to pay it ten times o^er, 

On forfeit of my hands, my head, my heart : 

If this will not suffice, it must appear 

That malice bears down ti'uth. And I beseech you, 

Wrest once the law to your authority : 

To do a great right do a little wrong ; 

And curb this cruel devil of his will. 

For. It must not be ; there is no power in Venice 
Can alter a decree established : 

’Twill be recorded for a precedent ; 
i\.nd many an error, by the same example, 

Will rush into the state : it cannot be. [Daniel ! 

Sh^. A Daniel come to Judgment I yea, a 
O wise young Judge, how do I honour thee ! 

For. I pray you, let me look upon the bond. 
Shij. Here it is most reverend doctor, here it Is. 
For. Shylock, there’s thrice thy money offer’d 
thee. 

Sh?j. An oath, an oath, I have an oath in heaven : 
Shall I lay perjury upon my soul ? 

No, not for Venice. 

For. Why, this bond is forfeit ; 

And lawfully By this the Jew may claim 
A pound of flesh, to he by him cut off 
Nearest the merchant’s heart : — Be merciful ! 

Take thrice thy money ; bid me tear the bond. 

Shy. When it is paid according to the tenour. — 
It doth appear, you are a worthy Judge ; 

You know the law, your exposition 

Hath been most sound ; I charge you by the law, 

Whereof you are a well- deserving pillar, 

Proceed to judgment : by my soul I sw^ear, 

There is no power in the tongue of man 
To alter me : I stay here on my bond. 

Ant. Most heartily I do beseech the court 
To give the judgment. 

For. Why then, thus it is. 

You must prepare your bosom for his knife: 

Shy. O noble judge ! O excellent young man 
For. For the intent and purpose of the law 
Hath full relation to the penalty, 

Which here appeareth due upon the bond. 

Shy. ’Tis very true : O wise 'and upright judge : 
How much more elder art thou than thy looks ! 
For. Tiierefore, lay bare your bosom. 

Shy. "Ay, his breast: 

So says the bond ; — Doth it not, noble judge ? — 
Nearest his heart, those are the very words. 

For. It is so. Are there balance here, to weigh 
The flesh 

Shy. I have them ready. 

For. Have by some surgeon, Shylock, on your 
charge, 

To stop his wounds, lest he do bleed to death. 
Shy, Is it so nominated in the bond ? 

For. It is not so express’d; But what of that? 
’Twere good you do so much for charity. 

Shy. I cannot find it ; ’tis not in the bond. 


I For . . Come, merchant, have you any thing to say . 

i Ant. But little ; I am arm’d, and w^eil prepar’d.— 
Give me your hand, Bassanio ; fare you well ! 
Grieve not that I am fallen to this for you; 

For herein fortune shows herself more kind 
Than is her custom : it is still her use, 

To let the wretched man out-live Ms wealth, 

To view with hollow eye, and wiinkled brow, 

An age of poverty; from, wMch lingering penance 
Of such a misery doth she cut me off. 

Commend me to your honourable wife : 

Tell her the process of Antonio’s end, 

Say, how I lov’d you, speak me fair in death ; 
And, when the tale is told, bid her be judge. 
Whether Bassanio had not once a love. 

Repent not you that you shall lose your friend, 
And he repents not that he pays your debt ; 

For, if the Jew do cut but deep enough, 

I’ll pay it instantly with all my heart. 

Bass. Antonio, I am married to a wife, 

Which is as dear to me as life itself ; 

But life itself, my wife, and all the world, 

Are not wdth me esteem’d above thy life ; 

I would lose all, ay, sacrifice them all 
Here to this devil, to deliver you. 

For. Your wife would give you little thanks for 
If she were by, to hear you make the offer, [that, 
Ora. I have a wife, whom, I protest I love; 


Shy. These be the Christian husbands : I have a 
daughter; 

’Would, any of the stock of Barrabas 

Had been her husband, rather than a Christian! 

[Aside. 

We trifle time; I pray thee, pursue sentence. 

For. A pound of that same merchant’s flesli is 
thine ; 

The court awards it, and the law doth give it. 

Sky. Most rightful judge ! 

For. And you must cut this flesh from off his 
breast; 

The law allows it, and the court awards it. 

Shy. Most learned judge I — A sentence ; come, 
prepare. 

For. Tarry a little; — there is something else.— 
This bond doth give thee here no jot of blood ; 

The words expressly are a pound of flesh : 

Take then thy bond, take thou thy pound of flesh ; 
But, in the cutting it, if thou dost shed 
One drop of Christian blood, thy lands and goods 
Are, by the laws of Venice, confiscate 
Unto the state of Venice. 

Gra. O upright judge I — Mark, Jew ; — O learned 
Shy. Is that the law? [jndge ! 

For. Thyself shall see the act : 

For, as thou urgest justice, be assur’d, 

Thou shalt have justice, more than thou desir’st. 
Gra. O learned judge ! — Mark, J ew ; — a learned 
judge! 

Shy. I take this offer then, — pay the bond thrice, 
And let the Christian go- 

Bass. Here is the money. 

For. Soft; 

The Jew shall have all justice ; — soft ; — no haste : — 
He shah have nothing but the penalty. 

Ora. O Jew ! an upright judge, a learned judge ! 
For. Therefore, prepare thee to cut off the flesM 
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Dtihe. lie slidl do tliis ; or else I do recant: 
Tlie pardon, that I late pronounced here. 

Pot. Art thou contented, Jew, what dost tliou 
Shy. I am content. [say ? 

Pot. Clerk, draw a deed of gift. 

Shy. I pray you give me leave to go from hence : 
I am not well ; send the deed after me, 

And I will sign it. 

Duke. Get thee gone, hut do it. 

Gra. In christening, thou sh^t have two god- 
fathers ; 

Had I been judge, thou should'st have Imd ten more, 
To bring thee to the gallows, not font. 

{Rvli SnvLOCK. 

Duke. Sir, I entreat you home witli me to dinner. 
Por. I humbly do desire your grace of pardon ; 
I must away this night toward Padua. 

And it is meet, I presently set forth. 

Duke. I am sorry, that your leisure serves you 
Antonio, gratify this gentleman ; [not. 

For, in my mind, you are much bound to him. 

Duke, Ma:g.nilieoe.s, and Train. 
Bass. Most worthy gentleman, I and my friend, 
Have by your wisdom kjen this day acquitted 
Of grievous penalties ; in lieu whereof, 

Three thousand ducats, due unto the Jew', 

We freely cope your courteous pains withal. 

Ant. And stand indebted, over and above, 

In love and service to you evermore. 

Pot. He is well paid that is well satisfied, 

And I, delivering you, am satisfied, 

And therein do account myself well paid ; 

My mind was never yet more mercenary. 

I pray you, know me, wdien w'C meet again ; 

I wish you well, and so I take my leave. 

Bass. Dear sir, of force I must attempt you 
further ; 

Take some remembrance of us, as a tribute, 

Not as a fee : grant me two things, I pray you, 
Not to deny me, and to pardon me. 

Por. You press me far, and therefore I willyield. 
Give me your gloves, I’ll wear them for your sake ; 
And, for your love, Til take this ring from you 
Do not draw back your hand; I Ml talte no more ; 
And you in love shall not <leny me this. 

Bass. Tins ring, good sir, —alas, it is a trifie; 

I will not shame myself to give you this. 

Por. I will have nothing else but only this ; 

And now, methinks, 1 have a mind to it. 

Bass. There’s more depends on this than on the 
v.alue. . . : 

The dearest ring in Venice will I give you 
And find it out by proclamation ; 

Only for this, I pray you, pardon me. 

Por. I see, sir, you are liberal in offers : 

You taught me first to beg ; and now, methiiiks, 
You teach me how a beggar .should be answer ML 
Bass. Good sir, this ring was given me by my 
And, when she j)ut it on, slie made me vowy [wile; 
That I should neither sell, nor give, nor lose it. 

Por. That ’sense serves many men to save their 
An if your wife be not/a mad woman, 

And know how w'cU I have deserv’d this ring, 

She would not hold out enemy for ever, 

For giving it to me. Well, peace be with you I 

Foewa and NjemaSA. 
Ant. My lord Bassanio, let him have the ring ; 
Let his deservings, and my love withal, 

Be valued ’gainst your wife’s commandment. 

Bass. Go, Gratiano, run and overtake him. 


Shed thou no blood ; nor cut thou less, nor more, 
But just a pound of flesh : if thou tak’st more, 

Or less, than a just pound, — ^be it but so much 
As makes it light, or heavy, in the substance, 

Or the division of the twentieth part 

Of one poor scruple : nay, if the scale do turn 

But in the estimation of a hair, — 

Thou diest, and all thy goods are confiscate. 

Gra. A second Daniel, a Daniel, Jew! 

Now, infidel, I have thee on the hip. 

Por. Why doth the J ew pause ? take thy forfeiture. 
Shy. Give me my principal, and let me go. 
Bass. I have it ready for thee ; here it is. 

Por. He hath refus’d it in the open court ; 

He shall have merely justice, and his bond. 

Gra. A Daniel, still say I; a second Daniel! — 

I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word. 

Shy. Shall I not barely have my principal ? 

Por. Thou shait have nothing but the forfeiture, 
To be so taken at thy peril, Jew. 

Shy. Why then the devil give him good of it ! 
ril stay no longer question. 

Por. Tarry, Jew ; 

The law hath yet another hold on you. 

It is enacted in the laws of Venice, — 

If it he prov’d against an alien, 

That by direct, or indmect attempts, 

He seek the life of any citizen, 

The party, ’gainst the which he doth contrive, 
Shall seize one half his goods ; the other half 
Comes to the privy coffer of the state ; 

And the offender’s life lies in the mercy 
Of the duke only, ’gainst all other voice. 

In which predicament, I say, thou stand’st : 

For it appears by manifest proceeding, 

That, indirectly, and directly too, 

Thou hast contriv’d against the very life 
Of the defendant ; and thou hast incurr’d 
The danger formerly by me rehears’d. 

Down, therefore, and beg mercy of the duke. 

Gra. Beg that thou may’st have leave to hang 
thyself : 

And yet, thy wealth being forfeit to the state. 

Thou hast not left the value of a cord ; 

Therefore, thou must be bang’d at the state’s charge. 
Duke. That thou shait see the difference of 
our spirit, 

I pardon thee thy life before thou ask it : 

For half thy wealth, it is Antonio's ; 

The other half comes to the general state, 

Which humbleness may drive unto a fine. 

Por. Ay, for the state ; not for Antonio. 

Shy. Nay, take my life and aU, pardon not that : 
You take my house, when you do take the prop 
That doth sustain my house ; you take my life, 
When you do take the means whereby I live. 

Por. What mercy can you render him, Antonio ? 
Gra. A halter gratis ; nothing else ; for God’s 
sake. [court, 

Ant, So please my lord the duke, and aU the 
To quit the fine for one half of his goods ; 

I am content, so he will let me have 
The other half in use, — ^to render it, 

Upon his death, unto the gentleman 
That lately stole his daughter ; 

Two things provided more, — That for this favour, 
He presently become a Christian ; 

The other, that he do record a gift, 

Here in the court, of all he dies possess’d, 

Unto Ms son Lorenzo, and his daughter. 



I Unto Antonie 

Come, you and I will thither presentiv ; 

And m the morning early will we both 

Fly toward Belmont : Come, Antonio. 

SCENE Il.—The same. A Street. 

Enter PoRTfA, and Nemssa. 

Par Inquire the Jew’s house out, dve him fhi. 
And let him sign it ; we’ll away to-niSht r i I 
And be a day before our husbands home ' ’ i 

Ihis deed will be well welcome to Lorenizo. 

^ Enter Gratiano. 

i\/r 1 A overtaken : 

My lord liassanio, upon more advice, 


I And \ 

1 pray you, show my youth old Shvlock’s house. 

I Gra, That will I do. 

iVkr. Sir, I wmuld speak with 

I can get my husband’s ring, [.To 

which I did make him swear to keeu for 
For. Thou may’st, I warrant ; We sliaO 
old swearing, 

Iliat they did give the rings away to men ; 

But we H outface them, and outswear them too. 

Away, make haste ; thou know’st wAere I 
tarry. 

Mer, Come, good sir, will you show me to 
house ? 


SCBInE I. Belmont, Avenue to Portia’s 
House. 

Enter Lorenzo and Jessica. j 

Lor. The moon shines bright.— In such a night 

j , as this, *=• 

I the trees, 

I And they did make no noise ; in such a night, 
Troilus, methinks, mounted the Tropin wads, 

And sigh d lus soul toward the Grecian tents 
Where Cressid lay that night. 

Did Thisbe fearMly o’ertrip thj^wf 

And saw the lion’s shadow ere himself. 

And ran dismay’d awm^'. 

cf 3 . ^ 

Stood Dido with a wiUow' in her hand 

Upon the wild sea-banks, and wav’d her love 

10 come again to Carthage. i 

a i 

Aiedea gather’d the enchanted herbs 
That did renew old iEson. 

Did Jessica steal from the wealthy Jew : 

And with an unthrift love did run from Venice, 

As far as Belmont. 

And in such a night, 

Did young Lorenzo swear he lov’d her well ; 

Stealing her soul with many vows of faith, 

And ne’er a true one. ’ 

. And in such a night, 

Did pretty J essica, like a little shrew, 

Slander her love, and he forgave it her. 

Jes. I would out-ni,ght jmu, did no body come : 
But, liark, I hear the footing of a man. 

Enter STEpmvNO. j ! 

Lor. Wlio comes so fast in silence of the niffht^ 
Ste/ Ji. A friend. , 

i Lor. A friend ? what friend ? yom* name, I pray ’ 
you, friend ? j 

^ Steph. Stephino is my name ; and I bring word. 
My mistress will before the break of day 
Be here at Belmont ; she doth stray about 
By holy cross.es, wdiere she kneels and prays 3 

For haj)py wedlock hours. ( 

Who comes with her.^* I 


Steph. None, but a holy hermit, and her maid, 
i pray you, is my master yet returo’d ? 

Lor. He is not, nor we have not heard 
But go we in, I pray thee, Jessica, 

And ceremoniously let us prepare 
Some w^elcome for the mistress of the house. 

Enter .Launcelot. 

Laiin. Sola, sola, wo ha, ho, sola, sola ! 

Lor. Who calls 

Latin. JioUl did .you see master Lorenzo, and 
mistress Lorenzo sola, sola ! 

Lot. Leave hollaing, man ; here. 

Laiin. Sola ! where ? w’here 
I Lor. Here. 

I Latin. Tell him there’s a post come from ' m? 

master, with his horn full of good news ; mv master 
J will oe here ere morning. ‘ 

; Lor. Sweet soul, let’s in, and there expect their 
I coming. 

And yet no matter ; — Wliy should we go in ? 

Mj friend Stephano, signify, I pray you, 

Within^the house, your"^ mistress is at hand : 

And bring your music forth into the air * 

TT . Stephano. 

How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this bank ? 
■Here will we sit, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears ; soft stillness, and the night 
Become the touches of sweet harmony. ' ’ 

Sit, Jessica I Look how* the floor of heaven 
Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold ; 

There’s not the sm^est orb, which thou behold’st 
But in his motion like an angel sings, ^ 

Still quiring to the young ey’d chembims : 

Such harmony is in immortal souls ; 

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 
Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hem* it.— 
Ifusieiang. 

Come, ho, and wake I^aiia with a hymn ; I 

With sweetest ' touches . pierce your mistress’ ear j ' 
And draw her home with music. 

Jes. I am never merry, when X hear swet-r. 

Kiusic. [Musk. 

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive ; 

For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, [loud, 
Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing 
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And never be Bassanio so for me ; 

But God sort all ! — you are welcome home, my 


Which is the hot condition of their blood ; 
If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound. 
Or any air of music touch their ears, 


Bass. I thank yon, madam : give welcome, to 
This is the man, this is Antonio, [friend. — 

To whom 1 am so infinitely bound. 

Por. You should in all sense be much bound to 
For, as I hear, he was much bound for you. [him, 
Ant. No more tluin I am well. ac(;|uitted of. 

For. Sir, you are very welcome to oiir lionse : 

It must ap})ear in other ways than words, 

Therefore, I scant this hrea, tiling eourlvsy. 

[CJiiATrANo (Udl A'kkissa Si'i'iii. lo tn/k apart. 
Gra. By yonder moon, 1 swi-ar, yon do me 
In laith, 1 gave it to tlie judge’s clerk ; [wrong, 
Would he were gelt that had it, for mv part. 

Since you do take it, love, so much a( heart. 

Par. A (|uarrel, ho, already.^ what's tlie matter? 
Gra. About a hoo]) of gold, a paltry ring 
That she did give me i whose |Hu>sy was 
For all the world, like eiitler’s poetry 
Upon a knife, Lorr nay and laarr ma not. 

Ner. "What talk you of the. ptU'sy, or the value? 
Y'ou swore to me, when 1 did give, it you, 

That you would wear it till your hour of death ; 
xAnd that it should lie with yon in your grave ; 
Though not for me, ymt for your veh.emeiit oaths, 
You should have been respective, and have kept it. 
Gave it a judge’s clerk ! — but well I know, 

The clerk will ne’er wear hair on his iace that had 
Gen. He will, an if he live to be a man. [it. 
Her. Ay, if a woman live to be a man, 

Gra. Now, by this hand, 1 gave it to a youth,— 
A kind of boy ; a little scrubbed boy, 

No higher than thyself, the judge’s cderk ; 

A prating boy, that begg’d it as a fee ; 

I could not for my heart deny it him. 

I For. Y''oinvere to blame, 1 must be plain with you, 
To part so slightly with your wife's first gift; 

A thing stuck on with oaths iipoii your linger, 
And riveted so with faith unto your flesh. 

I gave my love a ring, and made him swtuir 
Never to part with it; and here he stands : 

I dare be sworn ibr hinp he would not leave it, 
Nor pluck it from his finger, for the W'ealth 
That the world masters. Now, in faith, Gratiano, 
You give your wife too unkind a cause of grief; 
x\n 'twere to me, I should he mad at it. 

Bass. Why, I were best to t'ut my lefi: band off. 
And swear, 1 lost Ihe ring dcfenuimi- it. [.Iw/tfi;. 

Gra. Isly lord Bassanio gave his ring away 
Unto the judge that begg'd it, and, indeed. 
Deserv’d it too; and then the boy, his clerk. 

That took some pains in writing, he hegg’d mine: 
And neither man, nor master, would take aught 
But the two rings. 

For. What ring gave you, my lord ^ 

Not that, 1 hope, which you ret'civ’d of me. 

Bass. If I could add a lie unto a fault, 

I W'ould deny it ; but you see, my linger 
Hath not the ring upon it, it is gone. 

For. Even so void is your false heart of truth. 
By heaven, I will ne'er come in your bed 
Until I see the ring. 

Ner. Nor I in yours, 

Till I again see mine. 

Bass. Sweet Portia, 

If you did know to wliom I gave the ring, 

If you did know for whom 1 gave the ring. 

And would conceive for what I gave the ring, 


Yon shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze. 

By the sweet power of music : Therefore, the 
Did feign that Orpheus di'ew trees, stones, 
floods ; 

Since nought so stockish, hard, 


1, and full of rage, 

But music for the time doth change his nature : 

The man that hath no music in himself. 

Not is not mov’d with concord of sweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 

And his affections dark as Erebus : 

Let no such man be trusted.— Mark the music. 
Enter Portia and Nbrissa, at a distance. 

For. That light vtQ see, is burning in my hall ; 
How far that little candle throws Ms beams 1 
So shines a good deed in a naughty world- 
Ner. When the moon shone, we did not see the 
candle. 

For. So doth the greater glory dim the less : 

A substitute shines brightly as a king, 

Until a king be by ; and then his state 
Empties itself, as doth an inland brook 
Into the main of waters. Music ! hark ! 

Ner. It is your music, madam, of the house. 
For. Nothing is good, I see, without respect ; 
Methinks, it sounds much sw^eeter than by day. 
Ner. Silence bestows that virtue on it, madam. 
For. The crow doth sing as sweetly as the lark, 
When neither is attended ; and, I think, 

The nightingale, if she should sing by day, 

When every goose is cackling, would be thought 
No better a musician than the wren. 

How many things by season season’d are 
To their right praise, and true perfection ! — 

Peace, hoa ! the moon sleeps with Endymion, 

And would not be awaked ! [J/h.vA* cmi'a. 

Lor. That is the voice, 

Or i am much deceiv’d, of Portia. 

For. He knows me, as the blind man knows the 
cuckoo, 

By the bad voice. 

Lor. Dear lady, w^elcome home. 

For. We have been praying for our husbands’ 
welfare, 

Which speed, we hope, the better for our word.s. 
Are they return’d ? 

Lor. Madam, they are not yet ; 

But there is come a messenger before, 

To signify their coming. 

For. Go in, Nerissa, 

Give order to my servants, that they take 
No note at all of our being absent hence ; — 

Nor you, Lorenzo ; — Jessica, nor you. 

[A tucket sounds. 

Lor. Your husband is at hand, I hear his 
trumpet : 

We are no tell-tales, madam ; fear you not. 

For. This night, methinks, is hut the daylight 
It looks a little paler ; ’tis a day, [sick, 

Such as the day is when the sun is hid. 

Enter Bassanio, Antonio, Giuviiano, and tficir followers. 

Bass. We should hold day wdth the Antipodes, 
If you would walk in absence of the sun. 

For. Let me give light, hut let me not be light; 
For a light wife doth make a heavy husband, 


j .... : merchani 

And how iinwiliinglj I left the ring, . 

When naught would be accepted but the rinjr 
i ou would abate the strength of your displeasure. 

• n of ring, 

Ur bait her worthiness that gave the ring,’ 

Or your own honour to contain the ringS 
, , You would not then have parted with the ring 
, ,\y hat man is there so much unreasonable,* 

If jou had pleas’d to have defended it 
|, ^'' ith any terms of zeal, wanted the modesty 
To urge the thing held 

as a ceremony? 

' dXerissa teaches me what to believe ; 

, 1 11 die for’t, but some ivoman had the ring. 

.Bass. No, by mine honour, madam, by my soul, 

. N o wom^ had it, hut a ciril doctor, 

Which did refuse three thousand ducats of me I 
And-hegg d the ring; the 'which I did denvhim, 

And' suffer’d him to go displeas’d away ; " 

; Even he that had held up the vei’y life" 

I .Gfni}' dear friend. 'What sho'uld I sav, sweet lady? 

I 1 was enforc’d to send it after him ; 

I I was beset -with sha'me and courtesy : 

I My honour would not let ingratitude 
j So much besmear it : Pardon me good lady ; 
j For, by these blessed candies of the night, 

! ^d you been there, I think, j'-ou would have hedg’d 
iiie ring of me to give the wmrthy doctor. ^ 

Pot, Let not that doctor e’er come near my hou®e • 

Since he hath got the jewel that I lov’d, 

And that which you did sw*ear to keep for me 
i^wili become as liberal as you ; ^ 

Fli not deny him any thing I have, 

No, not my body, nor my husband’s bed : 

Enow him I shall, I am wall sure of it : ' 

Lie not a nigiit from home ; watch me, like Argus - 
If you do not, if I be left alone, 

Now, by mine honour, which is yet my owm, 

1 11 have that doctor for my bedteMow. I ] 

iVct*. And I Ms clerk; therefore be wall advis’d, ^ 

JtKm* you do leave me to mine owm protection. 

Gm. Well do you so : let not me take him then ; I 
bor, it 1 do, 1 11 mar the young clerk’s pen. 

Ant lam the unhappy suhiect of these quarrels. ’I 
I'or. feir, grieve not you ; you are welcome not- ] 
withstanding. j 

Bass, Portia, forgive me this enforced wrong ; 

And, in the hearing of these many friends, ( 

I swaar to thee, even by thine own fair eyes, 

Wherein I see myself,-—— j 

Mark you hut that ! ( 

In ooth my eyes he doubly sees himself; i 

In each eye one : — swear by your double self, i 

And there’s an oath of credit. 

Bass. Nay, but hear me : 1 

Pardon this fault, and by my soul I swear, ^ 

I never more will break an oath with thee. ( 

Ant, I once did lend my body for his wealth; E 

Which, but for him that had your husband's ring, 1 

„ - , £To PoariA. ^ 

Had quite miscarried ; I dare be bound again, g 
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My soul upon the forfeit, that vour lord 
Will never more break fmtli adiidsedly. 

. . Por Then you shall be his surety : Give him this ; 

And bid him keep it better than the other. 

Ant. I^re, lord Bassanio ; swear to keep this ring 
Bass. By heaven, it is the same I gave the docto? « 

x- X N- . Bassanio ; 

For by this nng the doctor lay with me. 

J^yr. Ajxd pardon me, my gentle Gratiaiio ; 

For that same scmbbed boy, the doctor’s clerk, 

I in lieu of this, last night did lie wdth me 

Gra. Why, this is like the mending of high-wavs 
I where the w^ays are fair enough : 

What, are we cuckolds, ere we have des^v’d it’ 
Por. Speak not so grossly — You are ail amaz’d : 
Here is a letter, read it at vour leis'ure ; 
it comes from Padua, from Beliario : 

There you shah find, that Portia was the doctor- 
Nerissa there, her clerk : Lorenzo here 
Shall witness, I set forth as soon as vou, 

And but even now return’d; I have'iiot Tet 
Enter d my house.— Antonio, you are welcome ; ' 
And 1 have better news in store for you, i 

Than you expect : unseal this letter soon ; j 

There you shall find, three of your argosies I 

Are ricnly come to harbour suddenlj^ : j 

You shall not know by what strange accident i 

1 chanced on this letter. " | 

I am dumb. i 

Bass. V ere you the doctor, and I knew you not ’ ‘ 

Gra. Mere you the clerk, that is to make me i 

cuckold? I 

Ner. Ay ; but the clerk that never means to do it, ^ 
Unless he live until he be a man. i 

doctor, you shall be my bedfellow ; . j 
W hen I am absent, then lie with mv wife. i 

Ant. Sweet lady, you have giv(,i me’hfe, and ' I 
hor here I read for certain, that my ships [living : i 

Are safely come to road. ^ ; 

, , How- now*, Lorenzo ? ' i 

My clerk hath some good comforts too for you. - 
jSier. Ay, and I’ii give them him without a fee.— i 

1 here do I give to you, and Jessica, i 

From the rich Jew, a special deed of gift, | 

After his death, of ail he dies possess’d of. i 

Bor. Fair ladies, you drop manna in the wav ' 
Ot starved people. I 

R is almost morning, | 

And yet, I am sure, you are not satisfied' I 

Of these events at full : Let us go in ; ! 

And charge us there upon inter’gatories, i 

And we will answer ail things faithfully. • 

Gra. Let it be so ; The first inter’gatory, | 

That my Nerissa shall be sworn on, is, ’ * 

Whether tiU the next night she had rather stay ; 

Or go to bed now, being two hours to-day : 

But were the day come, I should wish it dark, 

That I w-ere couching with the doctor’s clerk 
WeU, while I live, Fli fear no other thing ! 

So sore, as keeping safe Nerissa’s ring. J 
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Lords belonging to iJu' lir<^ Di'kes l^agei 
oiher Jttohiants. 


The SCENE lies, first near Oliver's House ; aftenvards partly in the Usurper 

in the Forest 0/ Arden. 


ACT I, 


Oil. Marry, sir, be better employ’d, and be 
riaiigbt awhile. 

OrL Sliall I keep your hogs, and eat husks witli 
tliem ? What prodigal portion have I spent, that I 
should eome to such penury ? * 

OH. Know you where you are, sir ? 

Or/. O, sir, very well : hero in your orchard. 

OH. Know you before wliom, sir ^ 

Orl Ay, better than he 1 am l)efore knows me. 
I know, you are my eldest brother; and, in the 
gentle condition of blood, you slKuikl so know me; 
The courtesy of nations allow.s you my }x;tter. in 
that you are the hrst-born ; but the sunie tradition 
takes not away my blood, were there twenty brotliers 
betwixt us ; 1 have as much of my ihthcr'iu me, as 
you ; albeit, I confess, your coming before me is 
nearer to his reverence. 

OH. What, boy ! 

Orl. Come, come, elder brother, you iire too 
young in this. 

OH. Wdlt thou lay hands on me, villain 1 
^ Orl I am no villam : I am the youngest son of 
Sir Rowland de Bois ; he was my fatlKu* ; and he 
is thrice a villain, that says, siudi a. father begot 
villains: Wert thou not my brother, 1 would not 
take this hand from thy throat, till this other had 
pulled out thy tongue for saying so : thou hast 
railed on thyself. 

Adam. Sweet masters, he patient; for your 
father’s remembrance, be at accord. 


SCENE I An Orchard, mar Oliver’s House. 

Enter Orlando and Adam. 

Orl. As I remember, Adam, it was upon this 
fashion bequeathed me : By will, but a poor thousand 
crowns : and, as thou say’st, charged my brother, 
on his blessing, to breed me well : and there begins 
my sadness. My brother Jaques he keeps at school, 
and report speaks goldenly of his profit : for my 
part, he keeps me rustically at home, or, to speak 
more properly, stays me here at home unkept : For 
call you that keeping for a gentleman of my birth, 
that differs not from the stalling of an ox His 
horses are bred better ; for, besides that they are 
fair with their feeding, they are taught their manage, 
and to that end riders dearly hired : but I, his bro- 
ther, gain nothing under him but growth ; for the 
which his animals on his dunghills are as much bound 
to him as I. Besides this nothing that he so plenti- 
fully gives me, the something that nature gave me, 
his countenance seems to take from me : he lets me 
feed with Ms hinds, bars me the place of a brother, 
and, as much as in him lies, minesmy gentility with 
my education. This is it, Adam, that grieves me ; 
and the spirit of my father, which I think is within 
me, begins to mutiny against this servitude ; I wdll 
no longer endure it, though yet I know no wise 
remedy how to avoid it. 

Enter Oliver. 

Adam. Yonder comes my master, youi* brother- 

Orl Go apart, Adam, and thou shalt hear how 
he will shake me up. 

OH. Now, sir ! what make you here ? 

Orl. Nothing : I am not taught to make any 
thing. 

0/i What mar you then, sir ? 

Orl Marry, sir, I am helping you to mar that 
which God made, a poor unworthy brother of yours, 
with idleness. 
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Duke, living in exile. 

Frederick, Brother to thc'Dxm.E, a nd Usurper of his 
Dominions. 

Amiens, \ Lords attending upon the Duke in his 
Jaques, j Banishment. 

Le Beau, a Courtier attending upon Frederick. 
Charles, Ms Wrestler. 

Oliver, 'J 

Jaques, V ^orn of Sir Rowland de Bois. 
Orlando, j 
Adam, ) ^ 

Dennis | Olive a. 

Touchstone, a Clown. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 

Sir Oliver Mar-text, a Vicar. 

CORIN, I , 

Svwros, f Sh ,' i , hcr , U . 

William, a Countri/ Fellow, in lore tc/lh .\iidiie%-. 
A Person representing IIvmkx. 

TxO'AAhmD, Daughter to the banished Dihce. 

Celia, Daughter to Frederick. 

PiiKBE, a Shepherdess. 

Audrey, a. Coimtri/ Wench. 


SCENE . II, 
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on. And wliat wilt tliou do ? beg, wben that is 
spent ? Well, sir, get yon in : I will not long be 
troubled with you ; you shall have some part of 
your Aviil : I pray you, leave me. 

Orl. I win no further offend you than becomes 
me for my good. 

on. Get you with Mm, you old dog, 

Adam. Is old dog my reward ? Most true, I have 
lost my teeth in your service. — God be with my old 
master ! he would not have spoke such a word. 

Oblando and ADAfti. 

Oil. Is it even so ? begin you to grow upon me ? 
I will physick your rankness, and yet give no thou- 
sand crowns neither. HoEa, Dennis ! 

Enkr Dennis. 

Den. Calls your wmrship ? 

Oil. Was not Charles, the Duke’s wrestler, here 
to speak with me ? 

Den. So please you, he is here at the door, and 
importunes access to you. 

OH. Call him in. lExii Dennis.] — ^TwiU be a 
good w^ay ; and to-morrow the WTestiing is. 

Enter Chaeles. 

Cha, Good morrow to your wmrship. 

OH. Good monsieur Charles ! — ^what's the new 
news at the new court ? 

Cha. There’s no news’s at the court, sir, but the 
old news ; that is, the old duke is banished by his 
younger brother the new duke ; and three or fom- 
loving lords have put themselves into voluntary 
exile with him, whose lands and revenues enrich 
the new duke ; therefore he gives them good leave 
to wander. 

on. Can you teE, if RosaEnd, the duke’s daughter, 
be banished with her father ? 

Cha, O, no ; for the duke’s daughter, her cousin, 
so loves her, — being ever from their cradles bred 
together, — ^that she would have foUowed her exEe, 
or have died to stay behind her. She is at the court, 
and no less beloved of her uncle than his own 
daughter ; and never two ladies loved as they do. 

OH. Where wnE the old duke Eve ? 

Cha. They say, he is already in the forest of 
Arden, and a many merry men with him ; and there 
they live like the old Robin Hood of England: 
they say many young gentlemen flock to him eveiy 
day ; and fleet the time carelessly, as they did in 
the golden world. 

OH. What, you wrestle to-moiTow before the 
new duke ? 

Cha. Marry, do I, sir ; and I came to acquaint 
you with a matter. I am given, sir, secretly to un- 
derstand , that your younger brother, Orlando, hath 
a disposition to come in disguis’d against me to try 
a. fall: To-morrow, sir, I wrestle for my credit; 
and he that escapes me without some broken limb, 
shall acquit him weE. Your brother is but young 
and tender ; and, for your love, I would be loath 
to foil him, as I must, for my own honour, if he 
come in : therefore, out of my love to you, I came 
hither to acquaint you withal; that either you 
might stay him from his intendment, or brook 
such disgrace weE as he shall ran into ; in that 
it is a thing of his own search, and altogether | 
against my wdE. 

Oli. Charles, I thank thee for thy love to me, 
which thou shait And I wiU most kindly requite. I 
had myself notice of my brother’s purpose herein, 
and have by underhand means laboured to dissuade 


Mm from it; but he is resolute. I’E tell thee, 

Charles, — it is the stubbomest young fellow of E; 

France; Ml of ambition, an envious emulator of j' 

every man’s good parts, a secret and viEanous con- | 

triver against me Ms natural brother ; therefore use | 

thy discretion ; I had as lief thou didst break his 
neck as Ms finger : And tSou wert best look to ’t ; 
for if thou dost him any slight disgrace, or if he do 
not mightily grace himself on thee, he wiE practise 
against thee by poison, entrap thee by some treach- I 

erous device, and never leave thee till he hath ,V 

ta’en thy life by some indirect means or other : for, ij 

I assure thee, and almost with tears I speak it, ? 

there is not one so young and so viEanous this 1 

day living. I speak but brotherly of Mm; but | 

should I anatomise Mm to thee as he is, I must 
blush and weep, and thou must look pale and J 

wonder. ■ 

Cha. I am heartily glad I came hither to you : If I 

he come to-morrow, I’E give Mm his payment; If 
ever he go alone again, I’U never wrestle for prize 
more ; And so, God keep yom- worship ! \_Eacit. I 

OH, FareweE, good Charles. — Now will I stir 
this gamester : I hope, I shall see an end of Mm ; 
for my soul, yet I know not wMy, hates nothing 
more than he. Yet he’s gentle ; never school’d, and fl 

yet learned ; Ml of noble device ; of all sorts en- 
chantingly beloved ; and, indeed, so much in the 
heart of the 'world, and especially of my own people, !|( 

who best know Mm, that I am altogether misprised : j| 

but it shaU not be so long ; this wrestler shall clear 
aU: nothing remains, but that I kindle the boy 
thither, which now I’ll go about. lExit. ‘>,'1 


SCENE II . — A Lawn before the Duke’s Palace. 
Enter Rosalind a7id Celia. 


Cel. 1 pray thee, Rosalind, sweet my coz, be 
men^. 

Jios. Dear Celia, I show more mirth than I am 
mistress of; and '^vould yon yet I were merrier? 
Unless you could teach me to forget a banished 
father, you must not learn me how to remember 
any extraordinary pleasure. 

Cel. Herein, I see, thou lovest me not mth the 
fuE weight that I love thee ; if my uncle, thy ba- 
nished father, had banished thy uncle, the duke my 
father, so thou hadst been still with me, I could 
have taught my love to take thy father for mine ; 
so w^ould’st thou, if the truth of thy love to me were 
so righteously temper’d as mine is to thee. 

Ros. Well, I wiE forget the condition of my 
estate, to rejoice in yours. 

Cel. You know, my father hath no child but I, 
nor none is Eke to have ; and, truly, when he dies, 
thou shait be Ms heir : for what he hath taken away 
from thy father perforce, I wEl render thee again in 
affection: by mine honour, I wiU ; and when I 
break that oath, let me turn monster ; therefore, 
my sweet Rose, my dear Rose, be merry. 

Ros. From henceforth, I 'wiE, coz, and devise 
sports : let me see ; What think you of falling in 
love? 

Cel. Marry, I pr’ythee, do, to make sport withal : 
but love no mmi in good earnest ; nor no further in 
sport neither; than with safety of a pure blush thou 
may’st in honour come off again. 

Ros. What shaE be our sport then ? 

Cel. Let us sit and mock the good housewife r 
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Fortune, from, her wheel, that her gifts may hence- 
forth he bestowed equally. 

Ros. I would, we could do so ; for her benefits 
are mightily misplaced : and the bountiful blind 
woman doth most mistake in her gifts to women. 

’Tis true : for those that she makes fair, she 
scarce makes honest ; and those, that she makes 
honest, she makes very ill -favour’ dly. 

Ros. Nay, now thou goest from fortune’s office 
to nature’s : fortune reigns in gifts of the world, 
not in the lineaments of nature. | 

Enter Touchstone. 

Cel No? When nature hath made a fair crea- 
ture, may she not by fortune fall into the fire ? — 
Though nature hath given us wit to flout at fortune, 
hath not fortune sent in this fool to cut off the ar- 
gument ? 

Ros» Indeed, there is fortune too hard for na- 
ture ; when fortune makes nature’s natural the 
cutter off of natui-e’s wit. 

Cel Peradventure, this is not fortune’s work 
neither, but nature’s ; who, perceiving our natural 
wits too dull to reason of such goddesses, hath sent 
this natural for oui* whetstone : for alvrays the dul- 
ness of the fool is the whetstone of his wits. — How 
now, wit ? whither wrander you ? 

Touchy Mistress, you must come away to your 
father. 

Cel. Were you made the messenger ? 

Touch. No, by mine honour; but I was bid to 
come for you. 

Ros. Where learned you that oath, fool ? 

Touch. Of a certain knight, that swore by his 
honour they were good pancakes, and swmre by his 
honour the mustard wms naught : now. I’ll stand to 
it, the pancakes were naught, and the mustard was 
good ; and yet was not the knight forsworn. 

Cel How prove you that, in the great heap of 
your knowledge ? 

Ros. Ay, marry ; now unmuzzle your wisdom. 

Touch. Stand you both forth now : stroke your 
chins, and swear by your beards that I am a knave. 

Cel By our beards, if we had them, thou art. 

Touch. By my knavery, if I had it, then I were : 
but if you swear by that that is not, you are not 
forsworn : no more was this knight, swearing by 
his honour, for he never had any ; or if he had, he 
had sworn it away, before ever he saw those pan- 
cakes or that mustard. 

Cel Pr’ythee, who is’t that thou mean’st ? 

Touch. One that old Frederick, your father, 
loves. 

Cel. My father’s love is enough to honour him. 
Enough 1 speak no more of him : you’ll be whipp’d 
for taxation, one of these days. 

Touch. The more pity that fools may not speak 
wisely, what wise men do foolishly. 

Cel. By my troth, thou say’st true : for since the 
little wit, that fools have, was silenced, the little 
foolery, that wdse men have, makes a great show. 
Here comes Monsieur Le Beau. 

Enter Le Beau. 

Ros. With his mouth full of news. 

Cel. Which he wih put on us, as pigeons feed 
their young. 

Ros, Then shall we be news-cramm’d. 

Cel All the better; we shall be the more mar- 
ketable. Bon jour^ Monsieur Le Beau : What’s 
the news ? 


Le Beau. Fair princess, you have lost much good 
sport. 

CcL Sport ? of what colour ? 

Le Beau. What colour, madam, ? How shall I 
answer you ? 

Ros. As wit and fortune will. 

Touch. Or as the destinies decree. 

Cel Weil said ; that was laid on willi a trowel. 

Touch. Nay, if I keep not. my rank. 

Ros. Thou losest thy old snu'il. 

Le Beau. You amaze me, ladies : I would lir.vci 
told you of good wrestling, which yc»u iiavc lost tin: 
sight of. 

Ros. Yet tell us the manner of the wreslliug. 

Le Beau. I will tell you the ]»egi!udug, and, if 
it please your ladyships, you may see the end : for 
the best is yet to do ; and here, where you are, they 
are coming to perform it. 

Cel Well, — the beginning, that is dead and 
buried. 

Le Beau. There comes an old man, and Ids 
three sons, 

Cel. I could match this beginning with an old 
tale. 

Le Beau. Three proper young men, of excellent 
growth and presence ; 

Ros. With bills on their necks, — Be it known 
zmio all wen lu/ these presents, 

Le Beau. The eldest of the three wresrietl with 
Charles, the duke’s wrestler ; whiek Charles in a 
moment threw' him, and broke tlircc of ids ribs, 
that there is little hope of life in him : so he served 
the second, and so the tidrd : Yonder they lie : the 
poor old man, their father, making such pitiful dole 
over them, tha,t all the beholders lake Ids part with 
weeping. 

Ros. Alas ! 

Touch. But what is the sport, monsieur, that the 
ladies have lost ? 

Le Beau. Wh^^ this that I speak of. 

Touch. Thus men may grow' wiser every day ! it 
is the first time that ever 1 heard, breaking of ribs 
w^as sport for ladies. 

Cel. Or I, I ])rondse thee. 

Ros. But is there any else longs to see this 
broken music in his sides ? is there yet another 
dotes upon rib -breaking ? — Shall we see this wres- 
tling, cousin? 

Le Beau. You must, if you stay here : for here 
is the place appointed for the wrestling, anti tliey 
are ready to perform it. 

Cel. Yonder, sure, they are coming : Let us now- 
stay and see it. 

FloiirisJi. Enter Duke FaEDEnicK, Jjta'tls;, Okuanpo, 
Charces, and AMoiulants. 

Duke F. Come on ; since tlie youth will not be 
entreated, his owni peril on his forwardness, 

Ros. Is yonder the man? 

Le Beau. Even he, madam. 

Cel. Alas, he is too young : yet he looks suc- 
cessfully. 

Duke F. How now*, daughter, and cousin ? are 
you crept hither to see the wrestling ? 

Ros. Ay, my liege ; so please you give us 
leave. 

Duke F. Y^ou will take little delight in it, I can 
tell you, there is such odds in the men ; In pity of 
the challenger’s youth, I would fain, dissuade hixn, 
hut he will not be entreated : Speak to him, ladies ; 
see if you can move him. 


AS YOU LIKE IT. 


Cel. Call him liither, good Monsieur Le Beau. 

Duke F. Do’ so; I’ll not be by. ■ 

[Duke 'F. goes apart 

Le Beau. Monsieur the challenger, the prin- 
cesses call for, 3 ''ou. 

Or/. I attend them, with all respect and duty. 

Ros. Young man, have you challenged Charles 
the wrestler ? 

Orl. No, fair princess ; he is the general chal- 
lenger : I come but in, as others do, to try -with him 
the strength of my youth. 

Cel. Young gentleman, ^mur spirits are too bold 
for jmiir years : You have seen cruel proof of this 
man^s strength : if you saw jmurself with your eyes, 
or knew yourself with your judgment, the fear of 
your adventure would counsel you to a more equal 
enterprise. We pray you, for your own sake, to 
embrace your owm safety, and give over this at- 
tempt. 

Ros. Do, young sir ; your reputation shall not 
therefore be misprised : we will make it our suit to 
the duke, that the wrestling might not go forward. 

Or/. I beseech you, punish me not with your 
hard thoughts : wherein I confess me much guilty, 
to deny so fair and excellent ladies any thing. But 
let your fair eyes, and gentle wishes, go with me to 
my trial : wherein if I be foiled, there is but one 
shamed that was never gracious ; if killed, but one 
dead that is willing to be so : 1 shall do my friends 
no wrong, for I have none to lament me : the world 
no injury, for in it I have nothing; only in the 
world I fill up a place, which may be better supplied 
when I have made it empty. 

Ros. Tlie^ little strength that I have, I would it 
were with you. 

I Cel. And mine, to eke out hers. 

Ros. Fare you %velL Pray heaven, I be deceived 
in you 1 

Cel. Your heart’s desires be with you. 

Cha. Come, where is this young gallant, that is 
so desirous to lie v,dtli his mother earth ? 

Orl. Reader, sir ; but his will hath in it a more 
modest working. 

I Duke F. You shall try but one fall. 

I Cka. No, I warrant your grace ; you shall not 
entreat him to a second, that have so mightily per- 
suaded him from a first. 

Orl. You mean to mock me after ; you should 
not have mocked me before : but come your ways. 

” Ros. Now, Hercules be thy speed, young man ! 

Cel. I would I were invisible, to catch the strong 
fellow by the leg. [Chx\kles and Orlando wrestle. 

Ros. O excellent young man ! 

Cel. If I had a thunderbolt in mine eye, I can 
tell who should down. [Charles is thrown. Shout. 

Duke F. No more, no more. 

Orl. Yes, I beseech your grace ; I am not yet 
well breathed. 

Duke F. How dost thou, Charles } 

Le Beau. He cannot speak, my lord- 

Duke F. Bear him away. [Charles is borne out. 
What is thy name, young man ? 

Orl. Orlando, my liege ; the youngest son of sir 
Rowland de Bois. 

Duke F. I would, thou hadst been son to some 
man else. 

The world esteem’d thy father honourable, 

But I did find him still mine enemy : 

Thou shouldst have better pleas’d me with this deed, 
Hadst thou descended from another house. 


But fare thee well ; thou art a gallant youth ; 

I would, thou hadst told me of another fiither. 

lExcunt Duke Fred., Train, and Le Beau. 
Cel. Were I my father, coz, would I do this ? 
Orl. I am more proud to be sir Rowland’s son, 
His youngest son;~and would not change that 
To be adopted heir to Frederick. [calling, 

Ros. My father lov’d sir Rowland as his soul, 
And all the world was of my father’s mind : 

Had I before known this young man his son, 

I should have given him tears unto entreaties, 

Ere he should thus have ventiu-’d. 

Cel. Gentle cousin, 

Let us go thank him, and encourage him : 

My father’s rough and envious disposition 
Sticks me at heart. — Sir, you have well deserv’d ; 

If you do keep your promises in love, 

But justly, as you have exceeded promise, 

Your mistress shall be happy. 

Fios. Gentleman, j 

{Giving }tim a chain from her neck. 
Wear this for me ; one out of suits with fortune ; 
That could give more, but that her hand lacks 

Shall we go, coz ^ [means. - 

I Cel. Ay : — Fare you well, fair gentleman, j 

Orl. Can I not say, I thank you } My better i 
parts I 

Are all thrown dovm ; and that which here stands up, 

Is but a quintain, a mere lifeless block. I 

Ros. He calls us back ; My pride fell with my j 
fortunes : | 

I’ll ask him what he would : — Did you call, sir ? — • 
Sir, you have wrestled well, and overthrown ■ 

More than your enemies. I 

Cel. Will you go, coz ? | 

Ros. Have with you ; — Fare jmu well. J 

{E.^eunt Rosalind and Celia. I 
Orl. W^hat passion hangs these weights upon my j 
tongue ? I 

I cannot spe^ to her, yet she urg’d conference. j 
Re-enter Le Beau. j 

0 poor Orlando I thou art overthrown : I 

Or Charles, or something weaker, masters thee, j 

Le Beau. Good sir, I do in friendship counsel you I 
To leave this place : Albeit you have deserv’d 
High commendation, true applause, and love-; j 

Yet such is now the duke’s condition, | 

That he misconstmes all that you have done. ! 

The duke is humourous ; what he is, indeed, | 

More suits you to conceive, than me to speak of. | 
Orl. I thank you, sir : and pray you, tell me this ; I 
Which of the two was daughter of the duke I 

That here w^as at the wrestling ? [manners ; j 

Le Beau. Neither his daughter, if we judge by ! 
But yet, indeed, the shorter is his daugliter : | 

The other is daughter to the banish’d duke, j 

And here detain’d by her usui*ping uncle, j 

To keep his daughter company ; whose loves j 

Are dearer than the natural bond of sisters. | 

But I can tell you, that of late this duke [ 

Hath ta’en displeasure ’gainst his gentle niece : j 

Grounded upon no other argument, j 

But that the people praise her for her virtues, j 

And pity her for her good father’s sake ; ; 

And, on my life, his malice ’gainst the lady j 

Will suddenly break forth. — Sir, fare you weE ! | 

Hereafter, in a better world than this, I 

1 shall desire more love and knowledge of you. ; 
Orl. I rest much bounden to you : fare you well ! j 
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Duke F. Tlioii art; tliy fatlier’s ckrig’hter, there’s 
enough. [dukedom ; 

So was I, when your highness took his 
So was I, wdieii your higlniess banish’d him : 
Treason is not inherited, my lord : 

Or, if w-e did derive it from our friciuls, 

What’s that to me ? my father ^ras no traitor - 
Then, good, my liege, mistake nu' not so muoli. 

To think my poverty is tri'aeherous. 

Cel. Dear sovereign, hear me s])enk. 

Duke F. Ay, Celia ; \ve stay’d her for your sake, 
Else had she with her father rang’d along. 

Cel. I did not then entreat to have her stay. 

It was your pleasure, ami your own remorse ; 

I was too young that time to value her, 

But now 1 know her ; if she be a traiti>r. 

Why so am I : we still have slept togetlua-, 

Bose at an instant, learn’tU islav’d, e;it together ; 
xVnd wheresoe’er we went, like Juno’s swans. 

Still we went coupled, and insepara])lo. 

Duke F. She is too subtle for thee ; and her 
Her very silence, and her patience, • [smoothness, 
Speak to the people, and they pity lier. 

Thou art a fool : she robs tiiee of thy name ; 

And thou wilt show more bright, and seem more 
virtuous, 

When she is gone : then oj>cn not thy lips ; 

Firm and irrevocable is my doom 

Wliich I have pass’d upon her ; she is banish’d. 

Cel. Pronounce that sentence then on me, my 
I cannot live out of her company. i 

Duke F. You are a fool : — You, niece, provide 
yourself ; 

If you out-stay the time, upon mine honour, 

And in the greatness of my word, you" die 

IFxeunt Duice 1 1 1 dj i tt k trwd lords. 
Cel. O my poor Rosalind : wlntlui wilt thou go? 
Wilt thou change fathers? I will givi tluc mine. 

I charge thee, be not thou more griev’d than I am. 
lios. I have more cause. 

Cel. Thou hast not, cousin ; 

Pr’ythee, be chceiful ; know’st thou not, the duke 
Hath banish’d me his daughter ? 

Bos. That he hath mst 

CeL No? hath not? Rosalind lacks tlien the love 
Which teacheth thee that thou and i run one : 

Shall we be sunder’d? shall we part, sweet girl ? 

No ; let my tather seek another heir. 

Therefore devise with me, how we may ily, 

Whither to go, and what to hear with us : 

And do not seek to take your change upon you, 

To bear your griefs yourself, and leave me out ; 
For, by this heaven, now at our sorrows pale, 

Say what thou canst, I’ll go along with thee. 

Eos. Why, whitlier shali we go ? 

To seek my unde. 

Eos'. Alas, what danger will it he to us, 

Maids as we are, to travel forth so far ? 

[Beauty prqvoketh thieves sooner' than gold. 

Cel. ril put myself in poor and mean attire, 

And with a kind of umber smirch my luce ; 

The like do you ; so shali wt. pass along, 

And never stir ass{iilants. 

Eos. Were it not better, 

Because that I am more than common tall, 

That I did suit me all points like a man ? 

A gallant curtle-ax upon my thigh, 

A boar-spear in my hand; and, (in my heart 
Lie there what hidden woman’s fear there will,) • 
Wft’U have a swashing and a martial outside : 


Thus must I from the smoke into the smother 
From tyrant duke, unto a tyrant brother : — 
But heavenly Rosalind ! L 


SCENE III. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Celia and Ros^vlind. 

Cel. Why, cousin ; why Rosalind ; — Capid have 
mercy ! — Not a word ? 

Eos, Not one to throw at a dog. 

Cel, No, thy words are too precious to be cast 
away upon curs, throw some of them at me ; come, 
.ame me with reasons. 

Eos, Then there were two cousins laid up ; when 
the one should be lamed with reasons, and the other 
mad without any. 

Cel. But is all this for your father ? 

Eos. No, some of it for my child’s father : O, how 
full of briars is this working- day world ! 

Cel. They are but burs, cousin, thrown upon 
thee in holiday foolery ; if we walk not in the trod- 
den paths, our very petticoats will catch them. 

Eos. I could shake them off my coat ; these burs 
are in my heart. 

Cel. Hem them away, 

Eos. I would try ; if I could cry hem, and have 
him. 

Cel. Come, come, wrestle with thy affections. 

Eos. 0, they take the part of a better wu'estler 
than myself. 

Cel. O, a good wish upon you ! you will try in 
time, in despite of a fall. — But, turning these jests 
out of seiTice, let us talk in good earnest : Is it 
possible, on such a sudden, you should fall into so 
strong a liking with old sir Rowland’s youngest 
son? 

Eos. The duke my father lov’d his father dearly. 

Cel. Doth it therefore ensue, that you should 
love his son dearly ? By this kind of chase, I 
should hate him, for my father hated his father 
dearly ; yet I hate not Orlando. 

Eos. No ’faith, hate him not, for my sake. 

Cel. \\ hy should I not ? doth he not deserve 
well ? 

Eos. Let me love him for that ; and do you love 
him, because I do : — Look, here comes the duke. 

Cel. With his eyes full of anger. 

Enter Duke Frederick, icUh Lords. 

Duke F. Mistress, despatch you with your safest 
And get you from our court. [haste, 

Eos. Me, uncle? 

Eu-ke. You, cousin : 

Within these ten days if that thou be’st found 
So near our public court as tw’'enty miles, 

Thou diest for it. 

Eos. I do beseech your grace, 

Let me the knowledge of my fault bear with me ; 

If with myself I hold intelligence, 

Or have acquaintance with mine own desires ; 

If that I do not dream, or be not frantic, 

(As I do trust I am not,) then, dear uncle. 

Never so much as in a thought unborn, 

Did I offend your highness. 

Ellice. ^ Thus do aU traitors ; 

If their purgation did consist in words, 

They are as innocent as grace itself : — 

Let it suffice thee, that I trust thee not. 

^ ^ Eos. Y et y our mistrust cannot make me a traitor : 
1 eii me, whereon the iikeliliood depends. 
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As many other inaimisli cowards have,. 

That do outface it with their semblances. 

C eL What shall I call thee, when thou art a man ? 
lias. I’ll have no worse a name than Jove’s ovm 
page, 

And therefore, look yon, call me, Ganymede. 

But what will you be call’d t 

C eh Sometliiiig- that hath a reference to my state : 
No longei Celia, hut Aliena. 

Ros, But, cousin, what if we assay’d to steal 


The clownish fool out of your father’s court ^ 
Would he not be a comfort to our travel ? 

CeL He’ll go along o’er the vv^ide world with me ; 
Leave me alone to woo him : Let’s away, 

And get our jewels and our w-ealth together ; 
Devise the fittest time, and safest way 
To hide us from pui'suit that will be made 
After my flight : Now go we in content, 

To liberty, and not to banishment. iExsunt. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I . — The Forest of 


Etilct Duke Beulor, A.uiisxs, and other hioids, 'hi the dress 
of Foresters. 

Duke S. Now, my co-mates, and brothers in 
exile, 

Hath not old custom made this life more sweet 
Than that of painted pomp ? Are not these w^oods 
More free from peril than the envious court ? 

Here feel -we but tlie penalty of Adam, 

The seasons’ difference ; as, the icy fang, 

And churHsh chiding of the winter’s wind ; 

Which when it bites and blows upon my body, 
Even till I shrink with cold, I smile, and say, — 
This is no flatteiy : these are counsellors 
That feelingly persuade me what I am. 

Sweet are the^uses of adversit}'' ; 

"ViTiich, like the toad, ugly and venomous, 

Wears yet a precious jewel in his head ; 

And this our life, exempt from public haunt, 

Finds tongues in trees, books in the running brooks, 
Sermons in stones, and good in every thing. 

Ami. I T/ould not change it : Happy is your 
grace, 

That can translate the stubbornness of fortune 
Into so quiet and so sweet a style. 

Dtcke S. Come; shall we go and kill us venison ? 
And yet it irks me, the poor dappled fools, — 

Being native burghers of this desert city, — 

Sliould, in their own confines, with forked heads 
Have their round haunches gor’d. 

i Lo7'd, Indeed, my lord, 

The melancholy Jaques grieves at that ; 

And, in that kind, swears you do more usurp 
Than doth your brother that hath banish’d you. 
To-day, my lord of Amiens, and myself. 

Did steal behind Mm, as he lay along 
U iider an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this vrood : 

To the which place a poor sequester’d stag, 

That from the hunters’ aim had ta’en a hurt, 

Did come to languish ; and, indeed, my lord, 

The wretched animal heav’d forth such groans, 

That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting ; and the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down Ms- innocent nose 
In piteous chase ; and thus -the hairy fool, 

Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 

Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 

Dttke S. But what said Jaques } 

Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 

1 Lord. O, yes, into a thousand simiiies. 


I First, for Ms weeping in the neea.ess stream ; 

I Poor deer, quoth he, thou mak'^st a testament. 

As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
I To that which had too much : Then, being alone. 

I Left and abandon’d of Ms velvet friends ; 
j ’ Tis right, quoth he ; this misery doth part 
j The flux of company : Anon, a careless herd, 

J Full of the pasture, jumps along by Mm, 

And never stays to greet him ; Ay, quoth Jaques, 
Siveep on, you fat and greasy ciiijteris ; 

’ Tis just the fashion : Wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ? 

Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
The body of the country, city, court, 

Yea, and of this our life ; swearing, that we 
Are rnere usurpers, tyrants, and what’s worse, 

To flight the animMs, and to kill them up, 

In their assign’d and native dwelling place. 

Duke S. And did you leave Mm in this contem- 
plation.^ 

I 2 Lord. We did, my lord, weeping, and com- 
Upon the sobbing deer. [menting 

Duke S. Show me the place ; 

I love to cope Mm in these sullen fits, 

For then he’s full of matter. 

2 Lord. I’ll bring you to Mm straight. iExmnt, 


SCENE II . — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Duke Frederick, Lords, and Attendants. 

Duke F. Can i toe possible, that no man-saw them ? 
It cannot be : some villains of my court 
Are of consent and sufferance in *tMs. 

1 Lord. I cannot hear of any that did see her. 
The ladies, her attendants of her chamber, 

Saw her a-bed ; and, in the morning early, 

They found the bed untreasur’d of their mistress. 

2 Lord. My lord, the roynish clown, at whom 

so oft 

Your grace Vras wont to laugh, is also missing. 
Hesperia, the princess’ gentlewoman, 

Confesses, that she secretly o’erheard 
Your daughter and her cousin much commend 
The parts and graces of the wi’estler 
That did but lately foil the sinewy Charles ; 

And she believes, wherever they are gone, 

That youth is surely in their company. 

Duke F. Send to Ms brother ; fetch that gallant 
If he be absent, bring his brother to me, Piither : 
I’ll make Mm find him : do tMs suddenly : 

And let not search and inquisition quail 

To brijag again these foolish runaways. f Exeunt. 
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SCENE III.— Before Oliver’s Home. 

Enter Oklando and Adam, meeting. 

Qrl. Who’s there ? 

Adam. What! my young master? — O, my 
gentle master, 

O, my sweet master, 0 you memory 
Of old sir Rowland 1 why, what make you here ? 
Why are you virtuous ? Why do people love you ? 
And wherefore are you gentle, strong, and valiant ? 
Why would you be so fond to overcome 
The bony pviser of the humourous duke ? 

Your praise is come too swiftly home before you. 
Know you not, master, to some kind of men 
Their graces serve them but as enemies ? 

No more do yours ; your \drtues, gentle master, 

Are sanctified and holy traitors to you. 

0, what a world is this, when what is comely 
Envenoms him that bears it ! 

Orl. Why, what’s the matter ? 

Adam. O unhappy youth, 

Come not within these doors ; within this roof 
The enemy of all your graces lives : 

Your brother — (no, no brother; ye^t the son— 

Yet not the son ; — I will not call him son — 

Of him I was about to call his father,) — 

Hath heard your praises ; and this night he means 
To burn the lodging where you use to lie, 

And you within it : if he fail of that, 

He will have other means to cut you olF ; 

I overheard him, and his practices. 

This is no place, this house is but a butchery ; 
Abhor it, fear it, do not enter it. 

Orl. Why, whither, Adam, wouidst thou have 
me go ? 

Adam. No matter whither, so you come not here. 
Orl. YTiat, wouidst thou have me go and beg 
my food ? 

Or, with a base and boisterous sword, enforce 
A thievish living on the common road ? 

This I must do, or know not what to do : 

Yet this I wdll not do, do how I can ; 

I rather will subject me to the malice 
Of a diverted blood, and bloody brother. 

Adam. But do not so : I have five hundred 
The thrifty hire I sav’d under your father, [crowns, 
Which I did store, to be my foster-nurse, 

When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 

And unregarded age in corners thrown ; 

Take that : and He that doth the ravens feed, 

Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 

Be comfort to my age ! Here is the gold ; 

All this I give you : Let me he your servant ; 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty ; 

For in my youth I never did apply 
Hot and rebellious licpiors in my blood ; 

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 
The means of weakness and debility ; 

Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, 

Frosty, but kindly : let me go with you ; 

I’ll do the service of a younger man 
In all your business and necessities 

Orl. 0 good old man ; how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world, 

When service sweat for duty, not for meed ! 

Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 

Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 

And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having : it is not so with thee. 

But, poor old man, thou pnm’st a rotten tree, 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 


In lieu of all thy pains and husbandry : | 

But come thy ways, we’il go alotig together ; I 

And ere we have thy youthful wages suvuit, I 

We’ll light upon some settled low eontt'ui'. i 

Adam. Master, go on ; and 1 will ibliow tbee, | 
To the last gasp, with trutb and loyalty : — I 

From seventeen years till now aiiuusr iburseore | 
Here lived i, hut now live Ijere no' more. | 

At seventeen years many (heir fortunes seek ; ; 

But at; Iniirseore, it is too late a week : I 

Yet fortune cannot reetnupense me belter, 

Than to die well, and not my master's d.ebtor. 


Enter RosAiaxu in hog’s cioilios. Tsaav drest like a i 
k^hopkorih'ss, and lo'aeii.vrnxn. j 

R.0S. 0 Jupiter ! how weary an- my spirits I I 
Touch. 1 care not, for my spirits, if my legs were i 
not weary. j 

Ros. I could find in my hea.rt to disgraa'e my i 
man’s apparel, and to cry like a woman : hut ! must j 
comfort the weaker vessei, as doublet aiul hose 
ought to show itself eoura.geoiis to })ei:ticuat ; tlierc- 
fore, courage, good AUeiia,. 

Cel. I pray you, bea.r ^vith me ; I can go no 
further. 

Touch. For my part, I had rather l.iear with you, 
than bear you : yet I shouitl bear no tuasss, if I, did I 
bear you ; for, I think, you have no money in yoiu | 
purse. I 

Ros. Well this is the forest of Ardmi. I 

Touch. Ay, now am 1 in Arden : the more fool 
I; when I was at home, I was in a better place; i 
but travellers must be content. i 

Ros. K.J, be so, good Touchstone : — Look you, j 
who comes here ; a young man, and an old, in i 
solemn talk. | 

Enter CoroN* and f^mvius. | 

Cor. That is tlie way to make her sc'orn you still 
Sil. 0 Corin, that thou knew’st how 1 do love j 
her ! ! 

Cor. I partly guess ; for 1 have, lov’d ere now. 

Sil. No, Coriii, being old, thou eanst not guess ; 
Though in thy youth thou wast as true a lover : 
As ever sigh’d upon a midnight pillow ; ; 

But if thy love were ever like to mine, ' 

(Asvsuve 1 think did never man love so,) 

How many actions most ridiculous ' 

Hast thou been drawn to by thy fanta.sy ? , 

Cor. Into a thousand tiiat t have fen'gotten. ! 

Sil. 0, thou dhi’st then ne’er h>ve so lieartily : i 
If thou rememb<;r’st not the shglitest folly i 

That ever love did make thee run into, ■ 

Thou hast not lov’d ; ' 

Or if thou hast not sat as I do now, , 

Wearying thy hearer in thy mistress’ praise, i 

Thou hast not lov’d : 

Or if thou hast not broke from <'om])any, ‘ 

Abruptly, as my passion now makes me, | 

Thou hast not lov’d : O Phebe, Pbebe, Phebe I | 

lEadt Sruaus. | 

Ros. Alas, poor shepherd ! searching of thy j 
wmi'id, I 

I have by hard adventure found mine own. i 

Touch. And I mhic : I remember, when I was i 
in love, I broke my sword upon a stone, and bid 
him take that for coming anight to Jane Smile : 
aiid I remember the kissing of her batlet, and the 


SCENE IV The Forest of Xvden. 



please you. 

Jaq, I do not desire you to please me, I do desire 
you to sing- : Come, more ; another stanza ; Cali 
you them stanzas ? 

Ami. What you will, monsieur Jaqiies. 

Jaq. Nay, I care not for their names ; they owe 
me nothing : Will you sing ? 

Ami. More at your request, than to please my- 
self. 

Jaq. Well then, if ever I thank any man, I’ll 
thank you : hut that they call compliment, is like 
the encounter of twm dog-apes ; and -when a man 
thanks me heartily, methinks, I have given him a 
penny, and he renders me the beggarly thanks. 
Come, sing; and you that will not, hold your 
tongues. 

Ami. Well, I’ll end the song. — Sirs, cover the 
while; the duke -will drink under this tree:— he 
hath been all this day to look you. 

Jaq. And I have been all this day to avoid him. 
He is too disputable for my company: I think of 
as many matters as he ; but I give heaven thanks, 
and make no boast of them. Come, warble, come. 

SONG. 

"Who doth ambition shun, [All together here. 
And loves to live i’ the sun. 

Seeking the food he eats, 

And pleas’d with what he gets. 

Come hither, come hither, come hither ; 

Here shall he see 
No enemy. 

But winter and rough weather. 

Jaq. I’ll give you a verse to this note, that I 
made yesterday in despite of my invention. 

Ami. And I’ll sing it. 

Jaq. Thus it goes : 

If it do come to pass, i 

That any man turn ass, | 

leaving his wealth and ease, 

A stubborn wall to please, 

Ducdame, ducdame, ducdame ; 

Here shall he see 
Gross fools as he, 

An if he will come to Ami. I 

Ami. What’s that ducddme9 i 

Jaq. ’Tis a Greek invocation, to call fools into I 
a circle. I’ll go sleep, if lean; if I cannot, I’ll j 
rail against all the first-bom of Egypt. | 

Ami. And I’ll go seek the duke ; his banquet is | 
prepared. [Exeunt severally • | 


itoi). iiiou speaK, st wiser, xnantnou art -ware ot. 
Touch. Nay, I shall ne’er be ’w^are of mine own 
wit, till I break my shins against it, 

Ros. Jove! Jove! this shepherd’s passion 
Is much upon my fashion. 

Touch. And mine ; but it grows something stale 
with me. 

Cel. I pray you, one of you question yond man. 
If he for gold will give us any food ; 

I faint almost to death. 

Touch. Holla : you, clown ! 

lios. Peace, fool ; he’s not thy kinsman. 

Cor. Who calls ? 

Touch‘ A’onr betters, sir. 

Cor. Else are they very wretched. 

Ros. Peace, I say : — 

Good even to you, friend. 

Cor. And to you, gentle sir, and to you all. 

Ros. I pr’ythee, shepherd, if that love, or gold, 
Can in this desert place buy entertainment, 

Bring us where we may rest ourselves, and feed : 
Plere’s a young maid with travel much oppress’d, 
And faints for succour. 

Cot. Fair sir, I pity her. 

And wish for her sake, more than for mine own, 
My fortunes were more able to relieve her : 

But I am shepherd to another man, 

And do not sh^ar the fleeces that I graze ; 

My master is of churlish disposition, 

And little recks to find the way to heaven 
By doing deeds of hospitality : 

Besides, his cote, his flocks, and bounds of feed, 
Are now on sale, and at our sheepcote now. 

By reason of his absence, there is nothing 
That you will feed on ; but what is, come see, 

And in my voice most welcome shall you be. 

Ros. What is he that shall buy his flock and 
pasture ? 

Cor. That young swain that you saw here but 
That little cares for buying any thing, [erewhile, 
Ros. I pray thee, if it stand with honesty, 

Buy thou the cottage, pasture, and the flock, 

And thou shalt have to pay for it of us. 

Cel. And w^e will mend thy wages : I like this 
And willingly could waste my time in it. [place, 
Cor. Assuredly, the thing is to be sold : 

Go with me ; if you like, upon report. 

The soil, the profit, and this kind of life, 

I will your very faithful feeder be, 

And buy it with your gold right suddenly. 

[Exeiint. 


. SCENE Yl.—The same. 

Enter Oelando and Adam. 

Adam. Hear master, I can go no further ; Oh, 1 
die for food! Here lie I dowm, and measure out 
my grave. Farewell, kind master. 

Orl. Why, how now, Adam 1 no greater heart in 
thee ? Live a little ; comfort a little ; cheer thyself 
a little: If this uncouth forest yield any thing 
savage, I wiU either be food for it, or bring it for 
food to thee. Thy conceit is nearer death than thy 
powers. For my sake, be comfortable; hold death 


SCENE Y The same. 

Enter Amiens, Jaqces, cmcl other. s. 
SONG. 

. Under the greenwood tree, 

■Wlio loves to lie with me, 

And tune his merry note 
Unto the sweet bird’s throat, 
Come hither, come hither, come hither, 
Here shall he see 
No enemy. 

But winter and rough weather. 






AS YOU LIKE IT 


lie, that a fool dotli vory wise!) liil. 

Doth very fooliirihly, althoiiij;!! Ik* sinart. 

Not to SGoin si^usoioss of fho lufo : if not, 

The wise man’s folly ;niaiomi//<l 
Even by the sqiiaiuloririG; aianoi’s of the fool. 
Invest me in my motley ; i>ive me lea^e 
To speak my mind, and 1 will through and tlirougli 
Cleanse the foul ])ody of the infe<‘ted v. orld, 

If they will patiently receive m\ ineddeim*. 

Duke S. Fye on thee ! I can lei! what ihou 
wouldst do. 

"What, for a eounter, would I do, biit o-ood ? 

Duke S. Most mis(dlie^ (Uis foul sin, in ehidine' 
For tlion thyself hast i)een a libertine, ; 

As sensual as the brutish stine; itself; 

And all the embossed sores, and headed e\ils. 

That thou with lieenee of free fool iiast <*aua{it, 
Wouldst thou dise:ora:e imo tlie u’eueral world. 

Jnq. Why, vho eries out on priile. 

That ean therein tax any jiri'. ate p.irfy r 
Doth it not Ilow as hui^ely as the s{'a, 

Till that tlie vary very means tlo ebl)? 

\Vhat woman in tin* eity do I natue, 

When that 1 say, ’ifhe (‘ity-voimm bears 
The cost of priiu'es on unworthy shouhk-rs 
Who ean (‘ome in, and say, that I nu‘an her, 

Wlien such a one as site, sueli is tier neis^hbosir 
Or what is lu <d‘ bast'st fum*iion, 

That says, his bravery is not on inv eost, 

(Tliiuldng that i mean him,) but therein suits 
Jlis folly to the mettle of my spttadi ? 

There then; How, what then? Let me see wherem 
My toiu^ue batli wronjf’d hittt: if if do him rightj 
Then he hath wrong’d idinself; if he be free, 

Why then, my taxing- like a wild goose Hies, 
Unclaim’d of anv man. — But who eome.s here ? 


awhile at the arm’s end: I will here be with thee 
presently ; and if I bring thee not something to eat, 
ITl give thee leave to die : but if thou diest before 
I come, thou art a mocker of my labour. Well said ! 
thou look’ St cheerily : and I’ll be with thee quickly. 
— Yet thou liest in the bleak air: Come, I will bear 
thee to some shelter ; and thou slialt not die for 
lack of a dinner, if there live any thing in this de- 
sert Clieerly, good Adam ! lExennt 


SCENE 11. 


AS ; YOU LIKE IT.' 
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If ever been where bells have knoll' d to church; 

If ever sat at any good man's feast ; 

If ever from your eye -lids wip’d a tear, 

And know what ’tis to pity, and be pitied ; 

Let gentleness my strong enforcement be : 

In the which hope, I blush, and hide my sword. 

Duke S. True it is that we have seen better days ; 
And have with holy bell been knoH’d to church ; 
And sat at good men’s feasts ; and wip’d our eyes 
Of drops that sacred pity hath engender’d : 

And therefore sit you down in gendeness, 

And take upon command what help we have, 

That to your wanting may be ministred. 

Orl. Then, but forbear your food a little while, 
Whiles, like a doe, I go to find my fami, 

And give it food. There is an old poor man, 

Who after me hath many a weary step 
Limp’d in pure love ; till he be first suffic’d, — 
Oppress’d with two weak evils, age, and hunger, — 
I will not touch a bit. 

Bukg S. Go find him out, 

And we will nothing waste till you return. 

Orl. I thank ye; and be bless’ d for your good 
comfort 1 lExit. 

Duke S. Thou seest, we are not all alone unhappy ; 
This wide and universal theatre 
Presents more woeful pageants than the scene 
Wherein we play in. 

Jaq. All the world’s a stage, 

And all the men andi®vomen merely players ; 

They have their exits, and their entrances ; 

And one man in his time plays many parts, 

His acts being seven ages. At first, the infant, 
Mewling and puking in the nurse’s arms; 

And then, the whining school-boy, with his satchel, 
And shining morning face, creeping like snail 
Unwillingly to school: And then the lover ; 

Sighing like furnace, with a woeful ballad 
Made to his mistress’ eye-brow: Then a soldier; 
Full of strange oaths, and bearded like the pai'd, 
Jealous in honour, sudden and quick in quarrel, 
Seeking the bubble reputation 
Even in the cannon’s mouth : And then, the jus- 
In fair round belly, with good capon lin’d, [tice ; 
With eyes severe, and beard of formal cut, 

Full of wise saws and modern instances, 

And so he plays his part: The sixth age shifts 
Into the lean and slipper’d pantaloon ; 


With spectacles on nose, and pouch on side ; 

His youthful hose well sav’d, a world too wide 
For his shrunk shank ; and his big manly voice. 
Turning again toward childish treble, pipes 
And whistles in his sound: Last scene of aU, 

That ends this strange eventful history, 

Is second childishness, and mere oblivion ; 

Sans teeth, sans eyes, sans taste, sans every thing. 
Me-enter Orlando, with Adam. 

Duke S. Welcome: Set down your venerable 
And let him feed. [burden, 

Orl. I thank you most for him. 

Adam. So had you need ; 

I scarce can speak to thank yoxi for myself. 

Duke S. Welcome, fall to ; I will not trouble you 
As yet, to question you about your fortunes : — 
Give us some music; and, good cousin, sing. 
Aauens sings. 

SONG. 


Blow, blow, thou winter wind, 

Thou art not so unkind 
As man’s ingratitude ; 

Thy tooth is not so keen, 

Because thou art not seen. 

Although thy breath he rude. 

Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! unto the green Ivolly : 
Most friendship is feigning, most loving mere foilj' : 
Then, heigh, ho, the holly ! 

This life is most jolly. 


Freeze, freeze, thou bitter sky, 

That dost not hite so nigh 
As benefits forgot : 

Though thou the waters warp, 

Thy sting is not so sharp 
As friend remember’d not. 

Heigh, ho ! sing, heigh, ho ! &c. 

Duke S. If that you were the good sir Row- 
land’s son, — 

As you have whisper’d faithfully, you were ; 

And as mine eye doth his effigies witness 
Most truly limn’d, and living in your fiice,— 

Be truly welcome hither : I am the duke, 

That lov’d your father : The residue of your fortune, 
Go to my cave and tell me. — Good old man, 

Thou art right welcome as thy master is ; 

Support him by the arm Give me your hand, 

And let me aU your fortunes understand. iEjce-uni. 


ACT III. 


SCENE l.-~A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Buke Frederick, Oliver, Lords, and Attendants. 

Not see Mm since ? Sir, sir, that can- 
not be : 

But were I not the better part made mercy, 

I should not seek an absent argument 
Of my levenge, thou present : but look to it ; 

Find out thy brother, wheresoe’er he is : 

Seek him with candle ; bring Mm dead or living, 
Within this twelvemonth, or turn thou no more 
To seek a living m our territory. 

Thy lands, and all things that thou dost call thine, 
Worth seizure, do we seize into our hands ; 

Till thou canst quit thee by thy brother’s mouth, 
Of what we think against thee. 


Od. O, that your highness knew my heart in this ! 
I never lov’d my brother in my^ life. 

Duke F. More villain thou. — ^Weii, push Mm 
out of doors ; 

And let my officers of such a nature 
Make an extent upon his house and lands ; 

Do this expediently, and turn Mm going. l Exeunt. 


SCmE 11.— The Forest 
Enter Oelanbo, zvith a paper. 

Orl. Hang there, my verse, in witness of my love ' 
And, thou, thrice-crowned queen of night, survey 
With thy chaste eye, from thy pale sphere above, 
Thy huntress” name, that my full life doth sway. 



s 



This is tlie very false, gallop of verses ; Why do you 
infect yourself with them ? 

Bos. l^eace, you dull fool *, I found tliem on a 
tree.. 

Touch. Truly, the tree yields had fruit. 

Bos. ril graff it with you, and then I shall graff 
it with a medlar : then it will be the earliest fruit 
in the country : for you’ll he rotten ere you 1)0 
half ripe, and that’s the right virtue of the n'ledlar. 

Touch. You have said ; but whether wisely or no, 
let the forest judge. 

Enter CerjA, readhip a jutper. 

Eos. Peace ! 

Here comes my sister, reading ; stand aside. 

(]eh Wily hhould tins cUs(*rt silent be? 

Ffir it i.s inipoopkd ? No ; 

Ton';-iies X'il hiurj; on every tree, 

That sba.ll eivil sa^-in.i^s show : 

Feme, bow brief the life <if man 
liuiis hia erring pilgrimage. 

That the st retd ling of a s}>an 
Buckles in liis sum of ago. 

Some, of violated vows 

’Twixt the souls of friend and friend ; 

But upon the fairest boughs. 

Or at every sentence’ end, 
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ACT in 


O Rosalind ! these trees shall be my books, 

And in their harks my thoughts I’ll character ; 
That every eye, which in this forest looks, 

Shall see thy virtue witness’d every where. 

Run, run, Orlando ; carve on every tree, 

The fair, the chaste, and unexpressive she. lEa;it. 


Enter Corin and Touchstone. 


shallow man ! God make incision in thee ! thou art 
raw. 

Cor. Sir, I am a true labourer ; I earn that I eat, 
get that I wear ; ovre no man liate, envy no man’s 
happiness ; glad of other lueii’s good, content with 
my harm : and the greatt'st of my pride is, to see 
my ewes graze, and my iamiis sm-k. 

Touch. That is another simple sin in you ; to 
bring the ewes and the riims togx^iher, mid' to ofter 
to get your Imng liy the copulation of entile : to lie 
bawd to a bell-wether ; and to betray a, slm-lamb of 
a twelvemonth, to a erooked-patm.r, old ciu'koldiv 
ram, out of all reasonable mati'h. If li-’st 
not damn’d Ibr this, the devil himsdf will have no 
shepherds ; I cannot see else how thou shouldst; 
’scape. 

Cor. H(‘re comes yauing master Gaiiymede, mj 
new mistress’s brotlua*. 


Enter Kosalinu, rrtuiinp a paper 
Bos. From tlio ci.-d to we.^torn Ind, 

No jewel is like Kosalitul. 

Her worth, bt'ing uiounJeu <in tin* wind, 
I’lirough all tlio world hears Itesalind. 
Ail the jiieture.s, fain'st lin’d, 

Are but black to Ivosaliml 
Lot no face, be kcjit in mind. 

But the fair of Bosalind. 


Touch. I’ll rhyme you st> eight years together; 
dinners, and suppers, and sleeping hours e.vcepted : 
It is the right butter woman’s rank to market. 
Bos. Out, fool ! 

Touch. For a taste : 


Cor. And how like you this shepherd’s life, 
master Touchstone? 

Touch. Truly, shepherd, in respect of itself, it is a 
good life : but in respect that it is a shepherd’s life, 
it is naught. In respect that it is solitary, I like it 
very well ; but in respect that it is private, it is a 
very vile life. Now in respect it is in the fields, it 
pleaseth me well ; but in respect it is not in the 
court, it is tedious. As it is a spare life, look you, 
it fits my humour w^ell ; but as there is no more 
plenty in it, it goes much against my stomach. Hast 
any philosophy in thee, shepherd ? 

Cor. No more, but that I know, the more one 
sickens, the 'worse at ease he is ; and that he that 
wants money, means, and content, is without three 
good friends : — ^That the property of rain is to "wet, 
and fire to burn : That good pasture makes fat 
sheep ; and that a great cause of the night, is lack 
of the sun : That he, that hath learned no wit by 
nature nor art, may complain of good breeding, or 
comes of a very dull kindred. 

Touch. Such a one is a natural philosopher. 
Wast ever in court, shepherd.^ 

Cor. No, truly. 

Tofch. Then thou art damn’d. 

Cor. Nay, I hope, 

Touch. Truly, thou art damn’d ; like an ill- 
roasted egg, all on one side. 

Cor. For not being at court ? Your reason. 

Touch. Why, if thou never wast at court, thou 
never saw’st good manners ; if thou never saw’st 
good manners, then thy tnaimers must he wicked ; 
and wickedness is sin, and sin is damnation : Thou 
art in a parious state, shepherd. 

Cor. Not a wli^. Touchstone : those, that are 
good manners at the court, ai'e as ridiculous in the 
country, as the behaviour of the country is most 
mockable at the court. You told me, you salute 
not at the court, but you kiss your hands ; that 
courtesy would be uncleanly, if courtiers were 
shepherds. 

Touch. Instance, briefly ; come, instance. 

Cor. Why, we are still handling our ewes ; and 
their fells, you know, are greasy. 

Touch. Why, do not your courtier’s hands sweat? 
and is not the grease of a mutton as wholesome as 
the sweat of a man? Shallow, shallow : a better 
instance, I say ; come. 

Cor. Besides, our hands are hard. 

Toiicli. Your lips will feel them the sooner. 
Shallow, again : a more sounder instance, come. 

Cor. And they are often tarr’d over with the 
surgery of our sheep ; And would you have us 
kiss tar ? The courtier’s hands are perfumed vritii 
civet. 

Touch. Most shallow man ! Thou worms-meat, 
in respect of a good piece of flesh : Indeed ! — Learn 
of the wise, and perpend : Civet is of a baser birth 
than tar ; the very uncleanly flux of a cat. Mend 
the instance, shepherd. 

Cor. You have too courtly a wit for me ; I’ll rest. 

Touch. Wilt thou rest damn’d ? God help thee, 


If a hart do lack a liiiid. 

Let him seek out Bortnlind. ’’ 

If the cat will after kind, 

Fo, be sure, will Itobiiliml. 
Wiiiter-sanneuts mubt be lin’d, 

So must slender Kosalind. 

They tliat rea]i, must sheaf ami hind, 
Then to cart with .Kosalind, 
Sw'oetestnut hath sourest rind. 

Such a nut is Kosalind. 

He that sweetest K'ose will find. 

Must find iove’s prick, and .Ujisalimi, 





i • 


AS YOU LIKE IT, 


WiFi. I Rosalindo, write, 

Tcriclung all that read, to Icnow 
The quintessence of every sprite 
Heaven would in little show. 

Therefore heaven nature charg’d 
That one body should he fiU’d 
With all graces wide enlarg’d : 

Nature presently distill'd 
Helen’s cheek, hut not her heart ; 

• Cleopatra’s niajest3'’; 

Atalanta’s better part ; 

Sad Lucretia’s modestsr. 

Thus Rosalind of many parts 
B3’- hea%'‘enly s.ynod M’as devis’d, 

Of many faces, e3'es, and hearts, 

To have the touches clearest priz’d. 

Heaven would that she these gifts should have. 
And I to live and die her slave. 

Eos. O most gentle Jupiter ! — ^wliat tedious 
liomily of love have you wearied your parishioners 
withal, and never cry’d, Have ‘patience, good people! 

Cel. How now ! back, friends ; — Shepnerd, go 
off a little : — Go with Mm , sirrah. 

Touch. Come, shepherd, let us make an honour- 
able retreat ; though not with bag and baggage, yet 
with scrip and scrippage. 

{,Exeimt CoRiN and Touchstone. 

Cel. Didst thou hear these verses 1 

Eos. O yes, I heard them all, and more too ; 
for some of them had in them more feet than the 
verses would bear. 

Cel. That's no matter ; the feet might hear the 
verses. 

Mos. Ay, but the feet w’ere lame, and could not 
bear themselves without the verse, and therefore 
stood lamely in the verse. 

Cel. But didst*thou hear, without wondering how 
thy name should be bang'd and carved upon these 
trees ? 

Mos. I wms seven of the nine days out of the 
wonder, before you came ; for look here what I 
found on a palm-tree : I w’as never so be-rhjmied 
since Pythagoras' time, that I was an Irish rat, 
which I can hardly remember. 

Cel. Trow you, who hath done this ? 

Eos. Is it a man ? 

Cel. And a chain that you once wore, about his 
neck : Change you colour ? 

Eos. I pr’ythee, who ? 

Cel. O lord, lord ! it is a hard matter for friends 
to meet ; but mountains may be removed wuth 
earthquakes, and so encounter. 

Eos. Nay, hut who is it? 

Cel. Is it possible ? 

Eos. Nay, I pray thee now, with most petitionary 
vehemence, tell me who it is. 

Cel. O wonderful, wonderful, and most wonderful 
wonderful, and yet again wonderful, and after that 
out of aU whooping ! 

Eos. Good my complexion ! dost thou think, 
though I am caparison'd like a man, I have a 
doublet and hose in my disposition I One inch of 
delay more is a South- sea- off discovery. I pr'ythee, 
tell me, who is it ? quickly, and speak apace : I 
would thou couldst stammer, that thou might' st 
pour this concealed man out of thy mouth, as 
wine comes out of a narrow-mouth'd bottle ; either 
too much at once, or none at all. I pr'ythee take 
the cork out of thy mouth, that I may drink thy 
tidings. 

Cel. So you may put a man in your belly. 

Eos. Is he of God’s making ? What manner of 


11 worth 


man ? Is his head worth a hat;, or his 
I a beard ? 

Cel. Nay, he hath but a little beard. 

Eos. WMy, God will send more, if t 
be thankful : let me stay the growth of his beard, 
if thou delay me not the knowdedge of his ciiin. 

Cel. It is young Orlando that tripp'd up the 
wrestler’s heels, and your heart, both in an instant. 

Eos. Nay, but the devil take mocking; speak 
sad brow, and tnie maid. 

Cel. I’faith, coz, 'tis he. 

Eos. Orlando ? 

Cel. Orlando. 

Eos. Alas the day! what shall I do with my 
doublet and hose ? — What did he when thou saw’st 
Mni'? WMat said he ? How look'd he ? W^herein 
w'enthe? What makes he here?. Did he ask for 
me ? \¥here remains he ? How parted he with thee ? 
and when shalt thou see him again ? Answer me in 
one word. 

Cel. You must borrow me Garagantua’s mouth 
first : ’tis a word too great for any mouth of this 
age's size : To say, ay, and no, to these particulars, 
is more than to answer in a catechism. 

Eos. But doth he know that I am in this forest, 
and in man’s apparel? Looks he as freshly as he did 
the day he wrestled ? 

Cel. It is as easy to count atomies, as to resolve 
the propositions of a lover : — but take a taste of my 
finding him, and relish it with a good observance. 

I found him under a tree, like a dropp'd acorn. 

Eos. It may well be call'd Jove's tree, when it 
drops forth such fruit. 

Cel. Give me audience, good madam. 

Eos. Proceed. 

Cel. There lay he, stretch'd along like a -wounded 
knight. 

Eos. Though it be pity to see such a sight, it well 


becomes the ground. 

Cel. Cry, holla ! to thy tongue, I pr'ythee ; i 
curvets very unseasonably. He wus furnish'd Mk 
a hunter. 

Eos. O ominous I he comes to kill my heart. 

Cel. I -would sing my song without a burden 
thou hring'st me out of tune. 

Eos. Do you not know I am a woman ? -when ! 
tMnk, I must speak. Sweet 1 say on. 

Enter Oruando a?id J4,ques. 

Cel. You brinj 


me out: — Soft! comes he not 

Eos. 'Tis he ? slink by, and note him. [here ? 

[Celia and Rosax-ind retire. 

Jaq. I thank you for your company ; but, good 
faith, I had as Hef have been myself alone. 

Orl. And so had I ; but yet, for fashion sake, I 
thank you too for your society. 

Jaq. God be with you; let's meet as little as 
we can. 

Orl. I do desire we may be. better strangers. 

Jaq. I pray you, mar no more trees vnth wntiiig 
love-songs in their barks. 

Orl. I pray you, mar no more of my verses v/ith 
reading them ill-favouredly. 

J aq, Rosalind is your love’s name ? 

Orl. Yes, just. 

Jaq. I do not like her name. 

' Orl. There was no thought of pleasing' you, when 
sho was christen’d. 

What staUire is she of? 

Or/. Just as high as my heart. 

Jaq. You are Iw of pretty answers ; Have you 
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Ros. I have been told so of many : but, indeed 
an old religious uncle of mine taught me to speak, ^ 
who was in his yoiitli an in -land man ; one that 
knew courtship too well, for there he fell in love. 
I have heard him. read many lectures against it: and 
I tliank God, I am not a woman, to be touchhhvith 
so many giddy oiiences as he hath generally ttix’d 
their whole sex withal. 

Or!. Can you remcmla'r any of the principal e^ils 
that he laid to the charge of women. 

Ros. There were none principal: llicy were all 
like one another, as ha!f-pcncc rnv. ; every fuse fault 
seeming monstrous, till his hdiow fault ca?ne to 
match it. 

Orl. I pr^ythee recomil some (>(’ tliem. 

Ros. No; I will not cast away my plusieh, hot 
on those tliat an> sick. There is a man haums Ihe 
forest, that abuses our young plants with t'arviug 
Rosalind on tlu'ir barks; hangs odes nptm haw- 
thorns, and elegies on brambles; all, forsooth, 
deifying the name of Rosalind : if ] could meet 
that fancy-monger. I would give him sonu* good 
counsel, for he seems to have the c|uotidiau of love 
upon him, 

Orl. I am he that is so iove-shaked ; I pray you, 
tell me your remedy. 

Ros. There is none of my nncle’s marks upon 
you : he taught me how to know a num in love ; 
in which cage of riislies, I am sure you are not 
prisoner. 

Orl. What were his marks ? 

Ros. A lean cheek ; wliich you have not : a blue 
eye, and sunken ; whi<‘h you have not : an uinpics- 
tionahle spirit; whicli you h;ivo not : a beard neg- 
lected; ndiicli you have not: hut- 1' paiahm you for 
that; for, simply, your having in beard isay-mmger 
brother’s revenue —Then youi hose should he im- 
garter’d, your bonnet unhanded, \ our sleeve unbut- 
toned, your shoe imtied, and evei'y thing abotit you 
demonstrating a caieless desolation. Rut you are 
no such man; you are lalhcr point -device/in your 
accoutrements; as loving youisell, than seeming 
the lover of any otlier. 

0?*/. Fair youth, I would I could make thee be- 
lieve I love. 

Ros, Me believe it ? you may as soon make her 
that you love believe it ; whieli, I warrant, she is 
apter to do, than to confess she tloes ; that is one 
of the points in the which women still give tlie lie 
to their conscienct's. But, iu good sooth, are you 
he that hangs the verses on the trees, wherein 
Rosalind is so admired ? 

Orl. I swear to thee, youth, by tiie whiti* hand of 
Rosaiind, I am that he, that unh'n-tunatc he. 

Ros. But are you so much iu love as your rhymes 
speak? 

OrL Neither rhyme nor reason can express how 
much. 

Ro.s. Love is merely a madness ; and, 1 tell you, 
deserves as well a dark house and a whip, as mad- 
men do ; and the reason why they arc not so 
punished and cured, is, that the lunacy is so ordinary, 
that the whippers are in love too ; Yet I profess 
curing it by counsel. 

Orl. Bid you ever cure any so ? 

Ros. Yes, one ; and in this manner. He ■was to 
imagine me his love, his mistress ; and I set him 
every day to woo me: At w'hich time w^ould I, 
being but a moonish youth, grieve, be effeminate, 
changeable, longing, and liking; proud, fantastical, 


not been acquainted with goldsmiths’ wives, and 
conn’d them out of rings? 

Orl. Not so ; but I answer you right painted 
cloth, from whence you have studied your questions. 

Jaq. You have a nimble wit ; I think it was made 
of Atalanta’s heels. Will you sit down with me? 
and we two will rail against our mistress the world, 
and all our misery. 

Orl. 1 will chide no breather in the world, but 
myself ; against wdiom I know most faults. 

Jaq. The worst fault you have, is to be in love. 

Orl ’Tis a fault I will not change for yonr best 
virtue. I am weary of you. 

Jaq. By my troth, I was seeking for a fool, when 
I found you. 

Orl. He is drown’d in the brook; look but in, 
and you shah, see him. 

Jaq. There shall I see mine own figure. 

Orl Which I take to he either a fool, or a cypher, 

Jag. ril tari 7 no longer with you ; farewell, good 
signior Love. 

Orl I am glad of your departure ; adieu, good 
monsieur Melancholy. 

lExit Jaques. — Celia and Rosalind come forward. 

Ros. I will speak to him like a saucy lacquey, 
and under that habit play the knave with him. — 
Do you hear, forester ? 

Orl Very well ; what would you? 

Ros. I pray you, what is’t a clock ? 

Orl Y on should ask me, what time o’day ; there’s 
no clock in the forest. 

Ros. Then there’s no true lover in the forest ; 
else sighing every minute, and groaning every hour, 
would detect the lazy foot of time, as well as a clock . 

Orl And why not the swift foot of time ? had 
-not that been as proper ? 

Ros. By no means, sir: Time travels in divers 
paces with divers persons ; I will tell you who time 
ambles Mthal, who time ti’ots withd, who time 
gallops withal, and who he stands still withal. 

Orl I pr’ythee, who doth he trot withal ? 

Ros. Marry, he trots hard with a young maid, 
between the contract of her marriage and the day 
it is solemnized ; if the interim be but a se’nnight, 
time’s pace is so hard that it seems the length of 
seven years, 

Orl Who ambles time withal? 

Ros. With a priest that lacks Latin, and a rich 
man that hath not the gout : for the one sleeps 
easily, because he cannot study ; and the other lives 
merrily, because he feels no pain ; the one lacking 
the burden of lean and wasteftil learning ; the other 
knowing no burden of heavy tedious penury : These 
time ambles withal. 

Orl Who doth he gallop withal? 

Ros. With a thief to the gallows : for though he 
go as softly as foot can fall, he thinks himself too 
soon there. 

Orl Who stays it still withal ? 

Ros. With lawyers in the vacation : for they sle^ 
between term and term, and then they perceive not 
how time moves. 

Orl. Where dwell you, pretty youth ? 

Ros. With this shepherdess, my sister ; here in 
the skirts of the forest, like fringe upon a petticoat. 

Orl Are you native of this place ? 

Ros. As the coney, that you see dwell where she 
is kindled. 

Orl Your accent is something finer than you 
could purchase in so removed a dwelling. 
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apisli, sliallow, inconstant, full of tears, full of 
smiles ; for every passion something, and for no 
passion truly anything, as boys and women are for 
the most part cattle of this colour : would now like 
him, now loath Mm ; then entertain him, then for- 
swear Mm ; now weep for Mm, then spit at him ; 
that I drave my sMtor from Ms mad humour of love, 
to- a living humour, of madness; which .was, to for- 
swear the full stream of the world, and to live in a 
nook merely monastick: And thus I cured him; 
and this way will I take upon me to wash your liver 
as clean as a sound sheep’s heart, that there shall 
not be one spot of love in’t, 

Orl. I would not be cured, youth, 

Ros* I would cure you, if you would but call me 
Rosalind, and come every day to my cote, and 
woo me. 

Orl. Now, by the faith of my love, I will; tell 
me,whe,re it is. 

Ros. Go with me to it, and I’ll show it yon ; and, 
by the way, you shall tell me where in the forest you 
live : Will you go ? 

Orl. With all my heart, good youth. 

Ros. Nay, you must call me Rosalind : — Gome, 
sister, will you go ? {Exeunt. 


ness ! sluttishness may come hereafter. But be it 
as it may be, I will marry thee, and to that end, I 
have been with Sir Oliver Mar-text, the vicar of the 
next village; who hath promised to meet me in this 
place of the forest, and to couple us. 

Jctq. 1 would fain see this meeting. {Aside. 

And. Well, the gods give us joy ! 

Touch, Amen. A man may, if he were of a 
fearful heart, stagger in this attempt ; for here we 
have no temple but the wood, no assembly but 
horn-beasts. But what though ? Courage ! As 
horns are odious, they are necessary. It is said, 
— Many a man knows no end of Ms goods ; right : 
many a man has good horns, and knows no end of 
them. Well, this is the dowry of his wife ; ’tis 
none of Ms own getting. Horns ? Even so — 

Poor men alone } No, no ; the noblest deer 

hath them as huge as the rascal. Is the single 
man therefore blessed ? No : as a wall’d town is 
more worthier than a village, so is the forehead of 
a married man more honourable than the bare brow 
of a bachelor : and by how much defence is better 
than no skill, by so much is a horn more precious 
than to want. 

Enter Sir Oliver B^Iar-text. 

Here comes sir Oliver : Sir Oliver Mar-text, you 
are well met : Will you despatch us here under this 
tree, or shah, we go with you to your chapel ? 

Sir Oli. Is there none here to give the woman ? 

Touch, I will not take her on gift of any man. 

Sir OIL Truly, she must be given, or the mar- 
riage is not lawM. 

Jaq. {Discovering himself Proceed, proceed 
I’ll give her. 

Touch, Good even, good master What ye calVt : 
How do you, sir.^ You are veiy well met : God’iid 
you for your last company : I am very glad to see 
you : — Even a toy in hand here, sir Nay ; pray, 
be cover’d. 

Jaq, "Will you be married, motley ? 

Touch, As the ox hath his bow, sir, the horse 
his cui’b, and the faulcon her bells, so man bath his 
desires ; and as pigeons bill, so wedlock w’^ould be 
nibbling. 

Jaq, And will you, being a man of your breed- 
ing, be married under a bush, like a beggar ? Get 
you to church, and have a good priest that can tell 
you what marriage is : this fellow will but join you 
together as they join wainscot : then one of you will 
prove a shrunk pannel, and, like green timber, warp, 
warp. 

Touch. I am not in the mind but 1 were better 
to be married of him than of another : for he is not 
like to marry me well : and not being well married , 
it will be a good excuse for me hereafter to leave my 
wife. ' 

Jaq. Go thou with me, and let me counsel thee. 

Touch, Come, sweet Audrey ; 

We must be married, or we must live in bawdry. 
Farewell, good master Oliver ! 

Not — O sweet Oliver, 

0 brave Oliver, 

Leave me not behi’ thee ; 

But — ^Wind away, 

Begone I say, 

I will not to wedding wi’ thee- 
{Exeunt JAQtTEs, Touchstone, and Audrey. 

Sir OIL ’Tis no matter ; ne’er a fantastical knave 
of them all shaE flout me out of my calling. { Exit 


SCENE HI. 

Enter Touchstone a7id Audrey; Jaques at a distance^ 
observing them. 

Touch, Come apace, good Audrey; I will fetch 
up your goats, Audrey : And how, Audrey ? am I 
the, man yet ? Doth my simple feature content you ? 

Aud. Your features! Lord warrant us! what 
features? 

Touch. I am here with thee and thy goats, as the 
most capricious poet, honest Ovid, was among the 
Goths. 

Jaq. O knowledge ill-inhabited ! worse than J ove 
in a thatch’d house. [Aside. 

Touch. When a man’s verses cannot he under- 
stood, nor a man’s good wit seconded -with the for- 
ward child, understanding, it strikes a man more 
dead than a great I'eckoMn^in a little room : — 
Truly, I would the gods had made thee poetical. 

Aud, I do not know what poetical is: Is it 
honest in deed and word ? Is it a true thing ? 

Touch. No, tindy ; for the truest poetry is the 
most feigning ; and lovers are given to poetry; and 
what they swear in poetry, may be said, as lovers, 
they do feign. 

Aud. Do you wish then, that the gods had made 
me poetical ? 

Touch, I do, truly, for thou swear’st to me, thou 
art honest ; now, if thou wert a poet, I might have 
some hope thou didst feign. 

Aud. Would you not have me honest? 

Touch, No, truly, unless thou wert hard-favour’d : 
for honesty coupled to beauty, is to have honey a 
sauce to sugar. 

Jaq. A material fool ! {Aside. 

Aud, Well, I am not fair; and therefore I pray 
the gods make me honest ! 

Touch. Truly, and to cast away honesty upon a 
foul slut, were to put good meat into an unclean 
dish. 

Aud, I am not a slut, though I thank the gods I 
am foul. 

Touch. Well, praised be the gods for thy foul- 



SCENE V . — Another part of the Forest. 
Enter Silvius and Phbbk. 

Sit Sweet Phebe, do not scorn me ; do not. 
Phebej 

Say, that you love me not ; but say not so 
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SCENE IV. — The same. Before a cottage. 

Enter Rosalind and Cblia. 

Eos. Never talk to me, I will weep. 

Cel. Do, I pr’ytliee ; but yet have the grace to 
consider, that tears do not become a man. 

Eos. But have I not cause to weep ? 

Cel. As good cause as one would desire ; there- 
fore weep. 

Eos. His very hair is of the dissembling colour. 

Cel. Something browner than Judas’s : numy, 
his kisses are Judas’s own children. 

Eos. I’faith, his hair is of a good colour. 

Cel. An excellent colour : your chesnut was ever 
the only colour. 

Eos. And his kissing is as full of sanctity as the 
touch of holy bread. 

Cel. He hath bought a pair of cast lips of Diana ; 
a nun of winter’s sisterhood kisses not more I'cli- 
giously ; the very ice of chastity is in them. 

Eos. But why did he swear he vrould come this 
morning, and comes not ? 

Cel. Nay, certainly, there is no truth in Mm. 

Eos. Do you think so ? 

Cel. Yes : I think he is not a pick-purse, nor a 
horse-stealer ; but for Ms verity in love, I do tbink 
Mm as concave as a cover’d goblet, or a worm-eaten 
nut. 

Eos, Not true in love ? 

Cel. Yes, when he is in ; bnt, I think he is not in. 

Eos. Youhaveheardhimsweardownright,hewas. 

Cel. Was is not is : besides the oath of a lover 
is no stronger than the word of a tapster ; they are 
both the confirmers of false reckonings : He attends 
here in the forest on the duke your father. 

Eos. I met the duke yesterday, and had much 
question with him : He asked me, of what paiTn- 
tage I was ; I told him, of as good as he ; so he 
laugh’d and let me go. But what talk we of fathers, 
when there is such a man as Orlando ? 

Cel. 0, that’s a brave man ! he writes brave 
verses, speaks brave words, swears brave oaths, and 
breaks them bravely, quite traverse, athwart the 
heart of his lover ; as a puny tilter, that spurs his 
horse but on one side, breaks his staff like a noble 
goose : but all’s brave, that youth mounts, and fully 
guides: — Who comes here ? 

Enter Coam. 

Cor. Mistress, and master, you have oft enquired 
After the shepherd that complain’d of love ; 

W'ho you saw sitting by me on the turf, 

Praising the proud disdainful shepherdess 
That was his mistress. 

CbI. Well, and what of Mm ? 

Cor. If you will see a pageant truly play’d, 
Between the pale complexion of true love, 

And the red glow of scorn and proud disdain, 

Go hence a little, and I shall conduct you, 

If you wiU mark it. 

Eos. O, come let us remove : 

The sight of lovers feedeth those in love : — 

Bring us unto this sight, and you shall say 

I’ll prove a busy actor in their play. ^Exeunt. 


In bitterness ; The common executioner, 

Whose heart the accustom’d sight of death makes 
Falls not the axe upon tlie liumbled neck, [hard, 
But first begs pardon ; 'Will you sterner be, 

Than he that dies and lives by bloody drops ? 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Coiun, at a distance. 

Phe. I would not be thy t'xecut loner ; 

I fly thee, for 1 would not injure thee. ; 

Thou teli’st me, there is murder in mine eye : 

’Tis pretty, sure, and very })ro]ja])!e, ; 

That eyes, — that are the iVairst emd su.’lesJ, tilings, , 
Who shut their coward gates on atomies, 

Should be {‘ail’d tyrants, but(‘Iu‘rs, mnnimvrs ! i 
Now I do frown on tlu'c with all my heart ; ' 

And, if mine eyes can wound, lunv h‘f; tliem kill I 
■ thee; i 

Now counterfeit to .swoon ; why, now fa!! down ; j 
Or, if thou can’.st not, O, for s!ianu‘, fin- shame, ' 

Lie not, to say miim (wes are nmrd{'rt*rs. I 

Now show the wound mim‘ {‘ve liath made in tliec; I 
Scratch thee but with a pin, ami theia* remains j 
Some scar of it ; lean but upon a rush, i 

The cicatrice and cajiable im pressure I 

Thy palm some moment keeps : but now mine eyes, j 

W^Mch I have darted at tlu'c, Imrt thee not ; " j 

Nor, I am sure, there is no force in eye.s j 

That can do hurt. 1 

Sil. O dt‘ar Phebe, j 

If ever, (as that ever may be near.) | 

You meet in some fresh cheek t-lu‘ powm* of fancy, j 
Then shall you know the wounds invisible ' ! 

That love’s keen arrows make. | 

Phe. But, till that time, I 

Come not thou near me : and, wlu'u that time comes, j 
Afflict me with thy mocks, pity me not ; I 

As till that time, 1 shall not pity thee. | 

Eos. And why, I pray you ? iAdi'anemg.l Who [ 
might be your mother, I 

That you insult, exult, and all at once, - 

Over the wretched ? 'What tlnmgh yon Imve more 
(As, by my faith, 1 see no more in you j beauty, 
Than without candle may go dark to IhmI.) ' 

Must you be therefore proud and pitiless ? 

Why, what means this } Why do you look on me ? 

I see no more in you, than in the ordinary 
Of nature’s sale-work : — Od’s my little life ! 

I think, she means to tangle my (‘yes too : — 

No, ’faith, proud mistress, hope not after it; 

’Tis not your inky brows, your black silk hair. 

Your bugle eye-balls, nor your cheek of ereain, 

That can entame my spirits to your worship 

You foolish shepherd, wheridbre do you follow her, 
Like foggy south, puffing with wind and rain ? 

You arc a thousand times a properer man, 

Than she a woman : ’Tis such fools as you. 

That make the world fail of ill-favour’d chi]{lren : 
’Tis not her glass, but you, that liarixu'S h(*r ; 

And out of you she sees herself more proper, 

Than any of her lineaments can show her : — 

But, mistress, know yourself ; down onyour kncc.s, 
And thank heaven, fasting, for a good man’s love : 
For I must tell you friendly in your ear, — 

Sell when you can ; you are not for all markets ; 

Cry the man mercy ; love him ; take his oiler : 

Foul is most foul, being foul to be a scofler. 

So, take her to thee, shepherd ;—fare you well. 

Phe. Sweet youth, I pray you chide a year to 
gether ; 

I had rather hear you chide, than this man woo. 
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Eos. He’s fallen in love with her foulness, and 
sUe’E fall in love with my anger: If it be so, as 
fast as she answers thee with frowning looks, I'll 
sauce her with bitter words. — ^Why look yon so 
upon me ? 

Fhe. For no iH will I bear yon. 

J2os. I pray you, do not fall in love with me, 

For I am falser than vow^s made in wine : 

Besides, I like yon not : If yon will know my house, 
’Tis at the tuft of olives, here hard by : — 

Will yon go, sister ? — ^Shepherd, ply her hard : — 
Come, sister :■ — Shepherdess, look on Mm better, 
And be not proud ; though ah the world could see, 
None could be so abusM in sight as he. 

Gome to our dock. 

lExeunt Rosaliot), Celia, and Corin. 
P/^e. Dead shepherd! now I find thy saw of 
might; 

Who everlov*d, that lov’d not at first sight 9 
SiL Sweet Phebe, — ■ 

Phe. Ha ! what say’st thou, Silvius ? 

SiL Sweet Phebe, pity me. 

Phe. Why, I am sorry for thee, gentle Silvius. 
SU. Wherever sorrow is, relief would be ; 

If you do sorrow at my grief in love, 

By giving love, your sorrow and my grief 
Were both extermin'd. ’ 

Phe. Thou hast my love ; is not that neighbourly ? 
Sik I would have you. 

Phe* Why, that were covetousness. 

Silvius, the time was, that I hated thee ; 

And yet it is not, that I bear thee love : 

But since that thou canst talk of love so well. 

Thy company, w’-hich erst was irksome to me, 

I will endure ; and I’ll employ thee too : 

But do not look for further recompense. 

Than thine owm gladness that thou art employ'd. 

SiL^ So holy and so perfect is my love, 

And I in such a poverty of grace, 

That I shah think it a most plenteous crop 


To glean the broken ears after the man 

That the main harvest reaps : loose now and then 

A scatter’d smile, and that IT live upon- 

Phe* Know’st thou the youth that spoke to me 
ere while? 

SiL Not very well, but I have met him oft ; 

And he hath bought the cottage, and the bounds, 
That the old carlot once was master of. [him , 
PAe. Think .not I love him, though I ask for 
’Tis but a peevish boy : — ^yet he talks well 
But what care I for words ? yet words do well. 
When he that speaks them pleases those that hear. 
It is a pretty youth : — not very pretty — [him : 
But sure he’s proud ; and yet Ms pride becomes 
He’ll make a proper man : The best tMng in him 
Is Ms complexion ; and faster than his tongue 
Did make offence, Ms eye did heal it up. 

He is not tall ; yet for Ms years he’s tall : 

His leg is but so-so ; and yet ’tis well : 

There was a pretty redness in his lip ; 

A little riper and more lusty red [ference 

Than that mix’d in his cheek ; ’twas just the dif- 
Betwixt the constant red, and mingled damask. 
There be some women, Silvius, had they mark’d 
In parcels as I did, would have gone near [him 
To fall in love with Mm : but, for my part, 

I love Mm not, nor hate Mm not ; and yet 
I have more cause to hate him than to love him : 
For -what had he to do to chide at me ? 

He said, mine eyes were black, and my hair black ; 
And, now I am remember’d, scorn’d at me ; 

I maiwel, why I answer’d not again : 

But that’s all one ; omittance is not quittance. 

I’ll write to him a very taunting letter, 

And thou shalt bear it ; Wilt thou, Silvius ? 

SiL Phebe, with ail my heart. 

Phe. I’ll write it straight ; 

The matter’s in my head, and in my heart : 

I will be bitter with him, and passing short : 

Go with me, Silvius. I'Exeimi. 


SCENE L — The same* 

Enter Rosalind, Celia, and Jaques. 

Jaq. I pr’ythee, pretty youth, let me be better 
acquainted with thee. 

Eos. They say you are a melancholy fellow. 

Jaq. I am so ; I do love it better than laughing. 

Eos. Those, that are in extremity of either, are 
abominable fellows ; and betray themselves to every 
modern censure, worse than drunkards. 

Jaq. "Why, ’tis good to be sad and say notMiig, 

Eos. Why then, ’tis good to be a post. 

Jaq. I have neither the scholar’s melancholy, 
which is emulation ; nor the musician’s, which is 
fantastical ; nor the courtier’s, which is proud ; nor 
the soldier’s, wMch is ambitious ; nor the lawyer’s, 
which is politic ; nor the lady’s, v^Mch is nice ; 
nor the lover’s, which is all these: but it is a 
melancholy of mine own, compounded of many 
simples, exti-acted from many objects ; and, indeed, 
the sundry contemplation of my travels, in which 
my often rumination wraps me, is a most humor- 
ous sadness. 

Eos. A traveller ! By my faith, you have great 
reason to be sad : I fear, you have sold your own 


lands, to see other men’s ; then, to have seen much, 
and to have notMng, is to have rich eyes and poor 
hands. 

Jaq. Yes, I have gained my experience. 

Enter Orlando. 

Eos. And your experience makes you sad ; I had 
rather have a fool to make me merry, than experi- 
ence to make me sad ; and to travel tor it too. 

Orl. Good day, and happiness, dear Rosalind 1 

Jaq. Nay then, God be wi’ you, an you talk in 
blank verse. lExit. 

Eos. Farewell, monsieur traveller: Look you 
lisp, and wear strange suits ; disable ail the bene- 
fits of your own country : be out of love with your 
nativity, and almost cMde God for making you that 
countenance you are ; or I will scarce think you have 
swam in a gondola.— Why, how now, Orlando 1 
where have you been all this while ? You a lover ? 
— -An you serve me such another trick, never come 
in my sight more. 

Orl. My fair Rosalind, I come within an hour 
of my promise. 

Eos* Break an hour’s promise in lOve ? He that 
will divide a minute into a thousand parts, ana 
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break but a part of the tliousandtli part of a minute 
in the affairs of loYe, it may be said of him, that 
Cupid hath clapp’d him o’ the shoulder, but I 
warrant him heart-whole. 

Orl. Pardon me, dear Rosalind. 

Ros. Nay, an you be so tardy, come no more in 
my sight : I had as lief be woo’d of a snail. 

Orl. Of a snail ? 

i?o. 9 . Ay, of a snail ; for though he comes slowly, 
he carries his house on his head ; a better jointure, 
I think, than you can make a woman : Besides, he 
brings his destiny with him. 

Orl, "What’s that? 

Ros. Wliy, horns ; which such as you are fain 
to be beholden to your wives for : but he comes^ 
armed in his fortune, and prevents the slander of 
his wife. 

Orl. Tirtue is no horn-maker ; and my Rosalind 
is virtuous. 

Ros. And I am your Rosalind. 

Cel. It pleases him to call you so ; but he hath 
a Rosalind of a better leer than you. 

Ros. Come, woo me, wmo me ; for now I am in 
a holiday humour, and like enough to consent : — 
What would you say to me now, an I were your 
very very Rosalind ? 

Orl. I would kiss before I spoke. 

Ros. Nay, you w^ere better speak first ; and w^hen 
you were gravelled for lack of matter, you might 
take occasion to kiss. Veiy good orators, when 
they are out, they null spit ; and for lovers, lacking 
(God warn us!) matter, the cleanliest shift is 
to kiss. 

Orl. How if the kiss be denied ? 

Ros. Then she puts you to entreaty, and there 
begins new matter. 

Orl. Who could be out, being before his beloved 
mistress ? 

Ros. Many, that should you, if I were your 
mistress, or I should think my honesty ranker 
than my wit. 

Orl. What, of my suit ? 

Ros. Not out of your apparel, and yet out of 
your suit. Am not I your Rosalind ? 

Orl. I take some joy to say you are, because I 
would be talking of her. 

Ros. Well, in her person, I say — I will not have 
you. 

Orl. Then, in mine own person, 1 die. 

Ros. No, faith, die by attorney. The poor world 
is almost six thousand years old, and in all this time 
there was not any man died in his own person, nde- 
licet, in a love-cause. Troilus had his brains dashed 
out with a Grecian club ; yet he did what he could 
to die before ; and he is one of the patterns of love, 
Leander, he would have lived many a fair year, 
though Hero had turned nun, if it had not been for 
a hot midsummer-night; for, good youth, he went 
but forth to wash him in the Hellespont, and, 
being taken with the cramp, was drowned ; and the 
foolish chroniclers of that age found it was — Hero 
of Sestos. But these are aH lies ; men have died 
from time to time, and worms have eaten them, 
hut not for love, 

Orl. I would not have my right Rosalind of this 
mind ; for, 1 j?rotest, her frown might kill me. 

Ros. By tms hand, it will not kill a fly ; But 
come, now I will be your Rosalind in a more 
coming- on disposition; and ask me what yon will, 
I YiU grant it 


Orl. Then love me, Rosalind. 

Ros. Yes, faith will I, Fridays, and Saturdays, 
and all. 

Orl. And wilt thou have me ? 

Ros. Ay, and twenty such. 

Orl. "What say’st thou ? 

Ros. Are you not good ? 

Orl. I hope so. 

Ros. Why then, can one desire too much of a 
good thing? — Come, sister, yoti shall be the priest, 
and marry us. — Give me your hand, Orlaiulo : — 
What do you say, sister ? 

Orl. Pray thee, marry us. 

Cel. I cannot say the words. 

Ros. You must begin, — -—Will you, Orlando,^ 

Cel. Go to :■ you, Orlando, have to wife 

tins Rosalind ? 

Orl I will. 

Ros. Ay, hut wdien ? 

Orl. Why now ; as fast as she. can imivrv us. 

Ros. Then you must say, — i take thee, Rosalind, 
for wife. 

Orl I take thee, Rosalind, for wife. 

Ros. I might ask you for your eomniission *, but, 
— I do take thee, Orlando, for my husband ; There 
a girl goes before the priest ; ;md, certainly, a 
woman’s thought runs betbre her actious. 

Orl So do all thouglits ; tliey are winged. 

Ros. Now tell me, how long you would have her, 
after you have possessed her. 

Orl. For ever, and a day. 

Ros. Say a day, without the ever : No, no, Or- 
lando ; men are April wlien they woo, December 
when they wed : maids are iMay when they are 
maids, but the sky changes when they are wives. I 
will be more jealous of thee than a Barbavy cock- 
pigeon over bis hen ; more clamorous than a parrot 
against rain ; more new-tangled than an ape ; more 
giddy in my desires than a monkey: I will weep 
for nothing, like Diana in the fountain, and I will 
do that wdien you are disposed to be merry ; I will 
laugh like a hyen, and that when tliou art inclined 
to sleep. . 

Orl But will my Rosalind do so ? 

Ros. By my life, she will do us I do. 

Orh O, but she is wise, 

Ros. Or else she could not have the wit to do 
this : the wiser, the waywarder : hTuke the doors 
upon a woman’s wot, and it will out at the ease- 
ment; shut that, and ’twill out at the key-hole, ; 
stop that, ’twill fly with the smoke out at the 
chimney. 

Orl A man that had a wife with such a wit, he 
might say, — Wit, whither loilt 9 

Ros. Nhiy, you might keep that check for it, till 
you met your wife’s wit going to your neighbour’s 
bed. 

Orl And what wit could wit have to e.vcuse 
that ? 

Ros. hlarry, to say, — she came to seek you there. 
You shall never take her without her answer, unless 
you take her without her tongue. O, that woman 
that cannot make her fault her husband’s occasion, 
let her never nurse her child herself, for she will 
breed it like a fool. 

Orl. For these t^vo hours, Rosalind, I will leave 
thee. 

Ros. Alas, dear love, I cannot lack thee two hours, 

Orl. I must attend the duke at dinner ; by two 
o’clock 1 will be with thee again. . 
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brain, be hath ta’ea Ms bow and arrows, and h 
gone forth — to sleep Look, who comes here. 

SfLvics. 

i Sil. My errand is to yon, fair youth ; — , 

My gentle Phebe bid me give you tMs ; 

[Crivinff a letter, 

I know not the contents; but, as I guess, 

By the stem brow, and waspish action 
Which she did use as she was writing of it, 

It bears an angry tenor : pardon me, 

I am but as a guiltless messenger. 

Ros. Patience herself would startle at this letter, 
And play the swaggerer ; bear tMs, bear ail : 

She says, I am not fair ; that I lack manners ; 

She calls me proud; and, that she could not love 
Were man as rare as Phoenix ; Od^s my will ! [me 
Her love is not the hare that I do hunt ; 

Why writes she so to me ? — ^Well, shepherd, well, 
This is a letter of your own device. 

SiL No, I protest, I know not the contents ; 
Phebe did write it. 

Mos. Come, come, you are a fool, 

And tumM into the extremity of love. 

I saw her band : she has a leathern hand, 

A freestone-colour’ d hand; I verily did think 
That her old gloves were on, but ’twas her hands ; 
She has a huswife’s hand: but that’s no matter: 

I say, she never did invent tMs letter : 

This is a man’s invention, and his hand. 

SiL Sure, it is hers. 

Ros. WTiy, ’tis a boisterous and a cruel style, 

A style for challengers ; why, she defies me, 

Like Turk to Christian : woman’s 


' Ros. Ay, go your ways, go your ways ; — I 
knew what you would prove ; my friends told me 
as much, and I thought no less : — ^that flattering 
tongue of yours won me ’tis but one cast away, 
and so,— -come, death.^ — .Two o’clock is your hour ? 

Orl. Ay, sweet Rosalind. 

By my troth, and in good earnest, and so 
God mend me, and by all pretty oaths that are not 
dangerous, if you break one jot of your promise, 
or come one minute behind your hour,! will think 
you the most pathetical break-promise, and the 
most hollow lover, and the most nnworthy of her 
you call Rosalind, that may be chosen out of the 
gross band of the unfaithful: therefore beware my 
censure, and keep your promise. 

Orl With no less religion, than if thou wert 
indeed my Rosalind : So, adieu! 

Ros. Well, time is the old justice that examines 
all such offenders, and let time try : Adieu ! 

[JEJa:it Orlando. 

Cel. You have simply misus’d our sex in your 
love-prate ; we must have your doubMt and hose 
plucked over your head, and show the world what 
the bird hath done to her own nest. 

Ros. 0 coz, coz, coz, my pretty little coz, that 
thou didst know how many fathom deep I am in 
love ! But it cannot be sounded ; my affection hath 
an unknown bottom, like the bay of Portugal. 

Cel Or, rather, bottomless ; that as fast as you 
pour affection in, it runs out. 

Ros. No, that same wicked bastard of Venus, 
that was begot of thought, conceived of spleen, 
and bom of madness -. that blind rascally boy, that 
abuses evei*y one’s eyes because his own are out, 
let him be judge,'* how deep I am in love : — I’ll tell 
thee, Aliena, I cannot be out of the sight of Or- 
lando : I’ll go find a shadow, and sigh till he come. 

CeL And I’ll sleep. 


gentle brain 

Could not drop forth such giant-mde invention, 
Such Ethiop words, blacker in their effect 
Than in their countenance; — Will you hear the 
letter ? 

SiL So please you, for I never heard it yet ; 

Yet heard too much of Phebe’s cruelty. 

Ros. She Phebes me : Mark how the tyrant 
writes. 

Art thou god to shepherd turn’d, f Reads, 

That a maiden’s heart hath hmn’d ? 

Can a woman rail thus ? 

SiL Call you this railing ? 

Ros. Why, thy godliead laid apart, 

"Warr’st thou with a woman’s heart ? 

Did you ever hear such railing ?— 

Whiles the eye of man did woo me, 

That could do no vengeance to me.— 

Meaning me a beast. — 

If the scorn of your bright eyne 
Have power to raise such love in mine, 

Alack, in me what strange effect 
Would they work in mild aspect ? 

■Whiles you chid me, I did love ; 

How then might your prayers move ? 

He, that brings this love to thee. 

Little knows this love in me; 

And by him seal up thy mind ; 

"Whether that thy youth and 
WiU the faithful offer take 
Of me, and all that I can make ; 

Or else hy him my love deny, 

And then I’ll study how to die. 

SiL Call you this chiding ? 

Cel. Alas, poor shepherd I 
Ros. Do you pity him ? no, he deserves no pity. — 
Wilt thou love such a woman ? — What, to make 


SCENE 11. — Another part of the Forest, 
Enter Jaq,ues and! Lords, in the habit of Foresters. 
Jaq. Which is he that killed the deer ? 

1 Lo7’d. Sir, it was I. 

Jaq. Let’s present him to the duke, like a Ro- 
man conqueror ; and it would do well to set the 
deer’s horns upon Ms head, for a branch of victory ; 
— Have you no song, forester, for this purpose ? 

2 Lord. Yes, sir. 

Jaq. Sing it ; ’tis no matter how it be in tune, 
so it make noise enough. 

SONG, 

1, What shall he have, that kill’d the deer ? 

2. His leather slrfn, and horns to "wear. 

1 . Then sing him home : 

Take thou no scorn, to wear the horn ; i 

-.j . < i**'^** tlua bur- 

It was a orest ere thou wast bora. ( aen. 

1 . Thy father’s father wore it ; 

2. And thy father bore it ; 

AIL The horn, the horn, the lusty horn. 

Is not a thing to laugh to scorn. [Eo'eunt. 


SCENE in.—m Forest. 

Enter Eosalind and Celia. 

Ros. How say you now ? Is it not past two 
o’clock? And here much Orlando! 

CeL I warrant you, with pure love, and troubled 





tliee ! not to be endured \ — Well, go your way to For well I know lie was luuiaturaL ^ 

her, (for I see, love hath made thee a tame snake,) jRas. But, to Orlando Did he leave him • 
and say this to her ; — That if she love me, I charge Food to the suckM and hungry lioness ^ 
her to love thee: if she will not, I will never have 0/1 Twice did he turn his back and'nurnosM 
her, unless thou entreat for her. — If you be a true But kindness, nobler ever than reverwe^ ' ^ ^ 

lover, hence, and not a word; for here comes more And nature, stronger than his just occasion 
company. Silvius. Made him give battle to the lioness, "" ’ 

Enter Oliver. quickly tell before Mm ; in which hindling 

From miserable slumber I awak’d. 

0/L Good-morrow, fair ones : Pray you, if you Are you his brother? 

know Hos. Was it you he res ‘ ' D 

Where, in the purlieus of this forest, stands Was’t you that did so oft contrive to kU! hhn 

A sheep-cote, fenc’d about with olive-trees ? Oil ’Twas I ; Imt ’tis not 1 : 1 th, not shame 

Cel. West of this place, down in the neighbour ^eli you what I was, since my eon version 

bottom, So sweetly tastes, being tlie tiling 1 am. 

The rank of osiers, by the murmuring stream, But, for the bloody na]>kiu ?--- * 

Left on yoni- right hand, brings you to the place : By and bv 

But at this hour the house doth keep itself, When from the first to last, betu ixt us two ^ 

There’s none mthin. Tears our recountments had most kimliy bak’d 

Oil. If that an eye may profit by a tongue, As, how I came into tliat desert iiku'e 1 ' 

Then I should know you by description ; briei; he led me to the gen Me duke,’ 

Such garments, and such years : The hoy is fair, MMio gave me Iresh array, 'and entertainment 
Of female favour, and bestows himself Committing me unto my brother’s love • ’ 

Like a ripe sister : but the woman low, Who led me instantly unto his cme, ' 

And browner than her brother. Are not you There stripp’d himself, and here upon his arm 

The owner of the house I did inquire for? The lioness had tom some flesh awav, 

CeA It is no boast, being ask’d, to say, we are. Which all this while had bled; and now he fainted 
Oh. Orlando doth commend him to you both ; And cry’d, in fainting, upon Rosalind. * ’ 

And to that youth, he calls his Rosalind, Brief, I recover’d him ; bound up his wound • 

He sends this bloody napkin ; Are you he ? And, after some small space, being stroim at heart 

Ros. I am : what must we understand by this ? sent me hither, stranger as 1 am ^ ' ' 

_ Oli. Sonie of my shame ; if you mil know of me To tell this story, that you might excuse 
What man I ana, and how, and why, and where broken promise, and to give this nankin 

This handkerchief was stain’d. Dy’d in this blood, unto the shepherd-youth ’ 

nf Ttn. 1 . ^ ^ell it. Tiiat he in sport doth call his Rosalind. 

Oh. When last the young Orlando parted from C'cA Why, how now, Ganymede? sweet Gany. 
you, mede ? " ru" *: • 

He left a promise to return again OIL Alany will swoon when they do kmk on Wood! 

Within an hour; and, pacing through the forest, There is more in it:— .Cousin— Ganymede! 

Chewing the food of sweet and bitter fancy, Oli. Look, he recovers, ^ 

Lo, what befel! he threw his eye aside, Ros. ' I would, I were at home 

Ind, mark, what object did present itself ! lead you thither 

Jnder an oak, whose boughs were moss’d with age, ^ you, will you take him bv the arm ? 

Ucl lugh top bald with dry antiquity, ^ Oli. Be of good cheer, youth A v.m a man ?- 

1 wi etched ragged man, o’ergrown with hair, Von lack a man’s heart. 

.ay sleejnng on kis back : about his neck Hos. I do so, I confess it. All sir, a body would 

L peen and gilded snake had wreath’d itself, A'ink this was well counterfeited • 1 pray vim tell 

Uo OTth her head, nimble in threats, approach’d yonr brother how well 1 counterfeited — iieieh 

■heopeningof his mouth; bat suddenly ho!— a counu,uuuu. tlugii 

Ti-t?*'- urfink’d itself, Oli. This was not counterfeit ; there is too -Teat 

md with indented ghdes did slip away testimony in your complexion that it wns -i rnsuhn 

rito a bush under which bush’s shade of earnest. ^ ^ ^ 

, lioness, with udders all drawn dry, Ros. Counterfeit, I assure vou 

lay couching, head on ground, with cat-like watch, OIL Well tlien, take a good hekt and comPer 

[hen tnat the sleeping man should stir; for ’tis feit to be a man. . ^ ^ 

he royal disposition of that beast, Ros. So I do : but iMiith I should have been a 

0 prey on nothing that doth seem as dead : woman by right. 

Ms seen, Orlando did approach the man, Cel. Come, you look paler and paler- pray %mu 

•nd found it was his brother, his elder brother. di'aw homewards Good sir, go with us ^ ’ 

hrlw nr ^ bear answir back 

« 1 1 j* 1 1 ’ 1 • y TIow you excuse my brother, Rosalind 

I shall devise something: But, I pray you, 

on„stmen. | cojamend my counterfeiting to him Will you go.? j 
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Enter Corin’. 

Cor. Our master and mistress seek you ; come, 
away, away. 

Touch. Trip, Audrey, trip Audrey ; — attend, 
I attend. , \Exmnt. 


SCENE - 

Enter Touchstone and Audrey. 

Touch. We shall find a time, Audrey; patience, 
.gentle Audrey. 

Aud. ’Faith, the priest was good enough,, for all 
the old gentleman’s saying. 

Touch. A most wicked sir Oliver, Audrey, a most 
vile Mar- test. But, Audrey, there is a youth here 
in the forest lays claim to you. 

Aud. Ay, I know who ’tis ; he hath no interest in 
me in the world : here comes the man you mean. 

Enter ‘WiLU AM. 

Touch. It is meat and drink to me to see a clown : 
By my troth, we that have good wits, have much to 
answer for; we shall be fioutingj we cannot hold. 

Will. Good even, Audrey. 

And. God ye good even, WiEiam. 

Will. And good even to you, sir. 

Touch. Good even, gentle friend : Cover thy 
head, cover thy head; nay, pr’ythee, be covered. 
How old are you, friend } 

Will. Five-and-twenty, sir. 

Touch. A ripe age : Is thy name WiUiam } 

Will. William, sir. 

Touch. A fair name : Wast bom i’ the forest 
here ? 

Will. Ay, sir, I thank God. 

Touch. Thank God ; — a good answer; Art rich ? 

Will. ’Faith, sir, so-so. 

Touch. So-soj is good, very good, very excellent 
good : — and yet it is not ; it is but so-so. Art thou 
wise ? 

Will. Ay, sir, I have a pretty wit. 

Touch. Wlij., thou say’st well. I do now re- 
member a saying ; The fool doth think he is wise, 
but the wise mati knows himself to he a fool. The 
heathen philosopher, when he had a desire to eat a 
grape, would open Ms lips when he put it into his 
mouth ; meaning thereby, that grapes were made to 
eat, and lips to open. You do love this maid? 

Will. I do, sir. 

Touch. Give me yom* hand ; Art thou learned ? 

Will. No, sir. 

Touch. Then learn this of me ; To have, is to 
have : For it is a figure in rhetoric, that drink, 
being poured out of a cup into a glass, by filling the 
one doth empty the other : For aU your writers do 
consent, that ipse is he ; now you are not ipse, for 
I am he. 

Will. Which lie, sir ? 

Touch. He, sir, that must marry this woman ; 
Therefore, you clown, abandon, — ^which is in the 
vulgar, leave, — the society, — which in the boorish 
is, company, — of this female, — ^which in the com- 
mon is, woman, — .which together is, abandon the 
society of this female ; or clown, thou perishest ; or, 
to thy better understanding, diest ; to wit, I kill 
thee, make thee away, translate thy life into death, 
thy liberty into bondage : I will deal in poison with 
thee, or in bastinado, or in steel ; I will bandy with 
thee in faction ; I will o’er-run thee with pohcy ; I 
will kill thee a hundred and fifty ways ; therefore 
tremble, and depart. 

Aud. Do, g*ood William. 

Will. God rest you merry, sir. lExit. 


SCENE 11. — The same. 

Enter Or-la^sdo and Oliver.- 

Orl. Is’t possible, that on so little acquaintance 
you should like her ? that, hut seeing, you should 
love her ? and, loving, woo ? and, wooing, she 
should grant ? and will you persdver to enjoy her ? 

Oil. Neither caE the giddiness of it in question, 
the poverty of her, the smaE acquaintance, my 
sudden wooing, nor her sudden consenting ; but say 
with me, I love Aliena; say, with her, that she 
loves me ; consent with both, that we may enjoy 
each other ; it shaE he to your good ; for my father’s 
house, and aU the revenue that was old sir Row- 
land’s, will I estate upon you, and here live and die 
a shepherd. 

Enter Rosallvd. 

Orl. You have my consent. Let your wedding 
be to-morrow : thither wEl I invite the duke, and 
all his contented foEowers : Go you, and prepare 
Aliena : for, look you, here comes my Rosalind. 

Ros. God save you, brother. 

OU. And you, fair sister. 

Ros. O, my dear Orlando, how it grieves me to 
see thee wear thy heart in a scarf, 

Orl. It is my arm. 

Ros. I thought, thy heart had been wounded with 
the claws of a lion. 

Orl. Wounded it is, but vvuth the eyes of a lady. 

Ros. Did your brother tell you how I counter- 
feited to swoon, when he show’d me your handker- 
chief.^ 

Orl. Ay, and greater wonders than that. 

Ros. O, I know where you are : — Nay, ’tis true . 
there was never any thing so sudden, but the fight 
of two rams, and Caesar’s thrasonical brag of— I 
came, sate, overcame : For your brother and 
my sister no sooner met; but they looked ^ no sooner 
looked, but they loved ; no sooner loved, but they 
sighed ; no sooner sighed, but they asked one ano- 
ther the reason ; no sooner knew the reason, but 
they sought the remedy : and in these degrees have 
they made a pair of stairs to marriage, which they 
wiE climb incontinent, or else be incontinent before 
marriage : they are in the very wrath of love, and 
they will together ; clubs cannot part them. 

Orl. They shall be married to-morrow ; and I wiE 
bid the duke to the nuptial. But O, how bitter a 
thing it is to look into happiness through another 
man’s eyes \ By so much the more shall I to-mor- 
row he at the height of heart-heaviness, by how 
much I shaE think my brother happy, in having 
what he wishes for. 

Ros, Why, then, to-morrow 1 cannot serve your 
turn for Rosalind ? 

Orl. I can live no longer by thinking; 

Ros. I wiE weary you no longer then with idle 
talking. Know of me then (for now I speak to 
some purpose,) that I know you are a gentleman of 
good conceit: I speak not this that you should 
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ACT V. 


bear a good opinion of my knowledge, insomuch, I 
say, I know yon are ; neither do I labom- for a 
greater esteem than may in some little measure 
draw a belief from you, to do yourself good, and 
not to grace me. Believe then, if you please, that 
I can do strange things : I have, since I was three 
years old, conversed with a magician, most profound 
in this art, and not yet damnable. If you do love 
Rosalind so near the heart as your gesture cries it 
out, when your brother marries Aliena, shall you 
marry her : — I know into what straits of fortune 
she is driven ; and it is not impossible to me, if it 
appear not inconvenient to you, to set her before 
your eyes to-morrow, human as she is, and without 
any danger. 

OH. Speakest thou in sober meanings ? 

Ros. By my life, I do ; which I tender dearly, 
though I say I am a magician ; Therefore, put you 
in your best array, bid your friends ; for if you will 
be married to-morrow, you shall ; and to Rosalind, 
if you will. 

Enter Silvtus and Phebe. 

Look, here comes a lover of mine, and a lover of 
hers. 

Phe. Youth, you have done me much ungentle- 
To show the letter that I writ to you. [ness, 

Ros. I care not, if I have ; it is my stndy, 

To seem despiteful and nngentle to you : 

You are there follow^ by a faithful shepherd : 
Look upon him, love him ; he worships you. 

Fhe. Good shepherd, tell this youth what ^tis to 
love. 

Sil. It is to be all made of sighs and tears ; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And I for Ganymede. 

OH. And I for Rosahnd. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

Sil. It is to be aU, made of faith and service ; — 
And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe, And I for Ganymede. 

I Orl. And I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And I for no woman. 

Sil. It is to be all made of fantasy, 

All made of passion, and all made of wishes ; 

All adoration, duty, and observance, 

All humbleness, all patience, and impatience, 

All purity, all trial, all observance ; — 

And so am I for Phebe. 

Phe. And so am I for Ganymede. 

Orl. And so am I for Rosalind. 

Ros. And so am I for no woman. 

Phe. It this be so, why blame you me to love 
you? [IVj lioS^lLlND. 

Sil If this be so, why blame you me to love 
you ? Phebe. 

OrL It this be so, why blame you me to love 
you ? 

Ros. Who do you speak to, loky blame you me 
to love you 

OR. To her that is not here, nor doth not hear. 

Ros. Pray you, no more of this ; *tis like the 

howling of Irish wolves against the moon I will 

help you, [to SiLVius.] if I can:— I would love 
you [to Phebe.] if I could_To-monw meet me 
m together.—I will marry you, [to Phebe.] if ever 
I marry woman, and I'll be married to-morrow : — 

1 will satisfy you, [to Orlan-do.] if ever I satisfied 
man, and you shall be married to-morrow : — I will 
content you, [!(o SiLvrus.] if what pleases you con- 
tents you, and you shall be married to-morrow. — 


As you [to Orlando.] love Rosalind, meet;~xas 
you [to SiLvrtTs.] love Phebe, meet ;iind as I love 
no woman, IMl meet. — So, fare you well ; I have 
left you commands. 

Sil. I’ll not fail, if I live. 

Phe. Nor I. 

Nor I. 
[Excimi. 

— ♦ — 

SCENE III— same. 

Enter TournsroNE and AxaniKY. 

Touch. To-morrow is tlie joyfal day, Audrey • 
to-morrow will we ])e married.' ' ^ * 

Ami. 1 do desire it with all my heart : and 1 hope 
it is no dishonest dt'sire, to desire to he a woman of 
the world. 1 lore come two of the banished duke’s 
pages. 

Enter two {’aut's, 

1 Page. Well met. honest gentleman. 

Touch. By my troth, well \iiet: Come, sit, sit 

and a song. ■ 

2 Page. We are for you : sit i’the middle. 

1 Page. Shdl we clap into't roundly, without 
hawking, or spitting, or saying we are hoarse; which 
are the only prologues to a bad voice ? 

2 Page. Ftaith, i'feith ; and both in a tune, like 
two gypsies on a horse, 

SONG. ' i 

t. 

It was a lover and Iiis lass, 

With a licy, and a ho, and a hey nonino, 

That o’er the green ourndields <iid pass 

In the spring time, the only lijyetty rank thno. 
When birds do sing, hey ding a tiing, ding ; 

Sweet lovers love the spring. 

ii. * " 

Between the acres of tive rye, 

With a hey, and a !io, and a hey nonino, 

These pretty coniury folks would lie, 

In spring time, &c. 

. 'in. 

Tips carol they began that hour, 

ith a hey, and a ho, and a hey ikuuiio, 

II ov that a, life was hut a lluwer 
in spring time, ice, 

iv. 

And thoreforetake the prt^sent time, 

Witli a hey, and a ho, and a lu‘y nonino. 

For love is crowned with the prime " 

In spring time, Ac. 

Touch. Truly, young gentiemtm, though there 
was no greater matter in the dittv, vet the note was 
very uatuneabie. 

1 Page. You arc deceived, sir ; we kept time, 
we^lost not our time. 

Touch. By my troth, yes ; I count it but time 
lost to hear such a foolish song. God be with you ; 
and God mend your voices ! Come, Audrey. 

SCENE lY, — Amtlier Part of the Rarest . 

Enter Duke SeuloTf Amiens, Orlando, Oliver, 

and Celia. 

Duke S. Dost thou believe, Orlando, that the boy 
Can do all this that he hath promised ? 

Orl. I sometimes do believe, and sometimes do 
not; 

As those that fear they hope, and know they fear. 


SCENE IV. 
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. Enter Rosalind, SiLvros, awdi Pheeb, 

Mos. Patience once more, wMles our compact is 
urg’d : 

Yon say, if I .bring in , yonr Rosalind, 

{TotheBrnB, 

Yon Tnll bestow ber on Orlando here ? 

Duke S. Tiiat wonld I, bad I kingdoms to give 
with ber. 

: ■ , Mos, And, yon say yon will have ber, when I 
bring ber? ' [To Orlando. 

Or/. That would I, were I of all kingdoms king. 
Mos,: You say, yon’ 11 marry me, if I be willing ? 

[To Phbbe. 

Phe, That will I, should I die the bonr after. 
i?os. But, if yon do refuse to marry me, 

Yen’ll give yourself to this most faithful shepherd ? 
P/i^. So is the bargain. 

Ros, Yon say, that yon’U have Phebe, if she will ? 

{To SiLVIUS. 

Sil. Though to have her and death were both one 
thing. 

Ros, 1 have promis’d to make all this matter 
even. 

Keep you your word, O duke, to give your 
daughter 

Yon yours, Orlando, to receive his daughter : — 
Keep your word, Phebe, that you’ll marry me ; 

Or else, refusing me, to wed this shepherd : — 

Keep your word, Sihdus, that you’ll marry her, 

If she refuse me : — and from hence I go, 

To make these doubts all even. 

^Easeunt Rosalind and Celia. 
Duke S, I do remember in tbis sbepberd-boy 
Some lively touches of my daughter’s favour. 

Orl. My lord, the first time that I ever sawHm, 
Methought he was a brother to your daughter : 

But, my good lord, this boy is forest-born ; 

And hath been tutor’d in the rudiments 
Of many desperate studies by his uncle, 

Wliom he reports to be a great magician, 

Obscured in the circle of this forest. 

Enter Touchstone and Audrev. 

Jaq, There is, sure, another flood toward, and 
these couples are coming to the ark ! Here comes a 
pair of very strange beasts, which in all tongues 
are called fools. 

Touch. Salutation and greeting to you all I 
Jaq. Good my lord, bid Mm welcome ; This is 
the motley-minded gentleman, that I have so often 
met in the forest: he hath been a courtier he 
swears. 

Touch. If any man doubt that, let him put me 
to my purgation. I have ti’od a measure ; I have 
flatter’d a lady; I have been politick with my 
friend, smooth with mine enemy ; I have undone 
three tailors ; I have had four quarrels, and like to 
have fought one. 

Jaq. And how was that ta’en up ? 

Touch. ’Faith, we met, and found the quarrel 
w^as upon the seventh cause. 

Jaq. How seventh cause? Good my lord, like 
this fellow. 

Duke S. I like Mm very well. 

Touch. God’ild you, sir ; I desire you of the 
like. I press in here, sir, amongst the rest of the 
country copulatives, to swear, and to forswear: 
according as marriage binds, and blood breaks : — 
A poor virgin, sir, an ill-favoured thing, sir, but mine 
own ; a poor humour of mine, sir, to take that that 
no man else will : Rich honesty dwells like a miser, { 


sir, in a poor-house ; as your pearl, in your foul 
oyster. 

Duke S. By my faith, he is very swift and sen- 
tentious. 

Touch. According to the fool’s bolt, sir, and 
such dulcet diseases. 

Jaq. But for the seventh cause ; how did you 
find the quarrel on the seventh cause I 

Touch. Upon a lie seven times removed;— Bear 
your body more seeming, Audrey : — as thus, sir. 
I did dislike the cut of a certain courtier’s beard ; 
he sent me word, if I said his beard was not cut weU, 
he was in the mind it was : This is called the Retort 
' courteous. If I sent him word again it was not 
well cut, he would send me word, he cut it to please 
himself : This is called the Quip modest. If again, 
it was not well cut, he disabled my judgment : 
TMs is called the Reply churlish. If again it was 
not weU cut, he would answer, I spake not true : 
This is called the Reproof valiant. If again, it was 
not weU cut, he would say, I lie : This is called the 
Countercheck quarrelsome : and so, to the Lie cir- 
cumstantial, and the Lie direct. 

Jaq. And how oft did you say, Ms beard was not 
weU cut. 

Touch. I durst go no farther than the Lie cir- 
cumstantial, nor he durst not give me the Lie 
direct ; and so we measured swords and parted. 

Jaq. Can you nominate in order now the de- 
grees of the lie ? 

Touch. O, sir, we quarrel in print, by tbe book; 
as you have books for good manners : I wiU name 
you the degrees. The first, the Retort courteous ; 
the second the Quip modest ; the third, the Reply 
churlish ; the fourth, the Reproof valiant ; the fifth, 
the Countercheck quarrelsome ; the sixth, the Lie 
with circumstance ; the seventh, the Lie direct. AU 
these you may avoid, but the lie direct ; and you 
may avoid that too, with an If. I knew when seven 
justices could not take up a quarrel ; but when the 
parties were met themselves, one of them thought 
but of an If as, If you said so, then I said so ; 
And they shook hands, and swere brothers. Your 
Jjf is the only peace-maker : — much virtue in If, 

Jaq. Is not tMs a rare fellow, my lord ? he’s as 
good at any thing, and yet a fool. 

Duke S. He uses his folly like a stalking-horse, 
and under the presentation of that he shoots his wit. 

Enter Hymen, leading Rosalind in woman’s clothes s and 
Celia. 

Still Music. 

Hym. Then there is mirth in iieaven. 

When earthly things made even 
Atone together. 

Good diike, receive thy daughter, 

Hymen from heaven brought her. 

Yea, brought her hither ; 

That thou might’st join her hand with his. 

Whose heart within her bosom is. 

Ros. To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

[To Duke .S'. 

To you I give myself, for I am yours. 

[To Orlando. 

Duke S. li there be truth in sight, you are my 
daughter. 

Orl, If there be truth in sight, you are my 

The. If sight and shape be true, [Rosalind. 
Why then, — my love adieu I 

Ros. I’ll have no father, if you be not he : — 

[To Duke S. 







AS YOU LIKE IT, 


m have no husband, if you be not he : — 

[To Orlando 

Nor e’er wed woman, if you be not she. 

[To Phebe, 

Hym. Peace, ho ! I bar confusion : 

’Tis I must make conclusion 
Of these most strange events : 

Here’s eight that must take hands, 

To join in Hymen’s bands, 

If truth holds true contents. 

Y ou and you no cross shall part : 

[To Orlando and Rosalind. 
You and you are heart in heart : 

[To Oliver and Celia. 

You [to Phebe.] to his love must accord, 

Or have a woman to your lord : — 

You and you are sure together, 

[To Touchstone and Audrey. 
* As the winter to foul weather. 

Y hiles a wedlock-hymn we sing, 

Feed yourselves with questioning ; 

That reason wonder may diminish, 

How thus we met, and these things finish. 

SONG. 

Wedding is great Juno’s crown ; 

0 blessed bond of board and bed ! 

*Tis Hymen peoples every toAvn ; 

High wedlock then be honoured ; 

Honour, high honour and renown, 

To Hymen, god of every town ! 

Duhe S. 0 my dear niece, welcome thou art to 
Even daughter, welcome in no less degree, [me ; 

Phe. I will not eat my word, now thou art mine ; 
Thy faith my fancy to thee doth combine. 

[To SiLVIUS. 

Enter Jaques de Bois. 

J aq. de B. Let me have audience for a word or 
I am the second son of old Sir Rowland, [two ; 
That bring these tidings to this fair assembly 
Duke Frederick, hearing how that every day 
Men of great worth resorted to this forest, 
Address’d a mighty power ; which were on foot. 

In Ms own conduct purposely to take 
His brother here, and put him to the sword : 

And to the skirts of this wild wood he came ; 

There, meeting with an old religious man. 


After some question with him, was converted 
Both from his enterprise, and from the world • 
His crown bequeathing to his banish’d brother 
And all their lands restor’d to them avairi ’ 
That were with him exil’d : This to be true 
I do engage my life. ’ 

Duke S. ^ Welcome, young man; ^ 
Thou olier’st fairly to thy hrot,hers’ weddino^ • 

To one, his lands with-ludd : and to the other 
A land itsidf at large, a potimt dukiximn. 

First, in this forest, let us do those ends 
That here were well liegun, and wtd] begot ; 

And after, every of this happy nundier.'^ 

That have endur’d shrewd days and nighfswith us 
Shall share the good of onr returii(;d fort une. 
According to the measure of their stales. 
Aleantime, forget this nmv-fairn dignily, 

And fall into our rustii'k rex elry : 

Play, music aiul you brides and bridegrooms ail 
With measure heap'd in joy, to the nu'asinvs tall! 

Jaq. Sir, hy your patiem*e ; if 1 iieard you riglitly, 
The duke Iiatli put on a religious life, 

And thrown into negkuit the pompous court ? 

Jaq. de B. He hath. 

Jaq. To him will 1 ; out of these <a>nvertites 

There is much matter to be heard and leani'd 

You to your former honour 1 bequeatli ; 

V 1>UKE S. 

Your patience and your virtue well dest'rves it 
You [^0 Orlando.] to a love, that your true faith 
doth merit : — 

YMu Oli ver.] to your land, and love, and great 


epilogue. 


Bos. It is not the fashion to see the lady the 
epilogue: but it is no more unhandsome, than to 
see the lord the prologue. If it he true, that good 
imie needs no busk, ’tis true, that a good play needs 
no epilogue: Y^et to good wine they do use good 
bushes ; and good plays prove the better by the help 
of good epilogues. What a case am I in then, 
that am neither a good epilogue, nor cannot insinu- 
ate vith you in the behalf of a good play! I am 
not furnished like a beggar, therefore to beg will 
not become me : my way is, to conjure you; and 
*11 begin with the women. I charge you, O 


women, tor me love you bear to men, to like as 
much of this ijlay as please thvm : and so I charge 
you, O men, for the love you bear to women, (as I 
perctdve by your simpering, none of you hate them.) 
that between you and tiie women, the play may 
please. If I were a woman, I would kiss a.s*many 
oi you as had beards that pleased me, complexions 
that liked me, and brcalhs that I defied not ; and, 
1 am sure, as many as have good beards, or good 
faces, or sweet brealhs, will, f<ir my kind olfer, 
when I make curts’y, bid me farewell. [Tkirani. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


King, OF Pbance. 

DuKi!! OF Florence. 

Bertram, 

Lafkxj, an old Lord. 

Parolees, a Follower 0/ Bertram. 

Several yomig French Lords, that serve with Bertram 
in the Florentine JFar. 

Stewards, A 

Clown, L Servants to the CoUxNtess of Rousillon. 

A Page, j 


CoENTEss OF RousiLLON, Mother to Bertram. 
Helena, a Gentlewoman protected by the Countess. 
An Old Widow of Florence. 

Diana, Daughter to the Widow. 

ViOLE.NTA, ) 

AIariana, j ^ eighhours and Friends to the Widow, 


Lords attending on the King ; Officers, Soldiers, Sic. 
French and Florentine* 


SCENE , — Partly in France, and partly in Tuscany 


ACT I 


SCENE J,-- Rousillon. A Room in the Coun- 
tesses 

Enter Bertram, the Countess op Rousillon, Helena, 

' and IiArBX!, in mourning. 

Count. Ill delivering my son from me, I bury a 
second liusband. 

Ber. And I* in going, madam, weep o’er my 
father^s death anew : but I must attend his majesty’s 
command, to whom I am now in ward, evermore 
in subjection. 

Laf. You shall hud of the king a husband, ma- 
dam ; — you, sir, a father : He that so generally is at 
all times good, must of necessity hold his virtue to 
you ; whose worthiness would stir it up where it 
wanted, rather than lack it where there is such 
abundance. 

Count. What hope is there of his majesty’s 
amendment? 

Laf. He hath abandoned his physicians, madam ; 
under whose practices he hath persecuted time mth 
hope ; and finds no other advantage in the process 
but only the losing of hope by time. 

Count. This young gentlewoman had a father, 
(O, that ./ how sad a passage ’tis !) whose skill 
was almost as great as his honesty ; had it stretched 
so far, would have made nature immortal, and 
death should have play for lack of work. ’Would, 
for the king’s sake, he were living! I think it would 
he the death of the king’s disease. 

Laf. How called you the man, you speak of, 
madam?'.': 

Count. He was famous, sir, in his profession, 
and it was his great right to be so : Gerard de 
Nai'bon. 

Laf He was excellent, indeed, madam; the 
king very lately spoke of him, admiringly, and 
mourninglyj he was skilful enough to have lived 
stni, if knowledge could be set up against mor- 
tality. 

Ber. What is it, my good lord, the king lan- 
guishes of? 

Laf. A fistula, my lord. 


Ber. I heard not of it before. 

Laf. I would it were not notorious. — ^Was this 
gentlewoman the daughter of Gerard de Narbon ? 

Count. His sole child, my lord ; and bequeathed 
to my overlooking. I have those hopes of her good, 
that her education promises ; her dispositions she 
inherits, which make fair gifts fairer ; for where an 
unclean mind carries virtuous qualities, there com- 
mendations go with pity, they are virtues and trai- 
tors too ; in her they are the better for their simple- 
ness ; she derives her honesty, and achieves her 
goodness. 

Laf. Your commendations, madam, get from 
her tears. 

Count. ’Tis the best brine a maiden can season 
her praise in. The remembrance of her father 
never approaches her heart, but the tyranny of her 
sorrows takes all livelihood from her cheek. No 
more of this, Helena, go to, no more ; lest it be 
rather thought you affect a sorrow, than to have. 

Hel. I do affect a sorrow, indeed, but I have 
it too. 

Laf. Moderate lamentation is the right of the 
dead, excessive grief the enemy to the living. 

Count. If the living he enemy to the grief, the 
excess makes it soon mortal. 

Ber. Madam, I desire your holy wishes, 

Laf. How understand we that ? 

Count. Be thou blest, Bertram 1 and succeed thy 
father 

In manners, as in shape I thy blood, and virtue, 
Contend for empire in thee ; and thy goodness 
Share with thy birth-right I Love ail, trust a few, 
Do wrong to none ; be able for thine enemy 
Rather in power than use ; and keep thy friend 
Under thy own life’s key : he check’d for silence ; 
But never tax’d for speech. W'ha c heaven more 
will, 

That thee may furnish, and my prayers pluck down, 
Fall on thy head ! Farewell. — My lord, 

’Tis an unseason’d courtier ; good my lord, 

Advise him. 
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Far, There's little can be said in't ; 'tis, against 
the rule of nature. To speak on the part of vir- 
ginity, is to accuse your mothers ; which is most in- 
fallible disobedience. He, that hangs himself, is a 
virgin: virginity murders itself; and should be 
buried in higliways, out of all sanctified limit, as a 
desperate ofiendress against nature. Virginity breeds 
mites, much like a cheese ; consumes itself to the 
very paring, and so dies with feeding his own sto- 
mach. Besides, virginity is peevisli, proud, idle, 
made of self-love, whicli is the most inhibited sin 
in the canon. Keep it not ; you cannot eiioosc but 
loseby’t: Outwith’t : witliin ten ^cars it will make 
itself ten, which is a goodlv increase ; and the prin- 
cipal itself not much the worst* : Away witlr t. 

HeL How might one do, sir, to lose it to her 
own liking } 

Par. Let me see : Many, ill, to like him that 
ne’er it likes. ’Tis a commodity will lose the gloss 
with lying; the longer kept, the less worth"; otf 
witli’t, while ’tis vendible. ; answer the time of re- 
quest. Virginity, like an old courtier, wears her 
cap out of fasliion ; richly suited, but unsuitable : 
just like the brooch and tooth-pick, which wear not 
now ; Your date is better in your pie and your por- 
ridge, than in your cheek : And your vir'giiiity, 
your old virginity , is like one of our French wi- 
thered pears j it looks ill, it eats drily ; marry, Tis a 
withered pear ; it was formerly better ; marry, yet, 
’tis a withered pear : Will you any thing with it ? 

Hei. Not my virginity yet. 

There shall your master have a thousand loves, 

A mother, and a mistress, and a friend, y , 

A phoeniv, captain, and an enemy, 

A guide, a goddess, and a sovereign, 

A counsellor, a traitress, and a dear; . 

His humble ambition, proud humiUty, 

Flis jarring concord, and his discord dulcet, 

His faith, his sweet disaster ; 'with a world 
Of pretty, fond, adoptions Christendoms, 

Tliat blinking Cupid gossip.s. Now shall lie 

I know not w’hat he shall : — God send him well!— 
The court’s a learning-place ; — and he is one- 

Far. What one, i’faith ? 

HeL That I wish well.— ’Tis pit.y 

Far. What’s pity ? 

HeL That wishing well had not a body in’t, 
Whicli might be felt ; that we, the poorer born, 
Whose baser stars do shut us up in wishes, 

Might with effects of them follow our frimids, 

And show what we alone must think ; which never 
Returns us thanks. 

Enter a Page. 

Page, Monsieur ParoUes, my lord calls for you. 

IBrit rage. 

Far, Little FTelen, farewell : if I can remember 
thee, I win, think of thee at court. 

HeL Monsieur Parolles, you were born under a 
charitable star. 

Par. Under Mars, L 

HeL I especially think, under Mars, 

Far. Why under Mars ? 

HeL The wmrs have so kept you under^ that you 
must needs be born under Mars. 

Far. When he was predominant,. 

HeL When he was retrograde, I think, rather 

Far. Why think you so ? 

HeL You go so much backward, when you fight. 

Far. That's for advantage. 


Laf. He cannot want the best 
That shall attend his love. 

Count. Heaven bless him !- 


•Farewell, Bertram. 
[Exit Countess. 
Ber. The best wishes, that can be forged in your 
thoughts, [to Helena.] be servants to you ! Be 


comfortable to my mother, your mistress, and make 
much of her. 

Laf. Farewell, pretty lady : You must hold the cre- 
dit of vour father. [Exeunt Bertram and Lafeu. 
Hei. O, were that all! — I think not on my 
father ; 

And these great tears grace his remembrance more 
Than those I shed for him. What was he like ? 

I have forgot him : my imagination 
Carries no favour in it, but Bei'tram’s. 

I am undone ; there is no living, none, 

If Bertram be away. It were ^l one. 


Must sanctify his relicks. Who comes here ? 

Enter Parolles. 

One that goes with him ; I love him for his sake ; 
And yet I know him a notorious liar, 

Think him a great way fool, solely a coward ; 

Yet these fix’d evils sit so fit in him, 

That they take place, when virtue’s steely bones 
Look bleak in the cold wind : withal, full oft we see 
Cold wisdom waiting on superfluous folly. 

Pa?-. Save you, fair queen. 

Hel. And you, monarch. 

Par. No. ■■ 

He!. And no. 

Far. Are you meditating on virginity ? 

Hel. Ay. You have some stain of soldier in you ; 
let me ask you a question ; Man is enemy to vir- 
ginity ; how may we barricado it against him ? 

Par. Keep him out. 

Hel. But he assails ; and our virginity, though 
valiant in the defence, yet is weak : unfold to us 
some warlike resistance. 

Far. There is none ; man, sitting down before 
you, will undermine you, and blow you up. 

Hel. Bless our poor virginity from underminers, 
and blowers up I — Is there no military policy, how 
virgins might blow up men ? 

Far, Virginity being blown down, man will 
quicklier be blown up : marry, in blowing him down 
again, with the breach yourselves made, you lose 
your city. It is not politick in the commonwealth of 
nature, to preserve virginity. Loss of virginity is 
rational increase ; and there was never virgin got, 
tin virginity was first lost. That, you were made of, 
is metal to make virgins. Virginity, by being once 
lost, may be ten times found ; by being ever kept, 
it is ever lost : Tis too cold a companion ; away 
with it. 

Hel I will stand for’t a little, though therefore 
I die a virgin. 




AM/S WELL THAT ENBS WELL. 


HeL So is imnning away, when fear proposes 
the safety ; But the composition, that your valour 
and fear makes in you, is a virtue of a good wing, 
and I like the wear well. 

Par,’ I am so full of business, I cannot answer 
thee acutely : I will return perfect courtier ; in the 
which, my instruction shall serve to naturalize 
thee, so thou wilt be capable of a courtier’s counsel, 

I and understand what advice shall thrust upon 
thee ; else thou diest in thine unthankfulness, 
and thine ignorance makes thee away : farewell. 
When thou hast leisui’e, say thy prayers ; when 
thou hast none, remember thy friends ; get thee a 
good husband, and use him as he uses thee : so 
farewell, [JE'rft 

Jflel Our remedies oft in ourselves do lie, 

Which we ascribe to heaven : the fated sky 
dives us free scope ; only, doth backward puU 
Our slow designs, when we ourselves are dull. 
What power is it, which mounts my love so high ; 
That makes me see, and cannot feed mine eye ? 

The mightiest space in fortune nature brings 
To join like likes, and kiss like native things. 
Impossible be strange attempts, to those 
That weigh their pains in sense ; and do suppose. 
What hath been cannot be : Who ever strove 
To show her merit, that did miss her love ? 

The king’s disease — my project may deceive me, 
But my intents are fix’d, and wiU not leave me. 

iExU. 


SCENE IL— -Paris. A Eoom in the King’.s 

Palace. 

Flourish of cornets. Enter the King of Franck, with 
Letters / Lords and Others attending. 

King . The Florentines and Senoys are by the ears ; 
Have fought with equal fortune, and continue 
A braving war. 

1 Lord. So ’tis reported, sir. 

King. Nay, ’tis most credible ; we here receive it 
A certainty, vouch’d from oui* cousin Austria, 
With caution, that the Florentine will move us 
For speedy aid ; wherein our dearest friend 
Prejudicates the business, and would seem 
To have us make denial. 

1 Lord. His love and wisdom, 

Approv’d so to your majesty, may plead 

For amplest credence. 

King. He hath arm’d our answer, 

And Florence is denied before he comes j 
Yet, for our gentlemen, that mean to see 
The Tuscan service, freely have they leave 
To stand on either part. 

2 Lord. It may well serve 

A nursery to our gentry, who are sick 

For breathing and exploit. 

King. • What’s he comes here ? 

Enter Bketsam, Lafeu, and Parolles. 

1 Lord. It is the count Eousilion, my good lord, 
Yoimg Bertram. 

King. Youth, thou hear’st tby father’s face ; 
Frank nature, rather curious than in haste, 

Hath web. compos’d thee. Thy father’s moral parts 
May’st thou inherit too i Welcome to Paris. 

Ber. My thanks and duty are your majesty’s. 
King, I would I had the corporal soundness 
now. 

As when thy father, and myself, in friendship 


First try'd our soldiership ! He did look far 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Discipled of the bravest : he lasted long ; 

But on us both did haggish age steal on, 

And wore us out of act. It much repairs me' 

To talk of your good father : In his youth 
He had the wit, which I can well observe 
To-day in our young lords ; but they may jest, 
Tin their own scorn return to them unnoted, 

Ere they can hide their levity in honour. 

So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness ; if they were, 

His equal had awak’d them ; and Ms honour, 
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and, at this time, 

His tongue obey’d Ms hand : who were below Mm 
He us’d as creatures of another place ; 

And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks, 
Making them proud of his humility, 

In their poor praise he humbled ; "Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times ; 

Which, follow’d weU, would demonstrate them now. 
But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance, sir, 

Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb ; 

So in approof lives not his epitaph, 

As in your royal speech. 

King. ’WMold, I were with Mm I Pie would 
always say, 

(Methinks, I hear him now i his plausive words 
He scatter’d not in ears, but grafted them, 

To grow there, and to bear,) — Let me not live^ 

Thus Ms good melancholy oft began, 

On the catastrophe and heel of pastime, 

When it was out, — let me not live ^ quoth he, 

After mg flame lacks oil, to be the snuff 
Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 
All but new things disdain ; whose judgments are 
Mere fathers of their garments ; whose constancies 

Expire before their fashions : This he wish’d : 

I, after Mm, do after him wish too, 

Since I nor wax, nor honey, can bring home, 

I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 

To give some labourers room. 

2 Lord. You are lov’d, sir : 

They, that least lend it you, shall lack you first. 

King. I fill a place, I know’t. — How long is’t, 
Since the physician at your father’s died ? [count, 
He was much fam’d. 

Ber. Some six months since, my lord. 

King. If he were living, I would try him yet : — 
Lend me an arm ; — the rest have worn me out 
With several applications : — nature and sickness 
Debate it at their leisure. Welcome, count ; 

My son’s no dearer. 

Ber. Thank your majesty. 

{Exeunt. Flourish. 

SCENE III. — Rousillon. A Boom in the 

Countess’s Palace, 

Etiter Countess, Steward, and Clovra. 

Count. I will now hear : what say you of this 
gentlewoman ? 

Slew. Madam, the care I have had to evenyoar 
content, .1 wish might he found in the calendar of 
my past endeavours : for then we wound our mo- 
desty, and make foul the clearness of our deseiwings, 
when of ourselves -we publish them. 

Count. What does this knave here? Get you 
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gone, sirrah : The complaints, I have heard of you, 
I do not all believe ; ^tis my slowness, that I do 
not : for, I know, you lack not folly to commit them, 
and have ability enough to make such knaveries 
yours. 

Clo, ’Tis not unknown to you, madam, I am 
a poor fellow. 

Count. Well, sir. 

Clo. No, madam, Tis not so well that I am 
poor ; though many of the rich are damned : But, 
if I may have your ladyship’s good will to go to the 
world, Isbel the woman and I will do as w'e may. 

Count. Wilt thou needs be a beggar ? 

Cio. I do beg your good-will in this case. 

Count. In what case ? 

Clo, 111 Isbel’s case, and mine own. Service is 
no heritage : and, I think, I shall never have the 
blessing of God, till I have issue of my body ; for, 
they say beams are blessings. 

Count. Tell me thy reason why thou wilt marry. 

Clo, My poor body, madam, requires it : I am 
driven on by the flesh ; and he must needs go, that 
the devil drives. 

Count, Is this all your worship’s reason } 

Clo, Faith, madam, I have other holy reasons, 
such as they are. 

Count. May the world know them ? 

Ch, I have been, madam, a wicked creature, as 
you and aU flesh and blood are ; and, indeed, I do 
many, that I may repent. 

C ount. Thy marriage, sooner than thy wickedness. 

Ch. I am out of friends, madam ; and I hope to 
have friends for my wife’s sake. 

Count. Such friends are thine enemies, knave. 

Clo. You are shallow, madam : e’en great friends : 
for the knaves come to do that for me, which I am 
a-weary of. He, that ears my land, spares my 
team, and gives me leave to inn the crop : If I be 
his cuckold, he’s my drudge : He, that comforts my 
wife, is the clierisher of my flesh and blood ; he, 
that cherishes my flesh and blood, loves my flesh 
and blood ; he, that loves my flesh and blood, is my 
friend ; ergo^ he that kisses my wife, is my friend. 
If men could he contented to be what they are, 
there were no fear in maniage ; for young Cliarbon 
the puritan, and old Foysam the papist, howsoe’er 
their hearts are severed in religion, their heads are 
both one, they may joll horns together, like any 
deer i’ the herd. 

Count. Wilt thou ever be a foul-mouthed and 
calumnious knave } 

Clo. A prophet, I, madam; and I speak the 
truth the next way : 

For I the ballad will repeat, 

Which men full true shall find ; 

Your marriage comes by destiny, 

Your cuckoo sings by kind. 

Count, Get you gone, sir ; I’ll talk with you more 
anon. 

Stew. May it please you, madam, that he bid 
Helen come to you ; of her I am to speak. 

CQU7it. Sirrah, tell my geutlewoman, I would 
.speak with her ; Helen I mean. 

Ole, Was this fair face the cause quoth she, 

iSingliig. 

Wliy the Grecians sacked Troy ? 

Fond done, done fond. 

Was this king Priam s joy ? 

With that she sighed as she stood, 

With that she sighed as she stood, 


A.nd gave this scntciico tlion : — 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

Among nine bad if one be good, 

There’s yet one good in ten. 

Count. What, one good in ten? you corrupt the 
song, sirrah. 

Cio. One good woman in ten, madam, which is 
a purifying o’ tlio song : ’Would God would serve 
the world so all 1]m year ! we’d liiul no fault with 
the tythe-wmman, if I vrere the parson : One in ten. 
quoth a’ ! an v;e migiit have a good woman boni 
but every Idazing star, oral an (>;irtlujuake, ’twould 
mend the lottery well ; a man may draw his heart 
out, ere he phiek one. 

Coiint. You’d be gone, sir knave, and do as I 
command you ! 

Clo. Tliat man slimild Im at woman’s command, 
and yet; no iiurt done! — Though honesty be no 
puritan, yet it will do no hurt; it will wear tlie 
surplice of hunulily over the blacdv gou'n of a big 
heart. — I am going, forsooth : the business is for 
Helen to come hither. CAaoY Clown. 

Count. Weil, now. 

Stew. I know, madam, you love your gentle- 
woman entirely. 

Count. ’Faith, I do: her father bequeathed her 
to me; and sbe herself, wit i tout other advantage, 
may iawfiilly make title to as miieli love as she 
finds ; there is more owing her, than is paid ; and 
more shall be paid her, than sh.e’il demand. 

Steiv. Madam, I was very late more near her tnau, 
I think, she wished me : ah)ne she was, and did 
coramimicate to herself, her own words to her own 
ears ; she thought, 1 dare vow for her, tliey touched 
not any stranger sense. Her matter was, she loved 
your son : Fortune, she said, was no goddess, that 
had put such difference betwixt their "two estates; 
Love, no god, that would not extend his might, 
only where qualities were levtd : Diana, no queen 
of virgins, that would suffer her poor knight to be 
surprised, without reseutq in the first assault, or 
ransome aft(‘rvvaril : This she delivered in the most 
bitter touch of sorrow, that e’er 1 heanl virgin 
exclaim in : wdiieh 1 ludd my duty, speedily to 
acquaint you withal ; sithencu, in the loss that may 
Inqipcn, it concerns you something to know it. 

Count. T^ou have disehargt‘d this honestly; keep 
it to yourself : many likelihoods informed me of 
this before, wliich hung so tottering in the balance, 
that I could neither believe, nor misdoubt : Pray 
you, leave me : stall this in your bosom, and i thank 
you for your honest care : 1 will speak with you 
further anon. itlat Steward, 

F.nicr IlcnKN'A. 

Comit. Even so it was with me, wdien I was 
young : 

If we are nature’s, these arc ours ; this thorn 
Doth to our rose of youth rigidly belong : 

Our blood to us, this to our blood is born ; 

It is the show and seal of nature’s truth, 

Wliere love’s strong passion is impress’d in youth : 
By our remembrances of days foregone, 
vSuch were our faults ; — or then we thought them 
Her eye is sick on’t ; — I observe her now. [none. 

Hei. What is your pleasure, madam ? 

Co7uit. You know, Helen, 

I am a mother to ynu. 

HeJ. Mine honourable mistress, 

ComiL Nay, a mother ; 

Why not a mother ? When 1 said, a mother, 
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,, Methonglit yoti saw a serpent: .Wtat^'s in mother. 
That you start at it ? I say, l am your mother ; 
And put you in the catalogue of those 
That were eowombed mine : ’Tis often seen, 
Adoption strives with nature ; and choice breeds 
A native slip to us from foreign seeds : 

You ne^er oppress’d me with a mother’s groan, 

Yet I express to you a mother’s care : — 

God’s mercy, maiden ! does it curd thy blood,- 
To say, J am thy mother ? What’s the matter, 
That this distemper’d messenger of wet, 

The many-colour’d Iris, rounds thine eye ? 

Why ? that you are my daughter ? 

That I am not. 

Count. I say, I am your mother. 

Pardon, madam ; 

The count Rousilloii cannot be my brother : 

I am from humble, he from honour’d name ; 

No note upon my parents, his all noble ; 

My master, my dear lord he is : and 1 
His seiwant live, and will his vassal die : 

He must not be my brother. 

Count. TSfoj. I jQTQj. mother ? 

Hel. You are my mother, madam ; ’ Would you 


(So that my lord, your son, were not my brother,) 
Indeed, my mother ! — or W’ere yon both our mo- 
I care no more for, than I do for heaven, [thers 
So I were not his sister : Can’t no other, 

But, I your daughter, he must be my brother 
Count. Yes, Helen, you might be my daughter- 
in-law; 

God shield, you mean it not ! daughter, and mother, 
So s^ve upon your pulse : What, pale again } 

My fear hath calch’d your fondness : Now I see 
The mystery of your loneliness, and find 
Your salt tears’ head. Now to all sense ’tis gross, 
You love my son ; invention is asham’d, 

Against the proclamation of thy passion, 

To say, thou dost not : therefore tell me time ; 

But tell me then, ’tis so : — for, look, thy cheeks 
Confess it, one to the other ; and thine eyes 
See it so grossly shown in thy behaviours, 

That ill their kind they speak it ; only sin 
And hellish obstinacy tie thy tongue, 

That truth should be suspected : Speak, is’t so } 

If it be so, you have wound a goodly clue ; 

If it be not, forswear’t : howe’er, I charge thee, 

As heaven shall work in me for thine avail, 

To tell me ti-uly. 

Good madam, pardon me ! 
Count. Do you love my son ? 

Y’’our pardon, noble mistress 1 
Count. Love you my son ? 

Do not you love Mm, madam ? 
Count. Go not about ; my love hath in’t a bond, 
Whereof the world takes note : come, come, disclose 
The state of your affection ; for your passions 
Have to the full appeach’d. 

■Ec/. Then, I confess 

Here on my knee, before high heaven and you, 

That before you, and next unto high heaven, 

I love your son ; — 

My Mends were poor, but honest ; so’s my love : 
Be not offended ; for it hurts not Mm, 

That ne is lov’d of me : I follow Mm not 


any token of presumptuous suit ; 

Nor would I have him, till I do desenm him ; 

Yet never know how that desert should be. 

I know I love in vain, strive against hope : 

Yet, in this captious and intenible sieve, 

I still pour in the waters of my love, 

And lack not to lose still : thus, Indian-like, 

Religious in mine error, I adore 

The sun, that looks upon his worshipper, 

But knows of him no more. My dearest madam, 
Let not your hate encounter with my love. 

For loving where yon do : but, if yourself; 

Whose aged honour cites a vdrtuous youth, 

Did ever, in so true a flame of liking, 

W ish chastely, and love dearly, that your Dian 
Was both herself and love ; O then, give pity 
To her, whose state is such, that cannot choose 
But lend and give, where she is sure to lose ; 

That seeks not to find that her search implies, 

But, riddle-iike, lives sweetly where she dies. 

Count. Had you not lately an intent, speak truly, 
To go to Paris ? 

-Ec/. Madam, I had. 

Count. ^Vherefore ? tell true. 

Hel. I will tell truth ; by grace itself, I swear. 
You know, my father left me some prescriptions 
Of rare and prov’d effects, such as his reading, 

And manifest experience, had collected 

For general sovereignty ; and that he will’d me 

In heedfuUest reservation to bestow them, 

As notes, whose faculties inclusive were, 

More than they were in note : amongst the lest, 
There is a remedy, approv’d, set down, 

To cure the desperate languishes, whereof 
The king is render’d lost. 

Count. That was your motive 

For Paris, was it ? speak. 

Mel. My lord your son made me to think of this ; 
Else Paris, and the medicine, and the king, 

Had, from the conversation of my thoughts, 

Haply, been absent then. 

^ Count. But think you, Helen, 

If you should tender your supposed aid, 

He would receive it ? He and his plivsidans 
Are of a mind ; he, that they cannot help him, 

They, that they cannot help : How shall they credit 
A poor unlearned virgin, when the schools, 
Emboweli’d of their doctrine, have left off 
The danger to itself ? 

Hel. There’s something hints. 

More than my father’s skill, which was the greatest 
Of his profession, that his good receipt 
Shall for my legacy, be sanctified [honour 

By the luckiest stars in heaven : and, would your 
But give me leave to try success, I’d venture 
The well-lost life of mine on his grace’s cure, 

By such a day, and hour. 

Count. Dost thou believ’t ? 

Ilel. Ay, madam, knowingly. 

Count. Why, Helen, thou shalt have my leave, 
and love, 

Means, and attendants, and my loving greetinirs 
To those of mine in court ; I’ll stay at home, "" 

And pray God’s Messing into thy attempt : 

Be gone to-morrow ; and be sure of this, 

What I can help thee to, thou shalt not miss. 

. . [Exmut 
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SCENE I. 


Flouris7i. Enter King, with young Lords, tahing leai 
for the Florentine war; Bertram, Parolles, an 
Attendants. 

Kmg. Farewell, young lord, these warlike prin 
ciples 

Do not throw from yon and you, my lord, tare 
Share the advice betwixt you : if both gain all, 
The gift doth stretch itself as ’tis received, 

And "is enough for both. 

1 Lord, . It is our hope, sir, 

After well enter’d soldiers, to return 

And find your grace in health. 

KiJig, No, no, it cannot be ; and yet my heart 
Will not confess he owes the malady 
That doth my life besiege. Farewell, young lordi 
Whether I live or die, be you the sons 
Of worthy Frenchmen : let higher Italy 
(Those ’bated, that inherit but the fall 
Of the last monarchy,) see, that you come 
Not to woo honour, but to wed it ; when 
The bravest questant shrinks, find what you seek 
That fame may cry you loud : I say, farewell. 

2 Lord. Health, at your bidding, serve yo 

majesty 1 

King. Those girls of Italy, take heed of them 
They say, our French lack language to deny. 


JPar. Mars dote on you for his novices 1 [^Exeunt 
Iiords.l What will you do ? 

Eor, Stay j the kin^j y — him rise. 

Par. Use a more spacious ceremony to the noble 
lords ; you have restrained yourself within the list of 
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Hel. The rather ■will I spare my praises towards 
him ; 

Knowing him, is enough. On his bed of death 
Many receipts he gave me ; chiefly one, 

Which, as the dearest issue of his practice, 

And of his old experience the only darling, 

He bad me store up, as a triple eye, 

Safer than mine own two, more dear ; I have so : 
And, hearing your high majesty is touch’d 
With that malignant cause wherein the honour 
Of my dear father’s gift stands chief in power, 

I come to tender it, and my appliance, 

With all hound humbleness. 

.Kmg.' We thank you, maiden ; 

But may not be so credulous of cure, — 

When our most learned doctors leave us ; and 
The congregated college have concluded 
That labouring art can never ransom nature 
From her inaidahle estate, — I say we must not 
So stain our judgment, or corrupt our hope, 

To prostitute our past-cure malady 
To ^mpiricks ; or to dissever so | 

Our great self and oiir credit, to esteem | 

A senseless help, when help past sense we deem, i 
Hel. My duty then shall pay me for my pains : 

I will no more enforce mine office on you ; 

Humbly entreating from your royal thoughts 
A modest one, to bear me back again. 

King, I cannot give thee less, to be call’d 
grateful : 

Thou thought’st to help me ; and such thanks I 
■ ."gn’ev 

As one near death to those that wish him live ; 

But, wdiat at Ml I know, thou know’st no part ; 

I knowing all my peril, thou no art. 

Hel. What I can do, can do no hurt to try, 

Since you set up your rest ’gainst remedy : 

He th^iifc of greatest works is finisher, 

Oft does them by the weakest minister : 

So holy writ in babes hath judgment shown, 

When judges have been babes. Great floods have 
flown '' 

From simple sources ; and great seas have dried, 
When miracles have by the greatest been denied. 
Oft: expectation fails, and most oft there 
Where most it promises ; and oft it hits, 

Where hope is coldest, and despair most sits. 

King. I must not hear thee j fare thee well, kind 
maid ; 

Thy pains, not us’d, must by thyself be paid : 
Proffers, not took, reap thanks for their reward 
Hel Inspired merit so by breath is barr’d : 

It is not so with him that all things knows, 

As ’tis with us that square our guess by shews : 
But most it is presumption in us, when 
The help of heaven we count the act of men. 

Dear sir, to my endeavours give consent : 

Of heaven, not me, make an experiment. 

I am not an impostor, that proclaim 
Myself against the level of mine aim; 

But know I think, and think I know most sure, 
My art is not past power, nor you past cure. 

King. Art thou so confident? Within what space 
Hop’st thou my cure ? 

I Hel The greatest grace lending grace, 

I Ere twice the horses of the sun shall bring 
! Their fiery torcher his diurnal ring; 

Ere twice in murk and occidental damp 
Moist Hesperus hath quench’d his sleepy lamp ; 
Or four-and-twenty times the pilot’s glass 
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Hath told the thievish minutes how they pass ; 
What is infirm from your sound parts shall fly, 
Health shall live free, and sickness freely die. 

King. Upon thy certainty and confidence, 

What dar’st thou venture ? 

Hel Tax of impudence, — 

A strumpet’s boldness, a divulged shame, — 
Traduc’d by odious ballads; my maiden’s name 
Sear’d otherwise ; no worse of worst extended, 
With vilest torture let my life be ended. 

King. Methinks, in thee some blessed spirit doth 
speak; 

His powerful sound, within an organ weak : 

And what impossibility would slay 
In common sense, sense saves another •way. 

Thy life is dear ; for all, that life can rate 
Worth name of life, in thee hath estimate ; 

Youth, beauty, wisdom, courage, virtue, all 
That happiness and prime can happy call : 

Thou this to hazard, needs must intimate 
Skill infinite, or monstrous desperate. 

Sweet practiser, thy physic I will try : 

That ministers thine own death, if I die. 

Hel If I break time, or flinch in property 
Of what I spoke, unpitied let me die ; 

And well deserv’d. Not helping, death’s my fee; 
But, if I help, what do you promise me ? 

King. Make thy demand. 

Hel But win you make It even ? 

King. Ay, by my sceptre, and my hopes of heaven , 
Hel Then shait thou give me, with thy kingly 
hand, 

What husband in thy power I will command : 
Exempted be from me the arrogance 
To choose from forth the royal blood of France ; 
My low and humble name to propagate 
With any branch or image of thy state : 

But such a one, thy vassal, w^hom I know 
Is free for me to ask, thee to bestow. 

King. Here is my hand; the premises observ’d 
Thy will by my performance shall be serv’d; 

So make the choice o*f thy own time, for I, 

Thy resolv’d patient, on thee still rely. 

More should I question thee, and more I must ; 
Though, more to know, could not be more to trust ; 
From whence thou cam’st, how tended on, -—But rest 
Unquestion’d welcome, and undoubted blest. — 
Give me some help here, ho ! — If thou proceed 
As high as word, my deed shall match thy deed. 

[Flourish. Exeunt 


SCENE II. — Rousillon. A. Boom in the 
Countess’s Palace. 



Enter Cotojtjs'ss and Cloww. 


Count. Come on, sir; 1 shall now put you to 
the height of your breeding. 

Clo. I will show myself hfglily fed, and lowly 
taught : I know my business is but to the court. 

CounlUo thQ court I why, what place make you 
special, when you put off that with such contempt ? 


But to the court ! 

Clo. Truly, madam, if God have lent a man any 
manners, he may easily put it off at court : he that 
cannot make a leg, put off’s cap, kiss his hand, and 
say nothing, has neither leg, hands, lip, nor cap; 
and, indeed, such a fellow, to say precisely, were 
not for the court; but, forme, I have answer 
will serve aE men. ^ 
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Par. Why, ’tis the rarest argument of wonder, 
that hath shot out in our latter times. 

Ber. And so 'tis. 

Laf. To be relinqiiisird of the artists, — — 

Par, So I say; both of (<alen ainl Taracelsus. 
La,f. Of all the learned and authentic fellows,— 
Par. Eight, so I say. 

Laf, Tltat gave him out itumrable. — 

Par. Why, there his ; so say I too, 

"Laf. Not to be helped, — 

Par, Riglit: ns hwere a ma.n assured of an — 
Jm/. Uncertain iiie, and sure <lea(iu 
Par. Just, yon say wt'll ; so would i have said. 
Laf, I may truly say, it is a no\el{y to tha' world. 
Par. It is, indeed ; if ymi will ha\ t' it its show- 
ing, you shall read it in, W hat do you call 

there } — 

Laf. A showing of a heavenly cilect in an ea,rthly 
actor. 

Par. Thath it I wo'uhl liave sai<l ; tlu'. v(M’y same. 
Laf. Why, your dolpliin is not lustier; 'fore me 
I speak in res})ect- 

Par. Nay, his strange, his very strange, that is 
the brief and the. tedious of it ; and he is of a most 
faciuorous spirit, that will not acknowledge it to be 


Count. Marry, that’s a bountiful answer, that 
fits aU questions. 

Clo. It is like a barber’s chair ; that fits all but- 
tocks ; the pin-buttock, the quatch-buttock, the 
brawn-hiittock, or any buttock. 

Count. Will your answer serve to fit all ques- 
tions ? 

Clo. As fit as ten groats is for the hand of an 
attorney, as your French crown for your taffata 
punk, as Tib’s rush for Tom’s fore-finger, as a pan- 
cake for Shrove-Tuesday, a morris for May- day, as 
the nail to Ms hole, the cuckold to his horn, as^ a 
scoldingquean to a wrangling knave, as the nun’s lip 
to the friar’s mouth ; nay, as the pudding to his skin. 

Count. Have you, I say, an answer of such fit- 
ness for all questions ? 

Clo. From below your duke, to beneath your 
constable, it will fit any question. 

Count. It must be an answer of most monsteous 
size, that must fill all demands. 

Clo. But a trifle neither, in good faith, if the 
learned should speak trath of it : here it is, and all 
that belongs to’t : Ask me, if I am a courtier ; it 
shall do you no harm to learn. 

Count. To be young again, if we could : I will 
be a fool in question, hoping to be the wiser by 
your answer. I pray you, sir, are you a courtier ? 

Clo. 0 Lord, sir, There’s a simple putting 

off; — ^more, more, a hundred of them. 

Count. Sir, I am a poor friend of yours, that loves 
you. 

Clo. 0 Lord, sir, — Thick, thick, spare not me. 

Count. I think, sir, you can eat none of this 
home meat. 

Clo. 0 Lord, sir, — Nay, put me to’t, I warrant 
you. 

Count. You were lately whipped, sir, as I think. 

Clo. 0 Lord, sir, — spare not me. 

Count, Do you ciy, 0 Lord, sir, at your whip- 
ping, and spare not me ? Indeed, your 0 Lord, 
sir, is very sequent to your whipping ; you would 
answer very well to a whipping, if you were but 
bound to’t. 

Clo. I ne’er had worse luck in my life, in my — 
0 Lord, sir : I see, things may serve long, but not 
serve ever. 

Count. I play the noble housewife with the time, 
to entertain it so merrily with a fool. 

Clo. 0 Lord, sir, — ^Why, there’t serves well again. 

Count. An end, sir, to your business ; Give Helen 
And urge her to a present answer back : [this, 

Commend me to my kinsmen, and my son ; 

This is not much. 

Clo. Not much commendation to them. 

Count. Not much employment for you: ITou 
understand me ? 

Clo. Most fruitfully; I am there before my legs. 

Count. Haste you again. {Exmnt severally. 


lAtf. Very hand of heaven. 

Par. Ay, so I say. 

Laf. In a most weak 

Par. And dehile minister, great power, great 
transcendence: which should, indeed., give us a 
further use to l)e made, tha,u alone the recovery of 

the king, as to be 

Laf. Generally thankful. 

Enter K,iNrr, Hele.xa, and Attendants. 

Par. I would have said it; „you say well. Hero 
comes the king. 

Laf. Lustick, as the Dutchman .says : Til like a 
maid the better, whilst I have a tooth my head- 
Why, he’s able to U‘ad bora coranto. 

Par. Mortdu Vinaipre ! Is not this Helen? 
Laf. ’Fore God, 1 think so. 

King. Go, call before me all the lords in court.— 

nn Atfcmhint. 

Sit, my preserver, by tliy patient’s side ; 

And wntli this healtliful hand, wdiose bauishhl sense 
Thou hast repealed, a second time receive 
The confirmation of my jwomis’d gift, 

Which but attends thy naming. 

Enter several Lords. 

Fair maid, send forth thine eye ; this youthful parcel 
Of noble bachelors stand at my bestowing, 

O’er whom ])oth sovereign power and father’s voice 
I have to nse : thy frank election nmke ; 

Thou hast power to choose, and they none to for- 
sake. 

Ilel. To each of you one fair and virtuous mistres.s 
Fall, when love, please — many to each, but one I 
Laf. I’d give bay Curtal, and hi.s furniture. 

My mouth no more were broken tlian these boys’, 
And writ as little beard. 

King. FeruKe them well : 

Not one of those, but had a noble father. 

ILel, Gentlemen, 

Heaven hath, through me, restor’d the king to health. 
AU. We understand it, and thank heaven for 
Llel. I am a simple maid ; and therein wealthiest, 

That, I protest, I simply am a maid : 

Please it yonr majesty, I have done already : 


SCENE III. — Paths. A Room in the King’s 
Palace. 

Enter '.iSkRTiiAM, Lafku, and Pakolles. 

La/, They say, miracles are past; and we have, 
our philosophical persons, to make modern and 
familiar things, supernatural and causeless. Hence 
IS it, that we make trifles of terrors ; ensconcing 
ourselves into seeming knowledge, when we should 
submit ourselves to an unknown fear. 
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The blushes in my cheeks, thus whisper me, 

hlush^ that thou shouldrst choose ; but be ref us'd. 
Let the 7chite death sit on thy cheek for ever ; 
We’ll ne’er come there again. 

King. Make choice ; and, see, 

Who shuns thy love, shuns all his love in me. 

, ' Ilel. Now Diao, from thy altar do I fiy ; 

And to imperial Love, that god most high, 

Do my sighs stream. — Sir, will you hear my suit? 

1 - Lord. Andgrant.it. 

Hel, Thanks, sir : all the rest is mute. 

Laf. I had rather be in this choice than throw 
ames-ace for my life. , 

Hel. The honour, sir, that flames inyour fair eyes, 
'‘"Before I speak, too threateningly replies ; 

Love make your fortunes twenty times above 
Her that so wishes, and her humble' love ! 

2 Lord. No better, if you please. 

Hel. My wish receive, . 

Which great love grant ! and so I take my leave. 

Laf. Do all they deny her ? An they were sons 
of mine, I’d have them whipped; or I would send 
them to the Turk, to make eunuchs of. 

Hel. Be not afraid [to a Lord.] that I your hand ! 
should take ; 

ril never do you wrong for your own sake ; 

Blessing upon your vows ! and in your bed 
Find fairer fortune, if you ever wed ! 

Laf. These boys are boys of ice, they'll none 
have her : sure, they are bastards to the English ; 
the French ne’er got them. 

Hel. You are too young, too happy, and too good. 
To make yourself a son out of my blood. 

4 Lord. Fair one, I think not so. 

Laf. There one grape yet,- — I am sure thy fa- 
ther drank wine. — But if thou be’st not an ass, I 
am a youth of fourteen ; I have known thee already. 
Mel. I dare not say, I take you; [to Bertram.] 
but I give 

Me and my service, ever whilst I live, 

Into your guiding power. — This is the man. 

Kifig. Why then, young Bertram, take her, she’s 
thy wife. 

Ber. My wife, my liege? I shall, beseech your 
highness, 

In such a business give me leave to use 
The help of mine own eyes. 

Kmg. Know’st thou not, Bertram, 

What she has done for me ? 

Ber. Yes, my good lord ; 

But never hope to know why I should marry her. 
King. Thou know’st she has rais’d me from my 
sickly bed. 

Ber, But follows it, my lord, to bring me down 
Must answer for your raising ? I know her well ; 

She had her breeding at my father’s charge : 

A poor physician’s daughter my wife ! — Disdaiu 
Rather corrupt nae ever I 

King. ’Tis only title thou disdain’st in her, the 
, .which . ■ . ■ 

I can build up. Strange is it, that our bloods, 

Of colour, weight, and heat, pour’d all together, 
Would quite confound distinction, yet stand off 
In differences so mighty ; If she be 
All that is virtuous, (save what thou dislik’st, 

A poor physician’s daughter,) thou dislik’st 
Of virtue for the name : but do not so ; 

From lowest place when virtuous things proceed. 
The place is dignified by the doer’s deed : 

Where great additions swell, and virtue none, • 


It is a dropsied honour : good alone 
Is good without a name ; vileness is so % 

The property by what it is should go, 

Not by the title. She is young, wise, fair ; 

In these to nature she’s immediate heir ; 

And these breed honour : that is honour’s scorn, 
Which challenges itself as honour’s born. 

And is not like the sire ; Honours best thrive, 
When rather from our acts we them derive 
Than our fore-goers : the mere word’s a slave, 
Debauch’d on every tomb ; on every grave, 

A lying ti'opby, and as oft is dumb, 

Where dust, and damn’d oblivion, is the tomb 
Of honour’d bones indeed. What should be said ? 
If thou canst like this creature as a maid 
I can create the rest : virtue, and she, 

Is her own dower ; honour, and wealth, from me. 

Ber. I cannot love her, nor will strive to do’t. 

King. Thou wrong’st thyself, if thou should’st 
strive to choose. 

Hel. Tliatyouare wellrestor’d, my lord, I am glad , 
Let the rest go. 

King. My honour’s at the stake ; which to defeat, 
I must produce my power : Here, take her hand, 
Proud scornful boy, unworthy this good gift, 

That dost in vile misprision shackle up 
My love, and her desert ; that canst not dream, 
We, poizing us in her defective scale, 

Shall weigh thee to the beam ; that wilt not know, 
It is in us to plant tliine honour, where 
We please to have it grow : Check thy contempt : 
Obey our wiU, which travails in thy good : 

Believe not thy disdain, but presently 
Do thine own fortunes that obedient right, 

Which both tby duty owes, and our power claims ; 
Or I will throw thee from my care for ever, 

Into the staggers, and the careless lapse 
Of youth and ignorance ; both my revenge and 
Loosing upon thee in the name of justice, [hate, 
Without all terms of pity : Speak 1 thine answer ! 

Ber. Pardon, my gracious lord ; for I submit 
My fancy to your eyes : When I consider, 

Wiiat great creation, and what dole of honour 
Flies where you bid it, I find, that she, which late 
Was in my nobler thoughts most base, is now 
The praised of the king ; who, so ennobled, 

Is, as ’twere, born so. 

King. Take her by the hand, 

And tell her, she is thine : to whom I promise 
A counterpoize ; if not to thy estate, 

A balance more replete. 

Ber. I take her hand. 

King. Good fortune, and the favour of the king, 
Smile upon this contract ; whose ceremony 
Shall seem expedient on the now-born brief, 

And be perform’d to-night : the solemn feast 
Shall more attend upon the coming space, 
Expecting absent friends. As thou lov’st her, 

Thy love’s to me religious ; else, does err. 

Kjng, Bertram, HELrEJTA, Lords, 
ant? Attendants. 

Laf. Do you hear, monsieur ? a word vsdtb you. 

Par. Your pleasure, sir ? 

Laf. Your lord and master ditF^ell to make his 
recantation. 

Pear. Recantation ?— My lord ? my master ? 

Laf. A.j; Is it not a language, I speak ? 

Par. A most harsh one; and not to be understood 
without bloody succeeding. My master ? 

Laf. Are you companion to the count Roussillon? 

■■ ■ - : ■ Q'2 
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Laf. Go to, sir : you were noatei) 
picking a kernel out of a pomegrauatt 
vagabond, and no true traveller : you ai 
with lords, and honourable persouag 
heraldry of your birth and virtue gives 
sion. Y ou are not worth anotlier wort 
you knave. I leave you. 

Enter BEnTnAK. 

Good, very good ; it is so t 
)d ; let it be concealed a while; 
Undone, and forfeited to care 
s the niat.ter, sweet he 
jh befor 

I w^ill not bed her. 

Par 

Per. 0 my Parolles 
Ihl to the Tuscan war 
Far. France is a 
The tread of a man' 

Ber. Therch 
1 know not yet, 


Par. To any count ; to all com 
Laf. To what is count’s man 
of another style. 

Par. You are too old, sir ; . 
are too old. 

Laf. I must tell thee, sirr 


Par. You are too old, sir ; let it satisfy you, 

•ah, I write man 

which title age cannot bring thee. 

Par. mat I dare too well do, I dare not 
Laf. I did think thee, for two ordinaries, 

7, . /» n ^ fnlorshii 

a pretty wiseieliow ; 

of thy travel ; it might pass : y 
bannerets, ab 
from believitij 


to be 

thou didst make tolerable vent 
' : yet the scarfs, and the 

e, did manifoldly dissuade me 
L vessel of too great a burden, 
i ...w --ie; when I lose thee again, I 

care not : yet art thon good for nothing but taking 

up ; and that thou art scarce worth. _ 

Par. Hadst thou not the privilege of antiquity 

upon thee, „ « . i i. 

Laf Do not plnnge thyself too far m anger, lest 
thou hasten thy trial ; — -which if Lord have mercy 
on thee for a hen 1 So, my good window of lattice, 
fare thee well ; thy casement I need not open, for 1 
look throngh thee. Give me thy hand. 

Par. My lord, you give me most egregious 

indignity. , , 

Laf. Av, with all my heart; and thou art worthy 


yei-y g( 

Ber 
Par 
Ber. Althoii 


I sworn, 

What ? wliat, sweet heart 

they Ikivc married me : — 

, and never bed her. 
dog-hole, and it no more merits 
's foot : to the wars ! 
s letters from my mother ; w'hat the 
t. [import is, 

Par. Ay/ that would l)c known: To the wnr.s, 
my boy, to the wrirs ! 

He w-ears his honour iii a box unseen, 

That hugs his kicksy-wieksy here at home; 
Spending his manly marrow in her arms, 

Which should sustain the bound ami high curvet 
Of Mars’s fiery steed : To other r(>gions ! 

France is a stable ; we, that dwell in’t, jades ; 
Therefore, to the W'ar ! 

Ber. It shall be so : Ull send her to my house, 
Acquaint my motlier with my hate to her. 

And wherefore I am lied ; write to the king 
That which I durst not speak : His present gift 
Shall furnish me to those Italian tiedds, 

Where noble fellow^s strike : Vi'ar is no strife 
To the dark house, and ihc detesteil wife. 

Par. Will this capricio hold in Ihee, art sure ? 
Ber. Go writh me to my chamber, and advise me, 
ni send her straight away: To-morrow* 

I’ll to the wars, she to her single sorrow. 

Far. Why, these balls bounil ; there's noise, in it, 
’Tis hard ; 

A young man, married, is a man that’s nuirr'd ; 
Therefore, away, and leave her bra\'e1y; go: 

The king has done you wrong : but, hush I ’tis so. 

lEl'CHUl. 


SCENE lY.-— T/ic same. Another Boom in the 
same. 

Enter ItKLKN’.\ amt Clown. 

HeL My mother greets me kindly : Is she well? 

Clo. She is not well ; but; yet she has her Iiealth : 
she’s 'vcYj merry; but yet she is not well: but 
thanks be given, she’s very well, an'd wants nothiiig 
i’the world ; but yet she is not well. 

Hel. If she be very well, what docs she ail, that 
she’s not vei*y well ? 

Clo. Truly, she’s very well, indeed, bat for two 
things. 

jleL What two things ? 

Clo. One, that she’s not in heaven, w’hither God 
send her quickly 1 the other, that slm’s in earth, 
from whence God send her quickly 1 
Enter FiiRouLBS. 

Par. Bless you^ my fortunate lady ! 

Hel. I hope sir, I have your good will to have 
mine own good fortiraes. 


SCENE V. 


ALUS WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


229 



to keep tliem on, liave them still. —O, my knave ! Ber, Is she gone to the king ? 

How does my old lady ? Pabolles. 

do. So that you had her wrinkles, and I her Par. She is. 

money, I would she did as you say. Ber. Will she away to-night ? 

Par. Why, I say nothing. Par. As you'll have her. 

do. Marry, you are the wiser man; for many I have writ my letters, casketed my treasure, 

a man's tongue shakes out his master's undoing : Given order for our horses ; and to-night, 

To say nothing, to do nothing, to know nothing, When I should take possession of the bride, — 
and to have nothing, is to be a great part of your And, ere I do begin, — — 

title; which is v/ithin a very little of nothing. Let/. A good traveller is something at the latter 

Par. Away, thou'rt a knave. end of a dinner ; but one that lies three-thirds, and 

CL, You should have said, sir, before a knave "uses a known truth to pass a thousand nothings with, 
thou art a knave; that is, before me thou art a should be once heard, and thrice beaten. — God 
a knave : this had been truth, sir. save you, captain. 

Par. Go to, thou art a witty fool, I have found Ber. Is there any unkindness between my lord 
thee. and you, monsieur? 

do. Did you find me in yourself, sir ? or were Par. I know not how I have deserved to run into 
you taught to find me ? The search, sir, was profit- my lord’s displeasure. 

able ; and much fool may you find in you, even to Laf. You have made shift to run into't, hoots 
the world's pleasure, and the increase of laughter. and spurs and all, like him that leaped into the cus- 
Par. A good knave, i’faith, and well fed. — tard ; and out of it yon'ii run again, rather than 

Madam, my lord will go away to-night : suffer question for your residence. 

A very serious business calls on him. Ber. It may be, you have mistaken him, my 

The great prerogative and rite of love, lord. 

Wliich, as your due, time claims, he does acknow- Laf. And shall do so ever, though I took him at 

his prayers. Fare you well, my lord ; and believe 
this of me, there can he no kernel in this light 
nut ; the soul of this man is his clothes : trust him 
not in matter of heavy consequence ; I have kept of 
them tame, and know their natures. — Farewell, 
monsieur ; I have spoken better of you, than you 
have or will deserve at my hand ; but we must do 
good against evil. lExit. 

Par. An idle lord, I swear. 

Ber. I think so. 

Par. Why, do you not know him f 
Ber. Yes, I do know him well ; and common 
speech 

Gives him a w^orthy pass. Here comes my clog. 
Enter Helejta. 

Hel. I have, sir, as I was commanded from you, 
Spoke with the king, and have procur’d his leave 
For present parting ; only, he desires 
Some private speech with you. 

Ber. 1 shall obey his will. 

You must not marvel, Helen, at my course, 

MTiich holds not colour with the time, nor does 
The ministration and required office 
On my particular ; prepar’d I was not 
For such a business ; therefore am I found 
So much unsettled: This drives me to entreat you, 
That presently you take your way for home ; 

And rather muse, than ask, why I entreat you : 

For my respects are better than they seem ; 

And my appointments have in them a need, | 

Greater than shows itself, at the first view, I 

To you that know them not. This to my mother : | 

XG-iving a letter. \ 

’Twin be two days ere I shall see you ; so ; 

I leave you to your wisdom. 

Hel. Sir, I can nothing say, 

But that I am your most obedient servant. 

Ber. Come, come, no more of that. 

Hel. ■ And ever shall 

With true observance seek to eke out that, 

Wherein toward me my homely stars have fail’d 
To equal my great fortune. 

■ Lar.,' , Letthatgo:, ' 

My haste is very great : Farewell; hie home. 

LTeL Fray, sir, your pardon. 


SCENE V . — Another Room in the same. 

Enter Lafeu a7id Bebteajvi. 

Laf. But, I hope, your lordship thinks not him 
a soldier. 

Ber. Yes, my lord, and of very valiant approof. 

Laf. You have it from his own deliverance. 

Ber.^ And by other warranted testimony. 

Laf. Then my dial goes not true ; I took this 
lark for a bunting. 

Ber. I do assure you, my lord, he is very great in 
knowledge, and accordingly valiant. 

Laf. 1 have then sinned against his experience, 
and transgressed against his valour; and my state 
that way is dangerous, since I cannot yet find in my 
heart to repent. Here he comes ; I pray you, make 
us friends, I will pursue the amity. 

Enter ’B arollss, 

Par. These things shall be done, sir. 

ITo Bertram. 

Laf. Pray you, sir, who’s his tailor? 

Par. Sir? 

Laf. O, I know him well; Ay, sir; he, sir, is a 
good workman, a very good tailor. 






ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. 


J3er, I pray you, stay not, but in liastc to ,{ior 
JleL I shall not break your bidding, good j 
lord. 

Ber. Where are. my other men, monsieur? 
Farewell, iExit Hel,e] 

Go thou toward home ; where I, will never come 
Whilst I can shake my sword, or liear the drum: 
Away, and for our tliglit. 

Far. Bravelv, coragio ! 


Ber. Well, what would you say? 

Ilel I am not worthy of the wealth I owe ; 

Nor dare I say, ’tis mine ; and yet it is ; 

But, like a timorous thief, most fain would steal 
What law does vouch mine own. 

What would you have : 
JffeL Something; and scarce so much nothing, 
indeed. — 

I would not teU you what I would : my lord— 
'faith, yes ; — 

Strangers, and foes, do sunder, and not kiss. 


court ; the brains of my Cupitl’s knocked out; and 
I begin lo love, as an old man loves money, with 
no stomaeli. 

Coant. What have we here ? 

Clo. E'en that youhaxe there. 

Count. [Brads.'] I havr srnt i/ou a daughter- 
iii-laiv : she hath rnno'ernl th<' kh/fj. and undone 
me. I have wedded her. not hedded tier; and 
sivorn to make the not eternal. Von shall Iieaw,^ 
I am run anuuf ; know if, hejhre the reptad. eome. 
Jf there be breadth enoaah la the world. I will hold 
a long distance, jl/y d?itg to uou. 

Voiir unforitmaie son., 

B;t3RTEAM». 

This is not well, rasti and unbridled boy, 

To fly the favour.? of so good a king; 

To pluck his indignation on thy head, 

By the. misprizing of a maid tv>u virtuous 
For the contempt of empire. 

Clo. O madam, yemder Is heavy news within, be- 
tween two soldiers and my young lady. 

Count. What is the matter? 

Clo. Nay, there is some comfort in tlie new^s, 
some conifort ; your Si>it will not be killed so soon 
as I thought he would. 

Count. Wliy sluniltl he be killed ? 

Clo. So say I, madam, if he run away, as I hear 
he doe.s : the danger is in standing to’t ; that’s tlie 
loss of men, though it he the get litig of euildreu. 
Here tiiey come, w'iii tell you nnnv : for my part, 1 
only hear, your son was run away. {ExU Clown. 
.Enter IfuLC.VA nud two (Icnlkancn. 

1 Gent. Save' you, gtxul madam. 

IleL hladam, my lord is gtme, for ever gone. 

2 Gmt. Do not say so. 

Count. Think u])on patience. — ' Pray you, gen- 
tlemen, — 

1 have felt so jinany quirks of joy, and grief, 

That the first face of neither, on five start, 

Can w'oman me nnto't : — Where is my son, 1 pray 
■ you ? 

2 GenL Madam, he’s gone to serve the duke* of 
Florence ; 

We met him thitherward ; from thence we came, 
And, after some despatch in hand at court, 

Thither we bend again. 

Ilel. Look on his letter, madam ; here's my 
passport. 

IVken ihou eaml get Ifw ring upon my 
finger.^ which never shall eome (f/h\ and show me a 
child begotten of thy budy^ that I am father lOy 


SCENE I. — Flouence. A Room in the Duke's 
Palace. 

Flourish. Enter the Duice of VhomzmE, attended ; tico 
French. Lords, and others. 

Duke. So that, from point to point, now have 
you heard 

The fundamental reasons of this war ; 

Whose great decision hath much blood let forth, 
And more thirsts after. 

1 Lord. Holy seems the quarrel 

Upon your grace's, part ; black and fearful 

On the opposer. 

Duke. Therefore we marvel much, our cousin 
France 

Would, in so just a business, shut his bosom 
Against our borrowing prayers. 

2 Lord. Good my lord, 

The reasons of our state I cannot yield, 

But like a common and an outw^ard man, 

That the great figure of a council frames 
By self-unable motion : therefore dare not 
Say what I think of it ; since I have found 
Myself in my uncertain grounds to fail 
As often as I guess'd. 

Duke. Be it his pleasure. 

2 Lord. But I am sure, the younger of our na- 
That surfeit on their ease, wull, day by day, [tiire, 
Come here for physick. 

Duke. Welcome shall they be ; 

And all the honours, that can fly from us, 

Shall oil them settle. You know your places well ; 
When better foil, for your avails they fell : 
To-morrow" to the field. [Flourish. Exeunt 


SCENE II.— Rousillon. A Room in the Covs- 
TESs's Palace. 

Enter Countess and Clown. 

Count. It hath happened all as I would have had 
it, save, that he comes not along with her. 

Clo. By my troth, I take my young lord to be a 
very melancholy man. 

Count. By what observance, I pray you ? 

Clo. Why, he will look upon his boot, and sing ; 
mend the ruff, and sing ; ask questions, and sing ; 
pick his teeth, and sing : I know a man that had this 
trick of melancholy, sold a goodly manor for a song. 

Count. Let me see what he writes, and when he 
means to come. [Opening a letter. 

Clo. I have no mind to Isbel, since I was at 
coui-t: our old ling and our labels o' the country 
are nothing like your old ling and your Isbels o'the 


AMJS WELL THAT ENDS 'WELL. 


a'CENE IV. 


men. call me husband: but in such a then I write 
a never. 

This is a dreadful sentence. 

Count. Brought you this letter, gentlemen ? 

1 Gent. Ay, madam ; 

And, for the contents' sake, are sorry for our pains. 

. Count. I pr'ythee, lady, have a better cheer ; ■ 

- If thou engrossest all the griefs are thine, 

Thou robb'st me of a moiety : He was my son ; 

But I do ivash Ms name out of my blood, ■ 

And thou art all my child.—Towards Florence is lie ? 
2' Getit . , Ay, madam. 

Count. ■ And to be a soldier ? 

2 Gent. Such is his noble purpose : and, believe’t, 
The duke will lay upon Mm all the honour 

That good convenience claims. 

Count. Return you thither ? 

i Gent. Ay, madam, with the swiftest wing of 
speed 

Hel. [Erads.] TUI Ihaveno wife^ I have nothing 
in France. 

'Tis bitter. 

Count. Find you that there ? 


llel. Ay, madam. 

1 Gent. ’Tis but the boldness of his hand, haply, 
\^rhich his heart was not consenting te. 

Count. Nothing in France, until he have no wife ! 
There’s no thing here, that is too good for Mm, 

But only she ; and she deserves a lord, 

That twenty such rude boys might tend upon, 

And call her hourly, mistress. was with Mm? 

1 Gent. A servant only, and a gentleman 
Which 1 have some time known. 

Count. ParoUes, was’t not ? 

1 Gent. Ay, my good lady, he. 

Count. A very tainted fellow, and full of wicked- 
My son corrupts a well-derived nature [ness. 
W^ith his inducement. 

1 Gent. Indeed, good lady, 

The fellow has a deal, of that, too much, 

Which holds him much to have. 

Count. You are welcome, gentlemen, 

I win entreat you, when you see my son, 

To tell him that his svmrd can never win 
The honour that he loses : mors I’ii entreat you 
Whitten to bear along. 

2 Gent. W7 e serve you, madam, 

In that and all your worthiest af airs. 

Count. Not so, but as we change our courtesies. 
Will you di’aw near ! 

^Exeunt Couxtess and Gentlemen. 
Ilel. Till I have no wife, I have nothing in 
France. 

Nothing in France, until he has no wife ! 

Thou shalt have none, Rousillon, none in France, 
Then hast thou ail again. Poor lord ! is’t I 
That chase thee from thy country, and expose 
Those tender limbs of thine to the event 
Of the none-sparing war ? and is it I 
That drive thee from the sportive court, where thou 
Wast shot at with fair eyes, to be the mark 
Of smoky muskets ? O you leaden messengers, 
That ride upon the violent speed of fire, 

Fly with false aim ; move the still-piercing air, 
That sings with piercing, do not touch my lord I 
Whoever shoots at him, I set Mm there ; 

Whoever charges on his forward breast, 

I am the caitiff, that do hold Mm to it ; 

And, though I kill him not, I am the cause 
His death vms so effected : better 'twere. 


I met the ravdn lion when he roar’d 

With sharp constraint of hunger ; better ’twere 

That all the miseries, which nature owes, 

Were mine at once : No, come thou home, Rou- 
sillon, 

Whence honour but of danger wans a scar, 

As oft it loses all ; I will be gone ; 

My being here it is, that holds thee hence 
vShaii I stay here to do’t ? no, no, although 
The air of paradise did fan the house, 

And angels offic'd all : I will be gone ; 

That pitiiul ramour may report my flight, 

To consolate thine eai*. Come, night ; end, day ! 
For, with the dark, poor thief, I’ll steal away. 

[Exit. 


SCENE III. — Florence, linifore the Duke* s 
F alace. 

FlourisTi. Enter the Duke of Plobekce, BERTfsAai, 
Lords, Officers, Soldiers, and others. 

Duke. The general of our horse thou art ; and 
we, 

Great in our hope, lay our best love and credence, 
Upon thy promising fortune. 

Ber. ' Sir, it is 

A charge too heaver for my strength : but yet 
We’li strive to bear it for your worthy sake, 

To the extreme edge of hazard. 

Duke. Then go thou forth ; 

And fortune play upon thy prosperous helm, 

As thy auspicious mistress 1 

Ber. This very day, 

Great Mars, I put myself into thy file ; 

Make me but like my thoughts ; and I shall prove 
A lover of thy drum, hater of love. [Exeunt. 


' r 

SCENE IV. — Rousillon. .A ■■Boom in the ' 
Countess's Palace. 

Enter Counters Steward. , 

Count, Alas 1 and would you take the letter of 

her? , , s 

flight you not know, she would do as she has done, , 
By sending me a letter ? Read it again. 

Siew. I am St. Jaques* pilgrim, thither gone : 

Anihiiious love hath so in me offended. 

That barefoot plod I the cold ground upon. 

With sainted vow my f aid is to have amended. 
Write, write, that from the bloody course of war, 

My dearest master, your dear .<fon may hie ; 

Bless him at home hi peace, ivhUsi I from far, 

His name with zealous fervour sanctify : 

His taken labours bid him me forgive ,* 

/, his despitef ul Juno, sent him forth 
Frmn courtly friends, with camping foes to live, 
Where death and danger dog the heels of worth': 
He is too good and fair for death and me ; 

Whom I myself embrace, to set him fire. 

Count. Ah, what sharp stings are in her mildest 
words! 

Rinaldo, you did never lack advice so much, 

As letting her pass so ; had I spoke with her, 

I could have well diverted her intents, I 

Which thus she hath prevented. 

Siew. Pardon me, madam 

If I had given you this at over-night. 

She mighthave been o’er-ta'en ; and yet she writes, 
Pursuit would be but vain. 

Count. What angel shall 
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llel. I thank yon, and will stay upon your 
leisure. 

Wid. You came, I think, from France ? 

II el. I did so. 

Wid. Here yon shall see a countryman of yours 
That has done worthy service. 

Ilel. His name, I pray you. 

Dia. The count Rousilion ; Know you such a 
one ? 

Ilel. But by the ear, tliat liears most nobly of 
His face 1 know not. [him ; 

Did, Whatsc^e'er he is, 

He/s bravely takcui luua'. Ue from .France, 
As Tis reported, for the Ivini:^ had married him 
Against his liking : Think you it is so ? 

Ilel. Ay, surely, mere the truth ; I know his 
lady. 

Did. There is a gentleman, that serves the count 
Reports but coarsely of her, 

Ilel. W'liaths his name ? 

Dia. Monsieur Parolles. 
lid. O, I believe with him,. 

In argument of praise, or to the worth 
Of the great count himself, she is too mean 
To have her name repeated ; all her deserving 
Is a reserved honesty, and that 
I have not heard examinhi 
Did. Alas, poor lady ! 

’Tis a hard bondage, to become the wife 
Of a detesting lord. 

Wid. Aright good creature : wheresoe’er she is, 
Her heart weighs sadly y this young maid might do 
A shrewd turn, if she pleas’d. [her 

Hd. ' ' How do you mean?, 

IHay bcj the amorous count solicits her 
In the unlawful purpose. 

Wid. He does, indeed ; 

Andbrokes with all that can in such a suit 
Corrupt the tender honour of a maid ; 

But she is arm’d for hinn and keeps her guard 
Inhonestest defema*. 

Entci'i with drum inul rohmrs, a parti/ of the Fii<n'»lins 
nvmy^ Bcutkam, uuil Pahcllhs, 

JMar. The gods forbid else I 
Wid. So, now they come : — 

That is Antonio, the duke’s eldest son ; 

That, .Escalus. 

Ilel. hick is the Frenchman.^ 

Dia. He; 

That with the plume : ’tis a most gallaiit. fellow ; 

1 would, he lov’d his wife: if he were, honester, 

Ue were much goodlitu* : — Is’t not a handsome 
I/d. I like him well. [gentlemam? 

Dia. ’Tis pity he is not htumst : Voiurs that 
same knave, 

That leads him to these places ; were 1 his lady, 
rd poison that vile rascal. 

I/d. Which is he 

Dia. Tlie jack-an-apes witii scarfs : Why is he 
melancholy ? 

I/d. Perchance he’s hurt i'the battle. 

Dar. Lose our drum I well. 

3/ar. He’s shrewdly vexed at something : Look, 
he has spied us. 

Wid. Marry, hang you 1 

Mar. And your courtesy, for a ring-oarrier ! 

Bfetham. Paiwulks, {)//?< er#, md Sddkri. 
Wid. The troop is past : Come pilgrim, I will 
' bring you 

W’here you shall host : of enjoin’d penitents 


Bless this unworthy husband ? he cannot thrive, 
Unless her prayers, whom heaven delights to hear, 
And loves to grant, reprieve him from the wrath 

Of greatest justice ^Write, write, Rinaldo, 

To this unworthy husband of his wife : 

Let every word weigh heavy of her worth, 

That he does weigh too light : my greatest grief, 
Though little he do feel it, set dorni sharply. 
Despatch the most convenient messenger : — 
When, haply, he shall hear that she is gone, 

He will return ; and hope I may, tliat she, 
Hearing so much, will speed her foot again, 

Led hither by pm-e love : which of them both 
Is dearest to me, I have no skill in sense 
To make distinction Provide this messenger 
My heart is heavy, and mine age is weak ; 

Grief would have tears, and sorrow bids me speak. 

[Baieunt 


SCENE Y.— Without the Walls o/ F lorence. 

A tucket afar of. Enter an old Widow of Florence, 

Diana, Violenta, IVIariana, and other Citizens. 

Wid. Nay, come ; for if they do approach the 
city, we shall lose all the sight. 

Dia. They say, the French count has done most 
honourable service. 

Wid. It is reported that he has taken their 
greatest commander ; and that with his oum hand 
he slew the duke’s brother. We have lost our 
labour : they are gone a contrary way : hark! you 
may know by their trumpets. 

Mar. Come, let’s return again, and suffice 
ourselves with the report of it. Well, Diana, 
take heed of this French earl : the honour of a maid 
is her name ; and no legacy is so rich as honesty. 

Wid. I have told my neighbour, how you have 
been solicited by a gentleman his companion. 

Mar. I know that knave ; hang him ! one Pa- 
rolles : a filthy officer he is in those suggestions for 
the young earl. — Beware of them, Diana; their 
promises, enticements, oaths, tokens, and all these 
engines of lust, are not the things they go under : 
many a maid hath been seduced by them ; and the 
misery is, example that so terrible shows in the 
wreck of maidenhood, cannot for all that dissuade 
succession, hut that they are limed with the twigs 
that threaten them. I hope I need not to advise 
you further ; hut, I hope, your own grace will keep 
you where you are, though there were no further 
danger known, but the modesty which is so lost. 

Dia. You. shall not need to fear me. 

Enter Helena iti the dress cfa pilgrim. 

Wid. I hope so. Look, here comes a pil- 

grim : I know she will lie at my house : thither 
they send one another ; I’ll question her. — - 
God save you, pilgrim I Whither are you bound ? 

Mel. To Saint Jaques-ie-Grand. 

Where do the palmers lodge, I do beseech you ? 

Wid. At the Saint Francis here, beside the port. 

Mel. Is this the way ? 

Wid. Ay, marry, is it. — Hark you ! 

[A march afar off. 

They come this way: — If you will tarry, holy 
But till the troops come by, [pilgrim, 

I wiU' conduct you where you shall he lodg’d ; 

Hie rather, for, I think, I know your hostess 
As ample as myself. 

Mel. , Is it yourself 

Wid, If you shall please so, pilgrim. 
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There’s four or five, to great Saint Jaques bound, 
Already at my house. 

Hel. . ' I .humbly thank you : 

Please it this matron, and this gentle maid, 

To eat with us to-night, the charge and thanking, 
Shall be for me ; and, to requite you further, 

I will bestow some precepts on this virgin, 

Worthy the note. 

Both. We’E take your offer kindly. 

{^Exeunt. 


cess : some dishonour we had in the loss of that 
drum ; but it is not to be recovered. 

Par. It might have been recovered. 

Ber. It might, but it is not now. 

Par. It is to be recovered : but that the merit 
of service is seldom attributed to the true and exact 
performer, I would have that drum or another, or 
hicjacet. 

Ber. Why, if you have a stomach toT, monsieur, 
if you think your mystery in stratagem can bring 
this instrument of honour again into his native 
quarter, be magnanimous in the enterprise, and go 
on ; I will grace the attempt for a worthy exploit ; 
if yon speed well in it, the duke shall both speak 
of it, and extend to you what further becomes 
his greatness, even to the utmost syUabie of your 
worthiness. 

Par. By the hand of a soldier, I will un dertake it. 

Ber. But you must not now slumber in it. 

Par. I'll about it this evening : and I will pre- 
sently pen down my dilemmas, encourage myself in 
my certainty, put myself into my mortal prepara- 
tion, and, by midnight, look to hear further from me. 

Ber. May I be bold to acquaint his grace, you 
are gone about it ? 

Par. I know not what the success will be, my 
lord, but the attempt I vow. 

Ber. I know, thou art valiant ; and to the pos- 
sibility of thy soldiership, will subscribe for thee. 
Farewell. 

Par. I love not many words. [Exit. 

1 Lord. No more than a fish loves water. — Is 
not this a strange fellow, my lord ? that so confi- 
dently seems to undertake this business, which he 
knows is not to be done ; damns himself to do, and 
dares better be damned than to do’t. 

2 Lord. You do not know him, my lord, as we 
do : certain it is, that he will steal himself into a 
man's favour, and, for a week, escape a great deal 
of discoveries ; but when you find him out, you hare 
him ever after. 

Ber. Why, do you think, he will make no deed 
at all of this, that so seriously he does address him- 
self unto? 

1 Lord. None in the world ; hut return with an 
invention, and clap upon you two or three proba- 
ble lies : but we have almost embossed him, you 
shall see his fall to-night : for, indeed, he is not 
for your lordship’s respect. 

2 Lord. We’ll make you some sport with the 
fox, ere we case him. He was first smoked by the 
old lord Lafeu : when his disguise and he is pai-ted, 
tell me what a sprat you shall find him ; which you 
shall see this very night. 

1 Lord. I must go look my twigs ; he shall be 
caught. 

Ber. Your brother, he shall go along with me. 

1 Lord. As’t please your lordship: I’ll leave you. 

lExiL 

Ber. Now will I lead you to the house, and show 
The lass I spoke of [you 

2 Lord. But, you say, she’s honest. 

Ber. That’s aU the fault : I spoke vtith her but once, 

And found her wondrous cold ; but I sent to her, 
By tMs same coxcomb that we have i’the wind, 
Tokens and letters which she did re-send ; 

Atid this is all I have done : She’s a fair creature ; 
Will you go see her ? 

2 Lord. With ail my heart, my lord. 

lExeunU 


.SCENE YL^ — Camp before Florence. 

Enter Beeteam, and the two Frencii Lords. 

1 Lord. Nay, good my lord, put him to’t; let 
.him have his way. 

2 Lord. If your lordship find him not a hilding, 
hold me no more in your respect. 

1 Lord. On my life, my lord, a bubble. 

Ber. Do you think, I am so far deceived in him ? 

1 Lord. Believe it, my lord, in mine own direct 
knowledge, without any malice, but to speak of him 
as any kinsman, he’s a most notable coward, an 
infinite and endless liar, an hourly promise-break- 
ear, the owner of no one good quality worthy your 
lordship’s entertainment. 

2 Lord. It were fit you knew him : lest, reposing 
too far in his virtue, which he hath not, he might, 
at some great and trusty business, in a main danger, 
fail you. 

Ber. I would, I knew in what particular action 
to try him. 

2 Lord. None better than to let him fetch off 
his drum, which you hear him so confidently under- 
take to do. " 

1 Lord. I, with a troop of Florentine, will sud- 
denly sur|3rize him ; such I will have, whom I am 
sure, he knows not from the enemy : we will bind 
and hood-wink him so, that he shall suppose no 
other but that he is carried into the leaguer of the 
adversaries, when we bring him to our tents : Be 
hut your lordship present at his examination : if he 
do not, for the promise of his life, and in the high- 
est compulsion of base fear, offer to betray you, and 
deliver all the intelligence in his power against you, 
and that with the dmne forfeit of his soul upon oath, 
never trust my judgment in any thing. 

2 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, let him 
fetch his drum ; he says, he has a stratagem for’t : 
when your lordship sees the bottom of his success 
in’t, and tq, what metal this counterfeit lump of 
ore will be melted, if you give him not John Drum’s 
entertainment, your inclining cannot be removed. 
Here he comes. 

Enter Faeolles. 

1 Lord. O, for the love of laughter, hinder not 
the humour of his design : let him fetch off his 
drum in any hand. 

Ber. How now, monsieur? this drum sticks sorely 
in your disposition. 

2 Lord. A pox on’t, let it go ; ’tis hut a drum. 

Par. But a drum 1 Is’t but a drum ? A drum so 

lost ! — There was an excellent command ! to charge 
in with our horse upon our own wings, and to rend 
our own soldiers. 

2 Lord. That was not to he blamed in the com- 
mand of the service ; it was a disaster of war that 
Cmsar himself could not have prevented, if he had 
been there to command. 

Ber. Well, w-e cannot greatly condemn our sue- 
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That downward hath succeeded in his house, 
From son to son, some four or five descents 
Since the first father wore it : this ring he holds 
In most rich choice ; yet, in his idle fire, 

To buy his will, it would not seem too dear 
Howe'er repented after. 

Wid. NoW' I see 

The bottom of your purpose. 

Ilei. You see it lawful then : It is no more, 
But that your daughter, ere she sccesis as won, 
Desires this ring ; nppoinls him an encounter ; 
In fine, delivers me to idl the time. 

Herself most chastely abstml ; ed’ter (Ids, 

To marry lier. I’ll add three thousand crowns 
To what is past alrca^iy. 

Wid. I have yit^lded : 

Instruct my daughter how she sluili persther, 
That time and place, with this deceit so lav. fnl, 
May prove coherent. Every night lie comes 
With musics of all sorts, and songs cinn[M)s’d 
To her unworthiness : It nothing steads u,s, 

To chide him from our eavt's ; for he persists^ 

As if his life lay on't. 

ffel. Why then, to-night 

Let us assay our plot ; winch, if it speed, 

Is wicked meaning in a lawful ileed, 

And lawful meaning in a lawful act ; 

Where both not sin, and yet a sinful tact ; 

But let's about it. [.EatJtw 


SCENE VIL— Floeence. A Room in the 
Widow’s House. 

Enter Helena and Widow. 

Hd. If you misdoubt me that I am not she, 

I know not how I shall assure you further , 

But I shall lose the grounds I work upon. 

Wid. Though my estate be fallen, I was well 
Nothing acquainted with these businesses ; [born, 
And would not put my reputation now 
In any staining act. 

Hel. Nor would I wish you. 

First, give me trust, the count he is my husband ; 
And, what to your sworn counsel I have spoken. 

Is so, from word to word; and then you cannot, 

By the good aid that I of you shall borrow, 

Err in bestowing it. 

Wid. I should believe you ; 

For you have show’d me that, which will approve 
You are great in fortune. 

Bel. Take this purse of gold, 

And let me buy your friendly help thus far, 

Which I will over-pay, and pay again, [daughter, 
When I have found it. The count he wooes your 
Lays down his wanton siege before her beauty, 
Besolves to carry her ; let her, in fine, consent, 

As we’ll direct her how 'tis best to bear it, 

Now his important blood will nought deny 
That she’ll demand : A ring the county wears, 


SCENE 1. — Without the ¥lore-ntlne Camp. 

Enter first Lord, tvithfiive or six Soldiers in amlusli. 

1 Lord. He can come no other way but by this 
hedge’ corner : When you sally upon him, speak 
what terrible language you will ; though you under- 
stand it not yourselves, no matter ; for we must not 
seem to understand him ; unless some one among 
us, whom we must produce for an interpreter: 

1 Sold. Good captain, let me be the interpreter. 

1 Lord. Art not acquainted with him ? knoviTs he 
not thy voice ? 

1 Sold. No, sir, I warrant you. 

1 Lord. But what linsy-woolsy hast thou to speak 
to us again } 

1 Sold. Even such as you speak to me. 

1 Lord. He must think us some band of strangers 
i’the adversary’s entertainment Now he hath a 
smack of all neighbouring languages ; therefore we 
must every one be a man of his own fancy, not to 
know what we speak to one another ; so we seem to 
know, is to know straight our purpose : chough’s 
language, gabble enough, and good enough. As 
tor you, interpreter, you must seem very politick. 
But couch, ho ! here he comes ; to beguile two 
hours in a sleep, and then to return and swear the 
lies he forges. 

Enter Parolles. 

Rar. Ten o’clock : within these three hours ’twiH 
be time enough to go home. What shall I say I 
have done ? It must be a very plausive invention 
that carries it ; They begin to smoke me ; and rlis- 
graces have of late knocked too often at my door. 
I find, my tongue is too fool-hardy ; but my heart 
hath the fear of Mars before it, and of his creatures, 
not daring the reports of my tongue. 


1 Lord. This is the first truth that e’er tliiije 
own tongue was guilty of. 

Par, What the devil should move me to uiider- 
take the recovery of this diami ; being not ignorant 
of the impossibility, and knowing I had no such 
purpose ? I must give myself some hurls, and say, 
1 got them in, exploit: : Y^et slight ones will iu>t 
carry it : They will say, Came you off with so little? 
and great ones I dare .not give. W'herefure } what’s 
the instance? Tongue, 1 must put you into a but- 
ter-woman’s mouth, and buy anutber of iiajajset’s 
mule, if you prattle me into these perils. 

1 Lo7'd. Is it possible, he should know what he 
is, and be that he is ? IJsidc. 

Par. I would the cutting of my garnumts would 
seiwe the turn; or the breaking of my Spanish 
sword. 

1 I,ord. We cannot aiford you so. lAshle. 

Par. Or the baring of my lieard ; and to say, it 
vras in stratagem. 

i Lord. 'Twould xiOt do. 

Par. Or to drown my clothes, and say, 1 was 
stripped. 

1 Lord. Hardly serve. 

Par. Though I swore I leaped frons the window 
of the citadel 

1 Lord. How deep ? IJsidc. 

Par. Thirty fathom. 

I Lord. Three great oaths w'ould l^carce make 
that be believed. lAshie. 

Par. I would, I had any drum of the enemy's : 
I would swear, I recovered it. 

1 Lord. You shall hear one anon. lAside. 

Par. A drum now of the enemy’s I 

l.ilarum within. 
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Till we serve you : but when you have our roses, 
You barely leave our thorns to prick ourselves. 
And mock us with our bareness. 

Ber, How have i sworn ? 

Bia, ^Tis not the many oaths that make the 
truth ; * 

But the plain single vow, that is vow’d true. 

What is not holy, that we swear not*by, 

But take the Highest to witness : Then, pray you, 
tell me, 

If I should swear by Jove’s great attributes, 

I lov’d you dearly, would you believe my oaths, 
When I did love you ill ? this has no holding, 

To swear by him w'hom I protest to love. 

That I will work against him : Therefore, your oaths 
Are words, and poor conditions ; but unseal’d ; 

At least, in my opinion. 

Ber. Change it, change it ; 

Be not so holy- cruel : love is holy ; 

And my integrity ne’er knew the crafts, 

That you do charge men with : Stand no more off, 
But give thyself unto my sick desires, 

Who then recover : say, thou art mine, and ever 
My love, as it begins, shall so persever. 

Dia. I see, that men make hopes, in such affairs, 
That we’ll forsake ourselves. Give me that ring. 

Ber. I’ll lend it thee, my dear, but have no power 
To give it from me. 

Bia. Will you not, my lord 

Ber. It is an honour ’longing to our house, 
Bequeathed down from many ancestors : 

Which were the greatest obloquy i’the world 
In me to lose. 

Bia. Mine honour’s such a ring : 

My chastity’s the jewel of our house, 

Bequeathed down from many ancestors ; 

Which were the greatest obloquy i’the world 
In me to lose : Thus your own proper wisdom 
Brings in her champion honour on my part, 

Against your vain assault. 

Ber. Here, take my ring : 

My house, mine honour, yea, my life be thine, 

And I’ll he bid by thee. 

Bia. MTien midnight comes, knock at my cham- 
ber window ; 

I’ll order take, my mother shall not hear. 

Now will I charge you in the band of truth, 

When you have conquer’d my yet maiden-bed, 
Remain there but an hour, nor speak to me : 

My reasons are most strong ; and you shall know 
them, 

When back again this ring shall be deliver’d : 

And on your finger, in the night, I’ll put 
Another ring ; that, what in time proceeds, 

May token to the future our past deeds. 

Adieu, till then ; then, fail not : You have won 
A wife of me, though there my hope be done. 

Ber. A heaven on earth I have won, by wooing 
thee. lExiL 

Bia. For which live long to thank both heaven 
and me ! 

You may so in the end. — ’ 

My mother told me just how he would woo, 

As, if she sat in his heart j she says, all men 
Have the like oaths : he had sworn to marry me, 
When his wife’s dead; therefore I’ll lie with him, 
When I am buried. Since Frenchmen are so braid, 
Marry that will, I’ll live and die a maid ; 

Only, in this disguise, I think’t no sin 
To cozen him, that would unj ustly win. [ 


1 Lord. Throca movousus^ cargo, cargo, cargo. 
AIL Cargo, cargo, mUianda par corbo, cargo. 
Par. O ! ransom, ransom. : — Do not hide mine 
eyes. IThep seize Mm and blindfold Mm. 

1 Sold. Bos^os tliromuldo boskos. 

Par. I know you are the Muskos’ regiment. 
And I shall lose my life for want of language ; 

If there be here German, or Dane, low Dutch, 
Italian, or French, let Mm speak to me, 

I will discover that which shall undo 
The Florentine. ' 

\ Sold. Boskos vauvado : 

I understand tliee, and can speak thy tongue: 

Kerelgbonto — Sir., 

Betake thee to thy faith, for seventeen poniards 
Are at thy bosom. 

Par. Oh ! 

1 Sold. O, pray, pray, pray. 

Manka revania dulcTie. 

1 Lord. Oscorhi duicJios volivorco. 

I Sold. The general is content to spare thee yet ; 
And, hood- wink’d as thou art, will lead thee on 
To gather from thee : haply, thou may’st inform 
Something to save thy life. 

Par. O, let me live, 

And all the secrets of our camp I’ll show, 

Their force, their purposes : nay, I’M speak that 
Which you will wonder at. 

I Sold. But wilt thou faithfully ? 

Par. If I do not, damn me. 

1 Sold. Acordo linia. 

Come on, thou art granted space. 

\_Exit, with Parolles guarded. 

1 Lord. Go, tell the count Rousiilon, and my 

brother, 

We have caught the woodcock, and will keep him 
Till we do hear from them. [muffled, 

2 Sold. Captain, I will. 

1 Lord. He will betray us all unto ourselves ; — 
Inform ’em that. 

2 Sold. So I wiU, sir. 

1 Lord. Till then, I’ll keep him dark, and safely 
lock’d. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II.’ — Flohence. , A Boom in the 
Widow’s House. 

Enter Bertram and Diana. 

Ber. They told me, that your name was Fontibell. 
Bia. No, my good lord, Diana. 

Ber‘ Titled goddess : 

And worth it, with addition ! But, fair soul, 

In your fine frame hath love no quality ? 

If the quick fire of youth light not your mind, 

You are no maiden, but a monument : 

When you are dead, you should be such a one 
As you are now, for you are cold and stem ; 

And now you should be as your mother was, 
When your sweet self was got. 

Bia, She then was honest. 

Per. So should you be. 

, Dia. . . . No!: 

My mother did but duty ; such, my lord, 

As you owe to your wife. 

Ber. No more of that ! 

I pr’ythee, do not strive against my vows : 

1 was compell’d to her but I love thee 
By love’s own sweet constraint, and v/ill for ever 
Do thee all rights of service. 

Bia. Av, so you serve us, 
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2 Lord, I am heartily sorry, that hell be glad 
of this. 

1 Lord. How mightily, sometimes, we make us 
comforts of our losses ! 

2 Lord. And how mightily, some other times, we 
drown our gain in tears ! The great dignity, that his 
valour hath here acquired for him, shall at home 
be encountered witli a shame as ample. 

1 Lord. The web of our life is of a mingled yarn, 
good and ill together : our virtues would be proud, 
if our faults whipped tlieni not ; and our crimes 
would despair, if they were not clierish’d by our 
virtues. — 

Enirr a Servant, 

How now ? whereas your master ? 

Serv, Hemet the duke in the street, sir, of whom 
he hath taken a solemn leave ; his lordship will 
next morning for Framan The dukt^ hath olfered 
him letters of commendations to the king. 

2 Lord. They shall be no more than needful 
there, if they were more than they can commend. 

Muter i5i!HTn.A*u. 

1 Lord. They cannot be too sweet for the king^s 
tartness. Here’s his lordsliip now. How now, my 
lord, isl not after midnight.^ 

Ber. I have to-night dispatched sixteen busi- 
nesses, a montli’s length a-piece, by an abstract of 
success : I have conge/d with the duke, done my 
adieu with his nearest; buried a wife, mourned lor 
her; writ to my lady-mother, 1 am returning; en- 
tertained my convoy ; and, between these main 
parcels of despatch, effected many nicer deeds ; the 
last was the greatest, but that I have not ended yet. 

2 Lord. If the business be of any difliculty, and 
this morning your departure hence, it requires haste 
of your lordship. 

Ber. I mean, tlie business is not ended, as fear- 
ing to hear of it hereafter : Kut shall we have this 

dialogue between the fool and the soldier.^ 

Come, bring forth this counterfeit module ; he has 
deceived me, like a double-meaning prophesier. 

2 Lord. Bring him forth: 'lE-.vennt Soldiers.'] ho 
has sat in the stocks all night, poor gallant knave. 

Ber. No matter ; his heels hade tieserved it, in 
usurping his spurs so long. How does he carry 
himself.^ 

1 Lord. I have told your lordship already ; the 
stocks carry him. But to answer you as youwotdd 
be understood; he weeps like a wench that had 
shed her milk : he hath canfessed himself to ISloi’- 
gan, whom he supposes to])e a friar, from the time 
of his remembrance, to this very instant disaster of 
his setting i’the stocks : And what think you he 
hath confessed ? 

Ber. Nothing of me, has he ? 

2 Lord. His confession is taken, and it shall be 
read to his face : if your lordship be in’t, as 1 believe 
you are, you must have the patience to hear it. 

Re-enter iSoldicrs, with Vauou.ks. 

Ber, A plague upon him! mutlled ! he can say 
nothing of me ; hush I hush ! 

1 Lord. Hoodman comes I Porto tartarossa. 

1 Sold, He calls for the tortures ; What will you 
say without T^sm? 

Par. I will confess wlxat I know without con- 
straint ; if ye pinch me like a pasty, I can say no 
more. 

1 Sold, Bosko chimurcho, 

2 Lord. BoUibmdo cMciirmurco, 


SCENE HI.— T/ie Florentine Caynp. 

'Enter the two French Lords, and tioo or three Soldiers. 

1 Lord, You have not given him his mother’s 
letter ? 

2 Lord, I have deliver’d it an hour since : there 
is something inT that stings his nature ; for, on the 
reading it, he changed almost into another man. 

1 LoQ'd. He has much worthy blame laid upon 
him, for shaking off so good a wife, and so sweet 
a lady. 

2 Lord. Especially he hath incurred the ever- 
lasting displeasure of the king, who had even 
turned his bounty to sing happiness to him. I 
will tell you a thing, but you shall let it dwell 
darkly with you. 

1 Lord, "^en you have spoken it, ’tis dead, and 
I am the grave of it. 

2 Lord. He hath perverted a young gentlewoman 
here in Florence, of a most chaste renown ; and 
this night he fleshes his will in the spoil of her 
honour : he hath given her his monumental ring, and 
thinks himself made in the unchaste composition. 

1 Lord. Now, God delay our rebellion : as we 
are ourselves, what things are we ! 

2 Lord. Merely our own traitors. And as in the 
common course of all treasons, we still see them 
reveal themselves, till they attain to their abhorred 
ends ; so he, that in this action contrives against 
his own nobility, in his proper stream overflows 
himself. 

1 Lord. Is it not meant damnable in us, to be 
trumpeters of om* unlawful intents ? We shall 
not then have his company to-night ? 

2 Lord. Not till after midnight ; for he is dieted 
to his hour. 

1 Lord. That approaches apace : I would gladly 
have him see Ms company anatomised ; that he 
might take a measure of his own judgments, 
wherein so curiously he had set this counterfeit. 

2 Lord. We will not meddle with him till he 
come ; for his presence must be the whip of the 
other. 

1 Lord. In the mean time, what hear yon of 
these wars ? 

2 Lord. I hear, there is an overture of peace. 

1 Lord. Nay, I assure you, a peace concluded. 

2 Lord. What will count Rousillon do then ? 
will he travel higher, or return again into France ? 

1 Lord. I perceive, by this demand, yon are not 
altogether of his council. 

2 Lord. Let it be forbid, sir ! so should I be a 
great deal of his act. 

1 Lord. Sir, his wife, some two months since, 
fled from his house : her pretence is a pilgrimage 
to Saint Jaques-le-Graad; which holy undertaking, 
with most austere sanctimony, she accomplished : 
and, there residing, the tenderness of her nature 
became as a prey to her grief ; in flne, made a 
groan of her last breath, and now she sings in 
heaven. 

2 Xori?. Hw is this justified 

1 Lord, The stronger part of it by her own let- 
ters ; which makes her story true, even to the point 
of her death : her death itself, which could not be 
her office to say, is come, was faithfully confirmed 
by the rector of the place. 

2 Lord, Hath the count all this intelligence ? 

1 Lord. Ay, and the particular confirmations, 
point from point, to the full arming of the verity. 
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,1 Sold. \^ou are a merciful general Our gene- 
ral bids you answer to what I shall ask you out of 
a note.. 

Par. And truly, as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. First demand of Mm how ma ny horse the 
duke is strong. What say you to that ? 

Far. Five or six thousand ; but very weak and 
unserviceable ; the troops are all scattered, and the 
commanders very poor rogues, upon my reputation 
and credit, and as I hope to live. 

1 Sold. Shall I set down your answer so ? 

PfXf. Do ; I’ll take the sacrament on’t, how and 
W'hich way you mil. 

Bet. All’s one to Mm. What a past-saving slave 
is this ! 

1 Lord. l’"ou are deceived, my lord ; this is mon- 
sieur Paroiles, the gallant militarist (that was his 
own phrase,) that had the whole theorick of war in 
the knot of his scarf, and the practice in the chape 
of his dagger. 

2 Lord. I will never trust a man again, for keep- 
ing his sword clean ; nor believe he can have every 
thing in him, by 'wearing his apparel neatly, 

1 Sold. Well, that’s set down. 

Par. Five or six thousand horse, I said, — I will say 
true,— or thereabouts, set do’wn,— for I’ll speak truth. 

I Lord. He’s very near the truth in this. 

Ber. But I con him no thanks for’t, in the nature 
he delivers it. 

Par. Poor rogues, I pray you, say. 

1 Sold. Well, that’s set down. 

Par. I humbly thank you, sir : a truth's a truth, 
the rogues are marvellous poor. 

1 Sold. Demand of him., of what strength they 
are a-foot. Wliq^t say you to that ? 

Par. By my troth, sir, if I were to live this pre- 
sent hour, I will tell true. Let me see : Spurio a 
hundred and fifty, Sebastian so many, Corambus so 
many, Jacques so many; Guiltian, Cosmo, Lodo- 
wick, and Gi*atii, two hundred and fifty each; mine 
own company, CMtopher, Vaumond, Benfii, two 
hundred and fifty each ; so that the muster-file, 
rotten and sound, upon my life, amounts not to 
fifteen thousand poll ; half of which dare not shake 
the snow from off their cassocks, lest they shake 
themselves to pieces. 

Ber. What shall be done to him? 

1 Lord. Nothing, but let him have thanks. De- 
mand of him my conditions, and what credit I have 
with the duke. 

1 Sold. Well, that’s set do-wn. You shall demand 
of Mm, whether one Captain Dumain he i’the camp., 
a Frenchman; what Ms reputation is with the duke., 
what his valour., honesty, eaperiness in wars; or 
whether he thinks-., it were not possible, with well- 
weighing sums of gold, to corrupt him to a revolt. ' 
What say you to this ? what do you know of it ? 

Par. l beseech you, let me answer to the parti- 
cnlar of the intergatories : Demand them singly. 

1 Sold. Do you know this Captain Dumain ? 

Par. I know him: he was a botcher’s 'prentice 
in Paris, from whence he was whipped for getting 
the sheriff's fool with child; a dumb innocent, 
that could not say him, nay. 

[Dtjjiain Vfts up This hand in anger. 

Ber. Nay, by your leave, hold your hands ; 
though I know, his brains are forfeit to the next 
tile that falls. 

1 Sold. W^ell, is this captain in the duke of Flo- 
rence's camp ? 


Par. Upon my knowledge, lie is, and lousy. 

1 Lord. Nay, look not so upon me ; we shall 
hear of your lordship anon. 

1 Sold. What is his reputation with the duke ? 

Par. The duke knows him for no other hut a 
poor officer of mine; and writ to me this other day, 
to turn Mm out o' the band : I think, I have his 
letter in my pocket. 

1 iS’o/c?. Many, we’li search. 

Par. In good sadness, I do not know ; either it 
is there, or it is upon a file, with the duke’s other 
letters, in my tent. 

1 Sold. Here 'tis ; here's a paper. Shall I read 
it to you ? 

Par. I do not know, if it be it, or no. 

Ber. Our interpreter does it well. 

1 Lord. Excellently. 

1 Sold. Dian. The Counts a fool, and full of 
gold , — ^ 

Par. That is not the duke's letter, sir ; that is 
an advertisement to a proper maid in Florence, one 
Diana, to take heed of the allurement of one count 
Rousillon, a foolish idle boy, but, for ail that, very 
mttish : I pray you, sir, put it up again. 

1 Sold. Nay, I’ll read it first, by your favour. 

Par. My meaning in’t, I protest, was very honest 
in the behalf of the maid : for I knew the young 
count to he a dangerous and iascmous boy : who 
is a whale to virginity, and devours up all the fry 
it finds. 

Ber. Damnable, both sides rogue ! 

1 Sold. "WTien he swears oaths, hid him drop gold, and 

take it ; 

After he scores, he never pays the score : 

Half won, is match well made ; match, and well make it ; 

He ne’er pays after debts, take it before ; 

And say, a soldier, Bian, told thee this. 

Men are to mell with, boys are not to kiss ; 

For count of this, the count’s a fool, I know it, 

Who pays before, but not when he does owe it. 

Thine, as he vow’d to thee in thine ear, 

Parolles. 

Ber. He shall be whipped through the army, 
with this rhyme in his forehead. 

2 Lord. This is your devoted friend, sir, the ma- 
nifold linguist, and the armipotent soldier. 

Ber. I could endure any tMng before but a cat, 
and now he's a cat to me. 

1 Sold. I perceive, sir, by the general’s looks, we 
shall be fain to hang you. 

Par. My life, sir, in any case : not that I am 
afraid to die ; but that, my offences being many, I 
would repent out the remainder of nature : let me 
live, sir, in a dungeon, i' the stocks, or any where, 
so I may Hve. 

1 Sold. We’ll see what maybe done, so you con- 
fess freely ; therefore, once more to this captain 
Dumain: You have answered to his reputation 
with the duke, and to his valour : What is his 
honesty? 

Par. He -will steal, sir, an egg out of a cloister ; 
for rapes and ravishments he parallels Nessus. He 
professes not keeping of oaths ; in breaking them, 
he is stronger than Hercules. He will lie, sir, 'with 
such volubility, that you would think truth were a 
fool: drunkenness is Ms best virtue ; for he will be 
swine-drunk ; and in his sleep he does little harm, 
save to Ms bed-clothes about him ; but they know 
Ms conditions, and lay him in straw. I have but 
little more to say, sir, of Ms honesty ; he has every 
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tiling that an. lionest man sliould not have; wliat an 
honest man should have, he has nothing. 

1 Lord. I begin to loi^e him for this. 

Lgt. For this description of thine honesty ? A 
pox upon him for me, he is more and more a cat. 

1 Sold. What say you to his expertness in war ? 

Far. Faith, sir, he has led the drum before the 
English tragedians, —to belie him, I will not,— 
and more of his soldiership I know not ; except, m 
that country, he had the honour to be the officer at 
a nlace there call’d Mile-end, to instruct for the 
doubling of hies : I would do the man what honour 
I can, but of tins I am not certain. 

1 Lord. He hath out-idllained villainy so far, that 
the rarity redeems him. 

Ber. A pox on him ! he’s a cat still. 

1 Sold. His qualities being at this poor price, I 
need not ask you, if gold will corrupt him to revolt. 

Far. Sir, for a quart d'eeu he will sell the fee- 
simple of his salvation, the inheritance of it; and 
cut the entail from all remainders, and a perpetuffi 
succession for it perpetually. 

1 Sold. What’s his brother, the other captain 
Dumain ? 

2 Lord. Why does he ask him of me ? 

1 Sold. What’s he? 

Par. E’en a crow of the same nest; not altoge- 
ther so great as the first in goodness, but greater a 
great deal in evil. He excels his brother for a 
coward, yet his brother is reputed one of the best 
that is : In a retreat he out-runs any lackey : marry, 
in coming on he has the cramp. 

1 Sold. If your life be saved, will you undertake 
to betray the Florentine ? 

Par. Ay, and the captain of his horse, count 
Rousillon, 

1 Sold. PE whisper with the general, and know 
his pleasure. 

Par. I’ll no more drumming; a plague of all 
drums ! Only to seem to deserve well, and to beguile 
the supposition of that lascivious young boy the 
count, have I run into this danger : Yet, who would 
have suspected an ambush where I was taken ? 

lAside. 

1 Sold. There is no remedy, sir, but you must 
die : the general says, you, that have so traitorously 
discovered the secrets of your army, and made such 
pestiferous reports of men very nobly held, can 
serve the world for no honest use ; therefore you 
must die. Come, headsmen, off with his head. 

Par. O Lord, sir ; let me live, or let me see 
my death ! 

1 Sold. That shall yon, and take your leave of all 

your friends. lUnmvJflwg Mm. 

So, look about yon ; Know you any here ? 

Ber. Good morrow, noble captain. 

2 Lo7’d. God bless you, captain ParoUes. 

1 Lord. God save you, noble captain. 

2 Lord. Captain, what greeting wiU you to my 
lord Lafeu ? I am for France. 

1 Lord. Good captain, will you give me a copy 
of the sonnet you writ to Diana in behalf of the 
count Rousillon? an I were not a very coward, I’d 
compel it of you ; but fare you well. 

lExmnt B’Ertham, Lords, 

1 Sold. You are undone, captain: all but your 
scarf, that has a knot on’t yet. 

Par. Who caimot be crushed with a plot ? 

1 Sold. If you could find out a country where 
but women were that had received so much shame. 


you might begin an impudent nation. Fare you 
well, sir ; I am for France too ; we shall speak of 
you there. ^ ^ lExH. 

Par. Yet anil thankful : if my liern-t were great, 
’Twould burst at this : Captain, I’ll be no more ; 
But I will eat and drink, and sleep as soft 
As captain sliall, simply the thing I am 
Shall make me live. Who knows Ininself a l)rnggart 
Let him fear this ; for it will come to ])ass, 

That every braggart sliali he found a.n ass. 


Rust, sword! cool, blushes! and, Parolles, live h 
Safest in shame ! Ix-ing fool’d !)y fooicry tlirive! y 


There’s place, a.nd means, for evei-y man alive, j 
I’ll after them. LA’.r/i' 


SCENE Bn—FLOiiEXCE. A Boom in the 
Widow’s Ilonse. 


SCENE V. 


-Rousii-lon. a Room in the Coun- 
tess’s Palace. 


Mnkr Countess, Lafiu*, and Clown. 

Laf. No, no, no, your son w'as misled with a 
snipt-taffata fellow there ; whose villainous saffron 
would have made all the unbaked and doughy 


DfAXA. 

Hel That you may well jwreeive 1 have not 
wrong’d yon, 

One of the greatest in the Christian world 
Shall be my surety; ’fore whose throne, ’tis needful, 
Ere I can perfect mine intents, to kneel : 

Time was, I did him a desired office, 

Dear almost as Ins life ; which gratitude 
Through flinty Tartar’s bosom would pee|> forth, 
And answer, thanks : I duly am inform’d 
His grace is at Marseilles ; to which place 
We have convenient convoy. Y'ou must know, 

I am supposed dead : the army breaking, 

My husband hies him home ; where, heaven 
aiding, 

And by the leave of my good lord the king, 

We’ll be, before our welcome. 

Wid. Gentle madam, . 

You never bad a servant, to whose trust 
Your business was more weltiome. 

ILel Nor you. mistress, 

Ever a friend, whose thoughts more truly labour 
To recompense your love ; doubt not, but heaven 
Hath brought me lip to be your daughter’s dower, 
As it hath fated her to be niy motive 
And helper to a husband. Bur O strange men ! , 
That can such sweet use make of what they hate, 
When saucy trusting of the coziui’d thoughts 
Defiles the pitciiy night I so lust doth play 
With what it loaths, for that wliich is away : 

But more of this hcx’cafter : You, Diana, 

Under niy poor instructions yet must sutler 
Something in my behalf. 

Pia. Let death and honesty 

Go with your impositions, I am yours 
Upon your will to suffer, 

ILel. Yet, I pray you,* — — * ■ 

But with the word, the time will bring on summer, 
When briars shall have leaves as well as thorns, 
And be as sweet as sharp. We must away ; 

Our waggon is prepar’d, and time revive.s us : 

AlVs well that ends well: still the fine’s the crown; 
Whate’er the course, the end is Ihe renown. 
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ACT V 


youtli of a nation in liis colour : your daughter-in- 
law liad been alive at this hour ; and your son here 
at home more advanced by the king, than by that 
red-tailed humble-bee I speak of. 

Count. I wouldj I had not known him ! it was 
the death of the most virtuous gentlewoman, that 
ever nature had praise for creating : if she had par- 
taken of my flesh, and cost me the dearest groans 
of a mother, I could not have owed her a more 
rooted love. 

Laf. Twas a good lady, ^twas a good lady : we 
may pick a thousand salads, ere we light on such 
another' herb. 

Clo. Indeed, sir, she was the sweet marjoram of 
the salad, or, rather the herb of grace. 

Laf. They are not salad-herbs, you knave, they 
are nose-herbs. 

Clo. I am no great Nebuchadnezzar, sir, I have 
not much skill in grass. 

Laf, Whether dost thou profess thyself ; a knave 
or a fool ? 

Clo. A fool, sir, at a Vi^oman’s service, and a 
knave at a man’s. 

Laf. Your distinction ? 

Clo. I would cozen the man of his wife, and do 
Ms service. 

Laf. So you were a knave at his service, indeed. 

Clo. And I -would give his wife my bauble, sir, 
to do her service. 

Laf. I will subscribe for thee ; thou art both 
knave and fool. 

Clo. At your service. 

Laf. No, no, no. 

Clo. Why, sir, if I cannot serve you, I can serve 
as great a prince *as you are. 

Laf. Who’s that ? a Frenchman ? 

Clo . Faith, sir, he has an English name ; but his 
phisnomy is more hotter in France, than there. 

Laf. What prince is that ? 

Clo, The black prince, sir, alias, the prince of 
darkness ; alias, the devil. 

Laf. Hold thee, there’s my purse : I give thee 
not this to suggest thee from thy master thou 
talkest of ; serve him still. 

Clo. I am a woodland fellow, sir, that always 
loved a great fire ; and the master I speak of, ever 
keeps a good fire. But, sure, he is the prince of 
the world, let his nobility remain in his court. I 
am for the house with the narrow gate, which I 
take to be too little for pomp to enter ; some, that 
humble themselves, may ; but the many will be too 
chill and tender ; and they’ll be for the flowery way, 
that leads to the broad gate, and the great fire. 

Laf. Go thy ways, I begin to be a- weary of 


SCENE I.— Maeseilles. A Street. 

Enter Helena, "Widow, and Diana, with two Attendants. 

Hel. But this exceeding posting, day and night, 
Must wear your spirits low : we cannot help it ; 
But since you have made the days and nights as 
To wear your gentle limbs in my aifairs, [one, 
Be bold, you do so grow in my requital, 

As nothing can unroot you. In happy time ; 

Enter a gentle Astringer, 

This man may help me to his majesty’s ear, 


If he would spend his power. — God save you, sir . 
Gent. And you. 

Uel. Sir, I have seen you in the court of France. 
Gent. I have been sometimes there. 

Hel. I dp presume, sir, that you are not fallen 
From the report that goes upon your goodness ; 
And therefore, goaded with most sharp occasions. 
Which lay nice manners by, I put you to 
The use of your own virtues, for the which 
I shall continue thankful, 

Gent. 


thee ; and I tell thee so before, because I would not 
fall ont -adth thee. Go thy ways ; let my horses be 
well looked to, without any tricks. 

Clo. If I put any tricks upon ’em, sir, they shall 
he jades’ tricks ; which are their own right by the 
law of nature. \_ExU. 

Laf. A shrewd knave, and an unhappy. 

Count. So he is. My lord, that’s gone, made 
himself much sport out of him: by his authority 
he remains here, which he thinks is a patent for his 
sanciness ; and, indeed, he has no pace, but runs 
where he will. 

Laf. I like him well ; ’tis not amiss : and I was 
about to tell you. Since I heard of the good lady’s 
death, and that my lord your son was upon his re- 
turn home, I moved the king my master, to speak 
in the behalf of my daughter ; which, in the mi- 
nority of them both, his majesty, out of a self-gra- 
cious remembrance, did first propose : his highness 
hath promised me to do it : and, to stop up the 
displeasure he hath conceived against your son, 
there is no fitter matter. How does your ladyship 
like it? 

^ Count. With very much content, my lord, and I 
wish it happily effected. 

Laf. His highness comes post from Marseilles, 
of as able body as when he numbered thirty ; he 
will be here to-morrow, or I am deceived by him 
that in such intelligence hath seldom failed. 

Count. It rejoices me, that I hope I shall see him 
ere I die. I have letters, that my son will be here 
to-night : I shall beseech your lordship, to remain 
with me till they meet together. 

Laf. Madam, I was thinking, with what manners 
I might safely be admitted. 

Count. You need but plead your honourable 
privilege. 

Laf. Lady, of that I have made a bold charter ; 
but, I thank my God, it holds yet. 

Re-enter Clo-wm. 

Clo. O madam, yonder’s my lord your son with a 
patch of velvet on’s face ; whether there be a scar 
under it, or no, the velvet knows ; but ’tis a goodly 
patch of velvet : his left cheek is a cheek of two 
pile and a half, but his right cheek is worn hare. 

Laf. A scar nobly got, or a noble scar, is a good 
livery of honour ; so, belike, is that. 

Clo. But it is your carbonadoed face, 

Laf. Let us go see your son, I pray you; Hong 
to talk with the young noble soldier. 

Clo. ’Faith, there’s a dozen of ’em, with delicate 
fine hats, and most courteous feathers, which bow 
the head, and nod at every man. iEseunt 


What’s your -will? 
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Par, I beseecli your honour, to hear me one 
single word. 

Laf. You beg a single penny more : come, you 
shall ha’t ; save your word. 

Par. My name, my good lord, is Parolles. 

Laf. You beg more than one word tlien.— Cox’ 
my passion ! ghe me your hand ; How does your 
drum ? 

Par. O my good lord, you were the iirst that 
found me. 

Laf. Was I, in sootli ? and I was tlie first that 
lost thee. 

Par.^ It lies in you, my lord, to bring me in some 
grace, for you did bring me out. 

Laf. Out upon tluH*. knave ! dost thou jsut ujmn 
me at once both the ollh'c of God and tlie devil? 
one brings thee in graci*, and the other brings thee 
out. [Trumpets soumt.'] The king’s coming, I 
know by Ins trnmpets."-“Sirrah, impure furrher 
after me ; I had talk of you last uiglit ; thougli you 
are a fool and a knave, you shall eat ; go to, follow. 

Par. I praise God tor you. lExaait. 


Hel. That it will please you 
To give this poor petition to the king ; 

And aid me with that store of power you have, 

To come into his presence. 

Gent. The king’s not here. 

Hel. Not here, sir ? 

Gent. Not, indeed : 

He hence remov’d last night, and with more haste 
Than is his use. 

Wid. Lord, how we lose our pains ! 

Hel. Air s well that ends well, yet ; 

Though time seem so adverse, and means unfit. — 

I do beseech jmu, whither is he gone ? 

Gent. Marry, as I take it, to Rousillon ; 
Whither I am going. 

Hel. I do beseech you, sir, 

Since you are like to see the king before me, 
Commend the paper to his gracious hand ; 

Which I presume, shall render you no blame, 

But rather make you thank your pains for it : 

I will come after you, with what good speed 
Our means will make us means. 

Gent. This I’ll do for you. 

Hel. And you shall find yourself to be well 
thank’d. 

Whatever falls more. —We must to horse again ; — 
Go, go, provide. {Exeunt. 


SCENE III. — The same. A Room, in the 
Countess’s Palace, 

Flourish. Enter Kino, Coitntkss, IjAfeu, Lords, 
Gentlemen, Giiartls, 

King. We lost a jewel oYlier ; and our esteem 
Was made much poorer by it : but your son, 

As mad in folly, lack’d the sense to know 
Her estimation home. 

Cou?it, ’Tis past, my liege : 

And I beseech your majesty to make it 
Natural rebellion, done i’the blaze of youth ; 
When oil and fire, too strong for reason’s force, 
O’erbears it, and burns on, 
dTiiig. My honour’d lady, 

I have forgiven and forgotten all ; 

Though my revenges wm-e high bent upon him, 
And watch’d the time to shoot. 

Taf . _ '.Phis I must say, 

But first I beg my pardon,— ’Phe young lord 
Did to his majesty, his mother, and his lady, 
Offence of mighty note hut to himself 
The greatest wrong of all : he lost a wife, 

Whose beauty did astonish the survey 
Of richest eyes ; whose words all ears took captive ; 
Whose dear perfection, hearts that scorn’d to serve, 
Humbly call’d mistress. 

JTiii-g. Praising what is lost, 

Makes the remembrance dear.-^^ — Weil;, call him 
hither ; 

We are reconcil’d, and the first view shall kill 
All repetition : — Let him not ask our pardon ; 

The nature of his great offence is dead 
And deeper than oblivion do we bury 
The incensing relics of it ; let him apju*oach, 

A stranger, no offender ; and inform him, 

So ’tis our will he should, 

Gent. I shall, my liege. 

Gentleman. 

King. says he to your daughter ? have you 

spoke } 

Laf, All that he is hath reference to your high- 
ness. 

King. Then shall we have a ^atch. I have letters 
* sent me, 

That set him high in fame. 


SCENE II — Rousillon. The inner Court of 
the Countess’s Palace, 

Enter Clo%vii and Pahollbs. 

Par. Good monsieur Lavatch, give my lord 
Lafeu this letter ; I have ere now, sir, been better 
known to you, when I have held familiarity with 
fresher clothes ; but I am now, sir, muddied in for- 
tune’s moat, and smell somewhat strong of her 


asure is but sluttish, 
i speakest of : I will 
fortune’s buttering. 


5p your nose, sir ; 1 

letapbor stink, 1 will 
ay man’s metaphor. 

me this paper, 
iway ; A paper from 
> a nobleman I Look, 


, sir, or of fortune’s 
it has fallen into the 
isure, and, as he says, 
, sir, use the carp as 
poor, decayed, inge- 
, I do pity his dis- 
and leave him to your 
[Exit Clown. 
L whom- fortune hath 


have me to do ? ’tis 
. Wherein have you 
ae, that she should 
's a good lady, and 
^e long under her? 
3u : Let the justices 
; I am for other bu- 
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Enter BiiR-rnAM. 

Laf. He looks well on^t. 

King, I am not a day of season, 

For thou may’st see a sim- shine and a hail 
In me at once : But to the brightest beams 
Distracted clouds give way ; so stand thou forth, 
The time is fair again, 

Ber. My high-repented blames, 

Dear sovereign, pardon to me. 

King, ; ■ All is whole; 

Not one word more of the consumed time. 

Let^s take the instant by the forward top ; 

For we are old, and on our quick’ st decrees 
The inaudible and noiseless foot of time 
Steals ere we can effect them : You remember 
The daughter of this lord ? 

Be?’. Admiringly, my liege : at first 
I stuck my choice upon her, ere my heart 
Durst make too bold a herald of my tongue : 

Where the impression of mine eye infixing, 
Contempt his scornful perspective did lend me, 
W’'hich warp’d the line of every other favour ; 
Scorn’d a fair colour, or express’d it stol’n : 
Extended or contracted all proportions, 

To a most hideous object : Thence it came, 

That she, whom all men prais’d, and whom myself, 
Since I have lost, have lov’d, was in mine eye 
The dust that did offend it. 

King. Well excus’d : 

That thou didst love Ijer, strikes some scores away 
From the great compt : But love, that comes too 
Like a remorseful pardon slowly carried, [late, 
To the great sender turns a sour offence, 

Crying, That's good that’s gone : our rash faults 
Make trivial price of serious things we have, 

Not knowing them, until we know their grave : 

Oft our displeasures, to ourselves unjust, 

Des&’oy our friends, and after weep their dust: 

Our own love waking cries to see what’s done, 
While shameful hate sleeps out the afternoon. 

Be this sweet Helen’s knell, and now forget her. 
Send forth your amorous token for fair Maudlin : 
The main consents are had ; and here we’ll stay 
To see our widower’s second marriage-day- 

Count. Wliich better than the first, O dear 
heaven, bless ! 

Or, ere they meet, in me, O nature, cease ! 

. Laf. Come on, my son, in whom my house’s 
Must be digested, give a favour from you, [name 
To sparkle in the spirits of my daughter, 

That she may quickly come. — By my old beard, 
And every hair that’s on’t, Helen that’s dead, 
Was a sweet creature ; such a ring as this, 

The last that e’er I took her leave at court, 

I saw upon her finger. 

Ber. Her’s it was not. 

Kmg, Now, pray you, let me see it ; for mine 
■' -eye, 

Wiiile I was speaking, oft was fasten’d to it. — 
This ring was mine ; and, when I gave it Helen, 

I bade her, if her fortunes ever stood 
Necessitied to help, that by this token 
1 would relieve her : Had you that craft, to ’reave her 
Of what should stead her most ? 

Ber. My gracious sovereign, 

Howe’er it pleases you to take it so, •; 

The ring was never hers. 

. Count. Son, on my life, 

I have seen her wear it ; and she reckon’d it 
At her life’s rate. 


Laf, I’m sure, I saw her wear it. 

Ber, You are deceiv’d, my lord, she never saw it : 
In Florence was it from a casement thrown me, 
Wrapp’d in a paper, which contain’d the name 
Of her that threw it ; noble she was, and thought 
I stood ingag’d ; but when I had subscrib’d 
To mine own fortune, and inform’d her fully, 

I could not answer in that course of honour 
As she had made the overture, she ceas’d, 

In heavy satisfaction, and would never 
Receive the ring again. 

King. Plutus himself, 

That knows the tinct and multiplying medicine, 
Hath not in nature’s mystery more science, 

Then I have in this ring : ’twas mine, ’twas Helen’s, 
Whoever gave it you : Then, if you know 
That you are well acquainted with yourself, 

Confess ’twas hers, and by what rough enforcement 
You got it foom her : she call’d the saints to surety, 
Tliat she would never put it from her finger, 

Unless she gave it to yourself in bed, 

(Where you have never come,) or sent it us 
Upon her great disaster. 

Ber. She never saw it. 

King. Thou speak’ st it falsely, as I love mine 
honour ; 

And mak’st conjectural fears to come into me, 
Which I would fain shut out : If it should prove 
That thou art so inhuman, — ’twill not prove so ; — 
And yet I know not : — thou didst hate her deadly, 
And she is dead ; w^hich nothing, but to close 
Her eyes myself, could win me to believe. 

More than to see this ring. — Take him away.— 

[Guards seize Bertram. 

My fore-past proofs, howe’er the matter fall, 

Shall tax my tears of little vanity, 

Having vainly fear’d too little. — Away with him *, — 
We’ll sift this matter further. 

Ber. If you shall prove 

This ring was ever hers, you shall as easy 
Prove that I husbanded her bed in Florence, 

Where yet she never was. Bertram guarded* 

Enter a G^tleman. ' ' 

King. I am v/rapp’d in dismal thinkings. 

Ge7it. Gracious sovereign, 

Whether I have been to blame, or no, I know not ; 
Here’s a petition from a Florentine, 

Who hath, for four or five removes, come sliort 
To tender it herself. I undertook it, 

Vanquish’d thereto by the fair grace and speech 
Of the poor suppliant, who by this, I know, 

Is here attending : her business looks in her 
With an importing visage ; and she told me, 

In a sweet verbal brief, it did concern 
I Your highness with herself. 

I King. \_Reads.'\ Upon his ?na7iy p?'o testations to 
marry me, when his wife was dead, I blush to say 
it, he ivon me. Now is the count RousUUm a 
widower i his vows are forfeited to ?ne, and my 
ho7iour's paid to hm. He stole fro?n Florence, 
taking no leave, and I follow him to his c(m7itry 
for justice: Grant it me, O king; in you it best 
lies; otherwise a seducer fiourishes, and a poor 
maid is urudone. DixVNA CAPunjiT. 

Laf. I will buy me a son-in-law in a fair, and 
toil him : for this, I’ll none of him. 

King. The heavens have thought well ^on thee. 

Lafeu, 

To bring forth this discovery* — Seek these suitors » 
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•ing again the count. 


^\ith all the spots o’ the world tax’d and del 
Whose nature sickens, but to speak a truth 
Am I or tliat, or this, for what I:ie ’ll utter 
That wall speak any tiling ? ’ 

_ She iiath that ring- of 

Ber, I think, slie has ; certain it is, 1 iik’ 
And boarded her i’ the wanton way of youtl 
She knew her distance, and did .-iugle f,r nu 
Madding my eagerness with lun- restrai/p: * 
As all impediments in fancy’s (tonrse 
Are motiyes of moni fancy '; and, in rui<> 
Her insuit coming with her modern .yraecu 
Subdued me to her rate : she got (he riTu>-’. 
And 1 liad tiial. which anv interior niiyht 
At market-price liave bouglit. "" 

XT ^ patie 

lou, that turn’d off a lirst so noble wife 
May justly diet me. I pray you yet, 

(Since you lack virtue. I wilflosca husband 
Send for your ring, i will ndurn it bome, ’ 
And give me mine again. 

^'7* , , I liave it not. 

Ivmg. Mhat ring was yours, 1 pray you? 

^ Sir; mud 

ihe same upon your finger. 

King. Know you tliis ring ? this ring wi 
of late. 

Did. And this was it I gave liim, being a-l 

King. The story then goes false, you threw i 
Out of the casement. 

Dia. 1 have .spoke the truth. 


King. I wonder, sir, since wives are monsters to 
you, 

And that you ily them as you swear them lordship, 
Yet you desire to marry. — What woman’s that ? 
Re-enter Gentleman, loith Widow, and Diana. 

Dia. I am, my lord, a wretched Florentine, 
Derived from the ancient Capulet ; 

My suit, as I do understand, you know, 

And therefore know how far I may be pitied. 

Wid. I am her mother, sir, wKose age and honour 
Both suffer under this complaint bring, 

And both shall cease, w’ithout your remedy. 

King. Come hither, count ; Do you know these 
women ? 

Ber. My lord, I neither can, nor will deny 
But that I know them : Do they charge me further? 
Dia. Why do you look so strange upon your 


.hnfer iOinoLLcs. 

B(^}\ My lord, I do confess, the r; 
King, "lou boggle shrewdly, everv 
you. 

Is this the man you s])eak of ? 

Dia. jYy 

King. Tell me, sirrah, buC tel 
charge you, 

Not fearing the dis])Ieasure of your n 
(y^liich, on your just proceeding, FI] 
By him, JnuVby this woman hmv, wh; 

Par. So please your majesty, my 
been an honourahle gentleman ; tr 
had^m him, which gentlemen have. 

King. Come, come, to the purpose 
tins woman ? 

Par. ’Faith, sir, he did love her ; 
King. How-, 1 pray you ? 


short for my daughter, you are no husband for her. 
Ber. My lord, this is a fond and desperate crea- 
ture, 

Whom sometimes I have laugh’d with : let your 
highness 

Lay a more noble thought upon mine honour, 

Than for to think that I would sink it here. 

King. Sir, for my thoughts, you have them ill to 


orator, “ 

•Dja. Do you know, he promised me marriage? 
Par. ’Faith, I know more than I }] spaak. 
Kmg. But wilt thou not speak ail thou know’st? 
Par. Aes, so please your majesty ; I did go be- 
tween them, as I said ; but more than tliat, he 
loved her,— for, indeed, he was mad for her, and 
talked ot Satan, and of limbo, and of furies, and I 
know not what : yet I was in that credit with them 
at that time, that I know of their going to bed ; and 
of other motions, as promiamg her marriage, and 


TT 1 t f7 juao ' 

He s Quoted for a most perfidious slave, 
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things that would derive me ill will to speak of, 
therefore I will not speak what I know. 

King. Thou hast spoken all already, unless thou 
canst say they are married : But thou art too fine in 
thy evidence ; therefore stand aside. — 

This ring you say was yours 

Dia. Ay, my good lord. 

King. Where did you buy it? or who gave it you? 
Dia. It was not given me, nor I did not buy it. 
King. Who lent it you ? 

Dia. It was not lent me neither. 

King..^ Wliere did you find it then ? 

Dia, I found it not. 

King. If it were yours by none of ail these ways, 
How could you give it him ? 

Dia. I never gave it him. 

Laf. This woman’s an easy glove, my lord ; she 
goes off and on at pleasure. 

King. This ring was mine, I gave it his first wife. 
Dia. It might be yours, or hers, for aught I 
know. 

King. Take her away, I do not like her now ; 

To prison with her: and away with him. — 

Unless thon tell’st me where thou hadst this ring, 
Thou diest within this hour. * 

Dia. I’ll never tell you. 

King. Take her away. 

Dia. Ill put in bail, my liege. 

King. I think thee now some common customer. 
Dia. By Jove, if ever I knew man, ’twas you. 
King. Wierefore hast thou accus’d him ail this 
while ? 

Dia. Because he’s guilty, and he is not guilty : 
He knows I am no maid, and he’ll swear to’t : 

I’ll swear I am maid, and he knows not. 

Great king, I am no strumpet, by my life ; 

I am either maid, or else this old man’s wife. 

{Pointing to Lafeu. 
King. She does abuse our ears ; to prison with 
her. 

Dia. Good mother, fetch my bail. — Stay, royal 
sir ; {_Exit Widow. 

The jeweller, that owes the ring, is sent for, 

And he shall surety me. But for this lord, 

Who hath abus’d me, as he knows himself, 
Though yet he never harm’d me, here I quit him : 
He knows himself my bed he hath defil’d ; 

And at that time he got his wife with child ; 


Dead though she be, she feels her young one kick ; 
So there’s my riddle, One, that’s dead, is quick ; 
And now behold the meaning. 

Re-enter Widow, with Helena. 

King. Is there no exorcist 

Beguiles the truer office of mine eyes ? 

Is’t real, that I see ? 

Mel. No, my good loi'd ; 

’Tis but the shadow of a wife you see, 

The name, and not the thing, 

Ber. Both, both ; O, pardon ! 

Mel. O, my good lord, when I was like this maid ; 
I found you wond’rous kind. There is your ring, 
And, look you, here’s your letter ; This it says, 
When from my finger you can get this ring,, 

And are by me^ with child,, — This is done : 

Will you be mine, now you are doubly won ? 

Ber. If she, my liege, can make me know this 
clearly, 

I’ll love her dearly, ever, ever dearly. 

Hel. If it appear not plain, and prove untrue, 
Deadly divorce step between me and you ! — 

O, my dear mother, do I see you living? 

Laf. Mine eyes smell onions, I shall weep anon : — 
Good Tom Drum, [to Pauolles.] lend me a 
handkerchief : So, I thank thee ; wait on me home, 
I’ll make sport with thee: Let thy courtesies 
alone, they are scurvy ones. 

King. Let us from point to point this story know, 
To make the even truth in pleasure fiow : — 

If thou be’st yet a fresh uncropped flower, 

{To Diana. 

Choose thou thy husband, and I’ll pay thy dower; 
For I can guess, that, by thy honest aid, 

Thou kept’ St a v^nfe herself, thyself a maid. — 

Of that and all the progress, more and less, 
Resolvedly more leism*e slidl express : 

All yet seems well ; and, if it end so meet, 

The bitter past, more welcome is the sweet. 

{Flourish. 

{Advancing.) 

The hinges a beggar, now the play is done .* 

All is well ended, if this suit be won, 

Thai you express content ; which we will pay. 
With strife to please you, day exceeding day .* 

Ours be your patience then, and yours our parts ; 
Your gentle hands lend -us, and take our hearts. 

{Exeunt 
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TRANIO, ) r, , 
BtONDl^LLO, I 
CiRlISHO, ) 

CUIITIS, ) 

Pediint, an ohifilhnr 
Katharina, the Shre 
Bianca, he/r Sister, 
Widow. 


A Lord. a 

Christopher Sly, a drunkm Tinker. I 
Hostess, Page, Players, Huntsmen, I 
and other Servants, attending on | 
the Lord. J 

Baptista, a rich Geyitleman of Padua. 

ViNCENTio, an old Gentleman of Pisa. 

Lucentjo, Son to Vincentio, in love with Bianca. 

Petruchio, a Gentleman of Verona, a Suitor to 
Katharina. 

Gremio, 

Hortensio. 

SCENE , — Sometimes at Padua, and sometimes at Petruchio’s House in ike Counirii. 


Persons in the 
Induction. 


DaugkUrs to Baptista, 


Tailor, Habeixla slier, ami Servants attorn 
Baptista and I’ktrijchio. 


Suitors to Bianca. 


INDUCTIOxY. 


SCENE L — Before an Alehouse on a Heath. 

Enter Hostess and Sly. 

Sly. Ill pEeese you, in faith. 

Host. A pair of stocks, you rogue ! 

Sly. y’are a baggage ; the Slies are no rogues : 
Look in the chronicles, we came in with Eichard 
Conqueror. Therefore, paucas pallahris ; let the 
world slide : Sessa ! 

Host. You will not pay for the glasses you have 
burst ? 

Sly. No, not a denier : Go by, says Jeronimy; — 
Go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Host. I know my remedy, I must go fetch the 
thirdborough. lExit. 

Sly. Third, or fourth, or fifth borough, 111 an- 
swer him by law : I’ll not budge an inch, boy ; let 
him come, and kindly. 

[it’w down on the ground and falls asleep. 

Wind-horns. Enter a Iuo-kd from Minting, with Huntsmen 
Servants. 

Lord. Huntsman, I charge thee, tender well niy 
hounds ; 

Brach Merriman, — the poor cur is emboss’d, 

And couple Ciowder with the deep-mouth’d brach. 
Saw’st thou not, boy, how Silver made it good 
At the hedge corner, in the coldest fault ? 

I would not lose the dog for twenty pound. 

1 Hun. Why, Bdman is as good as he, my lord; 
He cried upon it at the merest loss, 

And twice to-day pick’d out the dullest scent : 
Trust me, I take him for the better dog. 

Lord. Thou art a fool, if Echo were as fieet, 

I would esteem him worth a dozen such, 

But sup them well, and look unto them all ; 
To-morrow I intend to hunt again. 

1 Hun. I will, my lord. 

Lord. What’s here ? one dead, or drunk ? See, 
doth, he breathe ? 


2 i/ww. lie breathes, my lord; Were he not 
warm’d with aie, 

This were a bed but cold to sleep so soundly. 

Lord. O monstrous beast ! how like a swine he 
lies I 

Grim death, how foul and loathsome is thine image I 
Sirs, I will practise on this drunken man — ^ 
What think you, if he w^ere convey’d to bed, 
Wrapp’d in sweet clothes, rings put upon his fingers, 
A most delicious bampiet by his bed, 

And brave attendants near him w’hcn he w'akcs, 
Would not the beggar tlien forget himself.^ 

1 Hun. Believe me, lord, 1 think he cannot 

choose. 

2 Hun. It would seem strange unto him when 

he wak’d. 

Lord. Even as a flattering dream, or worthless 
fancy. 

Then take him up, and manage well the jest : — 
Carry him gently to my Ihirest chamber, 

And hang it round with all my wanton pictures : 
Balm his fouliiead with warm distilled waters, 
And burn sweet-wood to make the lodging sweet : 
Procure me music ready when he wakes, 

To make a dulcet and a heavenly sound ; 

And if he chance to speak, be ready straight, 

And, with a low submissive reverencoi 
Say,: — What is it your honour will command ? 

Let one attend him with a silver bason, 

Full of rose-water, and bestrewM with flowers ; 
Another bear the ewer, the third a diaper. 

And say, — Will’t please your lordship cool your 
hands } 

Some one be ready with a costly suit, 

And ask him what apparel he will wear ; 

Another tell him of his hounds and horse, 

And that his lady mourns at his disease : 

Persuade him that he hath been lunatick ; 

And, when he says he is, — say, that he dreams, 
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For be is nothing but a mighty lord. 

This do, and do it kindly, gentle sirs ; 

It "will be pastime passing excellent, 

If it be husbanded with modesty. 

1 Hun. My lord, I warrant yon, well play our 
As he shall think, by our true diligence, [part, 
He is no less than what we say he is. 

Lord. Take him up gently, and to bed with him ; 
And each one to his office, when he wakes. — 

hear out Sly. A trumpet sounds. 
Sirrah, go see what trumpet lis that sounds : — 

Servant. 

Belike, some noble gentleman : that means, 
Travelling some journey, to repose him here. — 
Re-enter a Servant. 

How now ? who is it ? 

Serv. Ail it please your honour, 

Players that offer service to your lordship. 

Lord. Bid them come near : 


Enter Players. 

Now, fellows, you are .welcome. 

1 Play. We thank your lionour. 

Lord. Do you intend to stay with me to-night ? 

2 Flay. So please your lordship to accept our 

duty. 

Lord. With all my heart -This fellow I re- 

member, 

Since once he play'd a farmer's eldest son ; — 
'Twas where you woo’d the gentlewoman so well : 

I have forgot your name ; but, sure, that part 
Was aptly fitted, and naturally perform’d. 

1 Flay. I think, 'twas Soto that your honour 
means. 

Lord. 'Tis very true ; — thou didst it excellent.-— 
Well, you are come to me in happy time j 
The rather for I have some sport in hand, 

Wherein your cunning can assist me much. 

There is a lord wiU hear you play to night ; 

But I am doubtful of your modesties ; 

Lest, over-eying of his odd behaviour, 

(For yet his honour never heard a play,) 

You break into some merry passion, 

And so offend him ; for I tell you, sirs, 

If you should smile, he grows iaipatient, 

1 Play. Fear not, my lord ; w’-e can contain 
ourselves, 

Were he the veriest an tick in the world, 

Lord. Go, sirrah, take them to the buttery. 

And give them friendly welcome every one : 

Let them want nothing that my house affords. — 
lEoseunt Servant and Players. 
Sirrah, go you to Bartholomew my page, 

iTo a Servant. 

And see him dress’d in all suits like a lady : 

That done, conduct him to the drunkard's chamber, 
And cab. him — madam, do him obeisance. 

Tell him from me, (as he will win my love,) 

He bear himself with honourable action. 

Such as he hath observ’d in noble ladies 
Unto their lords, by them accomplished : 

Such duty to the drunkard let Mm do, 

With soft low tongue, and lowly courtesy ; 

And say, — ^What is’t your honour will command, 
Wherein your lady, and your humble wife, 

May show her duty, and make known her love ? 
And then — with kind embracements, tempting 
kisses, 

And with declining head into Ms bosom,— 

Bid Mm shed tears, as being overjoy'd 
To see her noble lord restor'd to health, 


Who, for twice seven years, hath esteemed him 
No better than a poor and loathsome beggar : 

And if the boy hath not a woman’s gift, 

To rain a shower of commanded tears, 

An onion wiU do well for such a shift ; 

Which in a napkin being close conveyed, 

Shall in despite enforce a watery eye. 

See this despatch'd with all the haste thou canst ; 
Anon I'll give thee more instructions. 

lExit Servant. 

I know, the boy will well usurp the grace, 

Voice, gait, and action of a gentlewoman : 

I long to hear Mm call the drunkard, husband ; 
And how my men will stay themselves from 
laughter, 

When they do homage to this simple peasant. 

I'll in to counsel them : haply, my presence 
May well abate their over-merry spleen, 

Which otherwise would grow into extremes. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE n. — A Bedchamber in plie Lord’s House. 

Sly is discouere/l in a rich nighi-g(mn, icith Attendants ; 
some with apparel, others with bason, ewer, and other 
appurtenances. Enter Lord, dressed like a servant. 
Sly. For God’s sake, a pot of small ale. 

1 Serv. Will’t please your lordship drink a cup 

of sack ? 

2 Serv. Will't please your honour taste of these 

conserves ? 

3 SeQ*v. What raiment wiU your honour wear to- 

day ? 

Sly. I am Christophero Sly ; call not me — 
honour, nor lordship : I never drank sack in my 
life ; and if you give me any conserves, give me 
conserves of beef : Ne'er ask me wffiat raiment I’ll 
wear : for I have no more doublets than backs, no 
more stockings than legs, nor no more shoes than 
feet ; nay, sometimes, more feet than shoes, or 
such shoes as my toes look through the overieather. 

Lord. Heaven cease tins idle humour in your 
O, that a mighty man of such descent, [honour, 
Of such possessions, and so high esteem, 

Should be infused mth so foul a spirit I 

Sly. What, would you make me mad ? Am not 
I Christopher Sly, old Sly’s son of Bui*ton -heath; 
by birth a pedlar, by education a card-maker, by 
transmutation a bear-herd, and now by present 
profession a tinker ? Ask Marian Hacketj the fat 
ale-wife of Wincot, if she know me not : if she 
say I am not fourteen-pence on the score for sheer 
ale, score me up for the lyingest knave in Christen- 
dom. What, I am not bestraixght : Here's 

1 Sei'v. Of tMs it is that makes your lady mourn. 

2 Serv. O, this it is that makes your servants 

droop. 

Lord. Hence comes it that your kindred shun 
your house, 

As beaten hence by your strange lunacy. 

O, noble lord, bethink thee bf thy birth; 

Call home thy ancient thoughts from banishment. 
And banish hence these abject lowly dreams ; 
Look how thy servants do attend on thee, 

; Each in Ms office ready at thy beck. 

Wilt thou have music ? hark I Apollo plays, 

And twenty caged nightingales do sing : 

Or wilt thou sleep ? we'll have thee to a couch, 
Softer and sweeter than the lustful bed 
On purpose trimm'd up for Semiramis. 
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induction. 


Say, tliou wilt walk : we will bestrew tbe ground : 
Or wilt tbou ride ? tby horses shall be trapp'd, 
Their harness studded all with gold and pearl. 

Dost thou love hawking.^ thou hast hawks "will soar 
Above the morning lark ; Or wilt thou hunt ? 

Thy hounds shall make the welkin answer them. 
And fetch shrill echoes from the hollovr earth. 

1 Serv. Say, thou wilt course ; thy greyhounds 

are as swift 

As breathed stags, ay, fleeter than the roe. 

2 Serv. Dost thou love pictures ? we will fetch 

tliee straight 

Adocjs, painted by a running brook ; 

And Cytiierea all in sedges hid ; 

Which seem to move and wanton with her breath, 
Even as the waving sedges play with wind. 

Lord. WeTl show thee lo, as she was a maid ; 
And how she was beguiled and surpriz’d, 

As lively painted as the deed was done. 

2 Serv. Or Daphne, roaming through a thorny 
wood ; 

Scratching her legs that one shall swear she bleeds : 
And at that sight shall sad Apollo weep, 

So workmanly the blood and tears are drawn. 

Lo 7 'd. Thou art a lord, and nothing but a lord : 
Thou hast a lady far moi*e beautiful 
Than any woman in this waning age. 

1 Serv. And, till the tears that she hath shed for 

thee, 

Like envious floods o’er-ran her lovely face, 

She w'as the fairest creature in the world ; 

And yet she is inferior to none. 

Sli/. Am I a lord ? and have I such a lady ? 

Or do I dream, or have I dream’ d till now ? 

I do not sleep : I see, I hear, I speak ; 

I smell sweet savours, and I feel soft things : — 
Upon my life, I am a lord, indeed ; 

And not a tinker, nor Christophero Sly. — 

Well, bring our lady hither to our sight •, 

And once again, a pot o’ the smallest ale. 

2 Serv. Wilft please your mightiness to wash 

your hands ? 

[Servants pmt’wi an eicer, l)aso7i, and napkin. 
0, how we joy to see your wit restor’d I 
0, that once more you knew but what you are ! 
These fifteen years you have been in a dream ; ' 

Or, when you wak’d, so wak’d as if you slept. 

Sl^. These fifteen years ! by my fay, a goodly nap. 
But did I never speak of aU that time ? 

1 Serv. O yes, my lord ; but very idle words ; — 
For though you lay here in this goodly chamber. 
Yet would you say, ye were beaten out of door ; 
And rail upon the hostess of the house ; 

And say, you wmuld present her at the leet, 
Because she brought stone jugs and no seal’d quarts : 
Sometimes you would call out for Cicely Hacket. 
Sl7/. Ay, the woman’s maid of the house. 

‘dServ. Why, sir, you know no house, nor no such 
maid; 

Nor no such men, as you have reckon’d up, — 

As Stephen Sly, and old John Naps of Greece. 


And Peter Turf, and Henry Pimpernc'll; 

And twenty more such iiaiues and men as thest, 
Which never were, nor no man ever saw. 

Sip. Now, Lord be thanked for my good amends ! 
All. Amen. 

Sip. I tliank tliee ; thou slialt not lose by it. 

Lutcr the. Pag:s, ar a Icufi/, ‘With Atteiulants. 

Pape. How fares my noble lord? 

Sip. IHarry, I fare well ; for liere is cheer enough. 
Where is my wife ^ 

Page. Here, noble lord ; What is thy will with 
her 

Sip. Are you iny with, and will not call me— 
husband 

IMy men should call me — lord : I am your goodman. 
Page. My husband and my lord, my lord and 
husband ; 

1 am your wife in all obedience. 

Sip. 1 know it well:— What must I call her? ■■ 
Lord. Madam. 

Sip. APee madam, or Joan madam 
Lot'd. Madam, and nothing else; so lords call 
ladies. 

Sip. Madam wife, they say that I Imve dream’d 
and slept 

Above some fifteen year and more. 

Pape. Ay, and the time .'^eems thirty unto me; 
Being ail this time abandon’d from your bed. 

Sip. ’Tis much; Servants, leave me and her 

alone. 

Madam, nridress you, and come now to bed. 

Pape. Thrice noble lord, let me entreat of you, 
To pardon me yet for a night or two ; 

Or, if not so, until the sun be set : 

For your physicians have expressly chatg’d, 

In peril to inciu your ioimer maluiy, 

That 1 should yot absent me fiom join bed ; 

I hope, this rea'^on stands for my e.vcu.se. 

Sip. Ay, it stands so, that 1 may liaidly tarty so 
long. But I would be loath to fall into my dreams 
again; I will tlieretoic taiiy, in despite of the flesh 
and the blood. 



Mtier a Sen'iint. 

Serv. Your honour's players, hearing your ainend- 
Are come to play a pleasant comedy, [ment, 
For so youi* doctors hold it very meet; 

Seeing too much sadness hath congeal’d your blood, 
And mdaneboly is the nurse of frenzy, 

Therefore, they thought it good you hear a play, 

And frame your mind to mirth and merriment," 
Which bars a thousand harms, and lengthens life. 

Sip. Marry, I will ; let them play it : Is not a 
comrnonty a Christmas gambol, or a tumbling- 
trick? 

Page. No, my good lord : it is more pleasing stuff. 

Sip. What, household stuff? 

Page. It is a kind of history. 

Sip. Weil, we’ll see’t : Come, madam wife, sit 
by my side, and let the world slip ; we sliail ne’er 
be younger. "Thci/ sit down. •' 
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ACT L 


SCENE I. — A, A public Place, 

Enter Lucbwtio and Traoto. 

L^ic. Tranio, since — for the great desire I had 
To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, — 

I am arriv’d for fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleasant garden of great Italy ; 

And, by my father’s love and leave, am arm’d 
With his good will, and thy good company, 

Most trusty servant, well approv’d in all ; 

Here let us breathe, and happily institute 
A course of learning, and ingenious studies. 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens, 

Gave me my being, and my father first, 

A merchant of great traffic through the world, 
Vincentio, come of the Bentivolii. 

Vincentio his son, brought up in Florence, 

It shall become, to serve all hopes conceiv’d, 

To deck his fortune with his virtuous deeds : 

And therefore, Tranio, for the time I study. 

Virtue, and that part of philosophy 
Will I apply, that treats of happiness 
By virtue ’specially to be achiev’d. 

Tell me thy mind : for I have Pisa left, 

And am to Padua come ; as he that leaves 
A shallow splash, to plunge him in the deep, ; 
And with satiety seeks to quench his thirst. 

Tra, Mi perdonate, gentle master mine, 

I am in all affected as yourself; 

Glad that you thus continue your resolve, 

To suck the sweets of sweet philosophy. 

Only, good master, while we do admire 
This virtue, and this moral discipline, 

Let’s he no stoicks, nor no stocks, I pray; 

Or so devote to Aristotle’s checks, 

As OHd be an outcast quite abjur’d : 

Talk logic with acquaintance that you have, 

And practise rhetoric in youi' common talk : 

Music and poesy use to quicken you 
The mathematics, and the metaphysics, 

Fall to them, as you find your stomach serves you : 
No profit grows, where is no pleasure ta’en ; — 

In brief, sir, study what you most affect. 

Luo. Gramercies, Tranio, well dost thou advise. 
If, Biondello, thou wert come ashore, 

We could at once put us in readiness ; 

And take a lodging, fit to entertain 
Such friends, as time in Padua shall beget. 

But stay awhile : What company is this ? 

Tra. Master, some show, to welcome us to towm. 

Enter Eaptista, Katharhsta, Bianca, GREivno, and Hor- 
TENSio. Lucbntio and TrxVnio sta7id aside. 

Bap. Gentlemen, impdrtune me no further, 

For how l firmly am resolv’d you know ; 

That is,— not to bestow my youngest daughter, 
Before I have a husband for the eider : 

If either of you both love Katharina, 

Because I know you well, and love you well, 

Leave shall you* have to court her at your pleasure. 
Gre. To cart her rather : She’s too rough for 
: 'me.';—’ 

There, there Hortensio, will you any wife ? 

Kath. I pray you, sir, [^o Bap.] is it your will 
To make a stale of me amongst these mates ? 

Hot. Mates, maidl how mean you that? no 
mates for you, 

Unless you were of gentler, milder mould. 


B’atli. I’faith, sir, you shall never need to fear ; 

I wis, it is not half way to her heart : 

But, if it were, doubt not her care should he 
To comb your noddle with a three-legg’d stool, 

And paint your face, and use you like a fool. 

Llor. From all such devils, good Lord, deliver us ! 
Gre. And me too, good Lord ! 

Tra. Hush, master ! here is some good pastime 
toward; 

That wench is stark mad, or wonderful frowmi'd. 

Lug. But in the other’s silence I do see 
Maid’s mild behaviour and sobriety. 

Peace, Tranio. 

Tra. Well said, master; mum ! and gaze your fill. 
Bap. Gentlemen, that I may soon make good 
What I have said, — Bianca, get you in : 

And let it not displease thee, good Bianca 
For I will love thee ne’er the less, my girl. 

Kath. A pretty peat ! ’tis best put finger in the 
eye — an she knew why. 

Bian. Sister, content you in my discontent. — 
Sir, to your pleasure humbly I subscribe : 

My books, and instruments, shall be ray company ; 
On them to look, and practise by myself. 

Luc. tlark, Tranio I thou may’st hear Mineiwa 
speak. lAslde. 

Hor. Signior Baptista, will you be so strange ? 
Sorry am I, that our good will effects 
Bianca’s grief. 

Gre. Why, will you mew her up, 

Signior Baptista, for this fiend of hell, 

And make her bear the penance of her tongue 1 
Bap. Gentlemen, content ye ; I am resolv’d : — 
Go in, Bianca. IBxit Bianca. 

And for I know she taketh most delight 
In music, instruments, and poetry, 

Schoolmasters will I keep within my house, 

Fit to instruct her youth. — If you, Hortensio, 

Or signior Gremio, you, — ^know any such, 

Prefer them hither ; for to cunning men 

I will be very kind, and liberal 

To mine own children in good hringing-iip ; 

And so farewell. Katharina you may stay ; 

For I have more to commune with Bianca. lExU. | 
Kath. Why, and I trust I may go too ; May I 1 
not ^ 

What, shall I be appointed hours ; as though, belike i 
I knew not what to take, and what to leave ! Ha ! 

\_ExiL 

Gre. You may go to the devil’s dam ; your gifts 
are so good, here is none will hold you. Their love 
is not so great, Hortensio, but we may blow our 
nails together, and fast it fairly out ; our cake’s 
dough on both sides. Farewell : — ^Yet, for the love 
I bear my sweet Bianca, if I can by any means light 
on a fit man, to teach her that wherein she delights, 

I will wish him to her father ? 

Hor. So will I, signior Gremio : But a word, I 
pray. Though the nature of our quarrel yet never 
brook’d parle, know now, upon advice, it toucheth 
us both, — thatwe may yet again have access to our 
fair mistress, andbe happy rivals in Bianca’s love, — 
to labour and effect one thing ’specially. 

Gre. What’s that, I pray ? 

Hot. Marry, sir, to get a husband for her sister. 

A husband t a devil. 
jF/g 9*, I say, a husband. 






Tra. Ay, marry, am I, sir ; and now '’tis plotted. 
Luc. I have it, Tranio. 

Tra. Master, for my hand, 

Both our inventions meet and jump in one. 

Luc. Tell me thine first. 

Tra. Toil will be schoolmaster, 

And undertake the teaching- of the maid : 

That’s your device. 

Luc. It is : May if; be done ? 

Tra. N«)t possible ; Fm- wlio siiall Ix-ar your part, 
And be in Padmi here Vimanuio’s son ? 

Keej) house, and }>Iy his hook ; wehanne his frieiuls; 
Visit his countrymen, and bamjiu't tiiem? 

Luc. Basta ; ctunent fliee ; for] have it full. 
We have not yet been seen in any house: 

Nor can we be disfiiumi.siied by our faces, 

For man, or masfer ; flien it hdlows finis ; — 
Thou shalt be masfer, Trnuio. iu m.y stead, 

Keep house, and piirf, and servants, as i s’uould : 

I will some other lie; some Florenfine, 

Some Neapolitan, or mean man of Idsa. 

’Tis hatch'd, and sb.all be so : — Tranio, at once 
Uncase thee; take my colour’d hat and cloak : 
When Biondello comes, lie waits on thee; 

But I will charm him first to keep his tongue. 

Tra. So had you neeiL [.Tlu\!i t'A'chaiujchahlis. 
In brief then, sir, sitii it your pleasure is, 

And i am tied to be obedient ; 

(For so your father cliargM me at our parting ; 

Be serviceable to m?/ sou, ipioth lie, 

Although, I think, ’twas iu iinother sense,) 

I am content to be Lucentio, 

Because so well I love Lucentio. 

Luc. Tranio, bo so, becp.use Lucentio loves: 
And let me be a slave, to achieve that maid 
Whose sudden sight hath thralFd my wounded eye. 

I£nt€r'Bursl^^iC^.ho. 

Here comes the rogue.—Sirrah, where have you 
been ? 

Bion. Where hare I been.^ Nayh how now, where 
are you 

Master, has my fellow Tranio stoFu your clothes ? 
Or you stoi’n his ? or both? pray, wh-at’s the news,^ 
Lug. Sirrah, come hither ; 'fis no time to jest, 
And therefore frame your manners to the. time 
Your fellow Tranio here, to save my life, 

Puts my apparel and my eoimtemunfc on, 

And I for my escape inive put on his ; 

For in a qu;irrel, since i came ashore, 

I kill’d a man, and fear I was descried. 

Wait you on him, I charge you, as becomes, 

While I make way from lumce lo save my life : 
You understand me } 

Bion. I, sir ? ne’er a whit. 

Luc, And not a jot of 'i’ranio in yoiir mouth ; 
Tranio is chang’d into Lucentio. 

Bion. The better for him ; ’ Would I were so too ! 
Tra. So would I, hiitli, boy, to have the next 
wish after, — 

That Lucentio indeed had Baplista’s youngest 
(laughter. 

But, sirrah, — not for my sake, but your master’s, — 

. 1. advise 

You use your manners discreetly in all kind of 
companies : 

When I am alone, why, then I am Tranio ; 

But in all places else, your master Lucentio* 

Luo. Tranio, let’s go : — 

thinar more rests, tliat thyself execute ; 
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Gre. I say, a devil : Think’st thou, Hortensio, 
though her father be very rich, any man is so very 
a fool to be married to hell ? 

Hor. Tush, Gremio, though it pass your patience 
and mine, to endure her loud alarums, why, man, 
there be good fellows in the world, an a man could 
light on them, would take her with all faults, and 
money enough. 

Gre. I cannot tell ; but I had as lief take her 
dowry with this condition, — to be whipped at the 
high-cross every morning. 

Ilor. ’Faith, as you say, there’s small choice in 
rotten apples. But, come ; since this bar in law 
makes us friends, it shall be so far forth friendly 
maintained, — till byhelping Baptista’s eldest daugh- 
ter to a husband, we set his youngest free for a hus- 
band, and then have to’t ali'esh. — Sweet Bianca 1 — 
Happy man be his dole 1 He that runs fastest, gets 
the ring. How say you, signior Gremio ? 

Gre . 1 am agreed ; and ’would I had given him the 
best horse in Padua to begin his wooing, that would 
thoroughly woo her, wed her, and bed her, and rid 
the house of her. Come on. 

IBxeunt GREnno and Hortensio. 

Tra. lAdva^icing.} I pray, sir, tell me, — Is it 
possible 

That love should of a sudden take such hold ? 

Luo. O Tranio, till I found it to be true, 

I never thought it possible, or likely ; 

But see ! while idly I stood looking on, 

I found the effect of love in idleness : 

And now in plainness do confess to thee, — 

That art to me as secret, and as dear, 

As Anna to the queen of Carthage w\as, — 

Tranio, I burn, I pine, I perish, Tranio, 

If I achieve not this young modest girl : 

Counsel me, Tranio, for I know thou canst ; 

Assist me, Tranio, for I know thou wilt. 

Tra. Master, it is no time to chide you now ; 
Affection is not rated from the heart , 

If love have touch’d you, nought remains but so, — 
Bedime ie captiim quam queas minhno. 

Luc. Gramercies, lad ; go fonvard : this con- 
tents ; 

The rest will comfort, for thy counsel’s sound. 

Tra Master, you look’d so longly on the maid, 
Perhaps you mark’d not what’s the pith of all. 

Luo. O yes, I saw sweet beauty in her face, 
Such as the daughter of Agenor had, 

That made great Jove to humble him to her hand, 
When with his knees he kiss’d the Cretan strand, 

Tra. Saw you no moi'e ? mark’d you not, how 
her sister 

to scold ; and raise up such a storm. 

That mortal ears might hardly endure the din ? 

Luo. Tranio, I saw her coral lips to move, 

And with her breath she did perfume the air ; 
Sacred, and sweet, was all I saw in her. 

Tra. Nay, then, ’tis time to stir him from his 
I pray, awake, sir ; If you love the maid, [trance. 
Bend thoughts and wits to achieve her. Thus it 
. stands:— 

Her eldest sister is so curst and shrewd, 

That, till the father rid his hands of her, 

Master, your love niust live a maid at home ; 

And therefore has he closely mew’d her up, 

annoy’d with suitors. 

,t a cruel father’s he I 
he took some care 
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And tell me now, sweet friend, — what happy gale 
Blows you to Padua here, from old Verona ? 

FeL Such wind as scatters young men through 
the world, 

To seek their fortunes further than at home, 
Where small experience grows. But, in a few, 
Signior Hortensio, thus it stands with me : — 
Antonio, my father, is deceas’d ; 

And I have thrust myself into this maze, 

Haply to wive, and thrive, as best I may ; 

Crowms in my purse I have, and goods at home, 
And so am come abroad to see the world. 

Hor, Petruchio, shall I then come roundly to 
thee, 

And wish thee to a shrew’ d ill-favour’d wife ? 
Thoud’st thank me but a little for my counsel : 
And yet I’ll promise thee she shall be rich, 

And very rich : — but thoii’rt too much my triend, 
And I’ll not wish tliee to her. 

Pet. Signior Hortensio, ’t%vixt such friends as we, 
Pew words suffice : and, therefore, if thou know 
One rich enough to be Fetruchio’s wife, 

(As wealth is burden of my wooing dance,) 

Be she as foul as was Fiorentius’ love, 

As old as Sybil, and as curst and shrewd 
As Socrates’ Xantippe, or a worse, 

She moves me not, or not removes, at least, 
Affection’s edge in me ; were she as rough 
As are the swelling Adriatic seas : 

I come to wive it wealthily in Padua ; 

If wealthily, then happily in Padua. 

Gru. Nay, look you, sir, he tells you flatly what 
his mind is : Why, give him gold enough and many 
him to a puppet, or an aglet-baby ; or an old trot 
•with ne’er a tooth in her head, though she hare as 
many diseases as two and fifty horses : why, nothing 
comes amiss, so money comes withal. 

Hor, Petruchio, since-we have stepped thus farin, 
I will continue that I broach’d in jest. 

I can, Petruchio, help thee to a ■r;ife 

With wealth enough, and young, and beauteous ; 

Brought up, as best becomes a gentlewoman ; 

Her only fault (and that is faults enough,) 

Is, — that she is intolerably curst, 

And shrewd, and froward : so beyond all measure, 
That, were my state far worser than it is, 

I would not wed her for a mine of gold. 

Pet, Hortensio, peace; thou kno'w’st not gold’s 
effect : — 

Tell me her father’s name, and ’tls enough ; 

For I will hoard her, though she chide as loud 
As thunder, when the clouds in autumn crack. 

Hou Her father is Baptista Minola, 

An affable and courteous gentleman : 

Her name is Katharina Minola, 

Renown’d in Padua for her scolding tongue. 

Pei. I know her father, though I know not her ; 
And he knew my deceased father well : 

I will not sleep, Hortensio, till I see her ; 

And therefore let me he thus bold -with you, 

To give you over at this first encounter, 

Unless you will accompany me thither. 

Gru, I pray you, sir, let him go while the hu- 
mour lasts. O’ my word, an she knew him as w’^ell 
as I do, she would think scolding would do little 
good upon him : She may, perhaps, call him half a 
score knaves, or so : why, that’s nothing; an he 
begin once, he’ll rafi in his rope-tricks. I’ll tell 
you what, sir, — an she stand him but a little, he 
will throw a figure in her face, and so disfigure her 


To make one among these -wooers : If thou ask me 
why, — 

Sufficeth, my reasons are both good and weighty. 

lExeunt 

1 Serv. lord, you 7ioil; you do not mind the 
play. 

Sly. Yes, by saint Anne, do I. A good maUeVy 
surely; Comes there any more of it? 

Page. My lord., ’tis but begun. 

.. Sly. ’ Tis a very excellent piece of work, madam 
lady; ’ Would Hwere done I 


SCENE II The same. Before Hortensio’s 

House. 

Enter Pjetruchio and Grumio. 

Pet. Verona, for awhile I take my leave, 

To see my friends in Padua ; but, of ail, 

My best beloved and approved friend, 

Hortensio ; and, I trow, this is Ms house : — 

Here, sirrah Griimio ; knock, I say. 

Gru. Knock, sir ! whom should I knock ? is 
there an}!- man has rebused your worship ? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me here soundly. 

Gru. Knock you here, sir ? why, sir, what am I, 
sir, that I should knock you here, sir ? 

Pet. Villain, I say, knock me at this gate, 

And rap me ■well, or I’ll knock your knave’s pate. 
Gru. My master is grown quarrelsome : I should 
knock you first, 

And then I know after who comes by the worst. 
Pet. Will it not be ? 

’Faith, sirrah, an you'll not knock, I’ll wring it ; 
I’ll try how yoi^ can sol, fa, and sing it. 

[/ft’ wrings Grumio bg the ears . 
Gru. Help, masters, help 1 my master is mad. 
Pet. Now, knock when I bid you : sirrah ! 
villain ! 

Enter Hortensio, 

Hot. How now? what’s the matter? — My old 
friend Grumio i and my good Mend Petruchio ! — 
How do you all at Verona ? 

Pet. Signior Hortensio, come you to part the fray ? 
Con tutto il core bene trovato, may I say. 

Hor. Alla nostra casa bene venuio, 

MoUo onoT'ato signor mio Petruchio. 

Rise, Grumio, rise; we will compound this quarrel. 

Gru. Nay, ’tis no matter, what he ’leges in 
Latin. — If this be not a lawful cause for me to 
leave his service. — Look you, sir, — he bid me 
knock him, and rap him soundly, sir ; Well, was 
it fit for a servant to use his master so ; being, 
perhaps, (for aught I see,) two and thirty, — e, 
pip out ? 

Whom, ’would to God, I had well knock’d at first, 
Then had not Grumio come by the worst. 

Pet. A senseless villain! — Good Hortensio, 

I bade the rascal knock upon your gate, 

And could not get him for my heart to do it, 

Gru. Knock at the gate .^ — O heavens ! 

Spake you not these -words plain, — Sirrah, knock 
me here, 

Pap me here, knock me well, and knock me soundly f 
And come you now with — ^knocking at the gate? 
Pet. Sirrah, be gone, or talk not, I advise you. 
Hor. Petruchio, patience ; I am Grumio’s 
pledge : 

Why, this a heavy chance ’twixt him and you ; 
Your ancient, trusty, pleasant servant Grumio. 
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with it, that she shall have no more eyes to see 
withal than a cat : Yon know him not, sir. 

Hot. Tarry, Petruchio, I must go with thee ; 
Por in Baptista’s keep my treasure is : 
tie hath the jewel of my life in hold, 

His youngest daughter, beautiful Bianca; 

And her withholds from me, and other more 
Suitors to her, and rivals in my love : 

Supposing it a thing impossible, 

(For those defects I have before rehears^,) 

That ever Kathaiina will be woo’d, 

Therefore this order hath Baptista ta’en j 
That none shall have access unto Bianca, 

Till Katharine the curst have got a husband. 

Gni. Katharine the curst 1 
A title for a maid, of all titles the worst. 

JJor. Now shall my friend I’etruchio do me 
And offer me, disguis’d in sober robes 5 

To old Baptista as a schoolmaster 
Well seen in music, to instruct Bianca : 

That so I may by this device, at least. 

Have leave and leisure to make love to her, 

And, unsuspected, court her by herself. 


Enter Gremio ; with him Lxjcentio disguised, with books 
under Ms arm. 

Gm. Here’s no knavery ! See ; to beguile the 
old folks, how the young folks lay their heads to- 
gether ! Master, master, look about you : Who goes 
there? ha! 

Hot. Peace, Grumio ; ’tis the rival of my love : 
— Petruchio, stand by a while. 

Gru. A proper stripling, and an amorous ! 

IThey retire. 

Gre. 0, very weU : I have perus’d the note. 
Hark you, sir ; I’ll have them very fairly bound ; 
All books of love, see that at any hand ; 

And see you read no other lectures to her ; 

You understand me : — Over and beside 
Signior Baptista’s liberality, 

111 mend it with a largess : — Take your papers too. 
And let me have them veiy well perfum’d ; 

For she is sweeter than perfume itself, 

To whom they go. What will you read to her ? 

Luc. Whate’er I read to her, I’ll plead for you, 
As for my patron, (stand you so assur’d,) 

As firmly as yourself were still in place : 

Yea, and (perhaps) with more successful words 
Than you, unless you were a scholar, sir. 

Gre. O this learning I what a thing it is ! 

Gru. O this woodcock ! what an ass it is I 
Pet Peace, sirrah. 

Hot. Grumio, mum I — ^God save you, signior 
Gremio 1 

Gre. And you’re weU met, signior Hortensio. 
Trow you, 

Whither I am going ? — To Baptista Minola. 

I promis’d to enquire carefully 
xibout a schoolmaster for fair Bianca : 

And, by good fortune, I have lighted well 
On this young man ; for learning, and behaviom*, 
Fit for her turn ; well read in poetry 
And other books, — good ones, I warrant you. 

Hot. ’Tis well ; and I have met a gentleman. 
Hath promis’d me to help me to another, 

A fine musician to instruct our mistress ; 

So shall I no whit be behind in duty 
To fair Bianca, so belov’d of me. 

Gre. Belov’d of me,— and that my deeds shall 
prove: 

Gni. And. that his bags shall prove. [ifsacfe. 


A(JT i. 


Hor. Gremio, ’tis now no time to vent our love ; j 
Listen to me, and if you speak iiui fair, ’ ' 

I’ll tell you news iiulitrereiiL good for cither. 

Here is a gentleman, whom i)y clmnce I met, 

Upon agreement from us to Ids liking, 

Will undertake to woo curst Katharine ; 

Yea, and to marry her, if lu'r dowry please. ' 

Gre. So said, so done, is well : — 

Hortensio, have you told 1dm all her faults ? 

Pet. I know, she is an irksome brawling scold ; 

If that be all, masters, 1 hear no lia,rm. [man ? 
Gre. No, siiy’st me. so, friend ? Wliat country- 
Pef. Born iti Verona, old Antonio's sou ; 

B'ly father dead, my fortmie live.' for me ; 

And 1 do hope good days, :md long, to see. i 

Gre. O, sir, such a life, with such a wife, were | 
strange : 

But if you have a stomacli, toh o’God’s name; 

You shall have me assisting \a)u in all. 

But, will you woo this wild-cat ? 

Pet. Will 1 live ? 

Gru. Will he woo her ? ay, or I'll hang her. 

lAside. 

Pei. Why came 1 hither, but to tliat intent? 
Think you, a little. di!\ can daunt mine ears ; 

Have I not in my time heard lions roar ? 

Have I not heard the sea, ])nir'd up with winds, 
Rage like an angry boar, ei'iafed with sweat ? 

Have 1 not heard great ordnance in tlie field. 

And heaven’s artillery thunder in the skies ? 

Have I not in a pitched battle heard 

Loud ’larums, neighing steeds, and trum})ets' clang? 

And do you tell me of a woman’s tongue ; 

That gives not half so great a blo\y to the ear, 

As will a chesnut in a farmer's tire ? 

Tush! tush! fear boys with bugs. 

Gru. For he fears none. 

iAside. 

Gre. Hortensio, hark 1 
This gentleman is ba}>j)ily arriv'd, 

My mind presumes, for his own good, and yours. 

Ilor. I promis’d, wc would be contributors, 

And bear his charge of wmolng, whatsoe’er. 

Gre. And so we will; prtwided, that he wan her. 
Gru. 1 would, I were us sure of a good dinner. 

[Aside. 



Enter Tranio, bi'avdg nppuj'di'd ; and Ihn.N'imLLO. 
Tra. Gentlemen, God save you ! If I may be 
bold, 

Tell me, I beseech yoUj which is the readiest waiy 
To the house of Signior Baptista Alinola ? 

Gre. He that lias the two fair daughters : — is’t 
[cA'icZc to Tranio.] he you mean ? 

Tra. Even he. .Biondello i 

Gre. Hark you, sir ; You mean not her to 

Tra. Perhaps, liim and her, sir ; X’H’hat have you 
to do ? 

Pet. Not her that chides, sir, at any hand, I pray. 
Tra. I love no cinders, sir ; — Biondello, let's 
away. 

Luc. Well begun, Tranio. 

Hor. Sir, a word ere you go 
Are you a suitor to the maid you talk of, yea, or no ? 
Tra. An if I be, sir, is it any offence ? 

Gre. No ; if, wdthoiit more words, you will get 
you hence. 

Tra. Why, sir, I pray, are not the streets lus free 
For me, as for you ? 

Gre. But so is not she. 

Tra. For what reason, 1 beseech you ? 
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Pet. Sir, understand you this of me, in sooth 
The youngest daughter, whom you hearken for, 
Her father keeps from all access of suitors ; 

And will not promise her to any man, 

Until the elder sister first be wed : 

The younger then is free, and not before. 

Tra. If it be so, sir, that you are the man 
Must stead us all, and me among the rest ; 

An if you break the ice, and do this feat, — 
Achieve the elder, set the younger free 
For our access, — ^whose hap shall be to have her, 
Will not so graceless be, to be ingrate. 

Hor. Sir, you say well, and well you do conceive ; 
And since you do profess to be a suitor, 

You must, as w^e do, gratify this gentleman, 

To whom vre all rest generdly beholden. 

Tra. Sir, I shall not he slack : in sign whereof, 
Please ye we may contrive this afternoon, 

And quaff carouses to our mistress’ health ; 

And do as adversaries do in law, — 

Strive mightily, but eat and drink as friends. 

Gru. Bion. O excellent motion ! Fellows, let’s 
be gone. 

Hor. The motion’s good indeed, and he it so ; — 
Petrnchio, I shall be your ben venuto. iExmnt 


Gre, For this reason, if you’ll know,- 

Tliat she’s the choice love of signior Gremio. 

Hot. That she’s the chosen of signior Hortensio. 
Tra. Softly, my masters 1 if you be gentlemen. 
Do me this right, — hear me with patience. 

Baptista is a noble gentleman, 

To whom my father is not all unknown ; 

And, were his daughter fairer than she is, 

She may more suitors have, and me for one. 

Fair Leda’s daughter had a thousand wooers ; 

Then well one more may fair Bianca have : 

And so she shall ; Liicentio shall make onej 
Though Paris came, in hope to speed alone. 

Gre. What! this gentleman will out-talk us all. 
Luc. Sir, give him head ; I know, he’ll prove a 
jade. 

Pet. Hortensio, to what end are all these words ? 
Hot. Sir, let me be so bold as to ask you, 

Did you yet ever see Baptista’s daughter ? 

Tra. No, sir ; but hear I do, that he hath two ; 
The one as famous for a scolding tongue, 

As is the other for beauteous modesty. 

Pet. Sir, sir, the first’s for me ; let her go by. 
Gre. Yea, leave that labour to great Hercules ; 
And let it be more than Alcides’ twelve. 


SCENE I — The same. A Room in Baptista’s 
House*. 

Enie‘t'*KATK&m}jA and Bianca. 

Btan. Good sister, wrong me not, nor wrong 
yourself, 

To make a bondmaid and a slave of me : 

That I disdain ; but for these other gawds, 

Unbind my hands, I’ll pull them off myself, 

Yea, all my I'aiment, to niy petticoat ; 

Or, what you will command me, will I do, 

So well I know my duty to my elders. 

Eaih. Of all thy suitors, here I charge thee, tell 
Whom thou lov’st best : see thou dissemble not, 
Bian. Believe me, sifter, of all the men alive, 

I never yet beheld that special face 
Which I could fancy more than any other. 

Kath. Million, thouliest ; Is’t not Hortensio ? 
Bian. If you affect him, sister, here I swear, 
ni plead for you myself, but you shall have him, 
Kath. 0 then, belike, you fancy riches more j 
You will have Gremio to keep you fair. 

Bian, Is it for Mm you do envy me so ? 

Nay, then you jest ; and now I well perceive, 

You have hut jested with me all this while : 

I pr’ythee, sister Kate, untie my hands. 

Kath. If that be jest, then all the rest was so. 

l^Strikesher. 

Enter BA3?rxsTA. 

Bap. Why, how now, dame 1 whence grows this 
insolence ? 

Bianca, stand aside poor girl ! she weeps 
Go ply thy needle ; meddle not with her. — • 

For shame, thou hilding of a devilish spirit, 

Why dost thou wrong her that did ne’er wrong 
thee? 

When did she cross thee with a bitter word ? 

Kath. Her silence flouts me, and I’ll be reveng’d. 

\FVes after Bianca. 


Bap. What ! in my sight ? — Bianca, get thee in. 

BiA.NX'A. 

Kath, Will you not suffer me ? Nay, now I see, 
She is your treasure, she must have a husband ; 

I must dance bare-foot on her wedding-day, 

And, for yonr love to her, lead apes in he'll. 

Talk not to me ; I will go sit and weep, 

Till I ean find occasion of revenge. 

lExit Ivatharina. 

Bap. Was ever gentleman thus griev’d as I ? 
But who comes here ? 

Enter Grejmio, with Lucentio, in the hahit of a mean 
man,' Petruchio, with Hortensio, as a nntsictan ; 
and Tranio, with Biondello hearing a lute and hooks. 
Gre. Good-morrow, neighbour Baptista. 

Bap. Good-morrow, neighbour Gremio : God 
save you, gentlemen ! 

Pet. And you, good sir 1 Pray, have you not a 
daughter 

Call’d Katharina, fair, and virtuous } 

Bap. I have a daughter, sir, call’d Katharina, 
Gre. You are too blunt, go to it orderly. 

Pet. You wrong me, signior Gremio : give me 
I am a gentleman of Yerona, sir, [leave, — 

That,— hearing of her beauty, and her wit, 

Her affability, and bashful modesty, 

Her wondrous qualities, and mild behaviour, — 
Am bold to show myself a forward guest 
Within your house, to make mine eye the witness 
Of that report which I so oft have heard. 

And, for an entrance to my entertainment, 

I do present yon with a man of mine, 

Hortensio. 

Cunning in music, and the mathematics, 

To instruct her Mly in those sciences, 

Whereof, I know, she is not ignorant : 

Accept of him, or else you do me wrong ; 

His name is Licio, born in Mantua. 
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Bap. You’re welcome, sii'; and lie for your 
good sake ; 

But for my daughter Katharine,-— this I know, 

She is not for your tui-n, the more my grief. 

Pet. I see you do not mean to part with her ; 

Or else you like not of my company. 

Bap. Mistake me not, I speak but as I hnd. 
Whence are you, sir ? what may I call your name ? 

Pet. Petruchio is my name ; Antonio’s son, 

A man w’ell known throughout all Italy. 

Bap. I know him well : you are welcome for 
his sake. 

Gre. Saving your tale, Petruchio, I pray, 

Let us, that are poor petitioners, speak too ; 
Baccare 1 you are marvellous forward. 

Pet. O, pardon me, siguior Gremio ; I would 
fain be doing. 

Gre. I doubt it not, sir ; but you will curse your 
wooing. 

Neighbour, this is a gift very grateful, I am sure of 
it. To express the like kindness myself, that have 
been more kindly beholden to you than any, I 
freely give unto you this young scholar, Ipresentmg 
LucENTio.]thathathheen longstudying atHheims ; 
as cunning in Greek, Latin, and other languages, 
as the other in music and mathematics : his name 
is Cambio ; pray, accept his service. 

Bap. A thousand thanks, signior Gremio : wel- 
come, good Cambio. — But, gentle sir, \to Tra- 
Nio.] metbinks, you walk like a stranger ; May I 
be so bold to know the cause of your coming ? 

Tra. Pardon me, sir, the boldness is mine own ; 
That, being a stranger in this city here, 

Bo make myself a suitor to your daughter, 

Unto Bianca, fair and virtuous. 

Nor is your firm resolve unknown to me, 

In the preferment of the eldest sister : 

This liberty is all that I request, — 

That upon knowledge of my parentage, 

I may have welcome ’mongst the rest that woo, 
And free access and favour as the rest. 

And, toward the education of your daughters, 

I here bestow a simple instrument, 

And this small packet of Greek and Latin books : 
If you accept them, then their worth is great. 

Bap. Lucentio is your name ? of wdience, I pray ? 
To'a. Of Pisa, sir ; son to Vincentio. 

Bap. A mighty man of Pisa : by report 
I know him well : yon are very welcome, sir. — 
Take you \to Hor.] the lute, and you [to Luc.] 
the set of books, 

You shall go see your pupils presently. 

Holla, within ! 

Enter a Servant. 

Sirrah, lead these gentlemen to my daughters ; 
and tell ihein both, these are their tutors ; hid 
them use them well. 

{Exit Servant, with Hortbnsio, Lucentio, and 
Biondello. 

We will go walk a little in the orchard, 

And then to dinner : You are passing welcome, 
And so I pray you all to tliink yourselves. 

Pet. Signior Baptista, my business asketh haste. 
And every day I cannot come to woo. 

You knew my father well ; and in him, me, 

Left solely heir to all his lands and goods, 

Which I have better’d rather that decreas’d : 

Then tell me, — ^If I get your daughter’s love, 
What dowry shall I have with her to wife ? 


Bap. After ray death, tlie oiie-halfof my lands 
And, in possession, twenty thousand crowns. 

Pet. And, for that dowry, I’ll ensure her of 
Her uddowhood, — be it that she survive me, — ■ 

111 all my lands and leases wliatsoevcr : 

Let specialties be therefore dra.wn between us, 
That covenants may be kept on cither hand. 

Bap. Ay, vrhen tlu*. special thing is well obtain’d, 
This is,- — her love ; for that is ail in all 

pet. Why, that is nothing ; for 1 tell you, fattier, 
am as iieremptory as she ]>roud-rainded : 
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They do consume the tiling that feeds their fury : 
Though little fire grows great with little wind. 

Yet extreme gusts will blow out fire and all : 

So I to her, and -so slu* yielils t,o me ; 

For I am rough, ami woo not like a babe. 

Bap. Well may’s! thou woo, and liappy be thy 
speed ! 

But be thou arm’d fur soine u!ili:\p|ov w'ords. 

Pet. Ay, to the proof ; as mountains are for 
winds, 

That shake not, tliougli they blow perpetually. 


t 



Rc-enicr IIortensio, with 7ns head hrotien. 


Bap. How now, my friend ? why dost thou look 
so pale ? 

Hot. For fear, I promise you, if 1 look pale. 
Bap. What, will my daiigliter prove a good 
musician ? 

Hot. I think, she’ll sooner prove a soldier ; 
Iron may hold with lier. hnt never Intt'S. 

Bap. Why, then thou canst; not break her to 
the lute ? 

Ilor. Why, no ; for she hath broke the lute to 
me. 

I did hut tell her, she mistook her frets, 

And bow’d her hand to ti'aeh her iingeriug ; 

When, with a mmst impatient devilish spirit, 

Frets, call you these I <paoth she : I'll fame with 
them : 

And, with that word, she siruek menu the head, 
And through the instrument my pide made way ; 
And there 1 stood amazed Ibr a wliile, 

As on a pillory, looking through the, lute; 

Wdiile she did call me, — rascal fiddler, 

And — twangling Jack ; with twenty such vile terms,, 
As she had studied to misuse me so, 

Pei. Now, by the world, it i.s a lusty wench *, 

I love her ten times more than e’er 1 did : 

O, how I long to have some chat witn her ! 

Bap. W'ell, go with me, and be not so 
comfited : 

Proceed in practice with iny ymmger daugliter 
She’s apt to learn, and thankful for good turns.— 
Signior Petruchio, W'ill you go with us ; 

Or shall I send my daughter Kate to you ? 

Pet. I pray you do : I will attend her here, — 
l,Exeunt Baftista, Geumio, Tiianio, ahd lUmTuxsio 
And woo her with some spirit when she comes. 
Say, that she rail ; Why, then X ’ll tell her plain, 
She sings as sw-eetly as a nightingale ; 

Say, that she frown ; I’ll say, she looks as clear 
As morning roses newly wash’d with 
Say, she be mute, and will not speak 
Then Fll commend her volubility. 

And say — she utteretli piercing eloquence : 

If she do hid me pack ; Fll give her thanks, 

As 
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Whenl shall ash the bajins, and when be married : — 
But here" she comes I and. now, Petrnchio, speak. 

SJwfer Kathaeina. 

Good-morrow, Kate ;; for that’s your name, I hear. 
Kat/i, Well have you heard, but something' hard 
, of hearing ; 

They call me— -Katharine, that do talk of me. 

.P.eL You lie, in faith ; for you are call’d plain 
Kate, 

And bonny Kate, and sometimes Kate the curst ; 
But Kate, the . prettiest Kate in Christendom, 

Kate of Kate-Hall, my super-dainty Kate, 

For dainties are all cates ; and therefore, Kate, 
Take this of me, Kate of my consolation ; — 
Hearing thy mildness prais’d in every town, 

Thy virtues spoke of, and thy beauty sounded, 

(Yet not so deeply as to thee belongs,) 

Myself am mov’d to woo thee for my wife. 

Kaih. Mov’d ! in good time : let Mm that mov’d 
you hither, 

Remove you hence : I knew you at the first, 

You were a moveable. 

•Rejf. ^ ^ Why, what’s a moveable t 

Kaih, A joint-stool. 

Pet, Thou hast hit it : come sit on me. 

Kath, Asses are made to bear, and so are you. 
Pet. Women are made to bear, and so are you. 
Kaih. No such jade, sir, as you, if me you mean. 
Pei, Alas, good Kate ! I will not burden thee : 
For, knowing thee to be but young and light, — 
Kaih. Too light for such a swain as you to catch ; 
And yet as heavy as my weight should be. 

Pet, Should be ? should buz. 

Kath. "■ Well ta’en, and like a buzzard, i 

Pet. 0, slow- wing’d tui'tle ! shall a buzzai'd 
take thee ? 

Kath, Ay, for a turtle ; as he takes a buzzard. 
Pet. Come, come, you wasp ; i’ faith, you are 
too angi'y. 

Kath^ If I be waspish, best beware my sting. 
Pei, My remedy is then, to pluck it out. 
t Kath, Ay, if the fool could find it where it lies. | 
P et. Who knows not where a wasp doth wear 
In his tail. ^ [liis sting ? i 

Kath. In his tongue. ' 

Pet. "Whose tongixe ? I 

Kath. Yours, if you talk of tails ; and so farewell. I 
Pet. What, with my tongue in your tail ? nay, 
come again, 

Good Kate ; I am a gentleman. I 

That I’ll try. | 
'iBtriking Mm, 

Pet. I swear I’ll cnff you, if you strike again. 
Kath. So may you lose your arms : 

If you strike me, you are no gentleman : 

And if no gentleman, why, then no arms. 

Pet. A herald, Kate ? O, put me in thy books. 
Kath, "WTat is your crest ? a coxcomb ? 

Pet. A combless cock, so Kate will be my hen. 
Kath. No cock of mine, you crow too like a 
craven. 

Pet, Nay, come, Kate, come; you must not" 
look so sour. 

Kaih. It is my fashion, when I see a crab. 

Pet. Why, here’s no crab ; and therefore look 
not sour. 

Kath. There is, there is. 

Pet. Then show it me. 

Kath. Had I a glass, I would. 


Pei, What, you mean my face ? 

Kath. Well aim’d of such a young one. 

Pet. Now, by Saint George, I am too young for 
Kath. Yet you are wither’d. [you. 

Pet. ’Tis with cares. 

Kath. I care not. 

Pet. Nay, hear you, Kate : in sooth, you ’scape 
not so. 

Kath. I chafe you, if I tarry ; let me go. 

^ Pet. No, not a whit ; I find you passing gentle, 
j ’Twas told me, you were rough, and coy, and sullen, 

! And now I find report a very liar ; 

For thou artpleasant, gamesome, passing courteous ; 
But slowin speech, yet sweet as spring -time flowers : 
Thou canst not frown, thou canst not look askance, 
Nor bite the lip, as angry wenches will ; 

Nor hast thou pleasure to be cross in talk ; 

But thou with mildness entertain’st thy wooers, 
With gentle conference, soft and affable. 

Why does the world report, that Kate doth limp ? 

0 slanderous w^orld I Kate, like the hazle-twig, 

Is straight, and slender ; and as brown in hue, 

As hazle-nuts, and sweeter than the kernels. 

O, let me see thee walk : thou dost not halt, 

Kath. Go, fool, and whom, thou keep’st com* 
mand. 

Pet. Did ever Dian so become a grove, 

As Kate tMs chamber with her princely gait ? 

O, be thou Dian, and let her be Kate ; 

And then let Kate be chaste, and Dian sportful ! 
Kath. Where did you study all this goodly 
speech } 

Pet. It is extempore, from my mother-wit. 

Kath. A witty mother I witless else her son. 
Pet. Am I not wise ? 

Katt*. Yes ; keep you w’-arm. 

Pet. Marry, so I mean, sweet Katharine, in thy 
And therefore, setting all this chat aside, [bed : 
Thus in plain terms : — Your father hath consented 
That you shall be my wife ; your dowiy ’greed on ; 
And, will you, — nill you, I will marry you. 

Now, Kate, I am a husband for your turn ; 

For, by this light, whereby I see thy beauty, 

(Thy beauty that doth make me like thee well,) 
Thou must be married to no man but me ; 

For I am he, am bom to tame you Kate ; 

And bring you from a wild-cat to a Kate 
Conformable, as other household Kates. 

Here comes your father ; never make denial, 

1 must and have Katharine to my wife. 


Re-enter Baptista, Gremio, mid Teaoto. 

Bap. Now, 

Sign i or Petmchio : How speed you with 
My daughter ? 

Pet. How but well, sir ? how hut v/ell ? 

It were impossible, I should speed amiss— 

Bap. Why, how now, daughter Katharine I in 
your dumps ? 

Kath. Call you me, daughter? now I promise you, 
You have show’d a tender fatherly regard, 

To wish me wed to one half-lunatic ; 

A mad-cap ruffian, and a swearing Jack, 

That thinks with oaths to face the matter out. 

Pei. Father, tis thus,-— yourself and all the world, 
That talk’d of her, have talk’d amiss of her ; 

If she he curst, it is for policy : 

For she’s not froward, but modest as the dove 
She is not hot, but temperate as the mom ; 

For patience she will prove a second Grissel ; 
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And Roman Lucrece for her chastity : 

And to conclude, — we have Agreed so well together, 
That upon Sunday is the wedding-day. 

Kath. ril see thee hang’d on Sunday first. 

Gre. Hark, Petruchio ! she says, she’ll see thee 
hang’d first. 

Tra. Is this your speeding? nay, then, good 
night our part ! 

Pet. Be patient, gentlemen ; I choose her for 
myself ; 

If she and I be pleas’d, what’s that to you ? 

’Tis bargain’d ’twixt us twain, being alone, 

That she siiall stiU be curst in company. 

I tell you, ’tis incredible to believe 
How much she loves me : O, the kindest Kate ! — 
She hung about my neck ; and kiss on kiss 
She vied so fast, protesting oath on oath, 

That in a twink she won me to her love. 

O, you are novices ! ’tis a world to see, 

How tame, when men and women are alone, 

A meacock wretch can make the curs test shrew. — 
Give me thy hand, Kate : I will unto Venice, 

To buy apparel ’gainst the wedding-day : — 

Provide the feast, father, and bid the guests; 

I will be sure, my Katharine shall be fine. 

Bap. I know not what to say : but give me your 
hands ; 

God send you joy, Petruchio ! ’tis a match. 

Gre. Tra. Amen, say we ; we will be witnesses. 
Pet. Father, and wife, and gentlemen, adieu ; 

I will to Venice, Sunday comes apace : 

We will have rings, and things, and fine array; 
And kiss me, Kate, we will be married o’ Sunday. 

{Exeimt Petruchio and Katharika, severally. 
Gre, Was ever match clapp’d up so suddenly ? 
Bap. Faith, gentlemen, now I play a merchant’s 
And venture madly on a desperate mart. [part, 
Tra. ’Twas a commodity lay fretting by you ; 
’Twill bring you gain, or perish on the seas. 

Bap. The gain I seek is — quiet in the match. 
Gre. No doubt, but he hath got a quiet catch. 
But now, Baptista, to your younger daughter ; — 
Now is the day w^e long have looked for ; 

I am your neighbour, and was suitor first. 

Tra. And 1 am one, that love Bianca more 
Than words can witness, or your thoughts can 
guess. 

Gre. Youngling ! thou canst not love so dear as I. 
Tra. Grey-beard I thy love doth freeze. 

Gre. But thine doth fry. 

Skipper, stand back ; ’tis age, that nourisheth. 

Tra. But youth, in ladies’ eyes, that fiourisheth. 
Bap. Content you, gentlemen ; 111 compound 
this strife : 

'Tis deeds must win the prize ; and he, of both, 
That can assure my daughter greatest dower, , 
Shall have Bianca’s love. — 

Say, signior Gremio, what can you assure her ? ; 

G'i'e. First, as you know, my house withiu the city 
Is richly furnished with plate and gold ; 

Basons, and ewers, to lave her dainty hands ; 

My hangings all of Tyrian tapestry : 

In ivory coffers I have stufTd my crowns ; 

In cypress chests my arras, counterpoints* 


(a).stly nppnrel, tents and (^auonirs. 

Fine linen, Turkc'V eushious btissM wUli |)earl. 
Valance of Venice gnihi in lieedie-work, 

Pewter and brass, and all things (hat; belong 
To house, or housekeeping ; (lien, ;u niv farm, 

I have a hundred mileh-kine to the pail' 

Six-score fat oxen standing in my stalls, 

And all things ansua-rahle to this porlitni. 
jHyself am struck in years. I must, (‘orifess ; 

And, if! (lie to-morrow, this is hers ; 

If, whilst 1 live, slu' will he only mine. 

Tra. That, only, eame well in Sir, Uvt to n\e, 

I am my father’s lieir, and tmlv si^n : 

In may htive your daughter to m\ vif^a 
ril letive her Inmses tliret* or four as good, 

Within rich Pisa's wtdls, as ,'ui\ (uu‘ 

Old signior Gremio has in Ptidua; 

Besides two tiumsand due.ats hv the year. 

Of fruitful laud, all which shal'l ht* her j«hnturt\--- 
'What, have I pinch’d you, signior Gtvmi(» ? 

Gre. Two thotisaud dvieals liy the year. lU’land! 
My land amounts not to so muOi in ;dl : 

That she shall have ; Ix'sides at\ ai-gosy. 

That now is lying in ^Marseilles’ road ; — — . 

What, have 1 ehuk'd you with, ati argosy 

Tra. Gremio, ’tis kmovu, my father hat it no less 
Tlian three great argosit's ; Ivesidtas two g.'dliasses. 
And twelve tight galleys : these 1 willa>sure her. 
And twice as much, ■wliate’er thou offer’s, t lU’xt. 

Ore. Nay, 1 have off’er’d all, I have no more ; 
And she can have no more than all I ha\e - 
If you like me, she shall ha%‘e nu* and mine. 

Tra. Wliy, then the maid is mine from all the 
world, 

By your firm promise ; Gremio iS out-vied. 

Bap. I must eonfes.s, your otFer i.s the best; ; 
And, let your fatlier mak<' her the assuramag 
She is your owm ; else, you must pardon nu‘ : 

If you sliould die before him, where’s her dower? 
Tra. That’s hut a cinil ; he is old, 1 young. 

Gre. And may not young men die, us well as oh! ? 
Bap. Well, gentlemen, 

I am thus resolv’d:— On Snmiuy next you know, 
My daughter Katharine is to ht* manird : 

Now, on tlu‘ .Sunday following, shall Bi.mea 
Be bride to you, if you make this assurance ; 

If not, to signior Gremio : 

And so I take my leave, atui thank voit both. 

U-\nL 

Gre. Adieu, good neighbour, — Now i fear tlu'o 
not ; ■ 

Sirrah, young ganu'ster, y<mr father Wi:re a foed 
To give thee all, and, iti his waning age, 

Set foot under thy table ; Tut ! a toy 1 
An old Italian fox is not so kind, my hoy, f PrU, 
Tra. A vengeance (ui your crafty witherhi hitk‘ ! 
Yet I have faced it with a card of tern. 

’Tis in my head to do iny master good 
1 see no reason, but suppos’d Lnccj^tio 
Must get a fatlicr, caiPd««"Huppos’d Vincent io ; 

And that’s a wonder: fathers, commonly, 

Do get their children ; but, in this case of wt.oing, 
A child shall get a sire, if I fail not of my euntdiig. 
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ACT III. 


: SCENE I . — A Room in Baptista’s Mouse. 

■^nter LvcEm’io, Hortensio, and Bianca. 
j £?/c. Fiddler, forbear ; yon grow too forward, 

, Have you so soon forgot tlie entertainment [sir ; 
Her sister Katbarine welcom’d you wdthal? 

,Hor. But, wrangling pedant, tliis is 
Tlie patroness of heavenly harmony : 

Then give me leave to have prerogative ; 

.And w^hen iu music we have spent an hour, 

Your lecture shall have leisure for as much. 

^ Luc. Preposterous ass ! that never read so far 
To know the cause why music was ordain’d I 
Was it not, to refresh the mind of mao, 

After his studies, or his usual pain ? 

Then give me leave to read philosophy, 

And, while I pause, serve in your harmony. 

Mot. Sirrah, I will not hear these braves of thine. 
Bian. Why, gentlemen, you do me double 
wrong, 

To strive for that which restetli in my choice : 

I^am no breeching scholar in the schools ; 

I il not be tied to hours, nor ’pointed times. 

But ieam my lessons as I please myself. 

And, to cut off all strife, here sit we down: — 

I Take you your instrument, play you the whiles ; 

His lecture will be done, ere yon have tun’d. 

Mor. You’ll leave his lecture when I am in tune ? 

[ITa Blanca — Hortensio retires. 
Luc. That will he never ; — tnne your instrument. 
Bian. "Where !^eft we last ? 

Luc. Here, madam : 

Mac ibat Slmois ; Me est Sigeia tellus ; 

Hie steterai Priami regia celsa senis. 

Bian, Construe them. 

Luc. Mac ibaty as I told you before, — Slmois, I 
am Lucentio, — hie est, son unto Vincentio of Pisa, 
Sigeia tellus, disguised thus to get jmur love ; — 
Hie steterat, and that Lucentio that comes a wooing, 
Priami, is my man Tranio, — regia, bearing my 
port, — celsa senis, that we might "beguile the old 
pantaloon. 

Mor. Madam, my instrument’s in tune. 

iRetiirnmg. 

Bian. Let’s hear ; — [Hortensio pla^/s. 

0 fye ! the treble jars. 

Lwc. Spit in the hole, man, and tnne again. 

Bian. Now let me see if I can construe it ; Mac 
ibat Simois, I know you not ; hie est Sigeia tellus, 

1 trust you not ; — Hie steterat Priami, take heed 
he hears us not regia, presume not ; — celsa senis, 
despair not. 

Hot. Madam, ’tis now in tune. 

All but the bass. 

Mor. The bass is right ; ’tis the base knave that ' 
How fiery and forward our pedant is ! [jars. ' 
Now, for my life, the knave doth court my love : 
PedasQule, Pii watch you better yet. 

Bian. In time I may believe, yet I mistrust. ' 
Luc.^ Mistrust it not ; for, sure, HSacides ' 

Was Ajax, — call’d so from his grandfather. > ' 
Bian. I must believe my master ; else, I promise ' 
^ yon, ^ ] 

1 should be arguing still upon that doubt : j 

But let it rest. — Now, Licio, to you : — ] 

Good masters, take it not unkindly, pray, ] 

That I have been thus pleasant with you both. 


Mor. You may go walk, [to Lucentio.] and give 
me leave awhile ; 

My lessons make no music in three parts. 

Luc. Are you so formal, sir? well, I must wait, 
And watch withal ; for, but I be deceiv’d. 

Our fine musician groweth amorous. [Aside. 

Mor. Madanij before you touch the instrument, 
To learn the order of my fingering, 

I I must begin with rudiments of art ; 

To teach you gamut in a briefer sort, 

More pleasant, pithy, and efiectual, 

Than hath been taught by any of my trade : 

And there it is in wTiting, fairly drawn. 

Bian. Why, I am past my gamut long ago. 

Bor. Yet read the gamut of Hortensio. ^ 

Bian. [Reads. Gamut I am the ground of all 
accord, 

A re, to plead HortensW s passion ; 

B mi, Bianca, take Mm for thy lord, 

C faut, that loves with all affection : 

D sol re, one cliff, two notes have J ; 

E la mi, show pity, or I die. 

Call you this— gamut ? tut ! I like it not : 

Old fashions please me best ; I am not so nice, 

To change true rules for odd inventions. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Mistress, your father prays you leave your 
books, 

And help to dress your sister’s chamber up ; 
lou know, to-morrow is the wedding-day. 

Bian. Farewell, sweet masters, both ; I must be 
gone. [Exeunt Bianca and Servant. 

Luc. ’Faith, mistress, then I have no cause to 
stay. [Exit, 

Mor. But I have cause to pry into this pedant ; 
Methinks, he looks as though he w^ere in love : — 

1 et if thy thoughts, Bianca, be so humble, 

To cast thy wand’ring eyes on every stale, 

Seize thee, that list : If once I find thee ranging, 
Hortensio will be quit with thee by changing. ^ 

[Exit. 

SCENE II. — The same. Before Bapttsta’s 
House. 


Enter Baptista, Gremuo, Tranio, Katharina, Bianca, 
Bccentio, and Attendants. 

Bap. Signior Lucentio, [ifo Tranio.] this is the 
’pointed day 

That Katharine and Petruchio should be married, 
And yet w^e hear not of'our son-in-law : 

What will be said ? what mockery will it be, 

To want the bridegroom, when the priest attends 
To speak the ceremonial lites of marriage ? 

What says Lucentio to this shame of ours ? 

Kath. No shame but mine : I must, forsooth, be 
forc’d 

To give my hand, oppos’d against my heart, 

Unto a mad-brain rudesby, full of spleen ; 

' Who woo’d in haste, and means to wed at leisure. 
I told you, I, he was a frantic fool, 

Hiding his bitter jests in blunt behaviour : 

And, to be noted for a merry man, 

He’ll woo a thousand, ’point the day of marriage, 
Make friends, invite, yes, and proclaim the banns; 
Yet never means to wed where he hath woo’d. 
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A horse and a man is more tliaii one, and yet not 
many. 

Enter Petetjchio and Grumio, 

Pet. Come, where be these gallants ? who is at 
home ? 

Bap. You are welcome, sir. 

Pet. And, yet I come not well. 

Bap. And yet yon halt not. 

Tra. Not so well apparelfd 

As I wish you wan-e. 

Pet. Were it better I should rush in thus. 

Blit where is Kate ? where is my lovely bride ? 
How does my father P—G-entles, metliinks you 
frown ; 

And wherefore c;nzc this goodly comjvany ; 

As if they saw some wondrous moumneut,, 

Some comet, or unnsnal ])rodigy ? 

Bap. Why, sir^ you know, tiiis is your wedding- 
day; 

First were we sad, fearing you would not eorne ; 
Now sadder, tliat you come so unprovided. 

Fye ! doff this habit, shame to your estate, 

An eye-sore to our solemn festival. 

Tra. And tell us, what occasion of import 
Hath all so long detain’d you from your wife, 

And sent you hither so unlike yourself ? 

Pet. Tedious it were to tell, and liarsh to hear ; 
Sufficeth, I am come to keep my wi.ird, 

Though in some part enforcetl to digress ; 

Which, at more leisure, I will so excuse 
As you shall well be satisfied withal. 

But, where is Kate ? 1 stay too long from her ; 

The morning wears, ’tis time we were at cimreh. 

Tra. See not your bride in these nn reverent robes ; 
Go to my chamber, put on clothes of mine. 

Pet. Not I, believe me ; thus Fll Visit her. 

Bap. But thus, I trust, you will not marry her. 
Pet. Good sooth, even thus ; therefore hate done 
with words ; 

To me she’s married, not unto my clothes : 

Could I repair what she will wear in me, 

As I can change these poor accoutrements, 

’Twere well for Kate, and better for mj^self. 

But what a fool am 1, to chat with you, 

When I should bill good-morrow to niy bride, 

And seal the title with a lovely kiss ? 

[E.iruat Viirun'nuy. (Inc.uio, (T/u? Btomdkllo. 
He hath some meaning in his mad uttire: 
We will persuade him, be it possible, 

To put on better ere he go to church. 

Bap. I’ll after him, and see the event of this. 

[Exil 

Tra. But, sir, to her love coucenielh us to add 
Her father’s liking : Which to bring to pass, 

As I before imparted to your worship, 

I am to get a man, — whate’er be be. 

It skills not much ; we’ll fit him to our turn, — 
And he shall be \uncentio of Fisa ; 

And make assurance, here, in Badua, 

Of greater sums than I have promised. 

So shall you quietly enjoy your hope, 

And marry sweet Bianca with consent. 

Lug. Were it not that my fidlow-schooimaster . 
Doth watch Bianca’s steps so narrowly, 

’Twere good, methinks, to steal onr marriage ; 
Which once perform’d, let all the world say — no, 
I’ll keep mine own, despite of ail the wmrid. 

Tra. That by degrees we mean to look into^ 
And watch our -vantage in this business : 

Well over-reach the grey-beard, Gremio, 


Now must the world point at poor Katharine, 

And say, — Xo, there is mad Petrucliio's wife., 

If it would please him come and marry her . 

Tra. Patience, good Katharine, and Baptista 
Upon my life, Petruchio means but well, [too ; 
Whatever fortune stays him from his word : 
Though he be blunt, I know him passing wise ; 
rhough he be merry, yet withal he’s honest. 

Kath. ’Would Katharine had never seen him 
though ! 

{Exit, weeping , followed by Bianca, and otJie7's. 

Bap. Go, girl ; I cannot blame thee now to weep ; 
For such an injury would vex a saint, 

Much more a shrew of thy impatient humour. 

Enter Biondello. 

Bion. Master, master ! news, old news, and such 
news as you never heard of ! 

Bap. Is it new and old too? how may that be ? 

Bion. Why, is it not news, to hear of Petrucliio’s 
coming ?. 

Bap. Is he come ? 

Bion. Why, no, sir. 

Bap. What then ? 

Bion. He is coming. 

Bap. When will he be here ? 

Bion. When he stands where I am, and sees you 
there. 

Tra. But, say, what ; — To thine old news. 

Bion. Why, Petruchio is coming, in a new hat, 
and an old jerkin ; a pair of old breeches, thrice 
turned ; a pair of boots that have been candle-cases, 
one buckled, another laced; an old rusty sword ta’en 
out of the town armory, with a broken hilt, and 
chapeless ; with two broken points : His horse 
hipped with an old mothy saddle, the stirrups of no 
kindred ; besides, possessed with the glanders, and 
like to mose in the chine ; troubled with the 
lampass, infected with the fashions, full of wind- 
galls, sped with spavins, raied with the yellows, past 
cure of the fives, stark spoiled with the staggers, 
begnawn with the hots ; swayed in the back, and 
shoulder-sliotten ; ne’er-legged before, and with a 
half- check’d bit, and a head-stall of sheep’s leather; 
which, being restrained to keep him from stum- 
bling, hath been often burst, and now repaired with 
knots : one girt six times pieced, and a woman’s 
crupper of velure, which hath two letters for her 
name, fairly set down in studs, and here and there 
pieced with packthread. 

Bap. Who comes with him? 

Bion. 0, sir, his lackey, for aU the world ca- 
parisoned like the liorse ; with a linen stock on 
one leg, and a kersey boot-hose on the other, gar- 
tered with a red and blue list ; an old hat, and The 
humour of forty fancies pricked in’t for a feather : a 
monster, a very monster in apparel ; and not like a 
Christian footboy, or a gentleman’s lackey. 

Tra. ’Tis some odd humour pricks him to’" this 
fashion; 

Yet oftentimes he goes but mean appareU’d. 

Bap. I am glad he is come, howsoe’er he comes. 

Bion. Why, sir, he comes not. 

Bap. Didst thou not say, he comes ? 

Bion. Who ? that Petruchio came ? 

Bap. Ay, that Petruchio came. 

Bion. No, sir ; I say, liis horse comes with him 
on his back. 

Bap. Why, that’s all one. 

Bion. Nay, by saint Jamy, I hold you a penny 
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The narrow-pr 5 ing father, Minola ; 

The quaint musician, amorous Licio ; 

Ail for my master’s sake, Lucentio. — 

Re-enter Gremio. 

Signior Gremio ! came you from the church ? 

Gre. As willingly as e’er I came from school. 
Tra^ And is the bride and bridegroom coming 
home ? 

Gre» A bridegroom, say you ? ’tis a groom, in- 
deed, 

A grumbling groom, and that the girl shall find. 
Tra. Cm’ster than she ? why, Tis impossible. 
Gre. Why he’s a devil, a devil, a very fiend. 
Tra. Why, she’s a devil, a devil, the devil’s dam. 
Gre. Tut \ she’s a lamb, a dove, a fool to him. 
ril tell you, sir Lucentio ; When the priest 
Should ask — if Katharine should be his wife, 

Ay, 6y goffs-ivounSf quoth he ; and swore so loud 
That, all amaz’d, the priest let fall the book : 

And, as he stooped again to take it up, 

The mad-brain’d bridegroom took him such a cuff, 
That down fell priest and book, and book and priest ; 
iVow take them up^ quoth he, if any list. 

Tra. What said the wench, when he arose again ? 
Gre. Trembled and shook ; for why, he stamp’d, 
and swore, 

As if the vicar meant to cozen him. 

But after many ceremonies done, 

He calls for wine : — A health, quoth he ; as if 
He had been abroad, carousing to his mates 
After a storm : — Quaff’d off the muscadel, ' 

And threw the sops all in the sexton’s face ; 
Having no other reason, — 

But that his beard grew thin and hungeriy, 

And seem’d to ask' him sops as he was drinking. 
This done, he took the bride about the neck *, 

And kiss’d her lips with such a clamorous smack, 
That, at the parting, aU the church did echo. 

I, seeing this, came thence for very shame ; 

And after me, I know, the rout is coming : 

Such a mad marriage never was before ; 

Hark, hark ! I hear the minstrels play. IMasic. 

Enter Petbuohio, Katharlva, Bianca, Baptista, 
Hoetensio, Gp.uaiio, and Train. 

Fet. Gentlemen and friends, I thank you for 
your pains : 

I know, you think to dine with me to-day, 

And have prepar’d great store of wedding cheer ; 
But so it is, my haste doth call me Iience, 

And therefore here I mean to take my leave. 

Bap. T’st possible, you will away to-night? 

Fet. I must away to-day, before night come : — 
Make it no wonder ; if you knew my business, 

You would entreat me rather go than stay. 

And, honest company, I thank you afl, 

That have beheld me give away myself 
To this most patient, sweet, and virtuous wife i 
Dine with my father, drink a health to me ; 

Tor I must hence, and farewell to you all. 

Tm. Let us entreat you stay till after dinner. 
Fet. It may not be. 

Gra. Let me entreat yon. 


Fet. It cannot be. 

Kath. Let me entreat you. 

Pet. I am content. 

Kath. Are you content to stay ? 

Pet. I am content you shall entreat me stay ; 
But yet not stay, entreat me how you can. 

Kath. Now, if you love me, stay. 

Grumio, my horses. 
Gru. A.J, sir, they be ready ; the oats have eaten 
the horses. 

Kath. Nay, then, 

Do what thou canst, I will not go to-day ; 

No, nor to-morrow, nor till I please myself. 

The door is open, sir, there lies your way, 

You may he jogging, while your boots are green ; 
For me, I’ll not be gone, rill I please myself : 

’Tis like, you’ll prove a jolly surly groom. 

That take it on you at the first so roundly. 

Pet. O Kate, content thee ; pr’ythee be not 
angry. 

Kath. I will be angry ; What hast thou to do ? 

Father, he quiet : he shall stay my leisure. 

Gre. Ay, marry, sir : now it begins to work. 
Kath. Gentlemen, forward to the bridal dinner : — 
I see, a woman may be made a fool, 

If she had not a spirit to resist. 

Pet. They shall go forward, Kate, at thy com- 
mand : 

Obey the bride, you that attend on her : 

Go to the feast, revel and domineer, 

, Carouse full measure to her maidenhead, 

Be mad and merry, or go hang yourselves ; 

But for my bonny Kate, she must with me. 

Nay, look not big, nor stamp, nor stare, nor fret : 
I will be master of what is mine own ; 

She is my goods, my chattels ; she is my house, 
My household-stuff, my field, my barn, 

My horse, my ox, my ass, my any thing ; 

And here she stands, touch her whoever dare ; 

I’ll bring my action on the proudest he 

That stops my way to Padua. Grumio, 

Draw forth thy weapon, we’re beset with thieves : 
Rescue thy mistress, if thou be a man : — 

Fear not, sweet wench, they shaU. not touch thee, 
I’ll buckle thee against a million. [Kate ; 

l^Exeunt Petruchio, Katharina, and Grumio. 

! Bap. Nay, let them go, a couple of quiet ones. 
Gre. Went they not qnickly, I should die with 
laughing. 

Tra. Of all mad matches, never was the like ! 
Luo. Misti'ess, what’s your opinion of your sister? 
Bian. That, being mad herself, she’s madly 
mated. 

Gre. I warrant him, Petruchio is Kated. 

Bap, Neighbours and friends, though bride and 
bridegroom wants 

For to supply the places at the table, 

You know there wants no junkets at the feast; — 
Lucentio, you shall supply the bridegroom’s place ; 
And let Bianca take her sister’s room. 

Tra. Shall sweet Bianca practise how to bride it ? 
Bap. She shall, Lucentio — Come, gentlemen, 
let’s go. [S,reani5. 
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and this cuff was but to knock at your ear, and be- 
seech listening. Now I begin : Imprimis, we came 
down a foul hill, my master riding behind my mis- 
tress : — 

CurL Both on one horse ? 

Gru. What’s that to thee ? 

Curt. Why, a horse. 

Gru. Tell thou the tale : But hadst thou not 

crossed me, thou should’st have heard how her horse 
fell, and she under lier liorse ; tliou slionldst have 
heard, in how miry a place : how she was bemoiied ' 
how he left lier with the horse Tipon her ; how he 
beat me because her horse stumbled ; how she waded 
through the dirt to pluckhim off me; how he swore ; 
how she prayed—tliat never pray’d before ; how I 
cried; how the liorses ran away ; how her bridle was 
burst; how I lost my crupper; with many things 
of worthy memory; whicli now shall die in oblivion, 
and thou return imoxperienccd to thy grave. 

Curt. By this reckoning, he is more shrew than 


SCENE I. — A Hall in Petruchio’s Country 
House. 

EnUr GRuraOi 

Gru. Fye, fye, on all tired jades ! on all mad 
masters ! and all foul ways ! Was ever man so 
beaten ? was ever man so rayed was ever man so 
weary ? I am sent before to make a tire, and they 
are coming after to warm them. Now, were not I a 
little pot, and soon hot, my very lips might freeze to 
my teeth, my tongue to the roof of my mouth, my 
heart in my belly, ere I should come by a tire to 
thaw me ; — But, I, with blowing the fire, shall 
warm myself ; for, considering the weather, a taller 
man than X will take cold. HoUa, hoa ! Curtis ! 

Enter Curtis. 

Curt. Who is that, calls so loudly ? 

Gru. A piece of ice: If thou doubt it, thou 
may’ St slide from my shoulder to my heel, with no 
greater a run hut my head and my neck. A fire, 
good Curtis. 

Curt. Is my master and his wife coming, Grumio ? 

Gru. 0, ay, Curtis, ay ; and therefore fire, fire ; 
cast on no water. 

Curt. Is she so hot a shrew as she’s reported ? 

Gru. She was, good Curtis, before this frost : 
but, thou know’st, winter tames man, woman, and 
beast ; for it hath tamed my old master, and my 
new, mistress, and myself, fellow Curtis. 

Curt. Away, you three-inch fool ! I am no beast. 

Gru. Am I but three inches ? why, thy horn is a 
foot ; and so long am I, at the least But wilt thou 
make a fire, or shall I complain on thee to our mis- 
tress, whose hand (she being now at hand,) thou 
shalt soon feel, to thy cold comfort, for being slow 
in thy hot office t 

Curt. I pr’ythee, good Grumio, tell me. How 
goes the world ? 

Gru. A cold world, Curtis, in every office hut 
thine ; and, therefore, fire: Do thy duty, and have 
thy duty ; for my master and mistress are almost 
frozen to death. 

There’s fire ready; And, therefore, good 
Grumio, the news t 

Gru. Why, Jack boy! ho, hoy! and as much i 
news as thou wilt. 

Curt. Come, you are so full of cony-catching : — 

Gru. W’hy, therefore, fire ; for I have caught ex- 
treme cold. Where’s the cook? is supper ready, 
the house trimmed, rushes strewed, cobwebs swept ; 


talk I of this ?-— call forth .Nathaniel, Joseph, Ni- 
cholas, Philip, Whilter, Sugarsop, and the rest; let 
their heads he sleekly cmiibed, their blue coats 
brushed, and tlieir garters of an indifierent knit : 
let them curtsey with their left legs ; and not pre- 
sume to touch a hair of my master’s horse-tail, till 
they kiss their hands. Are they all ready? 

Curt. They are. 

Gru. Call them forth. 

Curt. Do you hear, ho ? you must meet my 
master, to countenance my mistress. 

Gru. Why, she hatli a'face of her own. 

Curt. Who knows not tliat ? 

Gru. Thon, it seems; that caliest for company 
to countenance her. 

Curt I call them forth to credit lier. 

Gru. Why, she comes to Imrrow nothing of them. 

Enter several kServmits. 

Nath. W’'elcome home, Grumio. 

FhU. How now, Grumio? 

Jos. What, Grumio ! 

Nkh. Fellow Grumio! 

Nath. How now, old lad ? 

Gj'u, Welcome, you; — how now, yon; — what, 
you; — ^fellow, you; — and tlms much for greeting. 
Now, my spruce companions, is all ready, and ail 
things neat? 

N ath. All things is ready : How near is our 
master? 

Gru. E’en at hand, alighted by this ; and there- 
fore be not, Cock’s passion, silence I 1 hear 

my master. • 

. Enter PETEUCino and TCatharina. 

Fet. Where be these knaves ? What, no man at 
To hold my stirrup, nor to take my horse 1 [door, 
Where is Nathaniel, Gregory, Philip ?-’ 

AU Serv. Here, here, sir; here, sir. 

Pet. Here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! here, sir! — 
You logger-headed and unpolish’d grooms! 

What! no attendance? no regard.^ no duty? — 
Where is the foolish knave I sent before ? 

Gru. Here, sir ; as foolish as I was before. 

Pet, Yon peasant swain I you whoreson malt- 
horse drudge ! 
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TAMING OF THE SHREW. 


Bid I not bid thee meet me in the park, 

And bring along these rascal knaves with thee ? 

Gru, Nathaniel’s coat, sir, was not Mly made, 
And Gabriers pumps were ail nnpink’d i’ the heel; 
There was no link to colour Peter’s hat. 

And Walter’s dagger was not come from sheathing: 
There were none fine, but Adam, Ralph, and 
Gregory; 

The rest were ragged, old, and beggarly; 

Yet, as they are, here are they come to meet yon, 
Pei. Go, rascals, go, and fetch my supper in. — 
lJE:x!eunt some of the ServaxLts. 
Where is the life that late I led-^ {Eings. 

Where are those — — Sit down, Kate, and welcome- 
Soud, soud, soud, sond ! 

Ue-entcT Servants, xeith m'p'peT. 

Why, when, I say? — Nay, good sweet Kate> be 
merry. ! 

Off with my boots, you rogues, you viiiains ; When ? 

It was the friar of orders grey; '[_Bings. 
As he forth walked on his way 

Out, out, you rogue ! you pluck my foot awry : 

Take that, and mend the plucking off the other. — 

[<Str«7ce5 Mm. 

Be merry, Kate: — Some water, here; what, ho! 
Where’s my spaniel Troilus ? . — Sirrah, get you 
hence, 

And hid my cousin Ferdinand come hither : 

Servant. 

One, Kate, that you must kiss, and be acquainted 
with. — 

Where are my slippers? — Shall I have some water? 

dasm is presented to Mm. 

Come, Kate, and wash, and welcome heartily : — 
fSei-vant lets the ewer fall. 
You whoreson villain ! will you let it fall? 

IStrikes him. 

Kaih. Patience, I pray you ; ’twas a fault un- 
willing. 

Pet. A whoreson, beetle-headed, flap-ear’ d knave I 
Come, Kate, sit down; I know you have a stomach. 
Will you give thanks, sweet Kate ; or else shall 
What is this ? mutton ? [I ? — 

1 Serv. Ay. 

Pet Who brought it? 

1 Serv. 1. 

Pet. ’Tis burnt ; and so is all the meat : 

W^hat dogs are these ? — ^Where is the rascal cook ? 
Plow durst you, villains, bring it from the dresser, 
And serve it thus to me that love it not ? 

There, take it to you, trenchers, cup, and all : 

{Tli-'rows the meat, S^c. about the stage* 

You heedless joltheads, and unmanner’d slaves ! 
TiTiat, do you grumble ? I’ll be with you sti’aight. 

Kath. I pray you, husband, be not so disquiet ; 
The meat was well, if you were so contented. 

Pet I tell thee, Kate, ’twas burnt and dried 
And I e3:pressly am forbid to touch it, [away ; 
For it engenders choler, planteth anger ; 

And better ’twere that both of us did fast, — 

Since, of ourselveSs ourselves are cholerick, — 

Than feed it with such over -roasted flesh. 

Be patient; to-morrow it shall be mended, 

And, for this night, we’ll fast for company : — 

Come, I will bring thee to thy bridal chamber. 

lEa^eunt Petbuchio, Katharina, and Curtis. 
A^ath. [Jdvanemg.] Peter, didst ever see the 
Peter. He kills her in her own humour, [like ? 


Re-enter Curtis. 

Gru. Where is he ? 

Cwd. In her chamber, 

Making a sermon of continency to her : [soul, 

And rails, and swears, and rates ; that she, poor 
Knows not wliich way to stand, to look, to speak ; 
And sits as one new-risen from a dream. 

Away, away 1 for he is coming hither. [ Exeuxit 

Re-enter Petbuchio. 

Pet. Thus have I politically begun my reign, 
And ’tis my hope to end successfully : 

My falcon now is sharp, and passing empty : 

And, till she stoop, she must not be fuil-gorg'd. 
For then she never looks upon her lure. 

Another way I have to man my haggard, 

To make her come, and know her keeper’s call, 
That is, to watch her, as we watch these kites, 

That bate, and beat, and will not be obedient. 

She eat no meat to-day, nor none shall eat ; 

Last night she slept not, nor to-night she shall 
As with the meat, some undeserved fault [not ; 
I’ll find about the making of the bed; 

And here I’ll fling the piUow, there the bolster, 
This way the coverlet, another way the sheets : — 
Ay, and amid this huriy, I intend, 

That all is done in reverend care of her ; 

And, in conclusion, she shall watch all night : 

And, if she chance to nod, I’ll rail and brawl, 

And with the clamour keep her still awake. 

This is a way to kill a wife with kindness : 

And thus I’ll cui'b her mad and headstrong hu- 
mour : — 

He that knows better how to tame a shrew, 

Now let him speak; ’tis charity to sh w. 


SCENE 11 — Padua, Before Baptista’s House. 

Enter Tranio and Hortensio. 

Tra. Is’t possible, friend Licio, that Bianca 
Doth fancy any other but Lucentio ? 

I tell you, sir, she bears me fair in hand. 

Hor. Sir, to satisfy you in what I have said, 
Stand by, and mark the manner of his teaching. 

[They stand aside. 
Enter Bianca and Lucentio. 

Luc. Now, mistress, profit you in what you 
read ? 

Bian. What, master, read you ? first resolve me 
that. 

Luc. I read that I profess, the art to love. 

Bian. And may you prove, sir, master of your 
art! 

Lug. While you, sweet dear, prove mistress of 
my heart. [They retire. 

Hor. Quick proceedefs, marry ! Now, tell me, 
I pray, 

You that durst swear that your mistress Bianca 
Lov’d none in the world so well as Lucentio. 

Tra. O despiteful love ! unconstant woman- 
I tell thee, Licio, this is wonderful, [kind ! — 
Hot. Mistake no more : I am not Licio, 

Nor a musician, as I seem to be ; 

But one that scorn to live in this disguise, 

For such a one as leaves a gentleman, 

And makes a god of such a cullion : 

Know> sir, that I am cali’d — Hortensio. 

Tra. Signior Hortensio, I have often heard 
Of your entire affection to Bianca;* 
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Tra, ’Tis death for any one in hlantua 


And since mine eyes are witness of her lightness^ ^ -n i iz " ^ 

I S with you, -if you be so contented,- To come to Padua ; Know you not the cause ? 

Fm4ear Bianca, and her love for ever. . . Your ships are staid at Venice ; and the duke 

Hot See, how they kiss and court I Sigmor (For private quarrel twixt your duke and him,) 

Lucentio ^ Hath publish d and proclaim d it openly : 

Here is my hSd, Ind here I firmly vow- ’Tis mm-yel ; but that you’re but newly come, 

Never to Lo he^ more ; but do forswear her. You might have heard it else prod, aim’d about. 

As one unworthy aU the former favours Pf- Alas, sm it is worse for me than so ; 

That I have fondly flatter’d her withal. For J have bills for money by e.yc range 

Tm 4.nd here I take the like unfeigned oath, From Florence, and must here deliver them. 

Ne'er to many with her though she would entreat : Y™. Well, sir, to do you courtesy, 

Fve on her ’ see how beastly she doth court him. Tins will I do, and this will I advise you : 

Jior. ’Would! aU the world, hut he, had quite First, tell me, have you ever been at Pisa ? 
forsworn ! ^ often been : 

For me —that I may surely keep mine oath, Pisa, renowned for grave citizens. 

1 win be married to a wealthy widow Tra. Among them, know you one Vincentio ? 

Ere three days pass ; which hath as long lov’d me, Fed. I know him not, but I have heard of him ? 

\s I have lov’d this proud disdainful haggard : A merchant of incomparable wealth. 

And so fareweU, signior Lucentio.— Tra. He is my father, sir ; and, sooth to say, 

Kindness in women, not their beanteons looks, In countenance somewhat doth resemble you. 

Shall win my love ; and so I take my leave, Blon. As much as an apple doth an oyster, and 

In resolution as I swore before. all one. _ [Awde, 

Hortensio.— Lucentio anti Bianca admace. Tra. lo save your lire in this extremity, 

Tra. Mistress Bianca, bless you with such grace . This favour will 1 do you for his sake ; 

As ’longeth to a lover’s blessed case ! And think it not the Yvorst of all your fortunes, 

Nay, I have ta’en you napping, gentle love ; That you are like to sir Vincentio. 

And have forsworn you with Hortensio. His name and credit shall yon undertake, 

Bian. Tranio, you jest ; But have you both for- And in my house you shall be friendly lodg’d ; — 
Tra. Mistress, we have. [sworn me ? Look, that you take upon you as you should ; 

Tiic. Then we are rid of Licio. You understand me, sir ; — so shall you stay 

Tra. I’faith, he’ll have a lusty widow now, Till you have done your business in the city : 

That shall be woo’d and wedded in a day. If this be courtesy, sir, accept of it. 

Bian. God give him joy ! Fed. 0, sir, I do ; and Yvill repute you ever 

Tra. Ay, and he’ll tame her. ^ The patron of my life and liberty. 

Bian. He says so, Tranio. Tra. Then go with me, to make the matter good. 

Tra. ’Faith, he is gone unto the taming-school. This, by the way, I let you understand ; — 

Bian. The taming-school! what, is there such My father is here look’d for every day, 
a place ? To pass assurance of a dower in marriage 

Tra. Ay, mistress, and PetrucMo is the master ; ’Twixt me and one Baptista’s daughter here : 

That teacheth tricks eleven and twenty long, — In all these circumstances I’ll instruct you : 

To tame a shrew, and charm her chattering tongue. Go with me, sir, to clothe you as becomes you. 

' ■■■■.■ lExeunt. 

Enter BioyiJi'Eijjo^runmngi ^ 

Bion. 0 master, master, I have watch’d so long 

That I’m dog-weary ; but at last I spied SCENE III . — A Boom in Ihir&iicmoh House. 

An ancient angel coming down the hill, ICathauina «,«<* Gnmito. 

ViU serve the turn. -d- j a ? forsooth, 1 dare not, for my life. 

__ whatishe, Biondello. The more my wrong, the more his spite 

Bwn. Master, a mercatantd, or a petot, 1 ^ to , [appears : 

I know not what ; but formal inupparel, Beggars, that come unto ray father’s door, 

In gait and connten^ce surely like a father. pj ^otreaty, have a present alms ; 

Luo. And what of him, Trarao ? If „ot, elsewhere they meet with charity : 

T>iP°i But I, — ^who never knew how' to entreat, — 

I U make him glad to seem Tm^ntio ; starv’d for meat, giddy for lack of sleep ; 

And ^ve assurance to Baphsta Mraola. ^aths kept waking, and with brawling fed : 

. s if e were the ng t incentio. And that which spites me more than all these wants, 

Take m your love, and tten le tme alone. ^ jj, joes it under name of perfect love ; 

[®«*Lucmmo«<tBiAiicA. As who would say, -if I s4uld sleep, or eat, 

Enter a Pedant ’Twere deadly sickness, or else present death. — 

Fed. God save you, sir ! I pr’ythee go, and get me some repast ; 

Tra. And you, sir ! you are welcome. I care not what, so it be wholesome food. 

Travel you far on, or are you at the furthest ? Gru. What say you to a neat’s foot ? 

Fed. Sir, at the furthest for a week or two ; Kath, ’Tis passing good; I pr’ythee let mehave it. 

But then up toher ; and as far as Borne ; Gru. I fear, it is too cholerick a meat 

And so to Tripoly, if God lend me life. How say you to a fat tripe, finely broil’d? 

Tra. What countryman, I pray? Kaih. I like it well ; good Grumio, fetch it me. 

Fed. , Of Mantua. Gru. I cannot teU; I fear, ’tis cholerick. 

Tra. Of Mantua, sir ? — ^marry, God forbid ! What say you to a piece of beef, and mustard ? 
And come to Padua, careless of your life ? [hard. Kath. A dish that 1 do love to feed upon. 

Fed. My hfe, sir i how, I pray ? for that goes Gru. Ay, but the mustard is too hot a little- 
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Kath. 'Whj, then the beef, and let the mustard 


Gru, Nay, then I will not ; yon shall have the 
Or else yon get no beef of Grnmio. [mustard, 
Eaih. Then both, or one, or any thing thou wilt. 
Gru. Why, then the mustard without the beef. 
Kailu Go, get thee gone, thou false deluding 
slave, \_Beats Mm. 

That feed’s! me with the very name of meat : 
Sorrow on thee, and all the pack of yon, 

That triumph thus upon my misery 1 
Go, get thee gone, I say. 

Enter Pstsuchio, loitli a dish of meat ; and Hortensio. 
■Fet. How fares my Kate? What, sweeting, all 
Hor. Mistress, what cheer ? [amort ? 

Eaih. ’Faith, as cold as can be. 

PcL Pluck np thy spirits, look cheerfully upon 
Here, love ; thou see’st how diligent I am, [me. 
To dress thy meat myself, and bring it thee t 

the dish on a table. 

I am snre, sw^'eet Kate, this kindness merits thanks. 
What ! not a word ? Nay then, thou lov’st it not j 

And all my pains is sorted to no proof: 

Here, take away this dish. 

Eath. ^Pray you, let it stand. 

F et The poorest service is repaid with thanks ; 
And so shall mine, before you touch the meat. 
Eath, I thank you, sir. 

Hot. Signior Petruchio, fye 1 you are to blame ! 
Come, mistress Kate, I’ll bear you company. 

Pet Eat it up all, Hortensio, if thou lov’st 
me. [Aside. 

Much good do it unto thy gentle heart ! 

Kate, eat apace :v~And now my honey-love, 

Will we return unto thy father’s house ; 

And revel it as bravely as the best, 

With silken coats, and caps, and golden rings, 

With ruifs, and cuffs, and farthingales, and things ; 
With scarfs, and fans, and double change of bravery. 
With amber bracelets, beads, and ail this knavery. 
What! hast thou din’d ? The tailor stays thy leisure, 
To deck thy body with his ruffling treasure. 

Enter Tailor. 

Come, tailor, let us see these ornaments j 


Enter Haberdasher. 

Lay forth the gown. — What news with yon, sir ? 
Hab. Here is the cap your worship did bespeak. 
Pet. Why, this was moulded on a porringer ; 

A velvet dish fye, fye ! ’tis lewd and filthy ; • 
Why, ’tis a cockle, or a walnut-shell, 

A knack, a toy, a trick, a baby’s cap ; 

Away with it, come, let me have a bigger. 

Eath. ru have no bigger ; this doth fit the time, 
And gentlewomen wear such caps as these. 

Pet. When you are gentle, you shaU have one too, 
And not till then. 

That wiE not be in Haste. lAside. 
Kath. why, sir, I trust, I may have leave to 
speak ; 

And speak I will ; I am no child, no babe : 

\ our betters have endur’d me say my mind ; 

And, if you cannot, best yon stop your ears. 

My tongue will tell the anger of my heart ; 

Or else my heart, concealing it, will break ; 

And, rather than it shall, I will be free 
Even to the uttermost, as I please, in words. 

Pet. Why, thou say’st true ; it is a paltry cap, 
A. custard -coffin, a bauble, a silken pie : 

I love thee well, in that thou lik’st it not. 


d Eath. Love me, or love me not, I like the cap ; 
And it I will have, or I will have none. 

Pet. Thy gown? why, ay ; -Come, tailor, let 
h US see’t. 

:. mercy, God ! what masking stuff is here ? 

W hat’s this ? a sleeve ? ’tis like a demi-cannon : 

^ What ? up and down, carv’d like an apple-tart ? 
Here’s snip, and nip, and cut, and siish, and slash, 
Like to a censer in a barber's shop : — 

Why, what, o’devil’s name, tailor, calFst thou this ? 
For. I see, she’s like to have neither cap nor 
. sown. [Aside. 

Tat. You bid me make it orderly and well, 

[ According to the fashion, and the time. 

1 Pet. Marry, and did ; but if you be remember’d, 

I did not bid yon mar it to the time. 

^ Go, hop me over every kennel home, 

For you shall hop without my custom, sir : 

I’ll none of it ; hence, make your best of it. 

Eath. I never saw a better fashion’d gown, 

More quaint, more pleasing, nor more commend- 
able ; 

Belike, you mean to make a puppet of me. 

Pei. ^xiy, true; he means to make a punnet 
of thee. 

Tai. She says, your worship means to make a 
puppet of her. 

P et. O monstrous arrogance ! Thou liest, thou 
Thou thimble, [thread, 

ihou yard, three-quarters, half-yard, quarter, nail, 
Thou flea, thou nit, thou winter cricket thon : — 
Brav’d in mine own house with a skein of thread ! 
Away, thou rag, thou quantity, thou remnant ; 

Or I shall so be-mete thee with thy yard. 

As thou shalt think on prating whilst thou liv’st I 
I tell thee, I, that thou hast marr’d her gown. 

Tai. Your worship is deceived’ ; the gown is made 
Just as my master had direction : 

Gramio gave order how it should be done. 

Gru. I gave him no order, I gave him the stuff. 

T ai. But how did you desire it should be made ? 
Gr?i. Many, sir, with needle and thread. 

Tai. But did you not request to have it cut ? 

Gru. Thou hast faced many things. 

Tai. I have. 

Gru. Pace not me : thou hast braved many men ; 
orave not me ; I will neither be faced nor braved. 

I say unto thee, — I bid tby master cut out the 
gown ; but I did not bid him cut it to pieces : 
eo'go, thou liest. 

Tm. Why, here is the note of the fashion to 
testify. 

Pet. Read it. 

G^'u. The note lies in his throat, if he say I 
said so. 

Tai, Impt'imiSf a loose-bodied gown : 

Gru. Master, if ever I said loose-bodied gown, 
sew me in the skirts of it, and beat me to death 
with a bottom of brown thread : I said, a gown. 

Pet. Proceed. 

Tai. With a small compassed cape ^ 

Grw. I confess the cape. 

Tai. With a truiih sleeve — 

Gru. I confess two sleeves. 

Tai. The sleeves curiously cut. 

PcL Ay, there’s the villainy. 

Gru. Error rthe bill, sir ; error i’the bill. I com- 
manded the sleeves should he cut out, and sewed up 
again : and that I’ll prove upon thee, though thy 
little finger be armed.in a thimble^ 
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Enter Bionbbllo. 

Ped. I warrant yon : But, sir, here comes yonr 
’Twere good, he were schoohd. . [boy; 

Tra. Fear yon not him. Sirrah, Biondello, 
Now do your duty thoroughly, I advise yon ; 
Imagine ’twere the right Vincentio. 

Bion, Tut ! fear not me. 

Tra. But hast thou done thy errand to Baptista ? 
Bion» I told him, that your father was at Venice ; 
And that you look’d for him this day in Padua. 
Tm. Thou’rt a tall fellow ; hold thee that to 
drink. 

Plere comes Baptista : — set your countenance, sir. 

Enter Baptista and Lucentio. 

Signior Baptista, you are happily met 
Sir, [zfo the Pedant.] 

This is the gentleman I told you of : 

I pray you, stand good father to me now, 

Give me Bianca for my patrimony. 

Fed. Soft, son ! — 

Sir, by your leave, having come to Padua 
To gather in some debts, my son Lucentio 
Made me acquainted with a weighty cause 
Of love between your daughter and himself : 

And, — ^for the good report I hear of you ; 

And for the love he beareth to your daughter, 

And she to him, — to stay him not too long, 

I am content, in a good father’s care, 

To have him match’d ; and, — if you pleas’d to like 
No worse than I, sir — upon some agreement, 

Me shall yon find most ready and most willing 
With one consent to have her so bestow’d ; 

For cmious I cannot be with you, 

Signior Baptista, of whom I heai>.so well. 

Bap. Sir, pardon me in what I have to say ; — 
Your plainness, and your shortness, please me well. 
Right true it is, your son Lucentio here 
Both love my daughter, and she loveth him, 

Or doth dissemble deeply their afihctions : 

And, therefore, if you say no more than this, 

That like a father you will deal with him, 

And pass my daughter a sufficient dowser, 

The match is fully made, and all is done : 

Your son shall have my daughter with consent. 
Tra. I thank you, sir. Where then do you 
know best, 

We be affied ; and such assurance ta’en, 

As shall with either part’s agreement stand ? 

Bap. Not in my house, Lucentio ; for, you know. 
Pitchers have ears, and I have many servants ; 
Besides, old Gremio is heark’ning still ; 

And, happily, we might be interrupted. 

Tra. Then at my lodging, an it like you, sir : 
There doth my father lie ; and there, this night, 
We’ll pass the business privately and w^ell ; 

Send for your daughter by your servant here, 

My hoy shall fetch the scrivener presently. , 

The worst is this,— that, at so slender warning, 
You’re like to have a thin and slender pittance. 

Bap. It likes me well : — Cambio, hie you home, 
And bid Bianca make her ready straight ; 

And, if you wUl, tell what hath happened : — 
Lucentio ’s father is arrived in Padua, 

And how she’s like to be Lucentio’ s wife. 

Luc. I pray the gods she may, with all my heart I 
Tra. Dally not with the gods, but get thee gone. 
Signior Baptista, shall I lead the way ? 

Welcome ! one mess is like to be your cheer ; 
Come, sir ; we’ll better it in Pisa. 


Bor. God-a-mercy, Grumio ! then he shall have 

no odds, . ^ - 

Pet WeU, sir, in brief, the gown is not tor me. 
Gru. You are i’the right, sir; ’tis for my 
mistress. 

Pet. Go, take it up unto thy master s use. 

Gru. ymain, not for thy life : Take up my 
mistress’ gown for thy master’s use ! 

Pet. Why, sir, what’s your conceit in that ? 

Gru. 0, sir, the conceit is deeper than you think 
for : ^ 

Take up my mistress’ gown to his master s use ! 

0, tye, fye, fye ! ^ 

Pet. Hortensio, say thou wilt see the tailor 
paid : — iAside. 

Go take it hence ; begone, and say no more, 

Bor. Tailor, I’ll pay thee for thy gown to- 
morrow. 

Take no unkindness of his hasty words : 

Away, I say ; commend me to thy master. 

lExit Tailor. 

Pei. Well, come, my Kate ; we will unto your 
father’s, 

Even in these honest mean habiliments ; 

Our purses shall be proud, our garments poor : 

I For ’tis the mind that makes the body rich ; 

And as the sun breaks through the darkest clouds, 
So honour peereth in the meanest habit. 

What, is the jay more precious than the lark, 
Because his feathers are more beautiful ? 

Or is the adder better than the eel, 

Because his painted skin contents the eye ? 

0, no, good Kate ; neither art thou the worse 
For this poor furniture, and mean array. 

If thou account’st it shame, lay it on me ; 

And therefore, frolic ; we will hence forthwith, 

To feast and sport us at thy father’s house. — 

Go, call my men, and let us straight to him ; 

And bring our horses unto Long-lane end, 

There will we mount, and thither walk on foot. — 
Let’s see ; I think, ’tis now some seven o’clock, 
And well we may come there by dinner-time. 

Kath. I dare assure you, sir, ’tis almost two ; 
And ’twill be supper-time, ere you come there, 
j Pet. It shall he seven, ere I go to horse : 

I Look, what I speak, or do, or think to do, 
j You are still crossing it. — Sirs, let’t alone : 

I I will not go to-day ; and ere I do, 

I It shall be what o’clock I say it is. 

1 Bor, Why, so I this gallant will command the 
i sun. lEaaeunt 


SCENE IV. — Padua. Before Baptist a’s Bouse. 

Enter Teanio, and the Pedant dressed Zifce Vincentio. 

Tra. Sir, this is the house ; Please it you, that 
I caU? 

Ped. Ay, what else? and, but I be deceived, 
Signior Baptista may remember me, 

Near twenty year ago, in Genoa, where 
We were lodgers at the Pegasus. 

Tm, >Tis well : 

And hold your own, in any case, with such 
Austerity as ’longeth to & father. 
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! Bap, I follow you. 

\_ExeMnt Traoto, Pedant, and Baptista. 

Bion. Cambio. — 

Luc. "What say’ st tliou, Biondollo ? 

Sion,. You saw my master TOnk and laugb upon 
you. ? 

Luc. Biondello, wliat of tliat? 

5 low. ’Faith nothing ; but he lias left me here 
... behind, to expound the meaning or moral of his 
. signs and tokens. ■ 

Lm, I pray thee, moralize them. 

Bion. Then thus. Baptista is safe, talking -with 
the decewing father of a deceitful, son. 

V Lug. And what of him } 

Bion. His daughter is to be brought by you to 
the supper. 

f>' , Luc. And then ? — 

Bion. The old priest at Saint Luke’s church is 
at your command at all hours. 

Luc. And what of all this ? 

Bio7i. I cannot tell ; except they are busied 
about a counterfeit assurance : Take you assurance 
of her, cum privilegio ad imprimendum solum : to 
the church ; — take the priest, clerk, and some 
sufficient honest witnesses ; 

If this be not that you look for, I have no more 
to say, 

But, bid Bianca farewell for ever and a day. 

IGohig. 

Luc. Hear’st thou, Biondello ? 

Bion. I cannot tarry : I knew a wench married in 
an afternoon as she went to the garden for parsley 
to stuff a rabbit ; and so may you, sir ; and so 
adieu, sir. My master hath appointed me to go to 
Saint Luke’s, to 'bid the priest be ready to come 
against you come with your appendix. 

Luc. I may, and will, if she be so contented : 
She will be pleas’d, then wherefore should I doubt ? 
Hap what hap may, I’ll roundly go about her ; 

It shall go hard, if Cambio go without her. [Exit. 


SCENE Y.—A public Road. 

Enter Peteuchio, Kathabina, and Hortexsio. 

Pet. Come on, o’God’s name ; once more to- 
ward onr father’s. 

Good Lord, How bright and goodly shines the 
moon! [now. 

Kath. The moon I the sun ; it is not moonlight 
Pet. I say, it is the moon that shines so bright. 
Katli. I know it is the sun that shines so bright. 
Pet. Now, by my mother’s son, and that’s my- 
It shall be moon, or star, or wffiat I list, [self, 
Or ere I journey to your father’s house : — 

Go on, and fetch our horses back again. — 
Evermore cross’d, and cross’d : nothing but cross’d! 
Hor. Say as he says, or we shall never go. 
Kath. Forvvard, I pray, since we have come 
■ so far, — • 

And be it moon, or sun, or what you please : 

And if you please to call it a rush-candle, 
Henceforth I vow it shall be so for me. 

Pet. I say, it is the moon. 

Kath. I know it is. 

Pet. Nay, then you lie ; it is the blessed sun. 
Kath. Then, God be blessed, it is the blessed 
But sun it is not, when you say it is not ; [sun : 
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And the moon changes even as your mind. 

What you will have it nam’d, even that it is ; 

And so it shall be so, for Katharine. 

Hor. Petruchio, go thy ways ; the field is w^on 
Pet. Well, forward, forward ; thus the bowl 
should run, 

And not unluckily against the bias. — 

But soft ; what company is coming here ? 

Enter Vixcentto, in a travelling dress. 

Good morrow, gentle mistress : Where away ? — 

[To VixcEXTro. 

Tell me, sweet Kate, and tell me truly too, 

Hast thou beheld a fresher gentlewoman } 

Such war of white and red within her cheeks ! 
MTxat stars do spangle heaven with such beauty, 

As those two eyes become that heavenly face ? — 
Fair lovely maid, once more good day to thee - 
Sweet Kate, embrace her for her beauty’s sake. 

Hor. 'A will make the man mad, to make a 
woman of him. 

Kath. Young budding virgin, fair, and fresh, and 
Whither away ; or where is thy abode ? [sweet, 
Happy the parents of so fair a child ; 

Happier the man, whom favourable stars 
Allot thee for his lovely bed-fellovr t 

Pet. WKy, how now, Kate ! I hope thou art not 
mad ; 

This is a man, old, wrinkled, faded, wither’d ; 

And not a maiden, as thou say’st he is. 

Kath. Pardon, old father, my mistaking eyes, 
That have been so bedazzled with the sun, 

That every thing I look on seemeth green : 

Now I perceive thou ai*t a reverend father ; 

Pardon, I pray thee, for my mad mistaking. 

Pet. Do, good old grandsire ; and, withal, make 
known 

WTiich way thou travellest : if along -with us, 

We shall be joyful of thy company. 

Vin. Fair sir, — and you my merry mistress,— 
That with your strange encounter much amaz’d me : 
My name is call’d — ^Vincentio : my dwelling — Pisa ; 
And hound I am to Padua ; there to visit 
A son of mine, which long I have not seen. 

Pet. What is his name ? 

Vin. Lucentio, gentle sir. 

Pet. Happily met ; the happier for thy son. 

And now by law, as well as reverend age, 

I may entitle thee — my loving father ; 

The sister to my wife, this gentlewoman, 

Thy son by this hath married : Wonder not, 

Nor be not griev’d ; she is of good esteem, 

Her dowry wealthy, and of worthy birth ; 

Beside, so qualified as may beseem 
The spouse of any noble gentleman. 

Let me embrace with old Viucentio : 

And wander we to see thy honest son, 

Who will of thy arrival be full Joyous. 

Vin. But is this true ? or is it else your pleasure, 
Like pleasant travellers, to break a jest 
Upon the company you overtake ? 

Hot. I do assure thee, father, so it is. 

Pet. Come, go along, and see the truth hereof ; 
For our first merriment hath made thee jealous. 

lExemi'SmmcmOi Kathaeoa, and Tinge xtio. 
Hot. Well, Petruchio^ this hath put me in heart. 
Have to my widow ; and if she be forward, 

Then hast thou taught Hortensio to be untoward. 
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ACT V. 


SCENE I.— Padua. Ee/oreLucENTio’s House. 

Enter on one side Biondello, Ltjcentio, and Bianca : 

Gremio walking on the other side. 

Bion. Softly and swiftly, sir ; for the priest is 

ready. , , 

Luc. I fly, Biondello : but they may chance to 
need thee at home, therefore leave us. 

Bion. Nay, faith, I’ll see the church o youi 
back ; and then come back to my master as soon 
as I can. 

\Ea:eimt Ltjcentio, Bianca, and Biondello. 

Gre. I marvel Cambio comes not all this while. 

Enter Pbtrtjchio, Kathatuna, Vincentio, and 
Attendants. 

Pet. Sir, here’s the door, this is Lucentio’s 
house, 

My father’s bears more toward the market-place ; 
Thither must I, and here I leave you, sir. 

Vin. You shall not choose but drink before you 
I think, I shall command your welcome here, [go ; 
And, by all likeUhood, some cheer is toward. 

{^Knocks. 

Gre. They’re busy within, you were best knock 
louder. 

Enter Pedant above, at a window. 

Fed. What’s he that knocks as he would beat 
down the gate? 

Vin Is signior Lucentio within, sir ? 

Fed. He’s within, sir, but not to be spoken 
withal. 

Fin. What if a man bring him a hundred pound 
or two, to make merry withal ? 

Fed. Keep your hundred pounds to yourself ; 
he shall need none, so long as I live. 

Fet Nay, I told you, your son was beloved in 
Padua. — Do you hear, sir? — to leave frivolous 
circumstances, — I pray you, teU signior Lucentio, 
that his father is come from Pisa, and is here at 
the door to speak with him. 

Fed. Thou liest; his father is come from Pisa, 
and here looking out at the window. 

Pin. Art tho^ 

Fed. Ay, sir ; so his mother says, if I may be- 
lieve her. 

Fet. W'hy, how now, gentleman ! [ To Vincen.] 
why, this is flat knavery, to take upon you another 
man’s name. 

Fed. Lay hands on the villain; I believe, ’a 
means to cozen somebody in this city under my 
countenance. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

Bion. I have seen them in the church together ; 
God send ’em good shipping 1 — But who is here ? 
mine old master, Yincentio ? now are we undone, 
and brought to nothing. 

Vin. Come hither, crack -hemp. 

[Seeing Biondello. 

Bion. I hope, I may choose, sir. 

Vin. Come, hither, you rogue ; What ! have you 
forgot me ? 

Bion. Forgot you ? no, sir : I could not forget 
you, for I never saw you before in all my life. 

Vin. What, you notorious villain, didst thou 
never see thy master’s father, Vincentio ? 

Bion. What, my old, worshipful old master? yes, 
marry, sir ; see where he looks out of the window. 

Vin. Is’t so, indeed? Biondello, 


Bion. Help, help, help ! here’s a madman will 
murder me. [Exit. 

Fed. Help, son ! help, signior Baptista ? 

[Exit, from the windoio. 

Pet. Pr’ythee, Kate, let’s stand aside; and see 
the end of this controversy. [Thep retires 

Re-enter Pedant below ; Baptista, Tranio, and Servants. 

Tra. Sir, what are you, that ofier to beat my 
servant ? 

Vin. What am I, sir? nay, wdiat are you, sir } 

0 immortal gods ! O fine villain ! A silken doublet ! 
a velvet hose ! a scarlet cloak ! and a copatain hat ! 
— 0, I am undone ! I am undone 1 wdiile I play the 
good husband at home, my son and my servant 
spend all at the university. 

Tra. How now ! wdiaPs the matter ? 

Bap. What ! is the man lunatic ? 

Tra. Sir, you seem a sober ancient gentleman 
by your habit, but your words show’' you a madman : 
Why, sir, what concerns it you, if I wear pearl and 
gold ? I thank my good father, I am able to main- 
tain it. 

Vin. Thy father ? O villain! he is a sail-maker 
in Bergamo. 

Bap. You mistake, sir ; you mistake, sir : Pray, 
what do you think is his name ? 

Vin. His name as if I knew not his name ! I 
have brought him up ever since he was three years 
old, and his name is — ^Tranio. 

Fed. Away, away, mad ass I his name is Liicen- 
tio ; and he is mine only son, and heir to the lands 
of me, signior Vincentio. 

Vin. Lucentio 1 O, he hath murdered his mas- 
ter ! — Lay hold on him, I charge you, in the duke’s 
name: — O, my son, my son 1 — tell me, thou vil- 
lain, where is my son, Lucentio ? 

Tra. Call forth an officer : [^Fruter one with an 
Officer.] cany this mad knave to the gaol : — Fathei*, 
Baptista, I charge you see, that he be forthcoming. 

Vin. Carry me to the gaol ! 

Gre. Stay, officer ; he shall not go to prison. 

Bap. Talk not, signior Gremio ; I say, he shall 
go to prison. 

Gre. Take heed, signior Baptista, lest you he 
coney-catched in this business ; i dare swear, this 
is the right Vincentio. 

Fed. Swear, if thou darest. 

Gre. Nay, I dare not swear it. 

7'ra. Then thou wert best say, that I am not 
Lucentio. 

Gre. Yes, I know thee to be signior Lucentio. 

Bap. Away with the dotard ; to the gaol with him. 

Vin. Thus strangers may be haled and abus’d. — 
0 monstrous vdlain 1 

Re-enter Biondello, with Lucenito and Bianca. 

Bion. 0, we are spoiled, and — Yonder he is; 
deny him, forswear him, or else we are all undone. 

Luc. Pardon, sweet father. [Kneeling. 

Vin. Lives my sw^eetest son? 

[Biondello, Tranio, and Pedant run out. 

Bian. Pardon, dear father. [Kneeling. 

' Bap. How hast thou offended ? — 

Where is Lucentio ? 

Lug. Here’s LucentiOy 

Right son unto the right Vincentio ; 

That have by mai’riage made thy daughter mine, 
While counterfeit- supposes blear’d thine eyne. 
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Gre. Here’s packing, with a witness, to deceive 

ns all ! 

Vm, Where is that damned villain, Tranio, 

That fac d and brav’d me in this matter so ? 

Map. Why, teU me, is not this my Cambio ? 
Bian. Cambio is chang'd into Lncentio, 

Love wrought these miracles. Bianca's love 
Made rfte exchange my state with Tranio, 

While he did bear my countenance in the town 
And happily I have arriv'd at last 

Unto the mshed haven of my bliss : 

What, Tranio did, myself enforc’d him to ; 

Then pardon him, sweet father, for my sk'e. 

Tin. ru slit the villain's nose, that would have 
sent me to the gaol. 

But do you hear, sir.? [To Lucentio.] 
Have you married my daughter without asking my 
good-wiE ^ ^ 

f in. Fear not, Baptista ; we will content you, 
go to : 

But I will in, to be revenged for this villainy ! lExit. 
Map. And I, to sound the depth of this knavery. 

Luc. Look not pale, Bianca ; thy father wiifnot 
irown. iExeimt Luc. and Bian. 

Ure My cakeis dough : But Film among the rest; 
Out of hope of all,— but my share of the feast. lExit. 
Fstbuchio and Kathabina advanc&. 

Math. Husband, let's foUow, to see the end of 
this ado. 

Pet. First kiss me, Kate, and we will. 

Kath. What I in the midst of the street } 

Pet. What, art thou ashamed of me ! 

Aott No, sir; God forbid;— but ashamed to kiss. 

Pet. Why, then, let's home again : — Come sir- 
rah, let's away. ' 

Kath. Nay, I wiU give thee a kiss ; now pray 
thee, love, stay. ^ ^ 

Pf* Is not this well ?— Come, my sweet Kate : ' 

Better once than never, for never too late, lExeunt. 


SCENE n. — d Room in Lucentio’s House. 

Vincentio, Gbemio 
the Pedant, Luckntio, Bianca, Petbdchio, ILatharina’ 
Bortbnsto a7id Widow. Tranio, B^ondello, Grumio, 
and others attending. 

Luo. At last, Though long, our jarring notes 
And time it is, when raging war is done, [agree ; 
X 0 smile at scapes and perils overblown.— 

Bianca, hid my father welcome, 

Whde I mth self-same kindness welcome thine 
Brother Petruchio,— sister Katharina,— 

And thou, Hortensio, with thy loving widow 

with the best, and welcome to my house ; 
j My banquet is to close our stomachs up 
After our great good cheer : Pray sit yin down : 
Foi now we sit to chat, as well as eat. 

* T. r • ^Ehcg sit at tahZe, 

Pet. Nothmg hut sit and sit, and eat and eat ! 
Map. Padua affords this kindness, son Petruchio. 
Pet. ladua affords nothing but what is kind. 
Hot. For both our sakes I would that word were 
True. 

' fears his widow. 

Then never trust me if I be afeard. 

T my sense; 

I mean, Hortensio is afeard of you. ^ 


I Pet. Roundly replied. 

T Mistress, now mean you that? 

Thus I conceive by him. Fthat ’ 

wf; me!— How likes Hortensio 

.a or. My widow says, thus she conceives her tale, 
e ^ mended : Kiss him for that, good 

Kaih. He that is giddy thinks the world turns 
round: 

^ T 3^°^ ^eant by that. 

ma. Your husband, being troubled with a shrew 
Measures my husband's sor?ow by his woo : 

And now you know my meaning. 

2 Kaih. A very mean meaning. 

Wid. T 

I jTrvifA j T B,ight, I mean you. 

' fT'-ittl y'-"- 

Ho7\ To her, widow I 
Hor. That’s my office. 

Pet. Spoke Hke an officer Ha' to thee, lad. 

Kap. HowUkesGremiothese'qSt^tted™ 
n7„'r, !"■’ together weU. 

■wf 1 1 f’titt ? a hasty-witted body 

Would say your head and butt were head and horn. 
Fm. Ay, mistress bride, hath that awaken’d you ’ 
Bian. Ay, but not frighted mfe; therefore’ I’ll 
sleep again. 

Peh Nay, that you shall not; since you have 
Have at you for a bitter jest or two. rbe^un 

Bum. Am I your bird ? I mean to shift my bush’ 

And then pm-sue me as you draw your bow * 

X ou are welcome all. 

x> ^ Bianca, KLitharina, and Widow. 

Tranfo^ prevented me.— Here, signior 

This bird you aim'd at, though you hit her not ; 
Therefor^ a health to all that shot and miss'd. 
ira. O, sir, Lucentio slipp'd me like his grev 
hound, ^ 

mich runs himself, and catches for his master. 

Pet. A good swift simile, but something currish. 

>rr- X?* . hunted for vourseif : 

Pis thought yom- deer holds you at a bay. 

Map. O ho, Petruchio, Tranio hits you now. 

Lw. I thank thee for that gird, good Tranio. 
nor. ^Confess, confess, hath he not hit you here ? 
Pet. A has a little gall’d me, I confess ; I 

And, as the jest did glance away from me, | 

Tis ten to one it maim’d you two outright. 

Map. Now, in good sadness, son Petruchio, 

I think thou hast the veriest shrew of all. 

^ Pet. Well, I say — no ; and therefore, for as- 
Let s each one send unto his vdfe ; [surance, 

And he, whose wife is most obedient 
To come at first when he doth send for her, 

Shall win the wager which we will propose."* 

Hor. Content -What is the wager ? 

^ Twenty crowns. I 

Twenty crowns I 1 

ril venture so much on my hawk, or hound, j 

But twenty times so much upon my wife. 

Luc. A hundred then. 

Content. 

match ; 'tis done. 

Hor. Who shall begin? 

Luo. That will I. Go, 

Biondello, bid your mistress come to me. 
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Blon. I go. [Exit. 

Bap. SoHj I will be your half, Bianca comes. 
Luc. I’ll have no halves; I’ll bear it all myself. 
Re-enter Biondbllo. 

How now ! what news ? 

Bion. Sir, my mistress sends yon word 

That she is busy, and she cannot come. 

Pet. How ! she is busy, and she cannot come ! 
Is that an answer ? 

Gre. Ay, and a kind one too : 

Pray God, sir, your wife send you not a worse. 

Pet. I hope, better. 

Hor. Sirrah, Biondello, go, and entreat my wife 
To come to me forthwith. [Exit Biondello. 

Pet. O, ho ! entreat her ! 

Nay, then she must needs come. 

JJor. I am afraid, sir, 

Do what you can, yours will not be entreated. 

Re-enter Biondello. 

Now I where’s my wife ? 

Bion. She says, you have some goodly jest in 
hand ; 

She will not come ; she bids you come to her. 

Pet. Worse and worse ; she will not come ! 0 
Intolerable, not to be endur’d! [vile, 

Sirrah, Grumio, go to your mistress ; 

Say I command her come to me. [Exit Grumio. 
Bor. I know her answer. 

Pet. What.^ 

Bor. She will not come. 

Pet. The fouler fortune mine, and there an end. 
Enter KIatharina. 

Bap. Now, by my holidame, here comes Ka- 
tharina I 

Kath. What is your will, sir, that you send for 
me ? 

Pet. Where is your sister, andHortensio’s wife? 
Kath. They sit conferring by the parlour fire. 
Pet. Go, fetch them hither ; if they deny to 
cOme, 

Swinge me them soundly forth unto their husbands : 
Away, I say, and bring them hither straight. 

[Exit Katharina. 
Luc. Here is a wonder, if you talk of a wonder. 
Bor. And so it is, I wonder what it bodes. 

Pet. Marry, peace it bodes, and love, and quiet 
An awful rule, and right supremacy ; [life, 

And, to he short, what not, that’s sweet and happy. 

Bap. Now fair befal thee, good Petnichio ! 

The wager thou hast won ; and I will add 
Unto their losses twenty thousand crowns ! 
Another dow-ry to another daughter, 

For she is chang’d, as she had never been. 

Pet. Nay, I will win my wager better yet ; 

And show more sign of her obedience, 

Her new-built virtue and obedience. 

Re-enter Katharina, with Bianca, and Widovr. 

See, where she comes I and brings your froward 
wives 

As prisoners to her womanly persuasion. — ■ 
Katharine, that cap of yours, becomes you not ; 

Gif with that bauble, throw it underfoot, 

^ [JLL’TKARiiijApuUsqfher cap^ and throws it down. 
^ Wid. Lord, let me never have a cause to sigh, 
Till 1 be brought to such a silly pass ! 

Bian. Fye ! what a foolish duty call you this ? 
Luc. I would, your duty were as foolish too : 
The wisdom of your duty, fair Bianca, 

Hath cost me an hundred crowns since supper-time. 


Bian. The more fool you, for layhig on my duty. 
Pet. Katharine, I charge thee, tell these head- 
strong women, 

What duty they do owe their lords and husbands. 
Wid. Come, come, you’re mocking ; we will 
have no telling. 

Pet. Come on, I say, and first begin with her. 
Wid. She shall not. 

Pet. I say, she shall ; — and first begin with her. 
Kath. Fye, fye! unknit that threat’ning unkind 
brow ; 

And dart not scornful glances from those eyes, 

To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor : 

It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads ; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair buds ; 
And in no sense is meet or amiable. 

A woman mov’d, is like a fountain troubled, — 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 

And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. 

Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 

Thy head, thy sovereign ; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance : commits his body 
To painful labour, both by sea and land ; 

To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
While thou liest warm at home, secure and safe ; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 

But love, fair looks, and true obedience ; — 

Too little payment for so great a debt I 
Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 

Even such a woman oweth to her husband ; 

And when she’s froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 

And not obedient to his honest will, 

What is she, but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord? — 

I am asham’d, that women are so simple 
To offer war, whei’e they should kneel for peace ; 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth, 
Unapt to toil, and trouble in the world; 

But that our soft conditions, and our hearts, 
Should well agree with our e.xternal parts ?. 

Come, come, you froward and unable worms ! 

My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 

My heart as great ; my reason, haply, more, 

To bandy word lor word, and frown for frown ; 
But now, I see our lances are but straws ; 

Our strength as weak, our weakn ess past compare, — 
That seeming to be most, which we least are* 

Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot ; 

And place your hands below your husband’s foot; 
In token of which duty, if he please, 

My hand is ready, may it do him ease. 

Pet. Why, there’s a wench!— Com-e on, and 
kiss me, Kate! [ha’t, 

Luo. Well, go thy ways, old lad : for thou shalt 
Vin. ’Tis a good hearing, when childi*en are 
toward. 

Luc. But a harsh hearing, when women are 

Pet. Come, Kate, we’ll to bed ; [froward. 

We three are married, but you two are sped. 

’Twas I won the wager, though you hit the white ; 

[To Lucbntio. 

And, being a winner, God give you good night ! 

[Exeunt Petruchio and Kath. 
Bor. Now go thy ways, thou hast tam’d a cui*st 
shrew. 

Luc. ’Tis a wonder, by your leave, she will be 
tam’d so, [Exeiint. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Lkohtks, King of Sicilia. 

Mamillius, Ms Son. 

CAimiiix), 

AntigonuSj, 

Cleomenes, 

Diox, 

Another Sicilian Lord. 

Rogeeo, a Sicilian Gentleman. 

An Attendant on the young Prince aiAMiLLius. 
Officers of a Court of Judicature. 

Polixenes, King of Bohem ia. 

Florize'l, Ms Son. 

ARCHiBAaius, a Bohemian Lord. 

A Mariner. 

Gaoler. 

An Old Shepherd, reputed Father o/Perdita. 


down, Jiis Son. 

Servant to the Old Shepherd. 

Autolycus, a Rogue. 

Time, as Chorus. 

HERsnoNE, Q,ueen to Leontes. 

Perdita, Daughter to Leontes and Hbbmione. 
Paulina, Wife to Antigonus. 

a Lady, \ ^ 

Two other Ladies, ] 

Mopsa, ) ^ 

Dorcas, f ^Shepherdesses. 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants ; Satyrs ,/^r a Dance ; 
Shepherds, Shepherdesses, Guards, &c. 


^ Sicilian Lords. 


SCENE , — Sometimes in Sicilia ,* sometimes in Bohemia. 


ACT L 


SCENE I. — Sicilia. An Aniechamher in 
Eeontes’ Palace. 

Enter CxAmillo and Archidamus. 

Arch. If you shall chance, Camillo, to visit 
Bohemia, on the like occasion whereon my services 
are now on foot, you shall see, as I have said, great 
difference betwixt our Bohemia and your Sicilia. 

Cam. I think, this coming summer, the king of 
Sicilia means to pay Bohemia the visitation which 
he justly owes him. 

Arch. Wherein our entertainment shall shame 
us ; we will be justified in our loves : for, indeed, — 

Cam, 'Beseech you, — — 

Arch, Yerily, I speak it in the freedom of my 
knowledge : we cannot with such magnificence — 

in so rare — I know not what to say. ^We will 

give you sleepy drinks ; that your senses, unintel- 
ligent of our insuificience, may, though they cannot 
praise us, as little accuse us. 

Cam. You pay a great deal too dear, for what's 
given freely. 

Arch. Believe me, I speak as my understanding 
instructs me, and as mine honesty puts it to utter- 
ance. 

Cam. Sicilia cannot show himself over-kind to 
Bohemia. They were trained together in their 
childhoods ; and there rooted betwixt them then 
such an affection, which cannot choose but branch, 
now. Since their more mature dignities and royal 
necessities made separation of their society, their , 
encounters, though not personal, have been royally 
attomied, with interchange of gifts, letters, loving 
embassies ; that they have seemed to be together, 
though absent ; shook hands, as over a vast ; and 
embraced, as it were, from the ends of opposed 
winds. The heavens continue their loves ! 


Arch. I think, there is not in the world either 
malice, or matter, to alter it. You have an un- 
speakable comfort of your young prince Mamillius ; 
it is a gentleman of the greatest promise that ever 
came into my note. 

Cam. I very well agree with you in the hopes 
of him : It is a gallant child ; one that, indeed, 
physics the subject, makes old hearts fresh ; they 
that went on crutches ere he was born, desire yet 
their life, to see him a man. 

Arch. W^ould they else be content to die } 

Cam. Yes ; if there were no other excuse why 
they should desire to live. 

Arch. If the king had no son, they would desire 
to live on crutches till be had one. lEsceimt, 

— f — - 

SCENE 11. —The same. A Room of State in 
the Palace. 

JBwter Leontes, Polixenes, Herihione, aiAjiiiLLius, 
Caihillo, and Attendants. 

Pol. Nine changes of thewat’ry star have been 
The shepherd's note, since we have left our throne 
Without a burden : time as long again 
Would be fill'd up, my brother, with our thanks \ 
And yet we should, for perpetuity, 

Go hence in debt: And therefore, like a cipher, 
Yet standing in rich place, I multiply, 

With one we-thank-you, many thousands more 
That go before it. 

Leon. Stay your thanks awhile ; 

And pay them when you part. 

Pol. Sir, that’s to-morrow, 

I am question’d by my fears, of what may chance, 
Or breed upon our absence : That may blow 
No sneaping winds at home, to make us say, 
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This is put forth too truly ! Besides, X liave stay’d 
To tire your royalty. 

Leon, “ We are tougher, brother, 
Than you can put us to’t. 

Pol. No longer stay. 

Leon. One seven-night longer. 

Pol, Very sooth, to-morrow. 

Leon. W’ll part the time hetween’s then : and 
in that 

I’ll no gain-saying. 

Pol. Press me not, ’beseech you, so ; 

There is no tongue that moves, none, none i’ the 
world. 

So soon as yours, could win me : so it should now, 
Were there necessity in your request, _ although 
’Twere needful I denied it. My affairs 
Do even drag me homeward : which to hinder, 
Were, in your love, a whip to me ; my stay, 

To you a charge, and trouble : to save both. 
Farewell, our brother. 

Leon. Tongue-tied, our queen ? Speak you. 
Her. I had thought, sir, to have held my peace, 
until 

You had drawn oaths from him, not to stay. You, 
sir, 

Charge him too coldly : Tell him, you are sure, 

Ail in Bohemia’s well ; this satisftiction 
The by-gone day proclaim’d ; say this to him, 

He’s beat from his best ward. 

Leon, Well said, Hermione. 

Her. To teU, he longs to see his son, were strong : 
But let him say so then, and let him go ; 

But let him swear so, and he shall not stay. 

We’ll thwack him hence with distaffs. — 

Yet of your royal presence [to Polixenes.] I’ll 
adventure 

The borrow of a week. When at Bohemia 
You take my lord, I’ll give him my commission, 

To let him there a month, behind the gest 
Prefix’d for Ms parting : yet, good deed, Leontes, 
I love thee not a jar o’ the clock behind 
What lady she her lord. — ^You’ll stay ? 

Pol. No, madam. 

Her. Nay, hut you will ? 

Pol. I may not verily. 

Her. Verily I 

You put me off vdth limber vows : But I, 

Though you would seek to unsphere the stars with 
Should yet say, Yir, no going. Verily, [oaths, 
You shall not go ; a lady’s verily is 
As potent as a lord’s. WUl you go yet.^ 

Force me to keep you as a prisoner, 

Not like a guest : so you shall pay your fees, 
When you depart, and save your thanks. How say 
you ? 

My prisoner, or my guest ? by your dread verily ^ 
One of them you shdl be. 

Pol. Your guest then, madam : 

To be your prisoner, should import offending ; 
Which is for me less easy to commit, 

Than you to punish. 

Her. Not your gaoler then, 

But your kind hostess. Come, I’ll question you 
Of my lord’s tricks, and yours, when you were boys ; 
You were pretty lordiings then. 

Pol. We were, fair queen, 

Two lads, that thought there was no more behind, 
But such a day to-morrow as to-day, 

And to he boy eternal. 

Her. Was not my lord the verier wag o’ the two 1 


Pol. We were as tvrinn’d iambs, that did frisk 
i’ the sun, 

And bleat the one at the other : What we chang’d 
Was innocence for innocence ; we knew not 
The doctrine of ill-doing, no, nor dream’d 
That any did ; Had we pursued that life, 

And our weak spirits ne’er been higher rear’d 
With stronger blood, we should have answer’d 
heaven 

Boldly, Not guilty ; the imposition clear'd, 
Hereditary ours. 

Her. By this we gather, 

Y'ou have tripp’d since, 

Pol. O my most sacred lady. 

Temptations have since then been bom to us ; for 
Xu those unliedg’d days was my wife a girl ; 

Your precious self had then not cross’d the eyes 
Of my young play-fellow. 

Pier. Grace to boot I 

Of this make no conclusion ; lest you say. 

Your queen and I are devils ; Yet, go on ; 

The offences we have made you do, we’ll answer ; 
If you first sinn’d with us, and that with us 
You did continue fault, and that you slipp’d not 
With any but with us. 

Leon. Is he won yet ? 

Her. He’ll stay, my lord. 

Leon. At my request, he would not. 

Hermione, my dearest, thou never spok’st 
To better purpose. 

Her. Never? 

Leon. Never, but once. 

Her. What 1 have I twice said w^ell ? when was’t 
before ? 

I pr’ythee, tell me : Cram us with" praise, and make 
us 

As fat as tame things ; One good deed, dying 
tongueless, 

Slaughters a thousand, waiting upon that. 

Our praises are our wages : You may ride us, 

With one soft kiss, a thousand furlongs, ere 
With spur we heat an acre. But to the goal ; — 
My last good wais, to entreat his stay ; 

What was my first ? it has an elder sister, 

Or I mistake you : O, would her name were Grace I 
But once before I spoke to the purpose ; When ? 
Nay, let me hav’t ; I long. 

Leon. Wliy, that was when 

Three crabbed months had sour’d themselves to 
death, 

Ere I could make thee open thy white hand. 

And clap thyself my love ; then didst thou utter, 

I am yours for ever. 

Her. It is Grace, indeed. — 

W'hy, lo you now I have spoke to the purpose 
twice; 

The one for ever earn’d a royal husband ; 

The other, for some while a friend. 

imving her hand to Polixenes. 
Leon. Too hot, too hot : 

, To mingle friendship far, is mingling bloods. 

I have tremor cordis on me : — my heart dances, 
But not for joy — not joy. — This entertainment 
May a free face put on ; derive a liberty 
From heartiness, from bounty, fertile bosom, 

And well become the agent : it may, I grant ; 

But to be paddling palms, and pinching fingers, 
As now they are ; and making practis’d smiles, 

As in a looking glass ; — and then to sigh,^ as ’twere 
The mort o' the deer ; O, that is entertainment 
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My bosom likes 


js notj nor my brows, 


-Mamiilius, 


MS, show In our brother's welcome 


Art thou my boy ? 

Mam, j^y gQQjj 

Leon, 

Why, that's my bawcock. What ! hast s 
nose ? — 

^ey say, it’s a copy out of mine. Come, captain. 
We must be neat ; not neat, but cleanly, captain I 

And yet the steer, the heifer, and the calf 

Are ail call'd, neat.— -StiH virginalling' , ^ 

1 • 1 . LObservinff VoLiXEXESand Hermione. 

^pon his palm ?—How now, you wanton calf ! 

Art thou my calf 

Mam. , Yes, if you wiH, my lord. 

Leon. Thou want st a rough pash, and the shoots 


Let what IS dear in Sicily, be cheap : 

Nest to thyself, and my young rover, he's 
I Apparent to my heart. 

If you would seek us. 

We are your si’tbe garden r Sball’sattendyoutbere 
^em. To your own bents dispose you: you’U b, 
found, 

Be you beneath the sky :-I am angling now, 

1 hough you perceive me not how I give line, 
to, go to • 

How she nolds up the neb, the bill to him f 
And arms her with the boldness of a wife * 

To her allowing^ husband ! Gone alreadv ; 
Ineh-thick, knee-deep, o'er head and ears a fork'd 

[La:ean.t Folixsxes, lUnmoxK, 

T 7 •, ' Attendanta 

Go, play, boy, play thy mother plavs, and I 
00 ; but so disgrac’d a part, kis^ issue 
w 1 hiss me to my grave; contempt and clamour 
^Vdl be my kueIl.-Go, play, boy! play ;_Kmre 


c* o -1 iicAt iicignoour, dy 

neighbour : nay, there’s comfort in't 
Whiles other men have gates; and those gatei 
open d, * 

As mine, against their wiH : Should all despair, 
have revolted wives, the tenth of mankind 
Would hang themselves. Physick for't there is 
It IS a bawdy planet, that will strike Tnone ; 
H^ere tis predominant; and ’tis powerful, think it, 
^rom east, west, north, and south : Be it concluded’ 
Ao barncado for a belly ; know it ; 

H will let in and out the enemy, 

Hith bag and baggage : many'a thousand of us 
Have the disease, and feePt not.— How now, bov ’ 
Mam. I am like you, they say. 

Wh'i^Tcamrno thereT^"’ 

Cam. Ay, my good lord. 

Leon. Go play, Mamiilius; thou'rt an honest 
n Ml [Ea’U .Ma.'viix.lil’s. 

Lamiilo, this great sir will yet stay longer. 

Cam. Y ou had much ado to make his anchor hoM * 
When you cast out, it still came home. 

_ He would not stay at your petitions ; made 
His business more material. 

JLeon. ■ ^ Didst perceive it } — 

They’re here with me already ; whispering, round- 
Sic ilia is a so-forth: 'Tis far gone, png', 

■How came't, Camilla 


That he did stay ? 

Cam. At the good queen's entreaty. 

Leon. At the queen’s, be’t: good, should 'be 
pertinent; 

But so it is, it is not* Was this taken 
By any understanding pate but thine ? 

For thy conceit is soafciDg, will draw in 
More than the common blocks : — Not noted, is’t. 
But of the finer natures.^ by some severals, 

Of head-piece extraordinary ? lower messes, 
Perchance are to this business purblind : say. 

Cam. Business, my lord .p I think, most under- 
Bohemia Stays here longer. [stand 
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Why, then the world, and all that’s in’t, is nothing ; 
The covering sky is nothing ; Bohemia nothing ; 
My wife is nothing : nor nothing have these nothings^ 
If this be notliing. 

Cam. Good my lord, be cur’d 

Of this diseas’d opinion, and betimes ; 

For ’tis most dangerous. 

Leon. Say, it be ; ’tis true. 

Cam. No, no, my lord ! 

Leon. It is ; you lie, you lie ; 

I say, thou liest, CamiUo, and I hate thee ; 
Pronounce thee a gross lout, a mindless slave ; 

Or else a hovering temporizer, that 

Canst with thine eyes at once see good and evil, 

Inclining to them both ! — Were my wife’s liver 

Infected as her life, she would not live 

The running of one glass. 

Cam. Wlio does infect her ? 

Leon. Wliy he, that wears her like her medal, 
hanging 

About his neck, Bohemia : Who— if I 
Had servants true about me : that bare eyes 
To see alike mine honour as their profits, 

Their own particular thrifts, — they would do that 
Which should undo more doing : Ay, and thou, 

His cupbearer, — ^whom I from meaner form 
Have bench’d and rear’d to worship ; who may’st see 
Plainly, as heaven sees earth, and earth sees heaven, 
How I am galled, — might’st bespice a cup/ 

To give mine enemy a lasting wink ; 

Which draught to me were cordial. 

Cam. Sir, my lord, 

I could do this ; and that with no rash potion^ 

But with a Hng’ring dram, that should not work 
Maliciously like poison : But I cannot 
Believe this crack to be in my dread mistress, 

So sovereignly being honourable. 

I have lov’d thee, 

Leo7i. Make’t thy question, and go rot 

Dost think, I am so muddy, so unsettled, 

To appoint myself in this vexation ? sully 
The purity and wliiteiiess of my sheets, 

Which to preserve, is sleep ; which being spotted, 
Is goads, thorns, nettles, tails of wasps ? 

Give scandal to the blood o’ the prince my son, 
Who, I do think is mine, and love as mine ; 
Without ripe moving to’t ? — ould I do this ? 
Could man so blench ? 

Cam. I must believe you, sir ; 

I do; and will fetch off Bohemia for’t; 

Provided, that when he’s i*emov’d, your highness - 
Will take again your queen, as yours at first; 

Even for your son’s sake ; and, thereby, for sealing 
The injury of tongues, in courts and kingdoms 
Known and allied to yours. 

Leon. Thou dost advise me 

Even so as I mine own course have set down : 

I’ll give no blemish to her honour, none. 

Cam. My lord, 

Go then; and with a countenance as clear 
As friendship wears at feasts keep with Bohemia, 
And with your queen: I am his cupbearer : 

If from me he have wholesome beverage, 

Account me not your servant. 

Leo7i. This is all ; 

Do’t, and thou hast the one-half of my heart ; 

Do’t not, thou spiit’st thine own. 

Cam. i’Hdo’t, my lord 

Leon. I will seem friendly, as thou hast advis’t 
me. {Exit* 


Let that suffice. I have trusted thee, l^amuio. 
With ah the nearest things to my heart, as weii 
Mr chamber-councils : wherein, priest-like, thou 
Hast cleans’d my bosom ; I from thee departed 
Thy penitent reform’d : hut we have been 
Deceiv’d in thy integrity, deceiv’d 
In that which seems so. 

Be It forbid, my lord ! 

Leon. Tobideupon’t;— Thou art not honest: or, 

If thou inclin’st that way, thou art a coward ; 
Which boxes honesty behind, restraining 
From course requir’d : Or else thou must be counted 
A servant, grafted in my serious trust, 

And therein negligent : or else a fool, 

That seest a game play’ d home, the rich stake drawn , 
And tak’st it all for jest. 

Cam. My gracious lord, 

I may be negligent, foolish, and fearful ; 

In every one of these no man is free, 

But that his negligence, his foUy, fear. 

Amongst the infinite doings of the world, 

Sometime puts forth : In your affairs, my lord, 

If ever I were wilful-negligent, 

It was my folly ; if industriously 
I play’d the fool, it was my negligence, 

Not weighing well the end ; if ever fearful 
To do a thing, where I the issue doubted, 

WTiereof the execution did cry out 
Against the non-performance, ’twas a fear 
Which oft affects the wisest : these, my lord, 
i Are such allow’d infirmities, that honesty 
I Is never free of. But, ’beseech your grace, 

Be plainer with me : let me know my trespass 
By its own visage : if I then deny it, 

; ’Tis none of mine. 

j Leon. Have not you seen, CamiUo, 

(But that’s past doubt : ynu have *, or your eye-glass 
Is thicker than a cuckold’s horn;) or heard, 

(For, to a vision so apparent, rumour 
Cannot be mute,) or thought, (for cogitation 
Resides not in that man, that does not think it,) 
My wife is slippery ? If thou wilt confess, 

(Or else be impudently negative, 

To have nor eyes, or ears, nor thought,) then say, 
My wife’s a hobbyhorse ; deserves a name 
As rank as any flax-wench, that puts to 
Before her troth -plight : say it, and justify it. 

Cain. 1 would not be a stander-by, to hear 
My sovereign mistress clouded so, without 
My present vengeance taken : ’Shrew my heart, 
i You never spoke what did become you less 
’ Than this ; which to reiterate, were sin 
i As deep as that, though true. 

I Leon. Is whispering notliing ? 

I Is leaning cheek to cheek is meeting noses? 
i Kissing with inside lip? stopping the career 
j Of laughter with a sigh.^’ (a note infallible 
i Of breaking honesty :) horsing foot on foot? 
j Skulking in corner.s ? wishing clocks more swift ? 

; Hours, minutes? noon, midnight? and aU eyes 
j ^ blind 

j With the pin and web, but theirs, theirs only, 

I That would unseen be wicked ? — ^is this nothing ® 


SCENE n. 
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wfT* ^ ^ady !~Bat, for me, 

^at c&se stand I in? I must fee the poisoner 
Ji good Poiixenes : and my ground to do’t 

is the obedience to a master ; one, 

j Wlio, m rebellion with Hmself, will have 
I AU that are his, so too.—To do this deed, 

I If I could fold example 

j Of thousands, that had struck anointed kings, 

I And flourish^ after, I’d not do't: but since 
I W or brass, nor stone, nor parchment, bears not one, 
I Letvfoanyutselfforswear't. I must 
I Foi^sake the court: to do’t, or no, is certain 
j 0 me a breai-neclc. Happy star, reign now' 

j Here comes Bohemia. gn no« . 

j A'W'fe'r PoLIXENES. 

i Ti,T a This is Strange! methinks. 

I ly favour here begins to warp. Not speak ? 

I ^ood-day, Camiilo. 

I ^ • •, sir ! 

Cam court ? 

As h7hr.n ^ countenance, 

As he had lost some province, and a region, 

Wif/ Hmself: even now I met him 

w compliment; when he, 

I ®ycs the contrary, and falling 

I A hp ot much contempt, speeds from me ; and 
^0 leaves me, to consider what is breeding, 
lhat changes thus his manners. 

Cam. I dare not know, my lord. 

PoL How! dare not? do not. Do you know, 
and dare not, ’ 

Be intelUgent to me? ’Tis thereabouts ; 
hor, to yoursetf, what you do know, you must- 
And cannot say, "you dare not. Good Camiilo’, 
j Yom- Chang d complexions are to me a mirror 
I Which shows me mine chang’d too : for I must be 
A party in this alteration, finding 

Myself thus alter'd with it. 

^ There is a sickness 

Which puts some of us in distemper : but 
I cannot name the disease ; and it is caught 
Of you that yet are well. ^ 

. How I caught of me ^ 

Make me not sighted like the basilisk ; 

1 have look d on thousands, who have sped the better 

By my regard, but kiU’d none so. Camiilo —! 

n Jv rf® a gentleman; thereto 

0 expnenc'd, which no less adorns 

El whn«f r ^ohle names, 

Thereof to be inform'd, imprison it nnt ^ nl i 1 
In ignorant concealmeik ^ J 

Cam. " r ' . t 

Pni A c.; 7 , answer. ^ 

T if' caught of me, and yet 1 well ' 1 

1 must be auswer>d.-Dost thou hear, Cai^Sr ' J 

WhSrf of mak, ’ I 

\7hich honour does acknowledge, -whereof the « 

Wha?indde^‘ of mine, -that thou declare C 

w *at inoidency thou dost guess of harm 1 

toward me ; how far off hnw-no T 

way to be prewentedfiM f 

if not, how best to bear it. T 

Sincrtam charg’d in honour!‘'a^rby“m^°“ ’ . ^ 


That I think honourable: Therefore, mark my 
counsel; j ^ luy 

Which must be even as swiftly follow’d, as 
yourself and me 
I §ood-night. 

I ' J ^ good Camiilo. 

Pn/ *p a,ppointed Mim to murder you. 

Pol By whom, Camiilo? ^ 

re, pT By the king 

Cam. He thinks, nay, with all confidL^e ^he 
To vL ‘ “ iuatrumenr [swearf 

ForMde^yf" ^ ^ueen’ 

:s, To%ected3^U;':^7m^rta^^^^^^ 

- that did betray the best' I 

Turn then my freshest reputation to 
favour, that may strike the dullest nostrU 
1 “? ^PP™ach be shunu’d, 

f tS ptlrhea^o^rTadt 

«tar in herfen, and‘’'“"®'’* 
p mfiuences, you may as well 

Forbid the sea for to obey the moon * 

Thiff K remove, or counsel shake ’ I 

The fabric of his folly ; whose foundation 

Thfl T"" ^ continue 

The standing of his body. 

’ Cam. I know not .- but f Z ff 1“ F°T ’ 
Httierefo**'^ rown, than ’question how '’feVom” 
qlS uf J®?"® “f honesty,— 

h! which you 

hhaU hem along impawn’d,— away to-nSt I 

' In^iu ^“^iues’s : i 

Clear them^’ ^ees, at several posterns, ! 

which are ifere i 

7 not uncertain ; 

For, by the honour of my parents, I I 

Have utter’d truth: which if you seek to prove I 
I dare not stand by ; nor shaU you he safer ’ 

Than one condemn’d by the king’s own mouth 
His execution sworn. ® wu mourn, 

Pn7 r 1 Lthereon 

T on T.’ I. 1. . , . ^ believe thee ; 

I saw hisfoeart m his face. Give me thy hand • 

“‘®® = mudy, and i 

T y P.®°P*® c^Pcct.my hence departure 

two days ago.— This jealousy ! 

Is for a precious creature : as she’s rare, i 

Must It be gr^t ; and, as his person’s mighty ' 

He ' uud as he does conceive^ i 

He IS ishonour’d by a man which ever ' : 

' fnfw f him, why, his revenges must I 

In that be made more bitter. Fear o’ershades me : 

Good expedition be my frfend, and comfort i 

Of hS f ? 1"c®“’.P?rt of his theme, but nothing ! 

Of lusili-taen suspicion! Come, Camiilo: ' 

I mu respect thee as a father; if i 

Thou bear’st my life off hence .- Let us avoid. i 

Cam. It is in mine authority, to commaud I 

^ y®“r highness ! 

To take the urgent hour : come, sir, away. :■ 
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act II, 


ACT 11. 


SCENE I . — The same* 


Enter Hjermowe, MAsnLLrus, and Ladies. 

Her. Take the boy to you : he so troubles me, 
’Tis past enduring. 

1 Lad^. Come, my gracious lord. 

Shall I be your play-fellow ? 

Mam. No, I’ll none of you. 

1 Lady, Why, my sweet lord ? 

Mam. You’ll kiss me hard; and speak to me as if 
I were a baby still, — I love you better. 

2 Lady, And why so, my good Lord 

Mam. Not for because 

Your brows are blacker ; yet black brows, they say, 
Become some women best; so that there be not 
Too much hair there, but in a semi-circle, 

Or half-moon made with a pen. 

2 Lady. Who taught you this ? 

Mam. I learn’d it out of women’s faces.— Pray 
W^hat colour are your eye-brows ? [now 

1 Lady. Blue, my lord. 

Mam. Nay, that’s a mock : I have seen a lady’s 

nose 

That has been blue, but not her eye-brows. 

2 Lady. Hark ye ; 

The queen, your mother, rounds apace : we shall 
Present our services to a fine new prince, 

One of these days ; and then you’d wanton with us, 
If we would have you. 

1 Lady. She is spread of late 

Into a goodly bulk : Good time encounter her ! 

Her. mat wisdom stirs amongst you ? Come, 
sir, now 

I am for you again: Pray you, sit by us. 

And tell’s a tale. 

Mam. Merry, or sad, shalPt be ? 

Her, As merry as you will. 

Mam. A sad tale’s best for winter : ' 

I have one of sprites and goblins. 

^ , Let’s have that, sir. 

Lome on, sit down Come on, and do your best 
To fright me with your sprites : you’re powerful at 
Mam. There was a man, — — 

Ker. Nay, come, sit down; then on. 

_ Dwelt by achui-ch-yard;— I will tell it 
Yond crickets shall not hear it. [softly • 

^ Come on then, 

And give’t me m nune ear. 

Enter Leontes, Antigonus, Lords, and others. 

Leon. Was he met there? his train? Camillo 
’withhim? 

1 Lord. Behind the tuft of pines I met them • 
never ’ 

Saw I men scour so on their way : I ey’d them 
Even to their ships, 

Leon. I^w bless’d am I 

In my just censure ! in my true opinion 
Alack, for lesser knowledge !— How accurs’d, 
in being so blest ! — There may be in the cup 
A spider steep’d, and one may drink ; depart, 

And yet partake no venom ; for his knowledge 
not infected : hut if one present 
The abhorr’d ingredient to his eye, make known 
TOfh drank, he cracks his gorge, Ms sides, 

With nolent hefts :-I have drunk, md seen the 
- spider. 

Camillo was Ms help in this, his pander . 


I There is a plot against my life, my crown • 

I All’s true that is mistrusted that false villain 
Whom I employ’d, was pre-employ’d by him- ' 
He has discover’d my design, and I 
Remain a pinch’d thing ; yea, a very trick 
lor them to play at will : — How came the posterns 
so easily open ? ^ 

1 Lord. By liis great authority ; 

Which often hath no less prevail’d than so 
On yoiu* command. ’ 

T><^on. ^ I know’t too well- 

Give me the boy; I am glad you did not nurse 
him : 

IJiough he does bear some signs of me, yet you 
Have too mucli blood in him. 

-p ,v V , is this ! sport ? 

Leon. Bear the boy hence, he shall not come 
about her ; 

Away with him and let her sport herself 
With that she’s big with ; for ’tis Polixenes 
Has made thee swell thus. 

. I’d say, he had not. 

And, 111 be sworn, you would believe my sayinc 

Howe’er you lean to the nayward. 

T vv You, my lords. 

Look on her, mark her well ; be but about 
To say, she is a goodly lady, and 
pe justice of your hearts will thereto add, 

’ Tis pity, she’s not honest, ho7iourahle : 

Praise her but for this her without-door form, 
(Which, on my faith, deserves high speech,) and 
straight ^ 

The shrug, the hum, or ha ; these petty brands, 
That calumny doth use O, I ain out, 

That mercy does ; for calumny will sear 
Virtue itself these shrugs, these hums, and has, 
When you have said, she’s goodly, come between, 
Ere you can say she’s honest: But be it known, 
krom him that has most cause to grieve it should be. 
bhe’s an adultress ! 

Should a villain say so, • 

Ihe most replenish’d villain in the world, 

He were as much more villain I you, mv lord. 

Bo but mistake. ' ’ 

_ Leon. You have mistook, my lady, 

Pohxenes for Leontes : O thou thing, 

Which I’ll not call a creature of thy place, 

Lest barbarism, making me the precedent, 
bhould a like language use to all degrees, 

And mannerly distinguisliment leave out 
Betvrixt the prince and beggar ! — I have said, 
bhe s an adultress ; I have said, with whom : | 

More, she’s a traitor ; and Camillo is ' 

A federary with her ; and one that knows 
What she should shame to know herself, 

But with her most vile principal, that she’s 
A bed-swerverj even as bad as those 
Ihat vulgars give bold titles ; ay, and privy 
To this their late escape. 

No, by my life, 

Pnvy to none of this : How will this grieve you. 
When you shall come to clearer knowledge, that 
You thus have publish’d me ! Gentle my lord. 

You scarce can right me thoroughly then, to say 
You did mistake. 

Leon. Ho, no ; if I miskke 

In those foundations which I build upon, 
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WINTER'S TALE, 


SCENE II. 


The center: is not hig enoagli to bear 
A scliool-boy^s top. — Away with her to prison I 
He, w’ho shall speak for her, is afar off guilty, 

But that he speaks. ■ 

Her. There’s some ill planet reigns : 

I must be patient, till the lieavens look , 

With an aspect more favourable. — Good my lords, 
I am. not prone to v/eeping as our sex 
Co'm.monlj are ; the want of, which vain dew, 
Percliance,. shall dry your pities.: but I have 
That honourable grie.f. lodg’d here, wdiich burns 
Worse than tears: drown : ’Beseech you all, my 
. "iords,. 

With thou.ghts so qualified, as your charities 
Shall best, instruct you, measure me; — and so 
The king’s will be perform’d 1 

Leon. Shall I be heard I 

• [To the Guards. 

Her. Who is’t that goes wnth me ? — ’Beseech 
your highness, 

My women may be with me ; for, you see, 

My plight requires it. Do not wmep, good fools ; 
There is no cause : when you shall know your 
mistress 

Has deserv’d prison, then abound in tears, 

As I come out : this action, I now go on, 

Is for my better grace. — Adieu, my lord ; 

I never wish’d to see you sorry; now, 

I trust, I shall. My women, come ; you have 

Leon. Go, do our bidding ; hence ! [leave. 

lExemit Q,u£en and Ladies.. 
1 Lord. ’Beseech your highness, call the queen 
again. 

Ant. Be certain what you do, sir ; lest your 
justice 

Prove violence : in the which three great ones suffer, 
Yourself, your queen, your son. 

1 Lord. For her, my lord, — 

I dare my life lay down, and will do’t, sir. 

Please you to accept it, that the queen is spotless 
I’the eyes of heaven, and to you; I mean, 

In this which you accuse her. 

Ant. If it prove 

She’s otherwise, I’M keep my stables where 
I lodge my wife ; I’ll go in couples with her ; 

Than when I feel and see her, no further trust her ; 
For every inch of woman in the world, 

Ay, every dram of woman’s flesh, is false, 

If she he. 

Leon. Hold your peaces- 
1 Lord. Good my lord, — 

Ant. It is for you we speak, not for ourselves : 
You are abus’d, and by some putter-on, 

That will be damn’d for’t; ’would I knew the 
villain, 

I would land-damn him : Be she honour-flaw’ d,^ — 
I have three daughters ; the eldest is eleven ; 

The second, and the third, nine, and some flve ; 

If this prove true, they’ll pay for’t : by mine 
honour, 

I’ll geld them all : fourteen they shall not see, 

To bring false generations : they are co-heirs ; 

And I had rather glib myself, than they 
Should not produce fair issue. 

Leon. . Cease; no, more. 

You smell this business with a sense as cold 
As is a dead man’s nose : I see’t and feel’t. 

As you feel domg thus ; and see withal 
The instruments that feel, 

Ant.'^ If it be so, 


We need no grave to buiy honesty ; 

There’s not a grain of it, the face to sweeten 
Of the whole dungy earth. 

Leon. What ! lack I credit t 

1 Lord. I had rather you did lack, than 1;, my 
lord, 

Upon this groimd : and more it would content me 
To have her honour true, than your suspicion ; 

Be blam’d for’t how you might. 

Leon . ■ ■ ' Why, what need we 

Commune with you of this ? but rather follow 
Our forceful instigation ? Our prerogative 
Calls not your counsels ; but our natural goodness 
Imparts this : w'hich — ^if you (or stupifled, 

Or seeming so in skill,) cannot, or will not, 

Relish as truth, like us ; inform yourselves, 

W e need no more of your advice : the matter, 

The loss, the gain, the ordering on’t, is all 
Properly ours. 

Ant. And I wish, my liege, 

You had only in your silent judgment tried it, 
Without more overture. 

Leon. How could that he ? 

Either thou art most ignorant by age, 

Or thou wmrt born a fool. Camiiio’s flight, 

Added to their familiarity. 

(Which was as gross as ever touch’d conjecture, 
That lack’d sight only, nought for approbation, 

But only seeing, all other circumstances 
Made up to the deed,) doth push on this proceeding. 
Yet, for a greater confirmation, 

(For, in an act of this importance, ’twere 
Most piteous to be wild,) I have despatch’d in post, 
To sacred Delphos, to Apollo’s temple, 

Cleomenes and Dion, whom you know 
Of stuff’d sufficiency : Now, from the oracle 
They will bring all; whose spiritual counsel had, 
Shall stop, or spur me. — Have I done well ? 

1 Lord. Well done, my lord. 

Leon. Though I am satisfied, and need no more 
Than what I know, yet shall the oracle 
Give rest to the minds of others ; such as he, 
Whose ignorant credulity will not 
Come up to the truth : so have we thought it good, 
From our free person she should be confin’d ; 

Lest that the treachery of the two, fled hence, 

Be left her to perform. Come, foUow us ; 

We are to speak in public ; for this business 
Will raise us all. 

Ant. [Aside.] To laughter, as I take it, 

If the good truth were known. [Ea;^eunt. 


SCENE 11 . — The same. The outer Room of a 
Prison. 

Enter Paulina and Attendants. 

Paul. The keeper of the prison, — call to him ; 

[Exit an Attendant. 

Let him have knowledge who I am. — Good lady! 
No court in Europe is too good for thee : 

What dost the . then in prison ?•— Now, good sir. 
Re-enter Attendant, vsith the Keeper. 

You know me, do you not ? 

Keep. For a worthy lady, 

And one whom much I honour. 

Paul. Pray you then, 

Conduct me to the queen. 

Keep. I may not, madam ; to the contrary 
I have express commandment. 



WINTER'S TALE. 


Fanl. 


fear : udo] 

Mine honour, I will stand 'twixt you and dangk 

IBxemi 


To lock up honesty and honour from 
The access of gentle visitors ! — Is it lawful, 

Pray you, to see her women? any of them? 

Emilia ? 

Keep, So please you, madam, to put 
Apart these your attendants, I shall bring 
Emilia forth. 

Faui. I pray now, call her. 

Withdraw yourselves. iExeunt Attend, 

Keep. And, madam, 

I must he present at your conference. 

Faul. Well, be it so, prVthee. lExit Keeper. 
Here’s such ado to make no stain a stain, 

As passes colouring. 

Re-enter Keeper, with Emilia. 

Dear gentlewoman, how fares our gracious lady? 

Emil As well as one so great, and so forlorn, 
May hold together : on her frights, and griefs, 
(Which never tender lady hath borne greater,) 

She is, something before her time, deliver’d. 

Paul. A boy ? 

Emil ^ A daughter ; and a goodly babe, 
Lusty, and like to live ; the queen receives 
Much comfort in’t: says, Kly poor prisoner., 

I am innocent as you. ’’ 

Paul, I dare be sworn :• 


SCENE m.^The 
Enter Leo.ntes, Antojonus, Lor 
Leon. Nor night 
weakness 
To bear the matter thus ; i: 
The cause w^ere not in beim 
She, the adultress ; for the 
Is quite beyond mine arm, ( 
And level of my brain, plot 
I can hook to me : Say, tin 
Given to the fire, a moiety . 
Might come to me again. — 

1 At ten. 


same, A Boom in the Palace. 

•ds, and other Attendants, 
nor day, no rest : It is but 


-'o come vntn. words as med’cimd as true j 
iOMst, as either ; to purge him of that humour, 

-hat presses him from sleep. 

_ What noise tliere ! ho ? 

Paul JNo noise, my lord; but needful conference, 
Lbout some gossips for your highness. 

, How? 

.way with that audaciou.s lady : Antigouus, 
c arg d thee, that she should not come about me ; 
knew, she would. 

I told her so, my lord, 

“li your displeasure’s peril, and on mine, 


PmU. Jjj 

11 to the queen; Please you 
nearer. 

Keep. Madam, if t please the 
babe, 

know not what I shall 




, . ^ fecur, to pass it, 

avmg no warrant. ^ ' 

Paul You need not fear it, sir* 

Je child was prisoner to the womb ; and is 

ee d and enfranchis’d : not a party to 

’■ Stilly °l 


seme III. 
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i=s;3=sst 

Leo^^ , ! Srdly ouf.ubject‘ your“tf 

, go^te = I -y. S; A most unw^X':^’ - 

And would by combat make her good so were T “"e. ^ unnatural lord 

/■'“-' ss .h..b.„u i 

But fl /r^f \ «'™ accord, I’ll off"^ ’ S f i*?®’ *>um’s iu’t. rii’ „ I 

;Oiitj, first, I il do my errand TKi it most crupl ? 

s^.-^sii-dxi'KS,=;-. , s*-r=3isr:r ' 
H...,.r::::“^' j 

A most inteUigencing bawd ! ’ ^ ' P“t of the chamber with her '*^®S'ance, 

«SS£5;f“-:i.';v'“‘'”“-"— •» “"“iS.“” “ “•"■ « .p ' 

I FPS3"S5"';. i 

The s“’ ff' Z W ’ on tty wil ' I 

(For, as the case now stands ““ ® 5 t“<l mU 1 io,rf w 

?4rx\r”p^ «y-“r'‘^ofhi^zinSf^^-' . 

As rotten, fro»- You are liars all. ® fer, re -'4 

i. ~ ..b, b, .b,„ ,„ .5'"“«“. «”• i 

i “"Sd?"*”‘ -"“'taaSLb* fA°“„5,s'"''"'i^""».»>^ ™'.:j i 


li. 
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So sure as this beard- s 


Some powerful spirit instruct the kit< 


grey, — ^what will you adven- 
So save this brat’s life ? ’ [tui-e 

Ant. Any thing, my lord, 

That my ability may undergo, 

And nobleness impose : at least, thus much ; 
rU pawn the little blood which I have left, 

To save the innocent : any thing possible. 

Leon. It shall be possible : Swear by this sword, 
Thou wilt perform my bidding. 
xint. I will, my lord. 

Leon. Mark, and perform it ; (seest thou ?) for 
the fail 

Of any point in’t shall not only be 
Death to thyself, but to thy lewd-tongu'd wife ; 
"WHiom, for this time, we pardon. "We enjoin thee, 
As thou art liegeman to us, that thou carry 
This female bastard hence ; and that thou bear it 
To some remote and desert place, quite out 
Of our dominions ; and that there thou leave it, 
Without more mercy, to its own protection, 

And favour of the climate. As by strange fortune 
It came to us, I do in justice charge thee, — 

On thy souFs peril, and thy body’s tortm'e, — 

That thou commend it strangely to some place, 
Where chance may nurse, or end it : Take it up. 

Ant. I swear to do this, though a present death i 
Had been more merciful. — Come, on, poor babe : i 


iS and raven 
^es,_aad bears, they say, 
have done 
prosperous 
rexpiire! and blessing 
side, 


lo be thy nurses 
Casting their savageness aside, 

Like offices of pity. — Sir, be 
In more than this* deed doth 
Against this cruelty, tight on thy 
Poor thing, condemn’d to loss ! 

Leon. j 

Another's issue. 

1 Attend. 

From those 
An hour since : 

Being well an ' 

Hasting to the 

1 Lord. So please vou, sir, t 

Hath been beyond account. 

Leon. Twenty- thrc 

They have been absent : ’Tis good speed 
The great Apollo siiddenlv will hn,ve 
The truth of this aj)pcar. ‘ Pre])are you. 
Summon a session, that wu-; may arraign 
Our most disloyal lady ; for, as she liath 
Been publicly accus’d, so shall she have 
A Just and open trial. While she lives' 
My heart will be a burden to me. Leave 
And think upon my bidding, 


Please your liighnei 
you sent to the oracle, ar 
Cieomenes and Dion, 
•riv'd from Delphos., are 
3 court. 


{.Exeunt. 


SCENE I. — The same. A Street in some Town. 
Enter Clsomknes and Dion. 

Cleo. The climate’s delicate ; the air most sweet ; 
F ertile the isle ; the temple much surpassing 
The common praise it bears. 

Dion. I shall report, 

For most it caught me, the celestial habits, 
(Methinks, I so should term them,) and the 
reverence 

Of the grave wearers. O, the sacrifice ! 

How ceremonious, solemn, and unearthly 
It was i'the offering ! 

Cleo. But, of all, the burst 

x\nd the ear-deafening voice o' the oracle, 

Kin to Jove's thunder, so surpriz'd my sense. 

That I was nothing. 

Dion. If the eyent o’the journey 

Prove as successful to the queen,— O, he't so !— 

As It hath been to us, rare, pleasant, speedy. 

The time is worth the 


pusiies gainst our Heart: The party tried, 
ihe daughter of a king ; our wifd ; and one 
Ot us too much belov’d.— Let us be clear’d 
Ot being tjTannoiis, since w^e so openly 
Proceed injustice; which shall have due course, 

^ven to the guilt, or the purgation. 

Produce the pnsoner ! 

Q^. It is his highness’ ph 
Appear in person here in 
Hermione is hroiuiM in. 


[easure, that the queen 
court. — Silence ! 

[luardedi Paulixa Ladies, 

. iUimding. 

I Leon. Read the indictment. 

' «•■»>■% Leontes, 

King of bicilia, thou art here accused and arraigned 
Of high treason, in committing adultery zvith Polix- 
enes,KLngqf Bohemia; and cozispiring zdth Camillo 
to take away the life of our sovereign lord the king, 
ly royal husband: the pretence ivhereof being bv 
circumstances partly laid open, thou, Hermione. 
contrary to the faith and allegiance of a true suh- 
gect, didst counsel and aid them, for their bette^' 
safety, tofiy aicay by night. 

^ to say, must be but that 
Which contradicts my accusation ; and 
Ihe testimony on my i)art, no other 
Dut what comes from myself; it shall scarce boot 
10 ^ say, Not guilty ; mine integrity, fme 

Being counted falsehood, shalf, as 1 express it. 

Be so receiv’d. But thus, -If powers divine 
Dehold our human actions, (as they do,) 

I doubt not then, but innocence shall make 
balse accusation blush, and tyranny 
Trmble at patience. — You, my lord, best know, 

rr XI S*h) my past life 

tldth been as continent, as chaste," as true, 

As i am noy imhappy ; which is more 


use on’t. 

rp 1 , , X, , Great ApoUo, 

Turn all to the best! These proclamations, 
bo forcing faults upon Hermione, 

I little like. \ 

Dion. The violent carriage of it 

if?’ ^ oracle, 

g’h s by Apollo's great divine seal'd up,) 

Shall the contents discover, something rare, 


issue 


can pattern, though devis'd, 




SCENE II. 


And play’d, to take spectators : For betoM me 
A fellow of &e royal bed, which owe 

, pSilsSS-'. 

^ ho please to come and hear. For life, I prize it 

4's a'dmte’/''** = WLnour; 

IIS a derivative from aie to mine, 

I And only that I stand for. I appeal 
Pa Ja r sir, before Polkenes 

^ ™ yonr CTace 

With what encounter so uncurrent I 
I ,ih ho„„^ of honour ; or, in act, or w^L ' 

I Ofairth^M harden’d be the hearts 

I ^^3% f ye upon my grave ! 

Leon. '■ T ’ T 1 

That any of these bolder vices wanted"^'" 

Th|irptfo™^t frir 

Thnnfrii ’fic, ^ • . Tkaf’s true enouab. : 

I Ssr,*; 

At all acknowdedge. For Poluenes, 
p\yh whom I am accus’d,) I do confess, 
w-fl ^ f iie requir’d ; 

^itb such a kind of love, as might become 
A lady like me ; with a love, even such, 

feo and no other, as yourself commanded : 

Bo^b !?• ^ been in me 

Both disobedience and ingratitude 

To you, toward your friend ; whose love had 

That it W?f‘ freely. 

That It was yours. Now, for conspiracy, ^ 

1 know not how it tastes ; though it be fish’d 
For me to try how : aU I’know of It, 

Is, that Camillo was an honest man ; 

^d, why he left your court, the gods themselves 
Wotting no more than I,^ are ignorant. ’ 

You knew of his departure, as you know 
“nderta’en to do in his absence. 

MvVifJ" a language that I understand not • 1 

Youri a bastard by^SS“' ’ 

moL vonTfatf Pnstan shame, T 

m°ch to den V ^ “ P^* ^ frnlli = C 

‘ frath been east out, like to itself. 

No father owmng it, (which is, indeed, 

Sha t "“.“ll's®. aan it,) so thou D 

1 o me can hfe be no commodity : 

^e crown and comfort of my life, your favour I 

I do give lost ; for I do feel it gone, ’ -n 

BuUulow not how it went : My second iov So 

And fetfruits of my body, from his presence 
I am baiT d, like one infectious : Mv tfird comfort 
Start’d most unluckily, is from my bJeS.- | M, 


WINTER’S TALE. 


S?e!) ff* innocent mouth - 

Haled out to murder : Myself on every post ’ 

fashion : — Lastly, hurrierl 
B It, Here to this place, the open air, before 
’ ?at strength of limit. No,;, mv Ke<re 

f 1 Iture here aHve, ’ 
That I should fear to die .> Therefore, proceed 
But yet hear this ; mistake me not ;■ ^Ko ' Hfe 

I 1 ”®‘ ® for mine honour' ^ ^ 

I (Which I would free,) if I shaU be c™“’d 

’Tfr Sy f alousies awake ; f teU ^ou 

T ,5; and not law.— Your honours all 

I do refer me to the oracle ! ’ 

Apollo be my judge. 

IsalSlerjust; tk^t^Z^nh 

And in Apollo’s name, his oracle.^ 

— iLxeuni certam Offieera 

O ?w f " n-as my father • 

O, that he were alive, and here beholdim^ ’ 

The ® ‘rial ! that he did but see° 

The flatness of my misery ; yet with eves 
'H Of pity, not revenge ! c^t.s 

Tha^'ou, Clellnet aL Dfon,!™ 

Thk s^eaHH ^ I>elphos ; and from thence have brouS 
Ihis seal d-up oracle, by the hand deiim-’d ^ 

Of great ApoUo s priest ; and that, since then 

Nor r^plrTfr^ seal, " 

I read the secrets in’t. ^ ’ 

‘1‘is we swear 

Lem. Break up fte seals, and read. 

crmiiL /‘™T “ Polixcnes 

Xoi^s. Now blessed be the great Apollo! | 

Lem. Hast thou read truth ? Praised! I 

As iUs here set down. “T lord ; even so j 

ThfT'- n ““ «ii i’ ‘he oracle : j 

The sessions sM proceed ; this is mere falsehood! 
e Tiir 1 ® Servant, Aa.¥i%. 

^erv. My lord the king, the king J I 

. ' ■ "^Tiat is , the business ■ 

^ ^ hated to report it : j 

The prince your son with mere conceit and fear 
Of the queen’s speed, is gone. 

SerT How! gone.’ 

‘Elves'’"* ' heavens \hem- 

Do strike at my injustice. [Her.mioxe fain/s.l ! 

[ How now there ! -> i 

mortal to the queen :~Look * 

And see what death is doing. ^ | 

Hef h^rt • K f . , Take her hence : ’ ! 

T W f J ychf rg’d ; she will recover.— j 

^ suspicion | 

Beseech you, tenderly apply to her i 

Ssome remedies for life. — | 

[La^eimt Paulina aitd Ladies, witk .Hkiim. j 

‘fi/r. ■ . .. Apollo, pardon * 

AJ.y great profaneness ’gainst thine oracle !-» i 





SCENE III. — Bohemia. A desert Country near 
the Sea. 

Enter Antigonus, ivith the ehlM. ,* and a BFariner. 
Ant Thou art perfect then, our ship hath touch'd 
The deserts of Bohemia ? [upon 

Mar. ^ Ay, my lord ; and fear 

We have landed in ill time ; the skies look grimly, 
And threaten present blusters. In niy conscience, 
The heavens with that we have in hand are augry, 
And frown upon us. 

Ant. Their sacred wills be done!— Go, get 
aboard; 

Look to thy bark ; ITl not be long, before 
I call upon thee. 

Mar. Make your best haste ; and go not 
Too far i' the land : 'tis like to be loud weather ; 
Besides, this place is famous for the creatures 
Of prey, that keep upouT. 

Ant. Go thou away: 

111 follow instantly. 

Mar, I am glad at heart 

To be so rid o’ the business. 

Ant. Come, poor babe 

I have heard, (but not believ'd,) the spirits of the 
dead 

May walk again : if such thing be, thy mother 
Appear'd to me last night ; for ne’er was a dream 
So like a waking. To me comes a creature, 
Sometimes her head on one side, some another ; 

I never saw a vessel of like sorrow, 

So fill'd and so becoming; in pure wliite robes, 
Like ve ]7 sanctity, she did approach 
My cabin where I lay : thrice bow'd before me ; 
And, gasping to begin some speech, her eyes 


III reconcile me to Polixeaes ; 

New woo my queen ; recal the good Camillo ; 
Whom I proclaim a man of truth, of mercy : 

For being transported by my jealousies 
To bloody thoughts and to revenge, I chose 
Camillo for the minister, to poison 
My friend Polixenes : which had been done, 

But that the good mind of Camillo tardied 
My svift command, though I with death, and with 
Eeward, did threaten and encourage him, 

Not doing it, and being done : he, most humane, 
And fill’d with honour, to my kingly guest 
Unclasp’d my practice ; quit his fortunes here, 
Which you knew great ; and to the certain hazard 
Of all incertainties himself commended, 

No richer than his honour ; — How he glisters 
Thorough my rust ! and how his piety 
Does my deeds make the blacker ! 

Re-enter Paulina. 

Paul Woe the while • 

0, cut my lace ; lest my heart, cracking it, 

Break tool 

1 Lord. What fit is this, good lady ? 

Paul What stndied torments, tyrant, hast for 
me ? 

What wheels? racks? fires? What flaying? boiling, 
In leads, or oils ? what old, or newer torture 
Must I receive ; whose every word deserves 
To taste of thy most worst ? Thy tyranny 
Together working with thy jealousies, — 

Fancies too weak for boys, too green and idle 
For girls of nine ! — 0, think, what they have done, 
And then run mad, indeed ; stark mad 1. for all 
Thy by-gone fooleries were but spices of it. 

That thou betray 'dst Polixenes, 'twas nothing ; 
That did hut show thee, of a fool, inconstant, 

And damnable ungrateful : nor was’t much, 

Thou would' sthave poison'd good Camillo’s honour, 
To have him kill a king ; poor trespasses, 

More monstrous standing by : whereof I reckon 
The casting forth to crows thy baby- daughter, 

To he or none, or little ; though a devil 
Would have shed water out of fire, ere done 't : 
Nor is’t directly laid to thee, the death 
Of the young prince ; whose honourable thoughts 
(Thoughts high for one so tender,) cleft the heart 
That could conceive, a gross and foolish sire 
Blemish’d his gracious dam : this is not — ^no, 

Laid to thy answer : But the last,— O, lords, 
When I have said, cry, woe !— the queen, the 
queen, 

The sweetest, dearest, creature's dead : and ven- 
geance for't 
Not dropp’d down yet. 

^ Lord. The higher powers forbid 1 

F aul I say, she’s dead : I'll sweai-'t : if word, 
nor oath, 

Prevail not, go and see : if you can bring 
Tincture, or lustre, in her lip, her eye, 

Heat outwardly, or breath within, I'll serve you 
As I would do the gods, — But, O thou tyrant 1 
Do not repent these things ; for they are heavier 
Than all thy woes can stir : therefore betake thee 
To nothing but despair. A thousand knees 
Ten thousand years together, naked, fasting, 

Upon a barren mountain, and still winter 
In storm perpetual, could not move the gods 
To look that way thou wert. 

Leori. Goon, goon! 


ACT III. 


Thou canst not speak too much ; I have deserv’d 
Ail tongues to talk their bitterest ! 

1 Lord. Say no more ; 

liow^e’er the business goes, you have made fault 
I'the boldness of your speech. 

Paul I am sorry for't ; 

All faults I make, when I shall come to know them 
I do repent : Alas, I have show’d too much 
The rashness of a woman : he is touch’d 
To the noble heart. — What’s gone, and wdiat’s 
past help, 

Should he past grief : Do not receive affliction 
At my petition, I beseech you ; rather 
Let me be punish'd, that have minded you 
Of wdiat you should forget. Now, good my liege, 
Sir, royal sir, forgive a foolish woman : 

The love I bore your queen,— lo, fool again 1— 
I'll speak of her no more, nor of your children ; 
I'll not remember you of my owni lord, 

Who is lost too : Take your patience to you, 

And I’ll say nothing. 

Leon. Thou didst speak but well, 

When most the truth ; which I receive much better 
Than to be pitied of thee. Pr’ythee, bring me 
To the dead bodies of my queen and son : 

One grave shall be for both ; upon them shall 
The causes of their death appear, unto 
Our shame perpetual : Once a tlay I'll visit 
The chapel where they lie; and tears, shed there, 
Shall be my recreation : So long as 
Nature will hear up wdth this exercise, 

So long I daily vow to use it. — Come, 

And lead me to these sorrows. lEweuiit 
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Became two spouts : the fary spent, anoa 

,Uj(i tills, break from Iier: Goocf' Aati-goans ’ 
fate, agamst thy 

Hath made thy person for the thrower-out 

poor babe, according to thine oath,— 
riaces remote enough are in Bohemia, 

There tveep, and leave it crying ; and] for the babe 
Is counted lost for ever^ Perdita, 

Ij}r ythee, call’t : for this ungentle business, 
on thee by my lord, thou nfer shall see 
Thy wife Paulina .-—and so, with shrieks, 

She melted into ,air. , Affrighted much, 

I did m time collect myself; and thought 
1 his was so, a,nd no slumber. Dreams are toys ; 

1 et, for this once, yea, superstitiousiy, 

1 will be squarhl by this. I do believe, 

PIermio,ne hath suffer'd death ; and that 
Apollo would, this being indeed the issue 
Of Kmg Polixenes, it should here be laid, 

Dither for life, or death, upon the earth 
Of its right father. Blossom, speed tiee well ! 
rpr r , , LLaymg douni the Child. 

Ihere lie ; and there, thy character : there, these ; 

, Leaping down a bundle, 

f hich may if fortune please, both breed thee, pretty, 

And stiU rest thine. The storm begins :-~Poor 

wretch, 

That, for thy mother's fault, art thus expos’d 
To loss, and what may follow !— Weep I cannot 
But my heai’t bleeds ; and most accurs'd am I 
To be by oath enjoin'd to this.— -FareweH ! ' 

The day frowns more and more— thou art like to 
A lullaby too rough: I never saw [have 

The heavens so dim by day. A savage clamour ?— 

^ ell may I get “aboard ! -This is the chace ; 

1 am gone for ever ! pursued by a bear. 

■Enter an old Shepherd. 

I would, there were no age between tea 
and three-and-twenty; or that youth would sleep 
but the rest : for there is nothing in the between 
but getting wenches with child, wronging the an- 
cientry, stealing, fighting — Hark you now! 

^ ould anybiit these boiled brains of nineteen, and 
two-and-tr^mnty, hunt this weather.? They have 
scared away two of my best sheep ; which, I fear 
the wolf will sooner find, than the master : if any’ 
where I have them, ^tis by the sea-side, browsing 
on ivy.— Good luck, an't be thy will ! what have 
we here.? ITakvng up the Child.-\ Mercy on's, a 
barne ; a very pretty barne I A boy, or a child, I 
wonder . A pretty one ; a very pretty one : Sure 
some scape : though I am not bookish, yet I can 
read waiting-gentlewoman in the scape : This has 
been some stair-work, some trunk-work, some be- 
hind-door-work : they were warmer that got this, 
ttian the poor thing is here. FU take it up for pity: 

HeMaedbut even ^ 

now. — Wnoa, ho hoa! | 


^wp. What, art so near ? If thou’lt see a thin"- 
on when thon art dead and rotten, come 
hither. — ^What ailest thou, man ? 

Clo. I have seen two such sights, by sea, and by 
land;— but I am not to say it is a sea, for it is now 
the sky ; betwixt the firmament and it, you cannot 
I thrust a bodkin's point. 

I "^liy, boy, how is it? 

I Clo. I woidd, you did but see how it chafes, 
how It rages, how it takes up the shore ! but thatls 
not to the point : O, the most piteous crv of the 

poor souls ! sometimes to see ’em, and not to see 

em : no w the ship boring the moon mth her main- I 
mast— and anon swaUowed with vest and froth, as 
you d thrust a cork into a hogshead. And then for 
the land service, -^To see how the bear tore out his i 
shoulder-bone : how he cried to me for help, and ! 
said, his name was Aritigonus, a nobleman.— But 
to make an end of the ship;— to see how the sea 
flap-dragoned it:-but, first, bow the poor sords I 
roared, and the sea mocked them and how the i 
poor gentleman roared, and the bear mocked him 
— oo.h roanng louder than the sea, or weather. ’ 
AAep.^ame of mercy! when was this, boy ? ! 

C/o. ISow, now; I have not winked since I saw i 

these sights : the men are not yet cold under water, I 

nor the bear half dined on the gentleman; he’s at I 
1 C now. j 

Shop. Would I had been by, to have Imlped the I 
oici man ! i 


ClOu Hilloa, loa ! 


Enter Clown-, 


Clo. I woidd you had been by the ship-side, to 

charity would have 
lacked footing. [Aside 

Shep. Heavy matters ! heavy matters ! but look 
thee here, boy. Now bless thyself; thou met’st 
with things dying, I with things new-born. Here’s 
a sight for thee; look thee, a bearing-cloth fora 
squire s child ! look thee here ! take up, take up 
boy; open’t. So let's see; It was told me, I 
should be rich by the fairies; this is some change- 
ling: — Opent: — "ViTiat's within, boy ? I 

Clo. You'rea made old man; if the sins of your 
youth are forgiven you, you're well to Hve. Gold f 
all gold ! 

Shep. This is fairy-gold, boy, and 'twill prove 
so : up with it, keep it close ; home, home, the 
next way ! We are lucky, boy, and to be so stilL 
requires nothing hut secresy.— Let my sheep go •— 
Come, good boy, the next way home. 

: po. Go you the next way with your findings; 

1 11 go see if the bear be gone from the gentleman, 
and how much he hath eaten : thev are never curst 
hungry : if there be any of him 

lert, 1 11 bury it. 

Shep. That’s a good deed: If thou may’st dis- 
cern by that which is left of him, what he is, fetch 
me to the sight of him-. 

_ Clo. Marry, will I ; and you shall help to put 
him i’the ground. 

Shep. 'Tis a lucky day, boy ; and we'll do good 
deeds on't. iExeunt. i 
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SCENE I . — The same. A Room in the Palace 

of POLIXENES. 

Enter Polixknes and Camillo, 

Pol. I pray thee, good Camillo, be no more im- 
portunate : ’tis a sickness, denying thee any thing ; 
a death, to grant this. 

Cam. It is fifteen years, since I saw my country ; 
though I have for the most part been aired abroad, 
1 desire to lay my bones there. Besides, the peni- 
tent king, my master, hath sent for me : to whose 
feeling sorrows I might be some allay, or I o’er- 
ween to think so ; which is another spur to my 
depaiture. 

Pol. As thou lovest me, Camillo, wipe not out 
the rest of thy services, by leaving me now : the 
need I have of thee, thine own goodness hath made ; 
better not to have had thee, than thus to want thee : 
thou, having made me businesses, which none, 
without thee, can sufficiently manage, must either 
stay to execute them thyself, or take away with 
thee the very services thou hast done : which if I 
have not enough considered, (as too much I cannot ) 
to be more thankful to thee, shall be my study; 
and my profit therein, the heaping friendships. Of 
that fatal country Sicilia, pr’ythee speak no more : 
whose very naming punishes me with the remem- 
brance of that penitent, as thou cail^st him, and 
reconciled king, my brother; whose loss of his 
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ACT IV. 


ACT 

Enter Tims, as Cliorus. 

Time. I, — that please some, try all: both joy, 
and terror. 

Of good and bad ; that make, and unfold error, — 
Now take upon me, in the name of Time, 

To use my wings. Impute it not a crime, 

To me, or my swift passage, that I slide 
O’er sixteen years, and leave the growth untried 
Of that wide gap ; since it is in my power 
To o’erthrow law, and in one self-born hour 
To plant and o’erwhelm custom : Let me pass 
The same I am, ere ancient’st order was, 

Or what is now received : I witness to 
The times that brought them in : So shall I do 
To the freshest things now reigning ; and make 
The glistering of this present, as my tale [stale 
Now seems to it. Your patience this allowing, ; 
I turn my glass ; and give my scene such growing, i 
As you had slept between. Leontes leaving 
The effects of Ms fond jealousies ; so grieving, 

That he shuts up himself ; imagine me. 

Gentle spectators, that I now may he 
In fair Bohemia ; and remember well, 

I mentioned a son o’ the king’s, which Florizel 
I now name to you ; and with speed so pace 
To speak of Perdita, now grown in grace 
Equal with wondering : What of her ensues, 

I list not prophesy ; but let Time’s news 
Be known, when ’tis brought forth; — a shepherd’s 
daughter. 

And what to her adheres, which follows after. 

Is the argument of time : Of this allow, 

If ever you have spent time worse ere now ; 

If never yet, that Time itself doth say. 

He wishes earnestly, you never may. {Exit. 


• IV. 

most precious queen and children, are even now 
to be afresh lamented. Say to me, when saw’st thou 
the prince Florizel my son ? Kings are no less 
unhappy, their issue not being gracious, than they 
are in losing them, when they have approved their 
virtues. 

Cam. Sir, it is three days since I saw the prince: 
What his happier affairs maybe, are to me un- 
known: but I have, missingly, noted, be is of late 
mucli retired from court ; and is less frequent to 
his princely exercises, than formerly be bath ap- 
peared. 

Pol. I have considered so mncb, Camillo ; and 
with some care ; so iar, that I have eyes under my 
service, which look upon bis removedness : from 
whom I have this intelligence That he is seldom 
from the hopse of a most homely shepherd ; a man, 
they say, tliat from very notliing, and beyond the 
imagination of his neighbours, is grown* into an 
unspeakable estate. 

Cam. I have heard, sir, of such a man who hath 
a daughter of most rare note : the report of her is 
extended more, than can be thought to begin from 
such a cottage. 

Pol. That’s likewise part of my intelligence ; 
but, I fear, the angle that plucks our son thither. 
Thou shalt accompany us to the place : where we 
wiU, not appearing what we are, have some ques- 
tion with the shepherd ; from whose simplicity, I 
think it not uneasy to get the cause of my son’s 
resort thither. Pr’ythee, be my present partner' in 
this business, and lay aside the thoughts of Sicilia. 

Cam. I willingly obey your command. 

Pol. My best Camillo ! — We must disguise our- 
selves. [Exeunt 

SCENE 11. — The same. A Road near the Shep- - 
herd's Cottage. 

Enter Auxometrs, .shuihig. 

When dafibdils bt\a'in ta peer, , 

With, heigh! the doxy over the dale, — , 

Wh3% then comes in the sweet o’ the year; ! 

For the red. Wood reigns in the winter’s pale. j 

I The white shoot l)leaching on the hedge, — ! 

With, hey! the sweet birds, O, how they sung!—.. 

Doth set my pugging tooth on edge; 

For a quart of ale is a dish for a king. 

The lark, that tirra-lirra chants, — 

With, hey ! with, hey! the thrush and the jay;— 

Are suniiner songs for me and my aunts, 

While we lie tumbling in the hay. 

I have served prince Florizel, and, in my time, wore 
three-pile ; hut now I am out of service : 

But shall I go mourn for that, my dear? 

The pale moon shines by night : 

And when I wander here and there, 

I then do most go right. 

If tinkers may have leave to live. 

And hear tiie sow-skin budget; 

Then my account I well may give, 

And in the stocks avouch it. 

My traffick is sheets ; when the kite builds, look 
to lesser linen. My father named me Autolycus ; 
who, being as I am, littered under Mercury, was 
likewise a snapper-up of unconsidered trifles : "Vlhtlx 
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die, and drab, I purchased this caparison : and my 
revenue IS the silly cheat: GaUows, and kno^ 
are too powerful on the highway: beating, and 
hanging, are terrors to me ; for the life to come I 
sleep out the thought of it.-A prize 1 a prizeT 
y ' I^nter Clo'wn., 

C/o. Let me see:-Every ’leven wether-tods: 
every tod yields— pound and odd shilling : fifteen 
hundred shorn,— WTiat comes the wool to ? 

It the springe hold, the cock’s mine. 

'1°’* counters.— Let*me 

see ; whatamito buyforoursheep-sheaiingfeast? 
r/iree pound of sugar; five pound of currants ; 

Ri,r m„ r rice } 

fil Mier hath made her mistress of the feast, 

Uventy nosegays tor the shearers : three-man song- 
men all, and very good ones ; but thev are most of 

tHem, and ne sings psalms to hornpipes. I must 
have su^™,!, to colour the warden pies ; 
date,— none; thats out of my note: nutmeas 

but that I nfay 

Jsins^’ ike^sZ if 

Aut O, that ever I was bom ! 

rjn ^ onthegroiind. 

Ho, 1 the name of me,- 

Aut. O, help me, help me ! pluck but off these 

rags ; and then, death, death ! 

P“" '■ thou hast need of more 
rags to lay on thee, rather than have these off. 

Aut O, sir, the loathsomeness of them offends 
me more than the stripes I have received j which 
are mighty ones, and millions. 

Clo. Alas, poor man ! a million of beating may 
come to a great matter. ^ 

Aut. I am robbed, sir, and beaten ; my monev 

tSto-Tunr^ detestable 

tilings put upon me. 

Clo, What, by a horse-man, or a foot-man ? 

Aut, A foot-man, sweet sir, a foot-man. 

Uo. Indeed, he should be a foot-man, by the 
garments he hath left with thee ; if this be a horse- 
man s coat, it hath seen very hot service. Lend me 
% hand, I’U help thee : come, lend me thy hL“! 

.4,// A ! 1 • . , iHelpinghimup. 

R tenderly, oh ! 

Cm. Alas, poor soul ! ^ 

m’ sood sir : I fear, sir, ' 

my shoulder blade is out. ^ i 

Clo. How now ? canst stand ? ] 

sir softlv ° good ] 

n’ ^ charitable office. ] 

for thee.°° ^ ' 

sir'^“Af°’ ^ *>“«eoh you, ^ 

ine hence, unto whom I -was going : I shah ther<» T 
have money, or any thing I lanf :’ Offei me no 

that kills my heart. T 

you? be that robbed E 

Aut. A feUow, sir, that I have known to o-o ^ 
sl^ant^f tl I knew him once^a H 

^ good eir, for V 

whipped ouAmrcoir’ II 

C/o. His vices, you would say ; there’s no virtue 


whipped out of the court: they cherish it, to make 
It stay there ; and yet it will no more but abide 
ui Vices I would say, sir. I know this man 
well: he hath been since an ape-bearer; then a 
process-server, a bailiff ; then he compassed a mo- 
® prodigal son, and married a tinke^^s 
wife TOthm a mile where my land and living lies • 
and, having flown over many knavish professions, 
he settled onlym rogue : some call him, Autolycus. 

Clo. Out upon him I Prig, for my life, prig : he 
haunts wakes, fairs, and bear-baitings. 

.4^ Very true, sir; he, sir, he; tkffs the rogue, 
that put me into this apparel. 

Clo. Not a more cowardly rogue in all Bohemia : i 
ha\^e looked big, and spit at him, he'd j 

T 1 ^ confess to you, sir, I am no fighter; 

I am Mse of heart that way; and that he knew, I 
warrant him. x 

Clo. How do you now ? 

stanf I ■"’as ; I can 

Stand, and ^aik : I will even take my leave of you 

and pace softly towards my kinsman’s. ^ ’ 

Uo. Shall I bring thee on the way ? 

Aut. No, good-taced sir ; no, sweet sir. I 

Clo. Then tare thee well; I must go buy spices 
for our sheep-shearing. ^ ^ 

Aut. Prosper you, sweet sir!— Clown.l 

Inhe ’rn L*® >i?‘ purchase your 

Tf rt, 1 y°'^ sheep-shearing too : 

sLl another, and the 

sharers prove sheep, let me be enroUed, and my 
name put in the book of virtue 1 ^ 

Jog on, jog on, the foot-path way, 

And merrily henfc the stile-a : 

A merry heart goes aU the day. 

Your sad tires in a milo-a, 


SCENE III.— r/ie same. A Shepherd’s Cottage. 

Enter Florizel and Perdita. 

Flo. These your unusual weeds to each part of vou 
Do give a hfe : no shepherdess ; but Flora 
Peenng in April’s front. This your sheep-hearin- 
Is as a meeting of the petty gods, * 

And you the queen onT. 

gracious lord, 

10 chide at your extremes, it not becomes me ; 

U, pardon, that I name them : your high seif 
The gracious mark oThe land, you have obscuVd 
With a swam s wearing ; and me, poor lowly maid, 
Most goddess-hke prank’d up : But that our feasts 
m every mess have foUy, and the feeders 
Digest it with a custom, I should blush 
To see you so attir’d ; sworn, I think, 

To show myself a glass. 

-rf ^ bless the time, 

When my good falcon made her flight across 
Tliy father’s ground. 

4 .%. A 12 ? ^ Now Jove afford you cause : 

1 o me, the difference forges dread ; your greatness 
Hath not been us d to fear. Even now I tremble 
lo timk, your father, by some accident, 
giould pass this way, as you did : O, the fates ! 
How would he look, to see his work, so noble 
Vilely bound up ? IVhat would he say Or how 
bhouia I, m these my borrow’d flaunts, behold 
1 he sternness of presence ? 

Apprehend 
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■Nothing but joUity. The gods themselves, 

Humbling their deities to love, have taken 
The shapes of beasts upon them : Jupiter 
Became a bull, and bellow'd ; the green Neptune 
A ram, and bleated : and the fire-rob d god, 

Golden Apollo, a poor humble swain. 

As I seem now : Their transformations 
Were never for a piece of beauty rarer ; 

Nor in a way so chaste : since my desires 
Run not before mine honour ; nor my lusts 
Burn hotter than my faith. 

O but, dear sir, 

Your resolution cannot hold, when 'tis 
Oppos'd, as it must be, by the power o'the king ; 
One of these two must be necessities, 

Which then will speak ; that you must change this 
Or I my life. . [purpose, 

Flo. Thou dearest Perdita, 

With these forc'd thoughts, I pr’ythee, darken not 
The mirth o’the feast : Or I’ll he thine, my fair, 

Or not my father's : for I cannot be 
Mine own, nor any thing to any, if 
I be not thine : to this I am most constant, 

Though destiny say, no. Be merry, gentle ; ^ 
Strangle such thoughts as these, with any thing 
That you behold the while. Youi’ guests are coming ; 
Lift up your countenance ; as it were the day i 
Of celebration of that nuptial, which | 

We two have sworn shall come. 

Pgj.. O lady fortune, 

Stand you auspicious ! 

Enter Shepherd, loith Polixbnes and Camillo disguised; 
OIOIVTI, Mopsa, Doucas, imtli others. 

Flo. See, your guests approach : 

Address yourself to entertain them sprightly, 

And let’s be red with mirth. 

Shep. Fye, daughter! when my old wife liv’d, 
upon 

This day, she was both pantler, butler, cook ; 

Both dame and servant : welcom'd aU : serv'd all : 

I Would sing her song, and dance her turn ; now here, 

: At upper end o'the table, now, i’the middle ; 

I On his shoulder, and his : her face o' fire 
With labour ; and the thing, she took to quench it, 
She would to each one sip : Yon are retir’d, 

As if you were a feasted one, and not 
The hostess of the meeting : Pray you, bid ^ 

These unknown friends to us welcome : for it is 
A way to make us better friends, more known. 
Come, quench your blushes ; and present yourself 
That which you are, mistress o'the feast : Come on. 
And bid us welcome to your sheep-shearing, 

As your good flock shall prosper. 

Per. Welcome, sir! [To Pol. 

It is my father’s wiU, I should take on me 
The hostess-ship o’the day: — ^You’re welcome, sir ! 

[ToCabullo. 

Give me those flowers there, Dorcas.— Reverend 
sirs, 

For you there’s rosemary, and rue ; these keep 
Seeming, and savour, all the winter long : 

Grace, and remembrance, be to you both, 

And welcome to our shearing I 
Pol. Shepherdess, 

(A fair one are you !) well you fit our ages 
■With flowers of winter. 

Per, Sir, the year growing ancient, — 

Nor yet on summer's death, nor on tlie birth 
Of trembling winter, — the fairest flowers o' the 
season 


Are our carnations, and streak'd gillyflowers, 

Which some call nature’s bastards : of that kind 
Our rustic garden’s barren; and I care not 
To get slips of tliem. 

Pol. Wherefore, gentle maiden, 

Do you neglect them } I 

Per. For I liave heard it said, 

There is an art, which, in their piedness, shares 
With great creating nature. 

Pol. Say, there be ; 

Yet nature is made better by no mean, 

But nature makes that mean ; so, o’er that art, 
Which, you say, adds to nature, is an art 
That nature makes. Yoii see, sweet maid, we marry 
A gentler scion to the wildest sto(';k ; 

And make conceive a bark ot baser kinrl 
By bud of nobler race ; This is an art 
Which does mend nature, — change it rather : hut 
The art itself is nature. 

Per. So it is. 

Pol. Then make yonr garden rich in gillylhnvers, 
And do not call them bastards. 

Per. Til not put 

The dibble in earth to set one slip of them ; 

No more than, w’cre 1 painted, 1 would wish [fore 
This youth would say,’t\Yere well ; and only there- 
Desire to breed by me.~Here’s tlow^ers for you ; 
Hot lavender, mints, savory, marjoram ; 

The marigold, that goes to bed with the sun, 

And with him rises weeping ; these are flowers 
Of middle summer, and, I diink, they are given 
To men of middle age : You are very welcome 1 
Cam. I should leave gracing, were 1 of your 
And only live by gazing. [flock, 

Per. ' Out, tilas ! 

You’d be so lean, that blasts of January 
"WoiiLd blow you through and through — ^Now”, my 
fairest friend, 

I would, I had some llowerso'thespring, that might 
Become your time of day ; and yours, and yours ; 
That wear upon your virgin brandies yet^ 

Your maidenheads growing : — O Proserpina, 

For the flowers now, that, frighted, thou iet’st fall 
From Dis’s waggon ! — dafioiUls, 

That come before the swallow' dares, and take 
The winds of hlarch with beauty ; violets, dim, 

But sweeter than the lids of Juno's eyes, 

Or Cytherea’s breath ; pale primroses, 

That die unmarried, ere they can behold 
Bright Phoebus in bis strength, a malady 
Most incident to maids ; bold oxlips, and 
The crown-imperial ; lilies of all kinds, 

The flower-de-luce being one 1 — O, these I lack, 

To make you garlands of; and, my sweet friend, 
To strew him o'er and o'er 

Flo. What ! like a corse ? 

Per. No, like a bank, for love to lie and play on ; 
Not like a corse ; or if, — not to be buried, 

But quick, and in mine arms. Come, take your 
Metliinks, I play as I have seen them [flowers ; 
In Whitsun’ pastorals : sure this robe 
Does change my disposition. 

Plo. Wliat you do, 

Still betters what is done. When you speak, sweet, 
I'd have you do it ever : when you sing, 

I'd have you buy and sell so ; so give alms ; 

Pray so ; and, for the ordering your affiiirs, 

To sing them too : W.hen, you do dance, I wish 
A wave o’the sea, that you might ever do [yon 
Nothing hut that; move sti.ll, stiR so, and own 
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No other fuiiction : Each your doiri^, 

So singular in each 'particiiiar, 

Crowns wliat you are doing in the present deeds, 
That all your acts are queens. . 

Fer. . O Doricles, 

Your praises are too large : but that your youth, 
And the true blood, which fairly peeps through it, 
Do plainly give you out an unstained shepherd ; 
With wusdom I might fear, my Doricles, 

You woo'd me the false way. 

Flo..' I think, you have 

, As little skill to fear,. as I have purpose 
To put you toT. — But, come ; our dance, I pray ; 
j Your hand, my Perdita ; so turtles X-)air, 

That never mean to part. 

Fer, I’ll swear for ’em. 

Pol This is the prettiest low'-born lass, that ever 
Ran on the green-sward : nothing she does or seems, 
But smacks of something greater than herself ; 

Too noble for this place. 

Cam. He tells her something, 

That makes her blood look out ; Good sooth, she is 
The queen of curds and cream. 

Clo. Come on, strike up. 

Dot. Mopsa must be your mistress ; marry, gar- 
To mend her kissing with. [lick, 

Mop. Now, in good time ! 

Clo. Not a word, a word ; we stand upon our 
manners. — 

Come, strike up. C•3fu6’^c. 

Here a dance c/ Shepherds and Shepherdesses. 

Pol. Pray, good shepherd, what 
Fair swain is this, which dances with your daughter ? 

Shop, They «ali him Doricles ; and he boasts 
To have a worthy feeding : but I have it [himself 
Upon Ms own report, and I believe it ; 

He looks like sooth : He says, he loves my daugh- 
I think so too ; for never gaz’d the moon [ter; 
Upon the water, as he’ll stand, and read, 

As ’twefe, my daughter’s eyes : and, to be plain, 

I think, there is not half a kiss to choose, 

Who loves another best. 

Pol. She dances featly. 

Shep. So she does any thing ; though I report it, 
That should be silent ; if young Doricles 
Do light upon her, she shall bring him that 
Which he not dreams of. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. O master, if you did but hear the pedler 
at the door, you would never dance again after a 
tabor and pipe ; no, the bag-pipe could not move 
you : he sings several tunes, faster than you’ll tell 
money; he utters them as he had, eaten ballads, 
and all men’s ears grew to his tunes. 

Clo. He could never come better : he shall come 
in : I love a ballad but even too 'well ; if it be dole- 
ful matter, merrily set down, or a very pleasant 
thing indeed, and sung lamentably. 

Serv. He hath songs, for man, or woman, of aU 
sizes ; no milliner can so fit his customers with 
gloves : he has the prettiest love-songs for maids ; so 
without bawdry, which is strange ; with such delicate 
burdens of dildos ond fadings .-jump her and thump 
her; and where some stretch-mouth’d I'ascai would, 
as it -were, mean mischief, and break a foul gap into 
the matter, he makes the maid to answer, Whoop, 
do me no harm, good man ; puts him off, slights 
him, with Whoop, do me no harm^ good man. 

Pol. This is a brave fellow. 
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Clo. Believe me, thou talkest of an admirable- 
conceited fellow. Has he any unbraided wares ? 

Serv. He hath ribands of all the colours i’the 
rainbow ; points, more than all the lawyers in Bo- 
hemia can learnedly handle, though they come to 
Mm by the gross; inkles, caddisses, cambricks, 
lawns ; why, he sings them over, ’as they were gods 
or goddesses ; you would think, a smock were a 
she-angel : he so chants to the sleeve-hand, and 
the vrork about the square on’t. 

Clo. Pr’ythee, bring him in; and let Mm ap- 
proach singing. 

Per. Forewarn him, that he use no scurrilous 
words in Ms tunes. 

Clo. You have of these pedlers, that have more 
in ’em than you’d think, sister. 

Per. Ay, good brother, or go about to think. 

Enter Actolycus, 

La-noi, as white as driven snow ; 

CH^^irus, hlack as e’er was crow ; 

Gloves, as sweet as datnaslc-roses ; 

Masks for faces, and for noses ; 

Bugle bracelet, necklace-amber, 

Perfume for a lady’s chamber t 
Golden quoifs, and stomachers, 

For my lads to give their dears ; 

Pins, and poking-sticks of steel, 

Wliat maids lack from head to heel : 

Come, buy of me, come ; come buy, come buy ; 

Buy, lads, or else your lasses cry : 

Come, buy, &c. 

Clo. If I were not in love with Mopsa, thou 
should’st take no money of me ; but being entliraird 
as I am, it will also be the bondage of certain ri- 
bands and gloves. 

Mop. I was promised them against the feast ; 
but they come not too late now. 

Dor. He hath promised you more than that, or 
there be liars. 

Mop. He hath paid you all he promised you ; 
may he, he has paid you more ; which will shame 
you to give him again. 

Clo. Is there no manners left among maids ? will 
they wear their plackets, where they should bear 
their faces ? Is there not milking-time, when you 
are going to bed, or Min -hole, to whistle off these 
secrets ; but you must be tittle-tattling before all 
our guests ^ ’Tis well they are whispering : Cla- 
mour your tongues, and not a word more. 

Mop. I have done. Come, you promised me a 
tawdry lace, and a pair of sweet gloves, 

Clo. Have I not told thee, how I was cozened 
by the way’ and lost all my money ? i 

Aui. And, indeed, sir, there are cozeners abroad ; i 
therefore it behoves men to be wary, | 

Clo. Fear not thou, man, thou Shalt lose nothing ! 
here. j 

AuL I hope so, sir; for I have about me many ; 
parcels of charge. j 

Clo. What hast here ? ballads ? _ ! 

Mop. Pray now, buy some : I love a ballad in ! 
print, a’ -life ; for then we are sure they are true. 

Aui. Here’s one to a very doleful tune. How a 
usurer’s wife was brought to bed of twenty money- 
bags at a burden ; and how she longed to eat ad- 
der’s heads, and toads carbonadoed. 

Mop. Is it true, think you ? 

Aui. Very true ; and but a month old. 

Dor. Bless me from marrying a usurer I 

Aui. Here’s the midwife’s name to’t, one mis- 






tress Taleporter ; and five or six honest wives that 
■were present : Why should I carry lies abroad ? 

Mop. ’Pray yon now, buy it. 

Clo, Come on, lay it by : And let’s first see 
more ballads ; well buy the other things anon. 

Aut. Here’s another ballad, Of a fish, that ap- 
peared upon the coast, on Wednesday the fourscore 
of April, forty thousand fathom above water, and 
sung this ballad against the hard hearts of maids : 
it was thought, she was a woman, and was turned 
into a cold fish, for she would not exchange flesh 
with one that loved her : The ballad is very pitiful, 
and as true. 

Dor. Is it true too, think you ? 

Aut. Five justices’ hands at it ; and witnesses, 
more than, my pack will hold. 

Cio. Lay it by too : Another. 

Jut. This is a merry ballad ; but a very pretty one. 

Ifop. Let’s have some merry ones. 

Aut, Why, this is a passing merry one; and goes 
to the tune of Two maids wooing a man : there’s 
scarce a maid westward, but she sings it ; ’tis in 
request, I can tell you. 

Mop, We can both sing it ; if thou’lt bear a part 
thou Shalt hear ; ’tis in three parts. 

Dor. We had the tune on’t a month ago. 

Aut. I can hear my part ; you must know, ’tis 
my occupation : have at it with you. 

SONG. 

A. Get you hence, for I must go ; 

Where it fits not you to know. 

D. Whither ? M. 0, whither ?—D. Whither ? 

31. It becomes thy oath Mi well, 

Thou to me thy secrets tell ; 

D. Me too, let me go thither, 

J-f. Or thou go’st to the grange, or mill : 

x>. If to either, thou dost ill. 

A. Neither. D. What, neither ’—.i. Neither, 

D. Thou hast sworn my love to he ; 

M. Thou hast sworn it more to me : 

Then, whither go’st ?— say, Whither ? 

Clo. Well have this song out anon by ourselves ; 
My father and the gentlemen are in sad talk, and 
well not trouble them ; Come, bring away thy 
pack after me. Wenches, 111 buy for you both 
Pedler, let’ s have the first choice. — Follow me, girls. 

Aut. And you shall pay well for ’em. lAside. 
Will you buy any tape, 

Or lace for your cape, 

My dainty duck, my dear-a ? 

Any silk, any thread, 

Any toys for your head. 

Of the new’st, and fin’st, fin’st wear-a ? , 

Come to the pedler ; 

Money’s a medler, 

That doth utter ail men’s ware-a. 

IBxeuni Clown, Autolycu:;, Dokcas, and Mopsa. 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Master, there is three carters, three shep- 
herds, three neat-herds, three swine-herds, that have 
made themselves ail men of hair ; they call them- 
selves saltiers : and they have a dance which the 
wenches say is a gallimaufry of gambols, because 
they are not in t; but they themselves are o’ the 
mind, (if it be not too rough for some, that know 
little hut bowling,) it will please plentifully, 

Shep^. Away ! we’ll none on’t ; here has been too 
much homely foolery already:—! know, sir, we 
weary you. 

Col. You weary those that refresh us : Fray, let’s 
see these four threes of herdsmen. 


Serv. One three of them, by their own report, 
sir, hath danced before the king ; and not the worst 
of the three, but jumps twelve foot and a half by 
the squire. 

Shep. Leave your prating: since these good men 
are pleased, let them come in ; but quickly now. 
Serv. Why, they stay at door, sir. lExit. 

Ile-cnter Servant, with Twelve Jiustieks, habited like 
Sati/rs. They dance, a.nd then exeunt. 

Pol. 0 father, you’ll know more of that here- 
after. — 

Is it not too far gone ?-— ’Tis time to part them. 

He’s simple and tells much. [Hs-mA.]— --How now. 
fair shepherd ? 

Your heart is full of something, that does take 
Your mind from feasting. SooSi, when I was younc', 
And handed love, as you do, I was wont * 

To load my slie witli knacks ; I would have ran- 
sack’d 

The pedler’s silken treasury, and liave pour d it 
To her acceptance ; you have let liim go, 

And nothing marted with Kim : If your lass 
Interpretation should abuse, and call this, 

Your lack of love, or bounty ; you were straited 
For a reply, at least, if you make a care 
Of happy bolding her. 

Plo. Old sir, I know 

She prizes not such trifles as these are : 

The gifts, she looks from me, are pack’d and 
lock’d 

Up in my heart ; which I ha,ve given already, 

But not deliver’d. — O, hear mel)reatlie my'life 
Before this ancient sir, who, it should seem, 

Hath sometime lov’d : I take thy hand ; this hamh 
As soft as dove’s down, and as white as it ; 

Or Ethiopian’s tooth, or the fann’d snow, 

That’s bolted by the northern blasts twice o’er. 

Pol. What follows this } — 

How prettily the young swain seems to wash 
The hand, w^as fair before ! — I have put you out 
But, to your protestation ; let me hear 
What you profess. 

^ Do, and be witness' to’ t. 

Pol. And this niy neighbour too ? 

And he, and more 
Than he, and men ; the earth, the hcavi-ns, and all : 
That,' — were I crown’d the most imperial monarch, 
Thereof most wmrthy ; were I Ibe laiiest jmuth 
That ever made eye swerve ; had force, and kiiow- 
■ ledge, , 

More .than' was . ever man’s, — I wmild not prize 
■them, 

Without her love ; for her, enqiloy them all ; 
Commend them, and (‘ondemn them, to her service, 
Or to their own perdition. 

Pol. Fairly offer’d. 

Cam. This shows a sound aflection. 

Shep. But, mj daughter, 

Say you the like to him ? 

Pot. ^ 1 cannot speak 

So well, nothing so well ; no, nor mean better : 

By the pattern of my own thoughts I cut out 
The purity of his. 

Shep. Take hands, a bargain ; 

And, friends unknown, yon shall bear witness to’t ; 

I give my daughter to him, and will make 
Her portion equal his. 

^ Plo. O, that must be 

I ’the virtue of your daughter ; one being dead. 
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I siiall have more than yon can dream, of yet ; 
Enough, then for 3m ur wonder : But, come on, 
Contract us ’fore these witnesses. . 

Shep. Gome, your hand ; 

And, daughter, yours. 

PoL Soft, swain, awhile, ’beseech you ; 

Have you a father ? 

Flo. I have ; But what of him ? 

Pol. Knows he of this ? 

Flo. He neither does, nor shall. 

PoL Methinks, a father 
Is,^ at the nuptial of Ms son, a guest 
That best becomes the table. Pray yon, once more ; 
Is not your father grown incapable 
Of reasonable affairs ? Is he not stupid 
With age, and altering rheums ? Can he speak ? 
hear ? 

Know man from man ? dispute his own estate ? 
Lies he not bed-rid ? and again does iiotMng, 

But what he did being childish ? 

Flo. No., good sir ; 

He has liis health, and ampler strength, indeed, 
Than most have of his age. 

PoL By my ■white beard, 

You oiler him,, if this be so, a wrong 
Something unfilial : Reason, my son 
Should choose himself a wife ; but as good reason, 
The father, (all whose joy is nothing else 
But fair posterity,) should hold some counsel 
In such a business. 

Flo. I yield all this ; 

But, for some other reasons, my gratae sir, 

Which ’tis not fit you know, I not acquaint 
My father of thj^ business. 

PoL Let him know’t. 

Flo. He shall not. 

PoL Pr’ythee, let him. 

Flo. No, he must not. 

S/iep. Let him, my son *, he shall not need to 
At knowing of thy choice. [grieve 

Flo. Come, come, he must not : — 

Mark our contract. 

PoL Mark your divorce, young sir, 

[I)(S(;oi'erm// 7dmsei'/’. 

Whom son I dare not call ; thou art too base 
To be acknowledged : Thou a sceptre’s heir, 

That thus afiect’st a sheep-hook ! — Thou old 
traitor, 

I am sorry, that, by hanging thee, I can but 
Shortben thy life one week. — And thou, fresh piece 
Of excellent witchcraft ; who, of force, must know 

The royal fool thou cop’st with ; 

S7i(!:p. O, my heart I 

PoL I’ll have thy beauty scratch’d with briars, 
and made 

More homely than thy state. — For thee, fond 
If I may ever know, thou dost but sigh, [boy, — 
That tbou no more shalt see this knack, (as never 
I mean thou shalt,) we’ll bar thee from succession; 
Not hold thee of our blood, no not our kin, 

Far than Deucalion off ; — Mark thou my words ; 
l^ollow us to the court. — ^Thou churl, for this time, 
Though full of our displeasure, yet we free thee 
From the dead blow of it. — And you, enchant- 
ment, — 

Worthy enough a herdsman; yea, him too, 

That makes Iximself, but for our honour therein, 
Unworthy thee, — if ever, henceforth, thou 
These rural latches to his entrance open, 

Or hoop his body more with thy embraces, 


I wdll devise a death as cruel for thee, 

As thou art tender to’t. [Exit. 

Per. Even here undone ! 

I was not much afeard : for once, or twice, 

I was about to speak ; and tell him plainly, 

The self-same sun, that shines upon his court, 
Hides not his visage from our cottage, but 
Looks on alike.— Will’t please you, sir, be gone ? 

[To FzoKrzEL. 

I told you, what would come of this ! ’Beseech you, 
Of your own state take care : this dream of mine, — 
Being now awake. I’ll queen it no inch further, 
But milk my ewes, and weep. 

C am. Why, how now, father ! 

Speak, ere thou diest. 

^ Shep. I cannot speak, nor think, 

Nor dare to know that which I know. — O, sir, 

[To FhomzEh. 

You have undone a man of foui'score-three. 

That thought to fill Ms grave in quiet ; yea, 

To die upon the bed my father died, 

To lie close by his honest bones : but now 
Some hangman must put on my shroud, and lay me 
Where no priest shovels-in dust. — O cursed wretch ! 

[To Fef.bi.ta. 

That knew’ St this was the prince, and ■'{vould’st 
adventure 

To mingle with him. — Undone ! undone 1 
If I might die within this hour, I have liv’d 
To die when I desire. [Exit. 

Flo. Why look you so upon me ? 

I am but sorry, not afeard ; delay’d, 

But nothing Mter’d : What I was, I am : 

More straining on, for plucking back ; not following 
My leash unwillingly. 

Ca7n. Gracious my lord, 

You know your father's temper : at this time 
He will allow no speech, — which, I do guess, 

You do not purpose to him ; — and as hardly 
WiU he endure your sight as yet, I fear : 

Then, till the fury of Ms highness settle, 

Come not before him. 

Fio. I not purpose it. 

I think, Camillo. 

Cam. Even he, my lord. 

Per. Flow often have I told you, ’twould be 
How often said, my dignity would last [thus ? 
But tin ’twere known ? 

Flo. It cannot fail, but by 

The violation of my faith ; And then 
Let nature crush the sides o’the eaith together, 
And mar the seeds within I Lift up thy looks : 
From my succession wipe me, father ! I 
Am heir to my affection. 

Cam. Be advised. 

Flo. I am ; and by my fancy : if my reason 
Will thereto be obedient, I have reason ; 

If not, my senses, better pleas’d with madness, 

Do hid it welcome. 

Cam. ■ ■ ■ This is desperate, sir. ■ 

Flo. So call it : but it does fulfil my vow ; 

I needs must tMnk it honesty. Camillo, 

Not for Bohemia, nor the pomp that may 
Be thereat glean’d ; for ail the sun sees or 
The close earth wombs, or the profound seas hide 
In unknown fathoms, wiU I break my oath. 

To this my fair belov’d : Therefore, I pray yo^? 

As you have ever been my father’s honour’d friend, 
When he shah miss me, (as, in faith, I mean not 
To see Mm any more,) cast your good counsels 
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Worthy Camillo, 


Upon Ms passion ; Let myself and fortune 
Tug for the time to come. This you may know, 
And so deliver,-— I am put to sea 
With her, whom here I cannot hold on shore ; 
And, most opportune to our need, I have 
A vessel rides fast by, but not prepar’d 
Por this design. What course I mean to hold, 
Shall nothing benefit your knowledge, nor 
Concern me the reporting. 

Cam. O, my lord, 

I would your spirit were easier for advice, 

Or stronger for your need. 

Fio. Hark, Perdita. [Takes her aside. 

rii hear you by and by. [To Caa0llo. 

Cam. He’s irremovable, 

Resolv’d for flight : Now were I happy, if 
His going I coMd frame to serve my turn ; 

Save him from danger, do Mm love and honour ; 
Purchase the sight again of dear Sicilia, 

And that unhappy king, my master, whom 
I so much thirst to see. 

Flo. Now, good Camillo, 

I am so fraught with curious business, that 
I leave out ceremony. [Going. 

Cam. Sir, I think, 

You have heard of my poor services, i’the love 
That I have borne yom* father ? 

Flo. Very nobly 

Have you deserv’d : it is my father’s music, 

To speak your deeds ; not httle of his care 
To have them recompens’d as thought on. 

Cam. Well, my lord, 

If you may please to think I love the king ; 

And, through Mm, what is nearest to him, wMch is 
Your gracious self; embrace but my direction, 

(If your more ponderous and settled project 
May suffer alteration,) on mine honour 
m point you where you shall have such receiving 
As shall become your Mghness ; where you may 
Enjoy your mistress ; (from the whom, I see, 
There’s no disjunction to be made, but by, 

As heavens forfend ! your ruin ;) marry her ; 

And (with my best endeavours, in your absence,) 
Your discontenting father strive to qualify. 

And bring him up to liking. 

Flo. How, Camillo, 

May this, almost a miracle, be done ? 

That I may call thee something more than man, 
And, after that, trust to thee. 

Have you thought on 

A place, whereto you’ll go ? 

Flo. Not any yet : 

But as the unthought-on accident is guilty 
To what we wildly do ; so we profess, 

Ourselves to be the slaves of chance, and flies 
Of every wind that blows. 

Cam. ^ ^ Thenhsttome: 

This follows,— if you will not change your pur- 
But undergo tMs flight ;~Make for Sicilia; [pose, 
And there present yourself, and your fair princess, 
(For so, I see, she must be,) ’fore Leontes ; 

She shall be habited, as it becomes 
The partner of your bed. MetMnks, I see 
Leontes, opening his free arms, and weeping 
His welcome forth : asks thee, the son, forgiveness, 
As ’twere i’the father’s person : kisses the hands 


Cam. Sent by the king your father 

To greet him, and to give him comforts. Sir, 

The manner of your bearing towards him, with 
What you, as from your father, shall deliver, 
Things known betwixt ns three, I’ll write yon down ; 
The which sliall point yon forth at every sitting, 
What you must say ; that he shall not perceive, 
But that you have your father’s bosom there, 

And speak Ms very heart. 

Flo. I am bound to you : 

There is some sai3 in this. 

Cam. A course more promising 

Than a wild dedication of yourselves 
To unpath’ d waters, undream’ d shores ; most certain 
To miseries enough : no hope to help you : 
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I of a pm-se ; I would have filed keys off, that huu^r 
m chains; no heanug, no feeling, but my sir’s 
thiT’time of ae -lothing of it. So that, in 

tbel f « V ^ most of 

their festive-purses : and had not the old man 
th^kinl’™*^ ^ whoobub against his daughter and 

chaff /LT“’ ®y choughs from the 

aff, I had not left a purse alive in the whole 

So soon as you arrive, shaU clear that doubt, 
i-to. And those that you’ll procure from kin- 

JLeontes, — ^ 

p^,Jf ‘ satisfy yonr father. 

All 4at you speak, shows fair. *’" ’ 

Who have we here ? 

,,, Autolycus. 

W e U make an instrument of this ; omit 
jNothmg, may gjye us aid. 

ha4^g.^^ ”« why 

whyshakesult 
|.|jgQ ^ s no harm intended to 

I am a poor fellow, sir. 

that nobody will steal 

tha from thee : Yet, for the outside of thy poverty 

rsCllTth^ '''' = therefore, disease thet 

Z there^s necessity in't,) 

^ garments with this gentleman : Though 

tW^ ^o^st, yet hold ■ 
thee, there's someboot. i 

eno1.“h ^ ^ y® ’ 

/-» ^ * XT t C^'is 'ide* t 

ish^r4Kady.“’ ; 

oftt-t ^ I smeh the trick 

Flo. Despatch, I pr’ythee. h 

^ ^ad earnest ; but I cannot a 
with conscience take it. ‘.‘iunor 

Cam, Unbuckle, unbuckle.— y 

[Flo. and Autol. exchange garments, ^ 

h ortunate mistress,— let my prophecy 

i—you must retire yourself 

sweetheart's hat, ,, 

And pluck it o er your brows : muffle youi* face • 

I y°“ 1 and as you can, disUkir “ ’ , 

fPor T d? f°' seeming ; that you may, P’ 

Th^^’l must bear ipa'rt.*' p° 

Hajp;u done there? “ 

He^wld not call m“ ^ th, 

No^at*— Pomp T 1 

Ad^rs/r"'"’ -me.-FareweU, my friend. ^ 

Prav vm? twain forgot ? 

CaJr^ATl^A 1 ^^^-^convele apart. , ' 

C«m. What I do next, shall be, to teU the king 

f\-p i-h* l-^side, 

Of this escape and whither they are bound • 
f ^ope is. I shall so prevail, ’ 

To force him after ; in whose company . . ‘ 


, I shaU review Sicilia ; for whose sight 
I have a woman's longing, 

^ Fortune speed us ! — 

Thus we on, Camiilo, to the sea-side. 

Cam. The swifter speed-, the better. 

FLonizsL, Ferdita, mid Caaiillo. 
_ ut, 1 understand the business, I hear it • Tn 
I have an open ear, a quick eye, and’a nimble harS 
S=o to Sito “ agoodnose is requisite 
’/ 1 f seases- I see, 

IS the time that the unjust man doth thrive, 
whafa >iad this been, without boot? 

L ?hri Sure, the 

fn?!-!,- connive at us, and we may do 

a nipf^fS 7'7”‘P^- prince himself is about 

with W- ll f®‘ier, 

with his clog at his heels : If I thought it were not 

a piece of honesty to acquaint the king withal T 

would do’t: Iholditthemoreknavei-yto ioneei i 

It . and therein am I constant to my plofession. 


y Brdcr Clo^ra and Shepherd. 

e. Aside, aside ;— here is more matter for a hot brain ■ 
a Every lane s-end, every shop, church session’ 

o hanging, yields a careful man work session, 

Is “ ““ y»“ ai-c now! there 

s no other way, but to teU the king she’s a chan-e 
d ling and none of your flesh and blood 
y Shep, Nay, but hear me. 

e Clo. Nay, but hear me . 

) Shep. Go to then. 

. Ttos being done, let the law go whistle ; I warrant 

SI^p. I will tell the king aU, every word, yea, 
and his son s pranks too ; who, I may say, fa no 
honest man neither to his father, nor to ml to gl 
about to m^e me the king’s brother-in-law. ^ 
Clo. Indeed, brother-in-law was the furOiest off 
yon could have been to him ; and then your blood 
had^been the dearer, by I know how^ much an 

thif that in 

this fardel, will make him scratch his beard ' 

I know not what impediment this com- 
plaint may be to the Alight of my master. 

Clo. Pray heartily he be at palace. 

Aut. 'Diough I am not naturaUy honest, I am 
so sometimes by chance :-Let me pocket up mv 
pedler s excrement- [ Tote off his false beard.\ 
How now, rusticks ! whither are you bound .? 

Shep. To the palace, an it like your worship. 

I?'"'* whLi.? 

the condition of that fardel, the place of vour 
dwenmg, your names, your ages, of what havimr, 

knowS, 

Clo. We are but plain fellows, sir. 

Aut, A lie;, you are rough and hairy; Let me 
have no lying; it becomes none but tradesmen, 
and they often give us soldiers the lie : but we pay 
them for it with stamped coin, not stabbing steel ; 
therefore they do not give us the lie. 

' Clo, Your worship had Hke to have given us one, 
n you had not taken yourself with the manner. I 
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Shep. Are you a courtier, an’t like you, sir ? 
Aut. Whether it like me or no, I am a courtier. 
See’st thou not the air of the court in these enfoid- 
ings? hath not my gait in it* the measure of the 
court ? receives not thy nose court- odour from me? 
reflect I not on thy baseness, court-contempt? 
Think'st thou, for that I insinuate, or toze from 
thee thy business, I am therefore no courtier? I am 
courtier cap-a-pe ; and one that will either push 
on, or pluck back thy business there : whereupon 
I command thee to open thy affair, 

Shep. My business, sir, is to the king. 

Aui. What advocate hast thou to him ? 

Shep. I know not, an’t like you. 

Clo. Advocate's the court-word for a pheasant ; 
say, you have none. 

Shep. None, sir ; I have no pheasant, cock, nor i 
hen i 

Auf. How bless'd are we, that are not simple 
men ! 

Yet natme might have made me as these are, 
Therefore ITl not disdain. 

Clo. This cannot be but a great courtier. 

Shep. His garments are rich, but he wears them 
not; handsomely. 

Clo. He seems to be the more noble in being 
fantastical: a great man, Fll warrant; I know, by 
the picking on's teeth. 

Aut. The fardel there ? what’s i'the fardel? 
"Wherefore that box ? 

Shep. Sir, there lies such secrets in this fardel, 
and box, which none must know but the king ; 
and which he shall know within this hour, if I 
may come to the speech of him. 

Aut. Age, thou hast lost thy labour. 

Shep. Why, sir? 

Aut. The king is not at the palace : he is gone 
aboard a new ship to purge melancholy, and air 
himself : For, if thou be’st capable of things se- 
rious, thou must know, the king is full of grief. 

Shep. So ’tis said, sir; about his son, that 
should have married a shepherd’s daughter. 

^ Aut. If that shepherd be not in hand-fast, let 
him fly ; the curses he shall have, the tortures he 
shall Ihel, will break the back of man, the heart of 
monster. 

C/o. Think you so, sir ? 

Aut. Not he alone shall suffer what wit can 
make hea^7, and vengeance bitter ; but those that 
are germane to Mm, though removed fifty times 
shall all come under the hangman : which, thouo-h 
it be great pity, yet it is necessary. An old sheep- 
whistling rogue, a ram-tender, to offer to have his 
daughter come into grace ! Some say, he shall be 
stoned ; but that death is too soft for him, say I • 

I Draw our throne into a sheep-cote I—all deaths are 
too few, the sharpest too easy, 

Cio. Has the old man e’er a son, sir, do you ■ 
hear, an t like you, sir ? - 

Aut. He has a son, who shall be flayed alive • ' 

then nomted over with honey, set on the head of i 


. , ueu suuui, nii ne be three-quarters 
dead : then recovered again with aqua- 
e other hotinniSion : then, raw as he 
he hottest (lay prognostication mol 
he be set ag<aiiist a brick wall, the sun 
a southward eye upon him ; where he 
him witli flies blown to death. But 
; of these traitorly rascals, whose mise- 
Je smiled^ at, their offences beino- so 
dJ me, (lov you seem to be honest 
what have you io tlic kino-: 
uitly considered, Vli bring you where 
tender your pta-sons to his' presence 
m your bclialfs ; and, if it be in man’ 
ing, to effect your suits, here is man 

eems to be of great authoritv : close 
'e him gohl ; and though authority be 
lar, yet he is oft hal by the nose wdth 
lie insiae of your purser to the outside 
lul no more ado : Remember, stoned 
ve. 

t please you, sir, to undertake the 
s, here is that gold 1 liave: FU make 
tore ; and leave this young man in 
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SCENE I, 
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Flow’d with her beauty once ; ’tis shrewdly ebb’d- 
To say you have seen a better, 

Gent. Pardon, madam ; 

The one I have almost forgot ; (your pardon,) 

The other, when she has obtain’d your eye, 

Will have your tongue too. This is such a creature, 
Would she begin a sect, might quench the zeal 
Of all professors else ; make proselytes 
Of who she but bid follow. 

Paul. How ? not women ? 

Gent. Women will love her, that she is a woman, 
More worth than any man ; men, that she is 
The rarest of aU women. 

Leon. Go, Cleomenes ; 

Yourself, assisted with your honour’d friends, 

Bring them to our embracement. — Still, ’tis strange, 

I [Exeunt Cleomenes, Lords, and Gentleman. 

I He thus should steal upon us. 

Paul. ^ Had our prince, 

(Jewel of children,) seen this hour, he had pair’d 
Well with this lord ; there was not fuE a month 
Between their births. 

Leon. Pr’ythee, no more ; thou know’st 

He dies to me again, when tallc’d of : sure, 

When I shall see this gentleman, thy speeches 
Will bring me to consider that, which may 
Unfurnish me of reason. — ^They are come. 

Re-enter Cleomenes, with Floeizel, Perdita, and 
Attendants. 

Your mother was most true to wedlock, prince; 

For she did print your royal father off, 

Conceiving you : Were I but twenty-one, 

Your father’s image is so hit in you, 

His very air, that I should call you brother, 

As I did him ; and speak of something, wildly 
By us perform’d before. Most dearly welcome ! 
And your fair princess, goddess !— O, alas ! 

I lost a couple, that ’twixt heaven and earth 
Might thus have stood, begetting wonder, as 
You, gracious couple, do ! and then I lost 
(All mine own folly,) the society. 

Amity too, of your brave father ; whom, 

Though bearing misery, I desire my life 
Once more to look upon. 

By his command 
Have I here touched Sicilia : and from him 
Give you all greetings, that a king, at friend, 

Can send his brother : and, but intoiity 
(Which waits upon worn times,) hath something 
His wished ability, he had himself [seiz’d 

The lands and waters ’twixt your throne and his 
^asur d, to look upon you ; whom he loves 
(He bade me say so,) more than all the scepti-es, 
And those that bear them, living. 

(Good gentleman !) the wrongs I haTe done thee. 
Afresh within me ; and these thy offices, fstir 
So rarely kind, are as interpreters 
Of my behind-hand slackness .'—Welcome hither. 
As IS the spnng to the earth. And hath he too 
topes d this paragon to the fearful usage 
least, ungentle,) of the dreadful Neptune, 

To greet a man, not worth her pains ; mnch less 
Ihe adventure of her person? 

r Good, my lord. 

She came from Libya. ^ 

ThitTnW. 1, ... ‘’*® Smalus, 

lhat noble honour’d lord, is fear’d, and lov’d ? 

Jflo. Most royal sir, from thence ; from him 
whose daughter 


ACT V 

His tears proclaim’d his, parting with her : thence 
(A prosperous south-wind friendly,) we have cross’d 

To execute tlie charge my father gave me ^ 

For visiting your highness : My best train 
I have from your Sicilian shores dismiss’d • 

Who for Bohemia bend, to signify ’ 

Not only my success in Libya, sir, 

But my arrival, and my wufe’s, in safety 
Here, where we are. 

■^^071. ^ The blessed gods 

Purge all infection from our air, whilst you 

Do climate here! You have a holy father 

A graceful gentleman ; against whose person 
So sacred as it is, I have done sin : ' 

For which the lieavens, taking angry note, 

Have left me issueless ; and your luther’s biess’d 
(As he from heaven merits it,) with you. 

Worthy his goodness. What might I have been. 
Might I a son and daughtei now have look’d on 
Such goodly things as you ! V 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. _ Most noble sir, 

That which I shall report, will bear no credit 
Were not the proof so irigli. Please you, great sir, 
Bohemia greets you from himself by me : 

Desires you to attach his sou ; who has ^ 

(His dignity and duty both cast off,) 

Fled from his father, from his hopes, and with 
A shepherd’s daughter. 

Leon. ^ Where’s Bohemia! speak. 
Lord. Here in your city; I now came from him ■ 

1 speak amazedly ; and it becomes 
My marvel, and my message. To your court 
Whiles he was hast’ning, (in thr chase, it seems, 

Of this fair couple), meets he on the way 

The father of this seeming lady, and 

Her brotiier, having both their country quitted 

With this young prince. 

, Camillo has betray’d me ! 

V\ hose honour, and whose honesty, till now, 

Endur’d all weathers. 

, Lay’t so to his charge ; 

He s with the king your father. 

.vf Who! Camillo 

Lord. Camillo, sir; I spake with him; who now 
Has these poor men in question. Never saw I 
Wretches so quake : they kneel, they kiss the earth ; 
forswear themselves as often as they speak : 

Bohemia stops his ears, and threatens them 
with divers deaths in death. 

O my poor father !— 

Ihe heaven sets spies upon us, wi.U not have 
Our contract celebrated. 

married ? 

L to* We are not, sir, nor are we like to be ; 

Ihe stars, I see, will kiss the valleys first : — 

The odds for high and low’s alike. 

T , My lord, 

Is this the daughter of a king? 

When once she is my wife. 

Leon. That once, I see, by your good father’s 
WiU come on veiy slowly. I am sorry, [speed, 
Most sorry, you have broken from his liking, 

Where you were tied in duty : and as sorry, 
xom- choice is not so rich in worth as beauty, 

T hat you might well enjoy her, 

^ Dear, look up : 

■i hough fortune, visible an enemy, 
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SliouM chase us, 


, power no jot 
our loves. — ’Beseech you, sir 
ow’d no more to time 
1 thought of such affections, 
'cate ; at your request, 
precious things, as trifles, 
io so, I’d beg your preciom 
a trifle. [mistress, 

Yonr eye hath too much youth i’n’t : not*?month 

Than “ore worth such 

^ Oil now. [gazes 

Even in these looks I made.—But your pe^iticm’ 

Is yet unanswer’d : I will to your fathe^ • 
lour honour not o’erthroum by your desires, 
j I am a friend to them, and you : upon which errand 
I now go toward him ; therefore follow me, 

And mark what way I make : Come, good my lord. 

[JSxeunt. 


^ men have you lost a sight which 

W h 'r’^®re might you 

have beheld one joy crown another ; so, and in sLh 

Sem’ soreow wept to take leave 

of them : for their joy waded in tears. There wa» 
casting up of eyes, holding up of hands • with 
countenance of such distraction, that they were to 
be known bygannent,not by favour. Our 
being ready to leap out of himself for joy of his 

fr crleTo'fi a 

Rnho • i luoMen lAy mo/Zier/ then asks 

Bohemia forgiveness; then embraces his sonJn! 
law , then again worries he his daughter, with clio 

S hv’ ^heplmiTwS 

iescripdL 'to doTt!" 

ht ‘ you, became of Antmonus i 

hat carried hence the child ? -^^nngonus, 

still ; which will have 

n eaTopen 

his avouche's the sh^pheS’s sonT wLl^s not^only 


0K^ihi\iu ii.^The same. Before the Palace. 
Enter Autolycus and a Gentleman. 

Present at this 

1 Gent. I was by at the opening of the fardel 

found it“® ° h *6 manner how he’ 

' ^tereupon, after a little amazedness, we 

were aU commanded out of the chamber; only this 
Rethought I heard the shepherd say. he found the 

Aut. I would most gladly know the issue of it. 
ness " But ^ 

nnd rl^if * =>>“§«* I perceived in the king, 
of admiration : the; 
nf another, to tear 

dnmK ^ ‘^^rewas speech in their 

dumbness, language in their very gesture; they 

in'? dt’ f ‘^7 ® worid ransomed, or 

one destroyed : A notable passion of wonder ap- 
peared m them ; but the wisest beholder, that knew 
no more but seeing, could not say, if the import- 
ance were joy, or sorrow : but in the extremity of ' 
tae one, it must needs be. ^ 

Enter another Gentleman. 

Here comes a gentleman, that, happily, knows 
more: The news, Rogero ? ^ 

The oracle is 

luinlied , the king s daughter is found • such a deal 
or wonder is broken out'within this Lur that S 
lad-makers cannot be able to express it. : 

third Gentlotmetix. 

mer you more.— How goes it now, sir? this news 
l suspicion: Has the kin? 
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thou wilt be drunk; but III swear it : and I would 

^ thou would’ st be a tall fellow of thy hands. ’ 

the death of Hermione, visited I Aut. I will prove so, sir, to my power. 

Shall we thither, and with | Clo. Ay, by any means, prove a tall fellow: 

If I do not wonder, how thou darest venture to be 

drunk, not being a tall fellow, trust me not. 

Hark ! the kings and the princes, our kindred, are 
going to see the queen’s picture. Come, follow us: 
well be thy good masters. lExeimt. 


2 Gent I thought, she had some great matter 
there in hand ; for she hath privately, twice or thrice 
a day, ever since t..^ 
that removed house, 
our company, pierce the rejoicing } 

1 Gent Who would be thence, that has the 
benefit of access.^ every wink of an eye, some new 
grace will be born : our absence makes us unthrifty 
to our knowledge. Let’s along. 

lExeuiit Gentlemen. 

Aut Now, had I not the dash of my former 
life in me, would preferment di*op on my head. I 
brought the old man and his son aboard the prince; 
told him, I heard them talk of a fardel, and I 
know not what; but he at that time, over-fond of 
the shepherd’s daughter, (so he then took her to be,) 
who began to be much sea- sick, and himself little 
better, extremity of weather continuing, this mys- 
tery remained undiscovered. But ’tis all one to 
me ; for had I been the finder out of this secret, 
it would not have relished among my other dis- 
credits. 

Enter Shepherd and Clown. 

Here come those I have done good to against my 
will, and already appearing in the blossoms of theii’ 
fortune. 

Shep. Come, hoy; I am past more children, but 
thy sons and daughters will be all gentlemen-born. 

Clo. You are well met, sir: You denied to fight 
with me this other day, because I was no gentleman- 
born : See you these clothes ? say, you see them 
not, and think me still no gentleman-born ; you 
were best say, these robes are not gentlemen-born. 
Give me the lie ; do ; and try whether I am not 
now a gentleman-born. 

Aut. I know, you are now, sir, a gentleman born. 

Clo. Ay, and have been so any time these four 
hours. 

Skep. And so have I, hoy ! 

Clo. So you have : — ^but I was a gentleman born 
before my father : for the king’s son took me by 
the hand, and called me, brother ; and then the 
two kings called my father, brother ; and then the 
prince, my brother, and the princess, my sister, 
called my father, father ; and so we wept : and there 
was the first gentleman-hke tears that ever were 
shed. , 

Shep. We may live, son, to shed many more. 

Clo. Ay ; or else ’twere hard luck ; being in so 
preposterous estate as we are. 

Aut I humbly beseech you, sir, to pardon me 
all the faults I have committed to your worship, 
and to give me your good report to the prince my 
master. 

Shep. Prythee son, do ; for we must be gentle, 
now we are gentlemen. 

Clo. Thou wilt amend thy life ? 

Aut. Ay, an it like your good worship. 

Clo. Give me thy hand: I will swear to the 
prince, thou art as honest a true fellow as any is 
in Bohemia. 

Shep. You may say it, but not swear it. 

Clo. Not swear it, now I am a gentleman ! Let 
boors and franklins say it, I’ll swear it. 

Shep. How if it be false, son ? 

Clo. If it be ne’er so false, a true gentleman 
may swear it, in the behalf of his friend :-~And I’ll 
swear to the prince, thou art a tail fellow of thy 
hands, and that thou wilt not be drunk ; but I 
know, thou art, no tall fellow of thy hands, and that 


SCENE HI. — The same. A Room in Paulina’s 
House. 

Enter Lrontes. Polixexe.s, Flori7.ei., Pertiita, Camillo, 
Paulina, Lords, and Attondaiits, 

Leon. O grave and good Paulina, the great 
That I have had of thee ! [comfort 

Paul. What, sovereign sir, 

I did not w^ell, I meant well : All my services, 
You have paid home : but that you have vouchsaf’d 
With your crown’d brother, and these your con- 
tracted 

Heirs of your kingdoms, my poor house to visit ; 

It is a surplus of your grace, which never 
My life may last to answer. 

Leon. O Paulina, 

We honour you with trouble : But we came 
To see the statue of our queen : your gallery 
Have we pass’d through, not without much content 
In many singularities ; but we saw not 
That which my daughter came to look upon, 

The statue of her mother. 

Paul. As she liv’d peerless, 

So her dead likeness, I do well believe, 

Excels whatever yet you look’d upon. 

Or hand of man hath done ; therefore I keep it 
Lonely, apart : But here it is : prepare 
To see the life as lively mock’d, as ever 
Still sleep mock’d deatli : behold ; and say, ’tis 
well. 

[PAuLrNA undraws a ctudaint and diseovers a statue. 
I like your silence, it the more shows off 
Your wonder : But yet speak ; — first, you, my 
Comes it not something near ? 

Leon. Her natural posture 1 — 

Chide me, dear stone ; that I may say, indeed, 
Thou art Hermione : or, rather, thou art she, 

In thy not chiding ; for she wais as tender, 

As infancy, and grace. — But yet, Paulina, 
Hermione w^as not so much wrinkled ; nothing 
So aged, as this seems. 

Pol. O, not by much. 

Paul. So much the more our carver’s excellence ; 
Which lets go by some sixteen years, and makes 
As she liv’d now. [her 

Leon. As now she might have done, 

So much to my good comfort, as it is 
Now piercing to my soul. O, thus she stood. 
Even with such life of majesty, (warm life, 

As now it coldly stands,) when first I woo’d her ! 

I am asham’d : Does not the stone rebuke me, 

For being more stone than it I — O, royal piece, 
There’s magick in thy majesty ; which has 
My evils conjur’d to remembrance ; and 
From thy admiring daughter took the spirits. 
Standing like stone with thee ! 

Per. And give me leave ; 

And do not say, ’tis superstition, that 
I kneel, and then implore her blessing. — Lady, 
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Dear queen, that ended when I but began, 

Gire me that hand of yours, to kiss. 

Faul, , ^ 

i WwT' "'*8 ‘00 sore laid on • 

Which sixteen rnnters cannot blow awav 

ao many summers dry : scarce any iov ‘ 

Did erer so long lire • no sorrow, ^ ^ ^ 

I ^ Jamch sooner. 

I To*^t^k“’ of thisXye'^power 

j win .“oo’i grief from you, as he^ 

I ” ^ piece up m himself. 

I w.'.?„rf *• ■*“ 

l’dnot£y:sWdT^^‘^°“ 

Leon LBiine,) 

Paul’ Nn Inn T n tlraw the curtain. 

I May th.-uk anontlt mt 1^“" 

£eon. . Cl , c 

Wo^d I were dead, but that^l hInS, ataady- 
What was he, that did mate it .’-See Clor/ 

' n^ yoioot deem, it breath’d.’ andXtftose 
Did verily bear blood '^narmofte 

^ol. Masterly done : 

Ihe veiy hfe seems warm upon her lip 
Zeim. The fixure of her eye has motion in’t. 

As we are mock’d with art. 

He 11 think anon it lives. ^ 

Make me to think so twenty yZrf to^Hber’- ^ 

No settled senses of the r.okI can math ’ ^ 

The pleasure of that madness. Let’s alone. I 

' yoT! bu7’ ^ f 

I could afflict ‘you further. * 

, Doj Panlina ; I 

For this affliction has a taste as sweet y 

As any cordid oomfort.-StiU, methinks, Y 

there is an air comes from her : What fine chisel P 

-s, I 

Twif-i ^ ion kiss it ; stain your own T1 

= Shall I draw tL cu^n ’ I 

W No, not these twenty years. t 

Stand by, a looker on. ^ 

Qul^lently the chapelfor rttZVou t 

i’H make t“fmo“ f 

And take von bv thp> j ^ J descend, An 

I j c tai'Sf ^ 

, I am content to heai- ; for ’tis as ei^y rph- 

lomafce her speak, as move. 

ori'-si ri'-'? ■■■^ in i u ; 

I" 


; awake her : strike.-— 

■' sT\‘’“u 5 be stone no more : apnrSch • 

nffifl marvel. CoLe ■ ’ 

De^r to death your numbness, for from him 
Dear hfe redeems you.-You perceive, she sfe; 

Start not: harhcMoTs^hTChoN Tk 
I ou hear my speU is lawful : do not shtn her 
; for then ’ 

V on kill her double ; Nay, present your hand • 

If fCbe n.agick,‘?;ttt S 

Aawflu as eating. 

pf’ Q, , embraces him. 

cam. She hangs about his neck * 

If she pertain to life, let her speak too. 

Fol. Ay, and make’t manifest where sbp 
Or how stoi’n from the dead > rr 

Sr '’u ri** be “ote^aV ^ 

Like an old tale ; but it appears, she lives 

HeasfvJftor “ttle 4hae.- 

riease you to interpose, fair madam ; kneel 

Our%Sa^rJou“nr’^ blessing.LY„t g d 

fPresentma Perbtta 7 - Lit^dy ; 


iPnihraclng her. 


Our Ptrdlta-’is fouTd. " ' ''^^--S-Turn gooc 

’ Acaf' You gods, look doivn 

And from your sacred vials pour your gracIT’ 

fee“hastl If !-Tell me, mine own [ 
how fo^d ? 

ny father’s court .’ for thou shalt hear, that I — 
I the oracle ’ ’ 

fef,t stthlfsLt’’™"’-"**™ 

LeXy desire ’ 

Your joys with like relation._Go together 

PartaKT exultation 

^rtake to every one. I, an old turtle. 

Will wing me to some wither’d bough ; and there 

La|rt IkTalToX 

Th|Thould’st a husban?Ey“L;nt 
As I by thine, a wife : this is a matchr ’ 

And made between’s by vows. Thou hast found 
mine ; autiim 

But how, is to be question'd : for I saw her, 

bought, dead ; and have, in vain, said many 
A prayer upon her^grave .’ I’ll not seek far ^ 
ifoi him, I partly know his mind,) to find thee 
’—Come, CamiUo, 

And take her by the hand : whose worth and ho- 
ls richly noted ; and here justified {neL 

WhS’’ “ T MDgs.-Let’s from this place.-^ 
What.— Look upon my brother:— bo4 your 
pardons, ^ 

nat e’er I_put between yonr holy looks 
My ill suspicion.— This your son-in-law, 
fo troTif Mng, (whom heavens directing,) 

LeXs'fr^l h f «gbter.-Good Paulina, 

^ead us from hence j where we may leisurelv 
Lach one^demaud, and answer to his part 

wfw^. A-“ first 

W e were dissever’d : Hastily lead away ! lExeunt 
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COMEDY OF ERRORS 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


A Merchant, /riencf to Antipholiis op Syiiacuse, 
Pinch, a Schoolmaster, and a Conjurer. 

JUmilia, tvffe to JUgeon, an Abbess at Sj^hesus. 
Adriana, 'wife, to Antipholus of Ephesus. 
Luciana, her Sister. 

Luce, her Servant. 

A Courtezan. 


SouNUS, Duke of Ephesus, 
Mqeon, a Merchant of Syracuse. 


Antipholus of Ephesus, 
Antipholus of Syracuse. 


Gaoler, OflEicers , awe? other Attendants. 


SCENE,-— Ephes.u s . 


Unto a woman, happy but for me, 

And by me too, had not our hap been bad. 

With her I liv’d in joy ; our wealth increas’d, 

By prosperous voyages I often made 
To Epidamnum, till my factor ’s death, 

And he (great care of goods at fhndom left) 

Drew me from kind embracements of my spouse ; 
From whom my absence was not sis months old, 
Before herself (almost at fainting, under 
The pleasing punishment that women bear,) 

Had made provision for her following me, 

And soon, and safe, arrived where I was. 

There she had not been long, but she became 
A joyful mother of two goodly sons ; 

And, which was strange, the one so like the other, 
As could not be distinguish’d but by names. 

That very hour, and in the self-same inn, 

A poor mean woman was delivered 
Of such a burden, male twins, both alike : 

Those, for their parents were exceeding poor, 

I bought, and brought up to attend my sons. 

My wife, not meanly proud of two such boys, 
Made daily motions for our home return : 
Unwilling I agreed ; alas, too soon ! 

Wq came aboard : 

A league from Epidamnum had we sail’d, 

Before the always-wind-obeying deep 
Gave any tragic instance of our harm : 

But longer did we not retain much hope ; 

For what obscured light the heavens did grant 
Did but convey unto our fearful minds 
A doubtful warrant of immediate death ; 

Which, though myself would gladly have embrac’d, 
Yet the incessant weepings of my wife, 

Weeping before for what she saw must come, 

And piteous piainings of the pretty babes, 

That mourn’d for fashion, ignorant vdiat to fear, 
Forc’d me to seek delays for them and me. 

And this it was, — ^for other means was none. — 
The sailors sought for safety by our boat, 

And left the ship, then sinking-ripe, to ns : 


SCENE I,— J Hall in the Duke’s Palace. 
Enter Duke, .^gbon, Gaoler, Officers, and other 
Attendants. 

Mge. Proceed, Solinus, to procure my fall, 

And, by the doom of death, end woes and all. 

!; JDuke. Merchant of Syracusa, plead no more ; 

I am not partial, to infringe our laws ; 

The enmity and discord, which of late 
Sprung from the rancorous outrage of your duke 
To merchants, our well-dealing countrymen, — 
Who, wanting gilders to redeem their lives. 

Have sealed Ins rigorous statutes with their bloods, — 
Excludes all pity from our threat’ning looks. 

For, since the mortal and intestine jars 
’Twist thy seditious countrymen and us, 

It hath in solemn synods been decreed, 

Both by the Syracusans and ourselves, 

To admit no traffic to our adverse towns : 

■ Nay, more,' 

If any, bom at Ephesus, be seen 
At any Syracusan marts and fairs ; 

Again, If any Syracusan born, 

Come to the bay of Ephesus, he dies, 

His goods confiscate to the duke’s dispose ; 

Unless a thousand marks be levied, 

To quit the penalty, and to ransom him. — 

Thy substance, valued at the highest rate, 

Cannot amount unto a hundred marks ; 

Therefore, by law thou art condemn’d to die. 
jEge. Y'et this my comfort ; when your words 
are done. 

My woes end likewise with the evening sun. 

Duke. Well, Syracusan, say, in brief, the cause 
Why thou departedst from thy native home ; 

And for what cause thou cam’st to Ephesus. 

A heavier task could not have been impos’d, 
Than I to speak my griefs unspeakable ! 

Yet, that the world may witness, that my end 
Was wrought by nature, not by vile offence, 

1 11 utter what my sorrow gives me leave. 

In Syracusa was I born ; and wed 
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' H for tbe latter-born, 

I wt i i ® »Pore mast. 

Such as sea-faring men provide for storms : 

To him one of the other twins was bound, 

Tht^hilV^‘^« heedful of the other, 

children thus dispos’d, my wife and I, 

oore was fix’d. 

Fasten d ourselves at either end the mast ; 

I mi to the stream, 

A II r a®® vapours that offended ns : 

And, by the benefit of his wish’d light. 

The seas wax’d calm, and we discover’d 
■ ““king amain to us,~ 

Of Corm htnat, ofEpidaurnsthis: 

r“.i®®®l*'®f 0““«.-O, let me say no more '_ 

. that went before 

w.;™ 

^iolotitly borne Ipo^ ’ 

So that ^/l to the midst, 

oo mat, in this unjust divorce of ^ 

min of “ 

what to delight in, what to sorrow for.— 
mh'^ril poor soul! seeming as burdened j 

Wall. ®^®'l^''’ ’’Of °°t with lesser woe. 

Was parried with more speed before the wind ■ 

B " n 'L°“® ®>Sht they three were taken up ’ 

By fishermen of Corinth, as we thought. ^ 

At length, another ship had seiz’d on us ; 

Gav^ hewl® "^®“ hap to save. 

Gave helpful welcome to their shipwreck’d guests • 

Had rilh -T '■f 1 ‘’'® of ‘koir pref, ’ 

And tb. f " ’’1''*= '’®®“ slow of sail, 

And therefore homeward did they bend their 

Tb^f kave you heard me sever’d from my bKss ; 

To ln^ “■“fortunes was my life prolong’d, ’ 

To tell sad stones of my own misLps. * 

T>a m ^1 fot fko sake of them thou sorrowest 
Do me the favour to dilate at fuU “orrowest 

5^1 ' m'’®“’“ °f f’^®“’ ood thee, till now. ^ : 

./%« My youngest boy, and yet my eldest carp 

At eighteen years b®came inquisitive ^ ®‘®®‘f “-are, 

TW b^'® ^™ther ; and impo'rtun’d me, 

Sft of bf, b®“ r*’ f’’ f*’® ®o®o “ke, 

I hazarded the loss of whom I lovM. ' ^ 

And, coasting homeward, came to Ephesus’* 

Hopeless to iind, yet loath to leave utought J 

Or that, or any place that harbours men. ^ ^ f 

A L of my life ; 

Could T 

ould ail my travels warrant me they live- R 

Hapless H^geon, whom the fates have 
i extremity of dire mishap ! fmark’d 

I idnst mv“^’ ""® 0" laws 

Kul shoSd ‘’1^’ "®“ S 

Biff 1 ^ advocate for thee. M- 

But, though thou art adjudged to the death, Bh 


And passed sentence may not be recallM, 

I to our honour’s great disparagement, 

^ what I can : 

, Therefore merchant, I’U limit thee fhis day 
I To seek thy help by beneficial help : 

I Try ^ the friends thou hast in Ephesus : 

{ I?, ?r to make up the sum, 

I doom’d to die — . 

! Oaoler take him to thy custody. * 

I G-aol. I will, my lord. 

ff °P®toss, and helpless, doth JSgeon wend 

^ut to procrastinate his lifeless end. “ 



SCENE II. — A public Place. 

Enter AxTn.Hoi,cs and Da„,.m s5-«cu.,e, ana a 
IT rni. Merchant. 

I pit fh. of Epidamnum 

This verv confiscate. 

V T. 7 ^ I’,* ‘Vacusan merchant 
Is apprehended for arrival here • 

es, t“ ’ a®*" ^®'“? to '”■3" °to to® Ufe, 

According to the statute of the town 

Dies ere the weary sun set in the west 

Z'7°r r“®y to^f f ‘■“'f to keep. 

Peruse the traders, gaze upon the buildino-s 
within mine inn • 

Get Iht iraV”''* ^ 

Bro, Many a man would take you at vmir 
And go indeed, having so good a meam [worf, j 

’ A tinisty vfflain, sir ; that veff of?"^* 

lightens my humour with his merry jests 

And aboutf he town, 

And then go to my mn, and dine with me > 

Mer. l am invited, sir, to certain merchants 
Ot whom I hope to make much benefit • ' 

_ 1 crave your pardon. Soon, at five o’clock 

And afterwwds consort you until bed-time * ' 

My present business calls me from you now 
AnL-S Farewell tiU then: I wiU go lose myself 

And wandp up and down, to view the city. ^ ' I 

Mer. Sir, I commend you to your own content. I 

S. He that commends me own I 

content, 1 

Commends me to the thing I cannot get, 

the world am Hke a drop of water, j 

1 hat in the ocean seeks another drop ; I 

failing there to find his fellow forth | 

Unseen, inquisitive, confounds himself: ’ 
ho I, to find a mother, and a brother 
In quest of them, unhappy, lose myself. 

Dromo c/Ephesus. | 

Here comes the almanack of my true date. i 

What now .> How chance, thou art return’dso soon ? ' 
Bro. E. Return d so sooni rather approach’d I 
too late: ! 

capon bunis, the pig Mis from the spit ; i 
Ihe clock hath strucken twelve upon the beU j 
My mistress made it one upon mv cheek : f 

She is so hot, because the meat is cold ; * ! 
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SCENE PuUic Place. 

Fnfer Adriana and! Luciana. 

Adr. Neither my liusband, nor the slave return’d. 
That in such haste I sent to seek Ms master ! 

Sure, Luciana, it is two o^clock. 

Luo. Perhaps, some merchant hath invited him, 
And from the mart he^s somewhere gone to dinner. 
Good sister, let us dine, and never fret : 

A man is master of his liberty : 

Time is their master ; and, when they see time, 
They’ll go, or come : If so, be patient, sister. 

Adr. Why should theii* liberty than ours be 
more? 

Luc, Because their business still lies out o’door. 
Adr. Look, when I serve him so, he takes it ill. 
Luc. O, know, he is the bridle of your will. 
Adr. There’s none, but asses, will be bridled so. 
Luc. Why, headstrong liberty is lash’d with 
woe. 

There’s nothing, situate under heaven’s eye. 

But hath his bound, in earth, in sea, in sky : 

The beasts, the fishes, and the winged fowls, 

Are their males’ subject, and at their controls : 
Men, more divine, the masters of all these, 

Lords of the wide world, and wild wat’ry seas, 
Indued with intellectual sense and souls. 

Of more pre-eminence than fish and fowls, 

Are masters to their females, and their lords : 
Then let your will attend on their accords. 


Adr. This servitude makes you to keep unwed. 
Luc. Not this, but troubles of the marriage-bed. 
Adr. But, w'ere you wedded, you would bear 
some sway. 

Luc. Ere I learn love, I’ll practise .to obey. 
Adr. How, if your husband start some other 
where ? 

Luc. Till he come home again, I would forbear. 
Adr. Patience, unmov’d, no marvel though she 
pause; 

They can be meek, that have no other cause. 

A wretched soul, bruis’d with adversity, 

We bid be quiet, when we hear it C17 ; 

But were we burden’d with like weight of pain, 

As much, or more, we should ourselves complain ; 
So thou, that hast no unkind mate to grieve thee, 
With urging helpless patience would’st relieve me; 
But, if thou live to see like right bereft, 

This fool-begg’d patience in thee will be left. 

Luc. Well, 1 will marry one day, but to try ■ 
Here comes your man, now is your husband nigh. 

Enter Dromio o/Epliesus. 

Adr. Say, is your tardy master now at hand ? 
Lro. B. Nay, lie is at two hands with me, and 
that my two ears can witness. 

Adr. Say, didst thou speak with him.*^ know’st 
thou his mind ? 

Dro. E. Ay, ay, he told his mind upon mine 
ear ; Beshrew his hand, I scarce could understandit. 
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act ,ii. 


The meat is cold, because you come not home ; 
You come not home, because you have no stomach ; 
You have no stomach, having broke your fast : 

But we, that know what ’tis to fast and pray, 

Are penitent for your default to-day, ^ 

Ant. S. Stop— in your wind, sii* ; tell me this, 
I pray; 

Where have you left the money that I gave you ? 
Dro. E. O,— sixpence, that I had o’Wednesday 
last, 

To pay the saddler for my mistress’ crupper ; — 
The saddler had it, sir, I kept it not. 

Ant. S. I am not in a sportive humour now ; 
Tell me, and dally not, where is the money ? 

We being strangers here, how dar’st thon trust 
So great a charge from thine own custody ! 

Dro. E. I pray you, jest, sir, as you sit at dinner ; 
I from my mistress come to you in post ; 

If I return, I shall be post indeed ; 

For she will score your fault upon my pate. 
Methinks, your maw, like mine, should be your 
clock, 

And strike you home without a messenger. 

Ant. S. Come, Dromio, come, these jests are out 
of season ; 

Reserve them till a merrier hour than this; 

Where is the gold I gave in charge to thee ? 

Dro. E . To me, sir ? why you gave no gold to me ! 
Ant. S. Come on, sir knave ; have done your 
foolishness. 

And tell me, how thon hast dispos’d thy charge. 
Dro. E. My charge was hut to fetch you from 
the mart 

Home to your house, the Phoenix, sir, to dinner ; 
My mistress, and her sister, stay for you. 


Ant. S. Now, as I am a Christian, answer me, 
In what safe place you have bestow’d my money • 
Or I shall bi'eak that merry sconce of yours, ' 
That stands on tricks when I am undispos’d : 
Where is the thousand marks thou hadst of me ? 
Dro. E. I have some marks of yours upon my 
pate, ^ 

Some of my mistress’ marks upon my shoulders 

But not a thousand marks between you both 

If I should pay your worship those again, 
Perchance, you will not bear them patiently. 

Ant. S. Thy mistress’ marks ! what mistress, 
slave, hast thou ? 

Dro. E. Your worship’s wife, my mistress at the 
Phoenix ; 

She that doth fast, till you come home to dinner 
And prays, that you will hie you home to dinner. 
Ant. S. "What, wilt thou flout me thus unto my 
face, 

Being forbid ! There, take you that, sir knave. 
Dro. E. What mean you, sir ? for God’s sake, 
hold your hands ; 

Nay, an you will not, sir, I’ll take my heels, 

[JJjr Dro. E. . 

Ant. S. Upon my life, by some device or other, 
The villain is o’er-raught of all my money. 

They say, this town is full of cozenage ; 

As, nimble jugglers, that deceive the eye, 
Dark-working sorcerers, that change the mind, 
Soul-killing witches, that deform the body ; 
Disguised cheaters, prating mountebanks — 

And many such like liberties of sin : 

If it prove so, I will be gone the sooner. 

I’ll to the Centaur, to go seek this slave ; 

I greatly fear, my money is not safe. lExit. 



illlii 

tatms-mM 


COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


SCENE. II. 


Luc. Spake lie, so doubtfully, tbou could’’st .not 
feel Ills meamng ? 

Lro.. E.^ Nay, he struck so plai,nly, I could too 
well feel his blows ; . and withal so doubtfully, that 
I could scarce understand them. 

Adf. But say, I prithee, is he coming home ? 
It seems he hath great care, to please Ms wife. 

Dro. B. Why, mistress, sure my master is horn- 
Adf . Horn-mad, thou villain, ? [mad. 

Em. E. I mean not cuckold-mad ; but, sure, 

,, .he's stark mad : 

When I desir'd him to come home to dinner, 
He-ask'd me for a thousand marks in gold : 

’ Tis dinner time, quoth I ; 3% goM^ quoth he : 
Your meat doth burn, quoth I ; Mg gold, quoth he : 
JViU 7JOU come home? quoth I ; 3£g gold, quoth he : 
Where is the thousand marks I gave thee, villainf 
The pig, quoth I, is burned; ilf?/ gold, quoth he ; 
My mistress, sir, quoth I ; Hang up thy mistress ; 
I know not ihy mistress ; out on thy mistress ! 

Luc. Quoth who ? 

Ero. E. Quoth my master : 

I know, quoth he, no house, no wife, no mistiwss ; 
So that my errand, due unto my tongue, 

I thank him, I bare home upon my shoulders ; 

For, in conclusion, he did beat me there. 

Adr. Go back again, thou slave, and fetch Mm 
home. 

Ero. E. Go back again 1 and be new beaten 
home ? 

For God's sake send some other messenger. 

Adr, Back, slave, or I will break thy pate across. 
Ero. E. And he wiE bless that cross with other 
Between you I shall have a holy head, [beating ; 
Adf. Hence, prating peasant ; fetch thy master 
home. 

Ero. E. Am I so round with you, as you with 
me, 

That like a football you do spurn me thus ? 

You spurn me hence, and he will spurn me hither : 
If i last in tMs service, you must case me in leather. 

[Exit. 

Luc. Fye, how impatience low'reth in your face ! 
Adr. His company must do Ms minions grace, 
Whilst I at home starve for a merry look. 

Hath homely age the alluring beauty took 
From my poor cheek } then he hath wasted it ; 

Are my discourses dull ? barren my vdt ? 

If voluble and sharp discourse be marr'd, 
Unkindness blunts it, more than marble hard. 

Do their gay vestments his affections bait ? 

That's not my fault, he’s master of my state : 

What ruins are in me, that can be found 
By Mm not ruin'd.^ then is he the ground 
Of my defeatures : My decayed fair 
A sunny look of his would soon repair : 

.But, too unruly deer, he breaks the pale, 

And feeds from home ; poor I am but Ms stale. 
L 21 C. Self-harming jeMousy ! — iye, beat it hence. 
Adr. Unfeeling fools can with such wrongs dis- 
pense. 

1 know his eye doth homage otherwhere ; 

Or else, what lets it but he would be here ? •- 
Sister, you knowq he promis’d me a chain ; — 
Would that alone, alone he would detain, 

So he would keep fair quarter with his bed I 
I see, the jewel best enamelled, 

Will lose Ms beauty ; and though gold ’bides still, 
That others touch, yet often touching will 
"Wear gold ; and so no man that hath a name, 


But falsehood and corruption doth it shame 
Since that my beauty cannot please his eye, 
I’ll weep what’s left away, and weeping die. 
Luc. How many fond fools serve mad Jeak 


Safe at the Centaur ; and the heedM slave 
Is wander’d forth, in care to seek me out. 

By computation, and mine host’s report, 

I could not speak with Dromio, since at first 
I sent him from the mart : See, here he comes. 

Enter Dromio of Sj’ra.cuse. 

How now, sir ? is your merry humour alter’d ? 

As you love strokes, so jest with me again. 

You know no Centaur ? you receiv’d no gold } 
Your mistress sent to have me home to dinner ? 

My house w'as at the Phoenix ? Wast thou mad, 
That thus so madly thou didst answer me ? 

Ero. S. What answer, sir ? w'hen spake I such a 
word ? 

Ant. S. Even now, even here, not half- an -hour 
since. . 

Ero. S. I did not see you since you sent me 
hence, 

Home to the Centaur, with the gold you gave me. 
Ant. S. Villain, thou didst deny the gold’s re- 
ceipt ; 

And told’st me of a mistress, and a dinner ; 

For which, I hope, thou felt’st I w'as displeas’d. 

Ero. S. I am glad to see you in this merry vein : 
What means this jest ? I pray you, master, tell me. 
Ant. S. Yea, dost thou jeer, and fiout me in the 
teeth ? 

Think’st thou, I jest? Hold, take thou that, and 
that. [_Beatmy Mm. 

Ero. S. Hold, sir, for God’s sake : now your jest 
is earnest : 

Upon what bargain do you give it me ? 

Ant. S. Because that I familiarly sometimes 
Do use you for mj fool, and chat with you, 

Your sauciness will jest upon my love, 

And make a common of my serious hours. 

When the sun shines, let foolish gnats make sport. 
But creep in crannies, when he hides his beams. 

If you will jest with me, know my aspect, 

And fashion your demeanour to my looks, 

Or I will beat tMs method in your sconce. 

Ero. S. Sconce, call you it? so you would leave ’ 
battering, I had rather have it a head : an you use i 
these blows long, I must get a sconce for my head, 
and insconce it too ; or else I shall seek my wit in 
my shoulders. — ^But, I pray sir, why am I beaten ? 
Ant'. S. Dost thou not know ? 

Ero. S. Nothing, sir ; but that I am beaten. 

Ant. S. Shan I tell you why ? 

Ero. S. Ay, sir, and wherefore ; for, they say, | 
every why hath a wherefore. | 

Ant. S. Why, first, — for fiouting me ; and then, i 
wherefore,— | 

For urging it the second time to me. j 

Ero. S. Was there ever any man thus beaten out j 
of season? ^ „ 

When, in the why, and the wherefore, is neither | 
rhyme nor reason ?— j 

Well, sir, I thank you. j 
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Ant, S. Thank me, sir ! for what . 

Dro, Marry, sir, for this something that you 
gave me for nothing. 

Ant. S. I’ll make you amends next, to give you 
nothing for something. — But, say, sir, is it dinner* 
time ? 

Dro. S. No, sir ; I think, the meat wants that I 
have. 

Ant. S. In good time, sir, what^s that } 

Bro. S. Basting. 

Ant. S. WeU, sir, then ’tvriU be diy. 

Bro. S. If it be, sir, I pray you eat none of it. 

Ant. S. Your reason ? 

Bro. S. Lestitmakeyoucholerick, and purchase 
me another dry basting. . 

Ant. S. Well, sir, learn to jest in good time ; 
There’s a time for all things. 

Bro. S. I durst have denied that, before you were 
so cholerick. 

Ant. S. By what rule, sir ? 

Bro. S. Marry, sir, by a rule as plain as the plain 
bald pate of father Time himself. 

Ant. S. Let’s hear it. 

Bro. S. There’s no time for a man to recover his 
hair, that grows bald by nature. 

Ant, S. May he not do it by fine and recovery ? 

Bro. S. Yes, to pay a fine for a peruke, and re- 
cover the lost hair of another man. 

Ant. S. Why is Time such a niggard of hair, be- 
ing, as it is, so plentiful an excrement ? 

Bro. S. Because it is a blessing that he bestows 
on beasts : and what he hath scanted men in hair, 
j he hath given them in wit. 
i Ant. S. Why, but there’s many a man hath more 
1 hair than wit. 

, Bro. S. Not a man of those, but he hath the wit 
I to lose his hair. 

I Ant. S, W’hy, thou didst conclude hairy men 
! plain dealers without wit. 

Bro. S. The plainer dealer, the sooner lost : Yet 
! he loseth it in a kind of jollity, 
i Ant. S. For what reason ? 

1 Bro, S. For two ; and sound ones too. 

I Ant. S. Nay, not sound, I pray you. 

; R?*o, S. Sure ones then. 

I 4nt. S. Nay, not sure, in a thing falsing, 
j Bro. S. Certain ones then. 

1 .4n^. (S'. Name them. 

j Bro. S. The one, to save the money that he 

I spends in tiring ; the other, that at dinner they 

I should not drop in his porridge. 

I Ant. S. You would all this time have proved, 

I there is no time for ail things, 
j Bro. S. Marry, and did, sir ; namely, no time to 
recover hair lost by nature. 

Ant. S. But your reason was not substantial, 
why there is no time to recover. 

Bro. S. Thus I mend it : Time himself is bald, 
and therefore, to the world’s end, will have bald 
followers. 

Ant. S. I knew, ’twould be a bald conclusion : 
But soft 1 who wafts us yonder ? 

Enter Adriana and Luciana. 

Adr. Ay, ay, Antipholus, look strange, and frown; 
Some other mistress hath thy sweet aspects, 

I am not Adriana, nor thy wife. 

The time was once, when thou unurg’d would’st vow 
That never words were music to thine ear, 

! That never object pleasing in thine eye, 

That never touch well welcome to thy hand, 


That never meat sweet-savoiir’d in thy taste, 

Unless I spake, look’d, touch’d, or carv’d to thee. 
How comes it now, my husband, oh, how comes it 
That thou art then estranged from tlayself ? [ 

Thyself I call it, being strange to me, 

That undividable, incorporate, 

Am better than thy dear self s better part. 

Ah, do not tear away thyself from me ; 

For know, my love, as easy may’st thou fall 
A drop of water in the breaking gulph, 

And take unmingled thence that drop again, 
Without addition, or diminishing, 

As take from me tliysdf, and not me too. 

How dearly would it touch thee to the quick, 
Should’ st thou but hear I were licentious ! 

And that this body, consecrate to thee, 

By ruffian lust should be contaminate I 
Would’st thou not spit at me, and spurn at me, 

And hurl the name of husband in my face, 

And tear the stain’d skin off my harlot brow, 

And from my false hand cut the wedding-ring, 

And break it with a deep-divorcing vow ? 

I know thou canst ; and therefore, see, thou do it. 

I am possess’d with an adulterate blot ; | 

My blood is mingled with the crime of lust : 

For, if we two be one, and thou play false, 

I do digest the poison of thy flesh, 

Being strumpeted by thy contagion. 

Keep then fair league and truce with thy true bed ; 

I live dis-stain’d, thou, undishonoured. 

Ant. S. Plead you to me, fair dame ? I know 
you not : 

In Ephesus I am but two hours old, 

As strange unto your town, as to yoiir talk ; 

Who, every word by all my wit being scann’d, 

Want wit in all one wmrd to understand. 

Luc. Fye, brother! how the world is chang’d 
with you : 

When were you vront to use my sister thus ? 

She sent for you by Dromio home to dinner. 

Ant. S. By Dromio? 

Bro. S. By me ? 

Adr. By thee ; and this thou didst return from 
That he did buffet thee, and, in his blows [him, — 
Denied my house for his, me for his wife. 

Ant. S. Did you converse, sir, with this gentle- 
woman ? 

What is the course and drift of your compact ? 

Bro. S. 1, sir ? I never saw her till this time ! 
Ant S. Viliam, thou liest; for even her very 
Didst thou deliver to me on the mart. [words 
Bro. S. I never spake with her in all my life. 

A?iL S. How can she thus then call us by our j 
Unless it be by inspiration ? [names, j 

Adr. How ill agrees it with your gravity, j 

To counterfeit thus grossly with your slave, | 

Abetting him to thwart me in my mood ! I 

Be it my wrong, you are from me exempt, 

But wrong not that wrong with a more contempt. 
Come, I will fasten on this sleeve of thine ; 

Thou art an elm, my husband; I, a vine ; 

Whose weakness, married to thy sti'onger state, 
Makes me with thy strength to communicate : 

If aught possess thee from me, it is dross, 

Usurping ivy, briai-, or idle moss ; 

Who, all for want of pruning, with intimsion 
Infecc thy sap, and live on thy confusion. 

Ant. S. To me she speaks ; she moves me for 
her theme : 

What, was I married to her in my dream ? 
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13 ^ 2.11 ass ; else it could never be 

should know her as well as she knows me 
Adr. Come, come, no longer win I be a fool, * 
40 finger in the eye and weep, 

milst man, and master, laugh my woes to scorn - 
Come, sir, to dinner; Dromio, keep the gate 
Husband, I U dine above with you to-day. 

And shrive you of a thousand idle pranks : 
oirrah, if^ any ask you for your master, 

Say, he ^nes forth, and let no creature enter, 

Come, sister .-—Dromio, play the porter well/ 

S. Am I in earth, in heaven, or in hell? 
bleeping or waking? mad, or well advis’d ? 

Known unto these, and to myself disguis’d ' 

1 11 say as they say, and pers6ver so, 

And in this mist at all adventures go 

Dro. S Master, shaU I be porter at the gate ? 

An.r. Ay ; and let none enter, lest I break your 
pate. ^ 

Luc. Come, come, Antipholus, we dine too late. 

CB^eunt 


What error drives, our eyes and ears amiss ? 

Until I know this sure uncertainty. 

I’ll entertain the offer’d Mlacy. , 

Luc, Dromio, go bid the servants spread foi 
dinner, 

Dro. S. O, for my beads ! I cross me for 0 
1 his IS the fairy land -O', spite of spites ! 

We talk, with goblins, owls, and elvish sprites ; 

If we obey them not, this wiU ensue, 

They 11 suck our breath, or pinch us black and blue 
Luo. Why prat’st thou to thyself, and answer’st 
not?: 

Dromio, thou drone, thou snail, thou slug, thou sot ! 
Dro. S. I am transformed, master, am not 1 ? 

I^think, thou art, in mind, and so am I. 
Dro. S. Nay, master, both in mind, and in my 
Ant. S. Thou hast thine own form. [shape. 

x. No, I am an ape. 

n a chang’d to aught, ’tis to an ass. 

Uro. S. Tis true ; she rides me, and I long for 
grass. 


SCENE I. — The same. 

Eiitci* Antipholus oL Ephesus, Dromio Qf Ephesus. 
Angelo, and Balthazar. 

Ant. E. Good signior Angelo, you must excuse 
us all. 

My wife is shrewislbi, 'when I keep not houi's : 

Say, that I linger’d with you at your shop, 

To see the making of her carcanet, 

And that to-morrow you will bring it home. 

B^nt here’s a villain, that would face me down 
He met me on the mart ; and that I beat him, 

And charg’d him with a thousand marks in gold; 
And that I did deny my wife and house : — 

Thou drunkard, thou, what didst thou mean by 
this ? ^ 

Dro. E. Say what you wiU, sir, but I know what 
I know : 

That you beat me at the mart, I have your hand to 
show : 

If the skin were parchment, and the blows you 
gave were ink, 

Your own handwriting would tell you what I 
think. 

Ant. E. I think, thou art an ass. 

^ro. B. Marry, so it doth appear 

By the wrongs I suffer, and the blows I bear. 

I should kick, being kick’d ; and, being at that pass, 
■iouwouldkeep from my heels, and bewareof an ass. 
Ant. E. k on are sad, signior Balthazar ; ’Pray 
Cod, our cheer 

May answer my good will, and your good welcome 

here. 


ing guest. ^ 

But though my cates be mean, take them in good 
part; ^ ^ 

Better cheer^may you have, bat not with better 
is lock’d; Go bid them let 
Bridget, Marian, Cicely, Gillian, 

-Dro. A. iWiihm.J Mome, malt-horse, capon, 
coxcomb, idiot, patch I ^ 

Either get thee from the door, or sit down at the 
hatch: 

Dost thou conjure for wenches, that thou call’st for 
such store, 

When one is one too mantr? 


800 



SCENE ll.--The same. 

Enter Ltoiana and Antipholus 0/ Syracuse, 

Luc, And may it be that yon haye quite forgot 
A husband^ s office ? sball, Antipholius, bate, 
Even in the spring of love, thy love-springs rot ? 

Sball love, in building, grow so ruinate ? 

If you did wed my sister for her wealth, 

Ihen, for her wealth’s sake, use her with more 
kindness : 

Or, if you like elsewhere, do it by stealth ; 

Muffle your false love with some show of blind- 
, ness.': . 

Let not my sister read it in your eye ; 

Be not thy tongue thy own shame’s orator ; 
Look sweet, speak fair, become disloyalty ; 

Apparel vice like virtue’s harbinger : 

Bear a fair presence, though your heart be tainted; 

Teach sin the carriage of a holy saint ; 

Be secret- false : What need she he acquainted? 

What simple thief brags of his owm attaint ? 

’Tis double wrong, to truant with your bed, 


COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


act III. 


Luce. IWlthin.] What a cod is there ! Dromio 
who are those at the gate ? 

Dro. B, Let my master in. Luce. 

Luce. Faith no ; he comes too late ; 

And so tell yonr master. 

Dro. E, 0 Lord, I must laugh ; — 

Have at you with a proverb. — Shall I set in my 
staff? 

Luce. Have at you with another: that’s — 
When ? can you tell ? 

Dfo. S. If thy name be called Luce, — Luce, thou 
hast answer’d him well. 

Ant. B. Do you hear, you minion ? you’ll let us 
in, I hope ? 

Luce. I thought to have ask’d you. 

Dro. S. And you said, no. 

Dro. B. So, come, help ; well struck ; there was 
blow for blow. 

Ant. B. Thou baggage, let me in. 

Luce, Can you tell for whose sake ? 

Dro. B. Master, knock the door hard. 

Luce. Let him knock till it ake. 

Ant. B. You’ll cry for this, minion, if I beat 
the door down. 

Luce. What needs all that, and a pair of stocks 
in the town ? 

Adr. [WitMn.l Who is that at the door, that 

keeps all this noise ? 

Dro. S. By my troth, your town is troubled with 
unruly boys. 

Ant. B. Are you there, wife ? you might have 
come before. 

Air. Your wife, sir knave ! go, get you from the 
door. 

Dro. B. If you went in pain, master, this knave 
would go sore. 

Ang. Here is neither cheer, sir, nor welcome ; 
we would fain have either. 

Bal. In debating which was best, we shall part 
with neither. 

Dro. E. They stand at the door, master ; bid 
them welcome hither. 

Ant. E. There is something in the wind, that we 
cannot get in. 

Dro. E. You would say so master, if your gar- 
ments were thin. 

Your cake here is warm within ; you stand here in 
the cold : 

It would make a man mad as a buck, to be so bought 
and sold. 

Ant. B. Go, fetch me something. I’ll break ope 
the gate. 

Dro. S. Break any breaking here, and I’ll break 
your knave’s pate. 

Dro. B. A man may break a word with you, 
sir ; and words are hut wind ; 

Ay, and break it in your face, so he break it not 
behind. 

Dro. B. It seems, thou wantest breaking; Out 
upon thee, hind! 

Dro. B. Here’s too much, out upon thee! I pray 
thee, let me in. 

Dro. S. Ay, when fowls have no feathers, and 
fish have no fin. 

Ant. B. Well, I’H break in ; Go borrow me a 
crow. 

Dro. B. A crow without a feather ; master, mean 
yon so ? 

For a fish without a fin, there’s a fowl without a 
feather: 


If a crow help us in, sirrah, we’ll pluck a crow 
together. 

Ant. E. Go, get thee gone, fetch me an iron 
crow. 

Bal. Have patience, sir, O, let it not be so ; 
Herein yon war against your reputation, 

And draw within the compass of suspect 
The nnviolated honour of your wife. 

Once this,— Yonr long experience of her wisdom, 
Her sober virtue, years, and modesty, ’ 

Plead on her part some cause to you unknown • 
And doubt not, sir, but she will well excuse 
Why at this time the doors are made against you. 
Be rul’d by me ; depart in patience, 

And let ns to the Tiger all to dinner : 

And, about evening, come yourself alone, 

To know the reason of this strange restraint. 

If by strong hand you ofier to break in, 

Now in the stirring passage of the day, 

A vulgar comment will be made of it ; 

And that supposed by the common rout 
Against your yet ungalled estimation, 

That may with foul intrusion enter in, 

And dwell upon your grave when you are dead ; 

For slander lives upon succession ; 

For ever hous’d, where it once gets possession. 

Ant. E. Yon have prevail’d; I will depart in 
quiet, 

And, in despiglit of mirth, mean to be merry. 

I know a wench of excellent discourse, — 

Pretty and witty ; wild, and, yet too, gentle 
There will we dine : this woman that I mean, 

My wife (but, I protest, without desert,) 

Hath oftentimes upbraided me withal ; 

To her will we to dinner. — Get home, 

And fetch the chain : by this, I knowj ’tis made: 
Bring it, I pray you, to the Porcupine ; 

For there’s the house ; that chain will I bestow 
(Be it for nothing but to spite my wife,) 

Upon mine hostess there : good sir, make haste : 
Since mine own doors refuse to entertain me, 

PU knock elsewhere, to see if they’ll disdain me. 
Ang. ni meet you at that place, some hour 
hence. 

Ant. E. Do so ; This jest shall cost me some 
expence. iExmnt. 








COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


Jet her read It m thy looks at board : 
Shame hath a bastard-fame, well managed ; 

lU deeds are doubled with an evil word 
Alas, poor women ! make us but believe, 

I Being compact of credit, that you love us ; 

the arm, show us the sleeve ; 

Thin may move li, 

Then, ^entle brother, get you in again ; ^ 

her, caU her wife : 
sport, to be a little vain, 
men the sweet breath of flattery conquers strife. 
Ant. A bweet mistress, (what your name is else, 

, ^ , 1 icBOw not, ^ 

I Nor by w'bat wmnder you do bit on mine,') 

I Less, in your knowdedge, and your grace, you show 

wonder; more than earth divine 

Lay o«™ r" “<1 speak;' 

S!.„nrt ?f • gross conceit, 

/ n shaUow, weak, 

A iinci meaning of your words’ deceit. 
tJ. ® f ‘™th why labour you, 

10 make it waii.der in an unknown field > 

^ Trarf^ y®" ®"®^te me new ? 

EuHrtW “t “®?en, and to your power I’ll yield. 
Bm if that I am I, then well I know, ^ 

your weeping sister is no wife of mine, 

■INm to her bed no homage do I owe • 

more, far more, to you do I dkline. 

O, tmn me not, sweet mermaid, with thy note, 

To drown me in thy sister’s flood of tears ; 

Sung, siren for thyself, and I will dote : 

Spread 0 er the silver waves thy golden hairs 
^ ‘hee, and there lie ; ’ 

And, in that glorious supposition, think 
“rffr \^!^‘h,_that hath such means to die:- 
■Whk““^ he drowned if she sink ! 
aT *het yor; do reason so.; 

Lua t Tt h“‘ “eted ; how, I do not know. 
4nf‘ V sprmgeth from your eye. 

hehg by 

Luc. Gaze where you should, and that wiU clear 
your sight. 

Am. S. As good to wink, sweet love, as look on 
night. 

am' r" “? “y S'eter so. . 

A7iL 6. Thy sister's sister. 

A^7. S That's my sister. 

better part; ’ ’ 

My foo^ mv heart’s dearer heart ; 

Mv sX “y ®"®et hope’s aim, i 

iue An M= “y heaven’s claim. 

4M i should be. 

Thee ^ for I aim thee : 

1 bee will I love, and with thee lead my Ufe • 

Thou hast no husband yet, nor I no ^e ’ h 

Give me thy hand. ' ^ 

I’lffofcli -t C sir, hold you still ; 
il fetch my sister, to get her good will. jj 

r. . - Luc. .1 

^ntcrfrcn,. 7«i« e/ A™cus , 1 ^ EpLesus. Dh„,„o s 

' . ' or Syracuse. 

«> 

artihysdf. Dromio, thou art my man, thou to 


berid^mykm ” “ ^ »d 

*th^^lf? “d how beside 

_ Dro. S. Marry, sir, beside myself, I am due to 

I on~krWmt”“^ one that haunts me, 

1 y foy® ®he to thee ? 

Liro. s. Marry sir, such claim as you would lav 

fe no/thlt^Tf • ®he would have me as a beast'- 
sp I ® beast, she would haye me ■ but 

’ lays claim i 

Ant. S. What is she? 

iw X)}'o. S. A very reverent body: av sneli « 

■e. ~p;Tharhritu1;^^^^^^^^^ I 

■ . yet IS she a wondrous fat marriage. ’ 

all^reasf- and7C 

lier‘ irttri 'T4k?f; her ly l 

in them, •^•iu'bur,^7polkTSrTtf‘«L‘ UveT 
lofo Zh."; ^ longer tdlaZ 

Ant. S. What complexion is she of? 
likf so 5;»^'I’^’.hkemy shoe, butherface nothing 
mav to o I ""hy ? she sweats, a 

I ^ o™L®hoes fo the grime of it, 

bZ' S St* -h^* ^1 “end. 

coi?d nof-do^l’ ""-h’s flood 

S. What's her name ? 

n“^' o’ Jrh™ ®he bears some breadth 

hiDtohio.^u’““^®i®'?“,head to foot, than from i 
hip to hip, she IS sphencal, like a globe; I could I 
find out countries in her. [ 

if a i' pert of her body stands Ireland .> j 

oufbTtfu'Ss:'"’”’^"^ buttocks; Ifoundit | 
Ant, S. Where Scotland ? I 

the^p’'liVth?w’’^ ‘be barrenness; hard in | 
Anf, S. Where France? I 

makw‘^‘ ’^“b?r forehead; armed and reyerted, ' 
making war against her hair. ^ | 

Ant. S. Where England ? i 

fio?”’ *®°hed for the chalky cHffs, but I could | 
htr ehfo h tr® u ‘ib®”* = bnt I guess, it stood in 
audit ’ ‘b® salt rheum that ran between France ! 

Ant. S. Where Spain ? I 

hefbreath.^"^^*’ ^ ’ b’^* ^ fo“ 1‘ hot in i 

S. Where America— the Indies ? ! 

«pon her nose, all o'er embel- { 
iisned with rubies, carbuncles, sapphires, declinirie: ; 
their rich aspect to the hot breath of Spain ; whS i 
dent whole armadas of carracks to be ballast at her I 
, nose. . 

S. Where stood Belgia, the Netherlands ? ^ 

.Dro. S. O, sir, I did not look so low.— To con- 
clude, this drudge, or diviner, laid claim to me; 
cailed me Dromio ; swore, I was assured to her • 
told me what privy marks I had about me, as the 
mark of my shoulder, the mole in my neck, the 
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Ant S. Aj, tliat’s my name. 

Ang. 1 know it well, sir. Lo, here is tlie c' 
I thought to have ta’en yon at the Porcupine 
The chain unfinish’d made me stay thus long. 
Ant. S. What is your will, that 1 shall do 
this ? 

Ang. What please yourself, sir : I have ma 
for you. 

Ant. S. Made it for me, sir ! I bespoke it 
Ang. Not once, nor twice, but twenty time: 
have : 

Go home with it, and please your wife withal 
And soon at supper-time I’ll visit you 
And then receive my money for the chain. 

Ant. S. I pray you, sir, receive the money • 
For fear you ne’er see chain nor money more. 
Ang. You are a merry man, sir ; fare you ' 


great wart on my left arm, that I, amazed, ran from 
her as a witch : and, I think, if my breast had not 
been made of faith, and my heart of steel, she had 
transformed me to a curtail-dog, and made me 
turn i’the wheel. 

Ant. S. Go, hie thee presently, post to the road ; 
And if the wind blow any way from shore, 

I will not harbour in this town to-night. 

If any bark put forth, come to the mart, 

Where I will walk, till thou return to me. 

If every one knows us, and we know none, 

’Tis time, I think, to trudge, pack, and be gone. 

Dro. S. As from a bear a man would run for life, 
So fly I from her that would be my wife. lExit. 

Ant S. There’s none but witches do inhabit here ; 
And therefore ’tis high time that I were hence. 

She, that doth call me husband, even my soul 
Doth for a wife abhor : but her fair sister, 

Possess’d with such a gentle sovereign grace, 

Of such enchanting presence and discourse, 

Hath almost made me traitor to myself : 

But, lest myself be guilty to self-wrong, 

I’E stop mine ears aginst the mermaid’s song. 
Enter Angelo. 

Ang. Master Antipholus ? 


SCENE I . — The same. 

Enter a Merchant, Angelo, and an Officer. 

Met. You know, since Pentecost the sum is due. 
And since I have not much irapdrtun’d you ; 

Nor now I had not, but that I am bound 
To Persia, and want gilders for my voyage : 
Therefore make present satisfaction, 

Or m attach you by this officer. 

Ang. Even just the sum, that I do owe to you, 
Is growing to me by Antipholus : 

And, in the instant that I met with you, 

He had of me a chain; at five o’clock, 

I shall receive the money for the same : 

Pleaseth you walk with me down to his house, 

I will discharge my bond, and thank you too. 

Enter Antipholus o/Ephesus, and Daomo o/Ephesus. 

Off. That labour may you save: see where he 
comes. 

Ant. E. While I go to the goldsmith’s house, 
go thou 

And buy a rope’s end ; that will I bestow 
Among my wife and her confederates. 

For locking me out of my doors by day. — 

But soft, I see the goldsmith : — ^get thee gone ; 
Buy thou a rope, and bring it home to me. 

Dro. E. I buy a thousand pound a year I I buy 
au-ope! ^ Cfe'i DBOAna 

Ant. E. A man is well holp up, that trusts to you: 
I promised your presence, and the chain ; 

But neither chain, nor goldsmith, came to me : 


For he is bound to sea, and stays but for it. 

Ant. E. I am not furnished with the present 
money ; 

Besides I have some business in the town : 

Good signior, take the stranger to my house, 

And with you take the chain, and bid my wife 
Disburse the sum on the receipt thereof; 
Perchance, I will be there us soon as you. 

Ang. Then you will bring the chain to her your- 
self? 

Ant. E.^ No ; bear it with you, lest I come not 
time enough. 

Ang. Well, sir, I will: Have you the chain 
about you ? 

Ant. E. xVnif I have not, sir, I hope you have; 
Or else you may return without your money. 

Ang. Nay, come, I pray you, sir, give me the 
chain ; 

Both wind and tide stays for this gentleman, 

And I, to blame, have held him here too long. 

Ant. E, Good lord, you use this dalliance to ex- 
Your breach of promise to the Porcupine ; [cuse 
I should have chid you for not bringing it, 

But, like a shrew, you first begin to brawl. 

Mer. The hour steals on ; I pray you, sir, de- 
spatch. 

Ang. You hear how he impdrtunes me; the 
chain — 

Ant. E. Why, give it to my wife, and fetch 
your money. 

Ang, Come, come, you know, I gave it you 
even now ; 

Either send the chain, or send me by some token. 

Ant. E. Fye ! now you run tins humour out of 
breath ; 

Come, where’s the chain ? I pray you, let me see it. 

Mer. My business cannot brook this dalliance : 
Good sir, say, whe’r you’ll answer me, or no ; 

If not, m leave him to the officer. 


_ j v/aiuo tu me : 

Behke, you thought our love would last too long 
If it were chain’d together ; and therefore came not. 


Ang. Saving your merry humour, here’s the note 
Mow much your chain weighs to the utmost carat ; 

fineness of the gold, and chargeful fashion : 

W hich does amount to three odd ducats more 
xhan I stand debted to this gentleman : 
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SCENE II. 


should I answer 


COMEDY OF ERRORS. 


#i.P;j||' 


I ilf The money, that yon owe me for the chain, 
j ^ S®''® yoii half-an-hour 

I ^nLH. You gave me none; you wrong me 

I mucii to say so. ® 

I You wrong me more, sir, in denying it • 

I CojJKmr how It stands npon my credit. ^ 

^ arrest him at my suit, 

j W- I do ; and charge you in the duke’s name, 

: to obey me. 

j touches me in reputation:— 

: if ^ consent to pay this sum for me, 

I J'r 1 attach you ?jy this officer. 

: -Ir^est ^ “"er ^ad ! 

, Airest me, foolish fellow, if thou dar’st. 

If hTif fi ^P"® “y Prather in this case, 

“ “® ®° apparently. 

^{i sir, you hear the suit. 

yi/u. i X do obey thee, till I give thee bail ■— 

ffalf thfm'^^'? ^P-‘ 

'? y°“'' wiU answer. 

j To your notorious shame, I doubt it not 

r\ rr of Syracuse. 

Thf/Lf; bk^ HP h ® Epidamnum, 

An^ ^ but till her owner comes aboard, 

f '■ Praughtage, sir 

Ihe oil, the balsamum, and aqua-vite. ® 

I fifowf F- ' r“ f wind 

= ‘’'®y “ouglit at aU ^ 

lit w faster, and yourself. ' ( 

■ fis^Theep! ' i 

Y’hat ship of Epidamnum stays for me ? ^ 

AniP'A^!'f >^'^6 waftage. 

f liie thee straight : 

•'“k 

TW if <i oer mth Turkish tapestry, 

I On, offitrfto Ssortil ijVome 

I Dro V Mf pbant, Ax-onno. Officer, and Ant. E W: 

1 servants must their masters’ milds fulfil. [e«j. Tel 

-4-— ■ ^ 

I SCENE ^ 

I Mi,rt4/;r“^’ ‘®”P‘ *'’ee so ? It „ 

biA heai-t s meteors tilting in his face >’ 


swer Ear. first, he denied you had him in no right 
lain. ■ “y 

wu; aI' "^1 ®wore he, that he was a stranger here 

It- ^In^^Ld^^dTrVot"^’^ ^"rt~ 

me Adr. cuiioryou. [he were. 

aT ^ y®“ °ke begg’d-Qf f 

j £«c. Y^ith words, that in an honest suit might 

aX; I cannot, nor I ^Uof^dke st^r"^- 

n «»Sn:aa7d,td"lerr"^^^^ 

fr wu “ worse in minr 

Ko24i^;ritl‘'S'-4e- 

Adr. Ah 1 but I think him better than T .. 

r"Srr“‘Y^--"-T'™ 

^ do fur^:?^^ ‘•'““Sb m"y tongue 

Zm. How hast thou lost thy breath ? 

“'r. “-‘®^Drom^o”Ts"Sf; 

Out whte“hHf 

A WV a fellow all in buff; 

, =0®. 

' A*hou?d T f '“‘1 “arrow lands • 

weU ‘‘^^ws dry fort 

^’Adr^W^°’'^ judgment, carries poor souls 
Adr. Why man, what is the matter > fto heM 

Adr. What, is he arrested? tefl me, at whose 

But he’s in a smt rt buff, which -rested him, that 

Will you send him, mistress, redemption, the 
money m the desk.? ' 

Go fetch it mster.-^This I wonder at, 

That he, unknown to me, should be in^eb^ 

Tell me, was he arrested on a band ? 

A rhain a^^hain^ ^ t)and, but on a stronger thing ; 

’’®“= 'fls *lao. aatl were 

y. gone. 

R was two we I left him, and now the clock strikes 

®°“® l’“ 0 k ! that did I never 

Dro. * Oyes. If my hour meet a sergeant, 
a turns back for very fear, s> ? 


ri i 
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and thereof comes, that the wenches say, Oo^ damn 
me, that's as much as to say, God mahe me a light 
wench. It is written, they appear to men like an- 
gels of light : light is an effect of fire, and fire will 
burn ; ergo, light wenches will burn : Come not 
near her. 

Cour. Your man and you are marvellous merry 
sir. ^ ' 

Will you go with me? WeMl mend our dinner here. 

Dro. S. Master, if you do expect spoon-meat* 
or bespeak a long spoon. ’ 

Ant. S. Why, Dromio ? 

Dro. S. Marry, he must have a long spoon, that 
must eat with the devil. 

Ant. S. Avoid tlieu, ffend ! what telFst thou me 
of su})ping ? 

Thou art, as you are all, a sorceress : 

I conjure thee to leave me, ami be gone. 

Cour. Give me the ring of mine you had at 
dinner, 

Or, for my diamond, the chain you promis’d ; 

And, I’ll be gone, sir, and not trouble you. 

Bro. S. Some devils ask but the paring of one’s 
A rush, a hair, a drop of blood, a pin, [nail, 
A nut, a cherry-stone ; but she, more covetous, 
Would have a chain. 

Master, be wise ; an’ if you give it her, 

The devil will shake her chain, and fright us 
with it. 

Cour. I pray you, sir, my riiig, or else the chain ; 

I hope, you do not mean to cheat me so. 

Ant. S. Avaunt, thou witch ! Come, Dromio, 
let us go. 

Bro.S. Fly pride, says the peacock: Mistress, 
that you know. 

lExeiint A:nt, S. and Dro. S. 
Co7ir. Now, out of doubt, Antiphoks is mad, 
Else would he never so demean liimself : ' 

A ring he hath of mine worth forty ducats, 

And for the same, he promis’d me a ebain ; 

Both one, and other, he denies me now, 

The reason that I gather he is mad, 

(Besides tins present instance of his rage,) 

Is a mad tale, he told to-day at dinner," 

Of his own doors being slnit against his entrance. 
Belike, his’ wife, acquainted with his fits, 

On purpose shut the doors against his way. 

My way is now, to hie home to Ms house; 

And tell Ms wife, that, being iimatick, 

He rush’d into my liouse, and took perforce 
My ring away : This course I fittest choose ; 




SCENE llL-^The same. 

Enter Antipholus <?/ Syracuse, 

Ant. S. There’s not a man I meet, hut doth 
salute me 

As if, I were their well-acquainted friend ; 

And every one doth call me by my name. 

Some tender money to me, some invite me ; 

Some other give me thanks for kindnesses ; 

Some offer me commodities to buy : 

Even now a tailor call’d me in his shop, 

And show’d me silks that he had bought for me, 
And, therewithal, took measure of my body. 

Sure, these are but imaginary wiles, 

And Lapland sorcerers inhabit here. 

Enter Duoano o/Syraeuse. 

Bro. S. Master, here’s the gold you sent me for : 
What, have you got the picture of Old Adam new 
apparelled ? 

Ant. S, What gold is this ? What Adam dost 
thou mean ? 

Dro. S i Not that Adam, that kept the paradise, 
but that Adam, that keeps the prison : he that goes 
in the calf’s-skin that was killed for the prodigal ; 
he that came beMnd you, sir, like an evil angel, and 
bid you forsake your liberty. 

AM. S. I understand thee not. 

Bro. S. 'No} why, Ms a plain case ; he that went 
like a base- viol, in a case of leather; the man, sir, 
that, when gentlemen are tired, gives them a fob, 
and ’rests them; he, sir, that takes pity on decayed 
men, and gives them suits of durance ; he that sets 
up his rest to do more exploits with his mace, than 
a morris-pike. 

Ant. S. What— .thou mean’st an officer ? 

Bro. S. Ay, sir, the sergeant of the band ; he 
that brings any man to answer it, that breaks his 
band ; one that thinks a man always going to bed, 
and says, God give you good rest ! 

Ant. S. Well, sir, there rest in your foolery. Is 
there any ship puts forth to-night ? may we be gone ^ 

^ Bro. S. Why, sir, I brought you word an houi- 
since, that the bark Expedition put forth to-night • 
and then were you hindered by the sergeant, to 
tarry for the hoy, Delay : Here are the angels that 
you sent for, to deliver you. 

Ant. S. ITie fellow is distract, and so am I; 

And here we wander in illusions ; 
home blessed power deliver us from hence 1 
Enter a Courtezan. 

Cour. Well met, well met, master Antipholus. 

1 see, sir, you have found the goldsmith now ; ! 

Is that the chain, you promis’d me to-day ? I 
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The same./ / . 

Belter Antipholus of Bidiesus, and au Oflicer, 

Ant E. Fear me not, man, I will not break 
away : ■ ■ ■ 

I’ll give thee, ere I leave thee, so mncli money 
To warrant thee, as I am ’rested for. 

My wife is in a wayward mood to-day ; 

And will not lightly trust the messenger, 


I tell you, ’twill sound harshly in her ears. 
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Enter DRoano o/Ephesus, toith a rope's end. 


Here comes my man : I think lie brings the money. 
How now, sir ? have you that I sent you for ? 

Dro. E. Here’s that, I warrant you, will nav 
them all. ^ ^ 

Ant. E. But where’s the money ? 

Dro. E. Why, sir, I gave the money for the rope. 

Ant. E. Five hundred ducats, villain, for a rope.^ 

Dro. E. ru serve you, sir, five hundred at the 
rate. 

Ant. E. To what end did I bid thee hie thee 
home ? 

Dro. E. To a rope’s end, sir; and to that end 
am I return’d. 

Ant, E. And to that end, sir, I will welcome 

■ u i.’ ^ iBeatmg him,. 

U[f. Hood sir, be patient. 

Dro. E. Nay, ’tis for me to be patient; lam in 
adversity. 

Off. Good noiv, hold thy tongue. 

Dm. E. Nay, rather persuade him to hold his 
hands. 

Ant, E. Thou whoreson, senseless villain ! 

Dro. E. I would I were senseless, sir, that I 
might not feel your blows. 

Ant. E. Thou art sensible in nothing but blows, 
and so is an ass. 

Dro. E. I am an ass, indeed ; you may prove it 
by my long ears. I have served him from#fche hour 
of my nativity to this instant, and have nothing at 
his hands for my service, but blows: when I am 
cold, be heats me with beating : when I am warm, 
he cools me with beating. I am waked with it, 
when I sleep ; raised with it, when I sit ; driven 
out of doors with it, when I go from home ; wel- 
comed home with it, when I return : nay, I bear 
It on my shoulders, as a beggar wont her brat ; and, 

I think, when he hath lamed me, I shall beg with 
it from door to door. 


Enter Adriana, Luciana, mid the Courtezan, with Bincu, 
and others. 

Ant. E. Come, go along ; my wife is coming 
yonder. 

Dro. E. Mistress, respice finem, respect your 
end ; or rather the prophecy, like the parrot, Be~ 
ware the rope^ s end. 

Ant. E. Wilt thou still talk? \Beats Mm. 

not your husband 
Adr. His incivility^ confirms no less. — [mad.^^ 
Good doctor Pinch, you are a conjuror; 

Establish him in his true sense again, 

And I will please you what you will demand. 

Luc. Alas, How fiery and how sharp he looks ! 
Cour INlark, how he trembles in his ecstacy 1 
Einch. Give me your hand, and let me feel your 
■pulse. , ■ ■■ 

Ant. E. There is my hand, and let it feel youi' 
ear. ■ 

Pinch. I charge thee, Satan, hous’d within tMs 
10 peld possession to my holy prayers, [man, 

I And to thy state of darkness hie thee straight : 

1 conjure thee by all the saints in heaven. 

Ant. E. Peace, doting wizard, peace ; '.I am not 
mad, 

not, poor distressed soul! 
Ant. E. You, minion, you, are these your cus- 
tomers ? 

Bid this companion with the saffron face 
Revel and feast it at my house to-day, 


Whilst upon me the guilty doors were shut, 

And I denied to enter in* my house ? 

Adr. O husband, God doth know, you din’d at 
j home, 

Where ’would you had remain’d until this time, 
Free from these slanders, and this open shame ! 

Ant. E. I din’d at home ! Thou villain, what 
p say’st thou ? 

3 Dro. E. Sir, sooth to say, you did not dine at 
home. 

3 Ant. E. Were not my doors lock'd up, and I 
shut out.J^ 

[ Dro. E. Perdy, your doors were lock'd, and you 
shut out. 

j Ant. E. And did not she herself revile me there ^ 

Bro. H. Sans fable, she herself revil’d you there. ' 

Ant. E. Did not her kitchen-maid rail, taunt, 

^ and scorn me ? 

Dro. E. Certes, she did ; the kitchen -vestal j 
scorn’d you. j 

, Ant.E. knA. did not I in rage depart from i 
thence ? 

Dro. E. In verity, you did my bones bear 
witness, 

That since^have felt the vigour of his rage. 

Mr. Is’tgood to sooth him in these contraries ^ 
Pinch. It is no shame ; the fellow finds his vein, 

. And, yielding to him, humours well his frenzy. 

Ant. E. Thou hast suborn’d the goldsmith to 
arrest me. 

A^\ Alas 1 I sent you money to redeem you, 

By Dromio here, who came in haste for it. 

Dro. E. Money by me? heart and good-will 
you might, 

But, surely, master, not a rag of money. i 

Ant. E. Went'st not thou to her for a purse ol i 
ducats ? I 

Adr. He came to me, and I deliver'd it. 
iwc. And I am witness with her, that she did. 
Dro. E. God and the rope-maker, bear me 
witness, | 

That I was sent for nothing hut a rope ! ! 

Pinch, Mistress, both man and master is pos- | 
sess'd ; ^ 

I know it by their pale and deadly looks : | 

They must be bound, and laid in some dark room. 
Ant. E. Say, wherefore didst thou lock me I 

forth to-day, j 

And why dost thou deny the bag of gold ? 

Adr. I did not, gentle husband, lock thee forth. 
Dro. E. And, gentle master, I receiv’d no o^old • 

But I confess, sir, that we were lock'd out. 

Adr. Dissembling viUain, thou speak'st false in 
both. 

Ant. E. Dissembling harlot, thou art false in 
And art confederate with a damned pack, [aU ; 

To make a loathsome abject scorn of me : 

But with these nails I'll pluck out these false eyes. 
That would behold me in this shameful sport. 

[Pinch and Ms Assistants bind Anr. E. and Dro. E. 
Adr. O, bind him, bind him, let him not come 
near me. 

Pinch. More company;— the fiend is strong 
within him. 

Luc. Ah me, poor man ! how pale and wan he 
looks I 

Ant. E. What, will you murder me? Thou 
gaoler, thou, 

I am thy prisoner : wilt thou suffer them 
To make a rescue ? 
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Off, Masters, let him go : 

He is my prisoner, and yon shall not have him. 
Finch. Go, bind this man, for he is frantic too. 
Adf, What wilt thon do, thon peevish officer? 
Hast thou delight to see a wretched man 
Do outrage and displeasure to himself ? 

Off, He is my prisoner ; if I let him go, 

The debt he owes, will be requir’d of me. 

Adr. I will discharge thee, ere I go from thee : 
Bear me forthwith unto his creditor, 

And, knowing how the debt grows, I will pay it. 
Good master doctor, see him safe convey’d 
Home to my house. — O most imhappy day ! 

Ani. E, O most unhappy strumpet ! 

Dm. E, Master, I am here enter’d in bond for 
you. 

Ant. E. Out on thee, villain ! wherefore dost 
thou mad me ? 

Dro. E. Will you be bound for nothing ? be mad, 
Good master ; cry, the devil. — 

Luc. God help, poor souls, how idly do they talk ! 
Adr. Go bear him hence. — Sister, go you with 
me. — 

{Exeunt Pinch and Assistants, with Ant. E. and Duo. E. 
Say now, whose suit is he arrested at ? 

Off. One Angelo, a goldsmith ; Do you know 
him ? 

Adr. I know the man ; What is the sum he owes ? 
Off. Two hundred ducats. 

Adr. Say, how grows it due ? 

Off. Due for a chain, your husband had of him. 


Adr. He did bespeak a chain for me, but had it 
not. 

Co'ur. When as your husband, all in rage, to-day 
Came to my house, and took away mv riiw ^ 
(The ring I saw upon liis finger now,) 

Straight after, did I meet liim with a ciiaiii. 

Adr. It may be so, but I did never see it ; 

Come, gaoler, bring me where the goldsmith is 
I long to know the truth hereof at large. 

Enter Antipkolus of Syracuse, tcUh his rapier drawn 
and Dromjo Q/'Syraeuse. ’ 

Luc. God, for thy mercy ! they are loose again. 
Adr. And come with naked swords ; let’s cal! 
To have them bound again. [more help, 

^ ^ Away, Ihe.y’ll kill us. 
lEj-eimt Oliic’cr, Adr. and Luc. 
Ant S. I see, these wi((dK‘s are afraid of swords. 
Dro. S. She, that would he your wife, now ran 
from you. 

An-L S.^ Come to tlie Centaur ; fetch our stuff 
from tlienee : 

I long that we were safe and sound aboard. 

Dro. S. Faith, stay here this night, they will 
surely do us no harm ; you saw, they speak us fair, I 
give us gold : methinks, they are such a gentle 
nation, that but for the mountain of mad flesh that 
claims marriage of me, I could find in my heart to 
stay here still, and turn witch. 

Am. S. I will not stay to night for all the town ; 
Therefore away, to get our stuff aboard. {Exeunt. 


ACT V. 


SCENE l.^Thesame. 

Enter Merchant a7id Angelo. 

Ang. I am sorry, sir, that I have hinder’d you; 
But, I protest, he had the chain of me, 

Though most dishonestly he doth deny it. 

Mer, How is the man esteem’d here in the city ? 
Ang. Of very reverent reputation, sir, 

Of credit infinite, highly helov’d, 

Second to none that lives here in the city : 

His word might bear my wealth at any time. 

M er. Speak softly ; yonder, as I think, he walks . 

Enter Antipholus and Dromio 0 / Syracuse. 

Ang. ’Tis so ; and that self chain about his 
neck, 

Which he forswore, most monstrously, to have. 
Good sir, draw near to me. I’ll speak to him,-— 
Signior Anti pholus, I wonder much 
That you would put me to this shame and trouble ; 
And not without some scandal to yourself, 

With circumstance, and oaths, so to deny 
This chain, which now you wear so openly : 
Besides the charge, the shame, imprisonment, 

You have done wrong to this my honest friend • 
who, but for staying on our controversy, 

Had hoisted sail, and put to sea to-day : 

This chain you had of me, can you deny it ^ 

Ant. S. I think, I had ; I never did deny it. 
Jfer. Yes, that you did, sir ; and forswore it too. 
A7ii. &. Who heard me to deny it, or forswear it ? 
Mer. These ears of mine, thou knowest, did 
hear thee: 

Eye on thee, wretch I ’tis pity, that thou Hv’st 
xo walk where any honest men resort 


Ani. St. Thou art a villain to impeach me thus : 
I’ll prove mine honour and mine honesty 
Against thee presently, if thou dar’st stand. 

Mer. 1 dare, and do defy thee for a villain. 

{Tht’i/ di'am, 

Efiter Adriana, Luciana, Courtezan, and others. 
Adr. Hold, hurt him not, for God’s sake„: he 
is mad ; 

Some get witliin him, take his sword away : 

Bind Dromio too, and bear them to my house. 
Dro. S. Run, master, run ; for God’s sake, take 
a house. 

This is some priory ; — In, or we are spoil’ d. 

{Exeunt Ant, S. and Dro. S. to tilic Priorp. 

Enter the Abbess. 

Abb. Be quiet, people ; Wherefore throng you 
hither.^ 

Adr, To fetch my poor distracted husband hence ; 
Let us come in, that we may bind him fast, 

And bear him home for his recovery. 

Ang. I knew, he was not in his perfect wits. 
Mer. I am sorry now, that I did draw' on him. 
Abb. How long hatli this possession held the 
man ? 

Ad}'. This week he hath been heavy, sour, sad, 
And much, much different from the man he was ; 
But, till this afternoon, his passion 
Ne’er brake into extremity of rage. 

Abb, Hath he not lost much wealth by wreck 
at sea? 

Buried some dear friend ? Hath not else his eye 
Stray’d his affection in unlawful love ? 

A sin, prevailing much in youthful men. 







Who give their eyes the liberty of gazing. 

Which of these sorrows is he subject to ? 

Adr. To none of these, except it be the last ; 
Namely, some love, that drew Mm oft from home. 
Abb. You should for that have reprehended him. 
Adr. Why, so I did. 

Abb. Ay, but not rough enough. 

Adr. As roughly, as my modesty would kt me. 
Abb. Haply, in private. 

Adr. And in assemblies too. 

Abb. Ay, but not enough. 

Adr. It was the copy of our conference : 

In bed, he slept not for my urging it ; 

At board, he fed not for my urging it ; 

Alone, it was the subject of my theme ; 

In company, I often glanced it ; 

Still 'did I tell Mm it was vile and bad. 

Abb. And thereof came it, that the man was mad ; 
The venom clamours of a jealous wmmaii 
Poison more deadly than a mad dog's tooth. 

It seems, his sleeps were hinder’d by thy railing : 
And therefore comes it, that his head is light. 
Thou say’st, his meat was sauc’d with thy iipbraid- 
Unquiet meals make ill digestions, [ings ; 

Thereof the raging fire of fever bred ; 

And wbat’s a fever bnt a fit of madness ? 

Tbou say’st, Ms sports were hinder’d by thy brawls : 
Sweet recreation barr’d, what doth ensue, 

But moody and dull melancholy, 

(Kinsman to grim and comfortless despair ;) 

And, at her heels, a huge infectious troop 
Of pale distemperatures, and foes to life ? 

In food, in sport, and life -preserving rest 
To be disturb’d, would mad or man or beast : 

The consequence is' then, tby jealous fits 
Have scar’d tby husband from the use of wits. 

Luc. She never reprehended him but mildly, 
When he demean’d himself rough, rude and 
wildly. — 

Why hear you these rebukes, and answer not ? 

Adr. She did betray me to my own reproof. — 
Good people, enter, and lay hold on him. 

Ab^. No, not a creature enters in my house. 
Adt, Then, let your servants bring my husband 
forth. 

Abb. Neither; he took this place for sanctuary, 
And it shall privilege him from your hands, 

Till I iMve brought Mm to his wits again, 

Or lose my labour in assaying it. 

Adr. I will attend my husband, be Ms nurse, 
Diet Ms sickness, for it is my office, 

And will have no attorney but myself ; 

And therefore let me have him home with me. 

Abb. Be patient : for I will not let him stir, 

Till I have used the approved means I have, 

With wholesome syrups, drugs, and holy prayers, 
To make of him a formal man again ; 

It is a branch and parcel of mine oath, 

A charitable duty of my order ; 

Therefore depai't, and leave Mm here wnth me. 

Adr. I will not hence, and leave my husband 
And ill it doth beseem your holiness, [here ; 

To separate the husband and the wife- 

Abb. Be quiet, and depart, thou shalt not have 
him. Abbess. 

Xwc. Complain unto the duke of this indignity. 
Adr. Come, go ; I will fall prostrate at his feet, 
And never rise until my tears and prayers 
Have won his grace to come in person hither. 

And take perforce my husband from the abbess. 


Mer. By tMs, I think, the dial points at ; 
Anon, I am sm-e, the duke himself in person 
Comes this way to the melancholy vale ; 

The place of death and sorry execution, 

Behind the ditches of the abbey here. 

Anp. Upon what cause ? 

I Mer. To see a reverend Syi*acusan merchant, 
Who put unluckily into tMs bay 
Against the laws and statutes of this town, 
Beheaded publicly for Ms offence. [death. 

Ang. See, where they come ; we will behold his 
Luc. Kneel to the duke, before he pass the abbey. 
Enter Duke, attended; JEgeojt, hare-headed; with the 
Headsman and other Officers. 

Duke. Yet once again proclaim it publicly, 

If any friend will pay the sum for him, 

He shall not die, so much we tender him. 

Adr. Justice, most sacred duke, against tiie 
abbess 1 

Duke. She is a virtuous and a rerereod lady ; 

It cannot be, that she hath done thee vrrong. 

Adr. May it please your grace, Antipholus, my 
husband, — 

Whom I made lord of me and all I had, 

At your important letters, — this ill day 
A most outrageous fit of madness took him ; 

That desperately he hurried through the street, 
(With him his bondman, all as mad as be,) 

Doing displeasure to the citizens 
By rushing in their houses, bearing thence 
Rings, jewels, any thing his rage did like. 

Once did I get him bound, and sent Mm home, 
Whilst to take order for the wrongs I v;ent, 

That here and there his fmy had committed. 

Anon, I wot not by what strong escape, 

He broke from those that had the guard of him ; 
And, with Ms mad attendant and himself, 

Each one with ireful passion, with drawn swords, 
i Met us again, and, madly bent on us, 

1 Chased us away ; till, raising of more aid, 

We came again to hind them ; then they fed 
Into tMs abbey, wMther we pursued them ; 

And here the abbess shuts the gates on us. 

And v/ili not suffer us to fetch him out, 

Nor send him forth, that we may bear him hence. 
Therefore, most gracious duke, with thy command. 
Let him be brought forth, and borne hence for help. 
Duke. Long since, thy husband seiw’d me in 
my wars ; 

And I to thee engag’d a prince’s word. 

When thou didst make him master of thy bed, 

To do Mm all the grace and good I could. — 

Go, some of you, knock at the abbey-gate, 

And bid the lady abbess come to me ; 

I will determine this, before 1 stir. 

Enter a Servant, 

Serv. 0 mistress, mistress, shift and save yourself. 
My master and his man are both broke loose, 
Beaten the maids a-row, and bound the doctor. 
Whose beard they have singed off with brands of fire ; 
And ever as it blazed, they threw on him 
Great pails of puddled mire to quench the hair ; 
My master preaches patience to him, while 
His man with scissars nicks him like a fool : 

And, sure, unless you send some present help, 
Between them they wiE kiU the conjurer. 

Adr . Peace, fool, thy master and his man are here ; 
And that is false, thou dost report to us. 

Serv. Mistress, upon my life, I tell you true ; 

I have not breath’d almost, since I did see it. 
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He cries for you, and vows, if he can take you, 

To scorch your face, and to disfigure you : 

{Cry within. 

Hark, hark, I hear him, mistress ; fly, be gone. 
Duke. Come, stand by me, fear nothing: Guard 
with halberds. 

Adr. Ah me, it is my husband ! Witness you 
That he is borne about invisible : 

Even now we hous’d him in the abbey here ; 

And now he’s there, past thought of human reason. 

Enter Antipholus and Daonno c/Ephesus. 

Anf. E. Justice, most gracious duke, oh, grant 
me justice ! 

Even for the service that long since I did thee, 
When I bestrid thee in the wars, and took 
Deep scars to save thy life ; even for the blood 
That then I lost for thee, now grant me justice. 

jEge. Unless the fear of death doth make me dote, 
I see my son Antipholus, and Dromio. 

Ant. E. Justice, sweet prince, against that 
woman there. 

She whom thou gav’st to me to be my wife ; 

That hath abused and dishonour’d me, 

Even in the strength and height of injury ! 

Beyond imagination is the wrong. 

That she this day hath shameless thrown on me. 

D uke. Discover how, and thou shalt find me just. 
Ant. E. This day, great duke, she shut the doors 
upon me. 

While she, with harlots, feasted in my house. 
Duke. A grievous fault: Say, woman, didst 
thou so ? [sister, 

Adr. No, my good lord ; — myself, he, and my 
To-day did dine together : So befal my soul. 

As this is false, he burdens me withal ! 

Ltic. Ne’er may I look on day, nor sleep on night, 
But she tells to your highness simple truth ! 

Ang. 0 perjur’d woman ! they are both forsworn. 
In this the madman justly chargeth them. 

^ Ant. E. My liege, I am advised what I say ; 
Neither disturb’d with the effect of wine., 

Nor heady-rash, provok’d with raging ire, 


yjbge. W liy look you strange on me ? you know 
me well. 

Ant. E. 1 never saw you in my life, till novr. 
AEge. Oh ! grief hath chang’d me, since you saw 
me last ; 

And careful hours, with Time’s deformed hand, 
^*0.73 written strange defeatures in my face : 

my voice ? 

Dromio, nor thou ? 

Dro. E. No, trust me, sir, nor I. 

^ I am sure, thou dost, 

Dto. E. Ay, sir ? but I am sure, I do not ; and 


Have written strange defeatures in i* 

But tell me yet, dost tbou not know 
Abii. E. Neither. 

Dromio, nor thou ? 
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A dr. Which of you two did dine with me co-day ? 
Ant. S, I, gentle mistress. 

Adr. And are not you my husband : 

Ant. E. No, I say nay to that. 

Ant. S. And so do I, yet did she call me so ; 
And this fair gentlewoman, her sister here, . 

Did call me brother : — What I told you then, 

I hope, I shall have leisure to make good ; 

If this be not a dream I see and hear. 

Ang. That is the chain, sir, which jmu had of me. 
Ant. S. 1 think it be, sir ; I deny it not. 

Ant. E. And you, sir, for this chain arrested me. 
Ang. I think I did, sir; I deny it not. 

Adr. I sent you money, sir, to be j^our bail, 

By Dromio ; but I think he brought it not. 

Ero. E. No, none by me. 

Ant. S. This purse of ducats I receiv’d from you, 
And Dromio my man did bring them me : 

I see, we still did meet each other’s man, 

And I was ta’eu for him, and he for me, 

And thereupon these Errors are arose. 

Ant. E. These ducats pawn I for my father here. 
Duke. It shall not need, thy father hath his life. 
Cour. Sir, I must have that diamond from you. 
Ant. E. There, take it ; and much thanks for 
my good cheer. 

Ahb. Renowned duke, vouchsafe to take tiie 
pains. 

To go wdth us into the abbey here, 

And hear at large discoursed all our fortunes : — 
And all that are assembled in this place, 

That by this sympathized one day’s error 
Have suffer’d wrong, go, keep us company, 

And we shall make full satisfaction. — 

Twenty-five years have I but gone in travail 
Of you, my sons ; nor, till this present hour, 

My heavy burdens are delivered : — 

The duke, my husband, and my children both, 

And you the calendars of their nativity, 

Go to a gossip’s feast, and go with me ; 

After so long grief, such nativity I 

Duke. With all my heart, I’ll gossip at this feast. 

{^Exeunt Duke, Abbess, Courtezan, 

Merchant, Angelo, and Attendants. 

Dro. S. Master, shall I fetch your stuff from 
shipboard ? 

Ant. E. Dromio, what stuff of mine hast thou 
embark’d? 

Dro. S. Your goods, that lay at host, sir, in the 
Centaur. 

Ant. S. He speaks to me ; I am your master, 
Dromio : 

Come, go with us : we’ll look to that anon : 
Embrace thy brother there, rejoice with Mm. 

lExeunt Antipholus S. and E., Aor. and Luc. 
Dro. S. There is afat friend at your master’ s house , 
That kitchen’ d me for you to-day at dinner ; 

She now shall be my sister, not my wife. 

Dro. E. Methinks, you are my glass, and not 
my brother : 

I see by you, I am a sweet-faced youth. 

Will you walk in to see then* gossiping ? 

Dro. S. Not I, sir ; you are my elder. 

Dro. E. That’s a question : how shall we try it ? 
Dro. S. We will draw cuts for the senior: till 
then, lead thou first. 

Dro. E. Nay, then thus : 

We came into the world like brother and brother : 
And now let’s go hand in hand, not one before 
another. lExeunt. 


whatsoever a man denies, you are now bound to 
believe him. 

jEge. Not know my voice! O, time’s extremity! 
Hast thou so crack’d and spiitted my poor tongue, 
In seven short years, that here my only son 
Know^s not my feeble key of untun’d cares ? 
Though now this grained face of mine be hid 
In sap-consuming winter's drizzled snow, 

And all the conduits of my blood froze up ; 

Yet hath my night of life some memory, 

My wasting lamps some fading glimmer left, 

My dull deaf ears a little use to hear : 

All these old witnesses (I cannot err,) 

Tell me, thou art my son Antipholus. 

Ant. B. I never saw my father in my life. 
jEge. But seven years since, in Syracusa, boy, 
Thou know’st, w^e parted : but, perhaps, my son, 
Thou sham’st to acknowledge me in misery. 

Ant. E. The duke, and all that know me in the 
Can witness with me that it is hot so ; [city, 

I ne’er sawr Syracusa in my life. 

Duke. I tell thee, Syracusan, twenty years 
Have I been patron to Antipholus, 

During wdiich time he ne’er saw Syracusa ; 

I see, thy age and dangers make thee dote. 

Belter the Abbess, iviih Antipholus SjTacusan, and 
Dromo Syracusan. 

Abh. Most mighty duke, behold a man much 
WTong’d. gather to see him. 

Adr. 1 see two husbands, or mine eyes deceive me. 
Duke. One of these men is genius to the other; 
And so of these : Which is the natural man, 

And which the spirit ? Who deciphers them t 
Dro. S. I, sir, am Dromio ; command him awmy. 
Dro. E. I, sir, am Dromio ; pray, let me stay. 
Ant. S. ^geon, art thou not ? or else his ghost? 
Dro. S> 0, my old master, who hath bound him 
here ? 

Abb. Whoever bound him, I will loose his bonds, 
And gain a husband by his liberty : — 

Speak, old ^geon, if thou be’st the man 
That had’st a wife once call'd ^Emilia, 

That bore thee at a burden twm fair sons : 

0, if thou be’st the same ^geou, speak, 

And speak unto the same JEmilia ! 

ASge. If I di'eam not, thou art ^Emilia ; 

If thou art she, tell me, where is that son 
That floated with thee on the fatal raft ? 

Abb. By men of Epidamnum, he, and I, 

And the twin Dromio, all were taken up : 

But, by and by, rude fishermen of Corinth 
By force took Dromio, and my son from them, 
And me they left with those of Epidamnum : 

What then became of them, I cannot tell ; 

1, to this fortune that you see me in. 

Duke. Why, here begins his morning story right : 
These two Antipholus’ s, these two so like, 

And these two Dromios, one in semblance, — 
Besides her urging of her wreck at sea, — 

These are the parents to these children, 

Which accidentally are met together. 

Antipholus, thou cam’st from Corinth first ? 

: Ant. S. No, sir, not I ; I came from Syracuse. 
Stay, stand apart; I know not w^hich is 
■' w^hich., ■ 

Am. E. I came from Corinth, my most gracious 
Dro. E. And I with him. [lord. 

Ant. E. Brought to this town by that most fa- 
mous warrior 

Duke Menaphon, your most renowned uncle. 
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ACT I 


And fortune^ on his damned quarrel smiling, 
Show’d like a rebel’s whore : But all’s' too weak : 
For brave Macbeth, (well he deserves that name j 
Disdaining fortune, with his brandish’d steel, 
Which smok’d with bloody execution, 

Like valour’s minion, 

Carv’d out his passage, till he ftic’d the slave ; 

And ne’er shook hands, nor bade farewell to him, 
Till he unseam’d him from the nave to the chaps, 
And fix’d his head upon our battlements. 

Dun. 0, valiant cousin ! worthy gentleman ! 
Sold. As whence the sun ’gins his reflexion 
Shipwrecking storms and direful thunders break ; 
So from that spring, whence comfort seem’d to come, 
Discomfort swells. Mark, king of Scotland, mark: 
No sooner justice had, with valour arm’d, 
Compell’d these skipping Kernes to trust their 
Blit the Noi*weyan lord, surveying vantage, [heels 
With furbish’d arms, and new supplies of men, 
Began a fresh assault. 

Dun. ^ Dismay’d not this 

Our captains, Macbeth and Banquo 
Sold. Yes } 

As sparrows, eagles ; or the hare, the lion. 

If I say sooth, I must report they were 
As cannons overcharg’d with double cracks j 
So they 

Doubly redoubled strokes upon the foe : 

Except they meant to bathe in reeking wounds, 

Or memorise another Golgotha, 

I cannot tell : 

But I am faint, my gashes cry for help. 

Dun. So well thy words become thee, as thy 
wounds; 

They smack of honour both : — Go, get him sur- 
geons. iExii Soldier atUmUiU 

Enter Rosse. 

Who comes here 


SCENE I. — An open Place. Thunder and 
Lightning. 

Enter three Witches. 

1 Witch. When shall we three meet again, 

In thunder, lightning, or in rain ? 

2 Witch. When the hurlyburly’s done. 

When the battle’s lost and won : 

3 Witch. That will be ere set of sun. 

1 Witch. Where the place ? 

2 Wiflh. Upon the heath : 

3 Witch. There to meet with Macbeth. 

1 Witch. I conoie, Graymalkin ! 

All. Paddock calls : — ^Anon. — 

Fair is foul, and foul is fair : 

Hover through the fog and filthy aii-. 

[Witches vanish. 
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SCEXE III* 


I Mai. Tlie wortliy thane of Rosse. 

j Len. What a haste looks through his eyes ! So 
I should lie look, 

I That seems to speak things strange. 

I Rosse. ^ God save the king ! 

I Dun. Whence earnest thou, worthy thane? 
i JRosse, From Fife, great king, 

j WTiere the Norweyan banners flout the sky, 

I And fan our people cold. 

I Norway himself, with terrible numbers, 
j. Assisted by that most disloyal traitor 
I The thane of Cawdor, ^gan a dismal conflict : 

Till that Bellona’s bridegroom, lapp’d in proof, 
.Confronted him, with self-comparisons, 

Point against point rebellious, arm ’gainst arm, 

; Curbing his lavis,h spi.rit : And, to conclude, 

i The victory fell on us ; 

I Dun. Great happiness ! 

I Rosse. That now 

I Sweno, the Norwajrs’ king, crax-es composition ; 

I Nor would we- deign him burial of his men, 
i Till he disburs’d, at Sa.int Coimes’ inch, 

( Ten thousand dollars to our general use. 

I Dun. No more that thane of Cawdor shall de- 
i ceive 

I Our bosom interest : — Go, pronounce his death, 

I And with his former title greet Macbeth. 

Rosse. I’ll see it done. 

j Dun. What he hath lost, noble Macbeth bath 
won. ■ [_Excuiit. 


j SCENE HI , — A Heath. Thunder. 

! Enter the three Witches. 

I 1 Witch. WTiere hast thou been, sister ? 

I 2 Witch. Killing swine. 

1 3 Witch. Sister, where thou ? 

I 1 Witch, A sailor’s wife had chesnuts in her lap, 

I And mounch’d and mounch’d and mounch’d : — 

I Give me, quoth I : 

I Aroint thee, witch ! the rump-fed ronyon cries, 
j Her husband’s to Aleppo gone, master o’ the Tiger : 
j But in a sieve I’ll thither sail, 
i And, like a rat without a tail, 

I I’ll do, I’ll do, and I’ll do. 
i 2 Witch. I’ll give thee a wind, 
j 1 Witch, Thou art kind. 

I 3 Witch. And I another, 
j 1 Witch. I myself have all the other ; 

I And the very ports they blow, 
j All the quarters that they know 
i i'the Shipman’s card. 

; I will di'ain him dry as hay : 
i Sleep shall, neither night nor day, 

Hang upon his pent-house lid ; 

He shall live a man forbid ; 

Weary sev’n nights, nine times nine, 

Shall he dwindle, peak, and pine : 

Though his hark cannot be lost. 

Yet it shall be tempest- toss’ d. 

.Look 'what I have. 

2 Witch. Show me, show me. 

: Wjtch. Here I have a pilot’s thumb, 

j \v reck’d as homeward he did come. wUMn. 

, 3 Witch. A drum, a drum : 

Macbeth doth come 
AIL The weird sisters, hand in band, 

Posters of the sea and land, 

Thus do go about, about ; 

Thrice to thine, and thrice to mine, 


i And thrice again, to make up nine : 
j Peace ! — the charm’s wound up. 

Enter IVIaceeth and Banquo. 

Mach. So foul and fair a day I have not seen. 
Ban. How far is’t call’d to Fores ? — What are 
So wither’d, and so wild in their attire ; [these. 
That look not like the inhabitants o’ the earth. 

And yet are on’t ? Live you ? or are you aught i 
That man may question ? You seem to understand | 
B^y each at once her choppy finger laying [me, | 
Lpon her skinny lips : — You should be wmmea, | 
And yet your beards forbid me to interpret s 

That you are so. ! 

Mach. Speak, if you can ; — WTiat are you ? | 

1 Witch. All hail, Macbeth ! hail to thee, tiiane i 

of Giamis ' I 

2 Witch. Ail hail, Macbeth ! hail to tliee, thane i 

of Cawdor ! 

.3 Witch. Ail hail, Macbeth ! that shalt be king I 
hereafter. ' i 

Ban. Good sir, why do you start ; and seem to i 
fear I 

Things that do sound so fair ? — I’the name of ^ 
Are ye fantastical, or that indeed [truth, ^ 

Which outwardly -ye show ? My noble partner ’ ; 
You greet with present grace, and great prediction i 
Of noble having, and of royal hope, j 

That he seems rapt withal ; to me you speak not : i 
If you can look into the seeds of time, | 

And say, which grain will grow, and which will not : ! 
Speak then to me, who neither beg, nor fear, 

Your favours, nor vour hate. "" i 

1 Witch. Hail!*’ I 

2 Witch. Hail! 1 

3 Witch. Hail ! j 

1 Witch. Lesser than Macbeth, and greater* 

2 Witch. Not so happy, yet much happier. 

3 Witch. Thou shalt get kings, though thou be i 

So all hail, Macbeth and Banquo ! [none : < 

1 Witch. Banquo, and Macbeth, all hail ! j 

Mach. Stay, you imperfect speakers, tell me - 
more : i 

By Sinel’s death, I know, I am thane of Giamis ; ' 

But how of'Cawdor ? the thane of Cawdor lives, i 
A prosperous gentleman ; and, to be king, I 

Stands not within the prospect of belief, j 

No more than to be Cawdor, Say, from whence | 
You owe this strange intelligence ? or why I 

Upon this blasted heath you stop our way 
With such prophetic greeting? — Speak, I charge j 
you. [Witches vanish. '' 

Ban. The earth bath bubbles, as the water has, I 
And these are of them : MTiither are they vanish’d ? | 
Mach. Into the air : and what seem’d corporal, ! 
melted ! 

As breath into the wind. — ’Would they had staid ! ; 

Ban. Were such things here, as we do speak 
Or have we eaten of the insane root, [about ? : 
That takes the reason prisoner ? I 

Mach, Your children shall be kings. | 

Bari: you shall be king. ; 

Mach. And thane of Cawdor too ; went it not so ? | 
Ban. To the self-same tune, and words. Who’s | 
here ? | 

. Rafer Rosse ■««£? Angus. j 

Rosse. The king hath happily receiv’d, Macbeth, | 
The news of tby success : and wbeu be reads i 
Tby personal venture in tbe rebels’ fight, ! 

His wonders and his praises do contend, : 

Which should be tbine, or bis : Silenc’d vith that, i 

: ■ :.i .' 
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In viewing o’er the rest o’the self-same day, 

He -finds thee in the stout Norweyan ranks, 
Nothing afeard of what thyself didst make, 
Strange images of death. As thick as tale, 

Came post mth post ; and every one did bear 
Tliy praises in his kingdom’s great defence, 

And pour’d them down before him. 

A:ig, We are sent, 

To give thee, from our royal master, thanks ; 

To herald thee into his sight, not pay thee. 

JRosse. And, for an earnest of a greater honour, 
He bade me, from him, call thee thane of Cawdor : 
In which addition, hail, most worthy thane ! 

For it is thine. 

Ban. What, can the devil speak true ? 

Macb. The thane of Cawdor lives ; Why do you 
dress me 
In borrow’d robes ? 

Ang. Who was the thane, lives yet ; 

But under heavy judgment bears that life 
Which he deserves to lose. Whether he was 
Combin’d with Norway ; or did line the rebel 
With hidden help and vantage *, or that with both 
He laboxir’d in his country’s wreck, I know not ; 
But treasons capital, confess’d, and prov’d, 

Have overthrown him. 

Macb. Glamis, and thane of Cawdor : 

The greatest is behind. — Thanks for your pains. — 
Do you not hope your children shall be kings, 
When those that gave the thane of Cawdor to me, 
Promis’d no less to them ? 

Ban. That, trusted home, 

Might yet enkindle you unto the crown, 

Besides the thane of Cawdor. But ’tis strange : 
And oftentimes, to win us to our harm, 

The instruments of darkness tell us truths ; 

Win us with honest trifles, to betray us 
In deepest consequences. — 

Cousins, a word, I pray you. 

Macb. Two truths are told, 

As happy prologues to the swelling act 
Of the imperial theme.— I thank you, gentlemen.— 
This supernatural soliciting 
Cannot be ill ; cannot be good : — If ill, 

Why hath it given me earnest of success, 
Commencing in a truth I am thane of Cawdor : 

If good, why do I yield to that suggestion 
Whose horrid image doth unfix my hair, 

And make my seated heart knock at my ribs, 
Against the use of nature ? Present fears 
Are less than horrible imaginings : 


Baji. Very gladly. 

Macb. Till then, enough. — Come, friends. 

lExeimt 

SCENE IV. — Fores. A Room hi the Palace. 
Flourish. Enter Duncan, Malcolim, Donaubain, Lbnox 
and Attendants. * ’ 

Dun. Is execution done on Cawdor 1 Are not 
Those in commission yet return’d ? 

My liege, 

They are not yet come back. But I have spoke 
With one that saw him die : who did report, 

That very frankly he confess’d his treasons 
Implor’d your highness’ pardon ; and set forth * 
A deep repentance : nothing in his life 
Became him, like the leaving it ; he died 
As one that had been studied in his death, 

To throw away the dearest thing he ow’d 
As ’twere a careless trifle. 

Dun. There’s no art, 

To find the mind’s construction in the face : 

He was a gentleman on whom I built 
An absolute trust. — O worthiest cousin ! 

Enter Macbeth, Banquo, Rossk, and Angus. 

The sin of my ingratitude even now 
Was heavy on me : Thou art so far before, 

That swiftest wing of recompense is slow 
To overtake thee. ’Would thou hadst less deserv’d; 
That the proportion both of thanks and payment ' 
Might have been mine ! only I diave left to say, 
More is thy due than more than all can pay. 

Macb. The service and the loyalty I owe, 

In doing it, pays itself. Your highness’ part 
Is to receive our duties ; and our duties 
Are to your throne and state, children, and servants f 
Which do but what they should, by doing everj? 
Safe toward your love and honour. [thing 
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Let not ligilt see jny black and deep desires : 

Tlie^ e)’'e wink at the hand ! yet let that be, 
l,\'hicli the eye fears, when it is done, to see. [Exit, 
Dun. True, worthy Banquo ; he is Mi so va- 
And ill his commendations I am fed ; [liant ; 
It IS a banquet to me. Let us after him, 

Whose care is gone before to bid us welcome: 

It is a peei less kinsman. [Flourish. Exeunt. 


I SCENE V.-— Inverness. room iii Macbeth's 

j Castle. 

j Enter La dy reading a letter. 

; Ladj M. They met me in the day of success ^ 
and I have ^ learned by the perfectest report, they 
have more in them than mortal knowledge. When 
: J burned in desire to^ question them further, they 
! made themselves — air, into which they vanished. 
j W hiles I stood rapt in the wo?ider of it, came mis- 
! sives from the king, who alUhailed me. Thane of 
; CoANdor \ by 'which title, before, these tveird sisters 
I saluted me, and referred me to the coming 07i of 
, time, with. Hail, king that shalt be ! This have I 
I thought good to deliver thee, my deai-est partner of 
j greatness ; that ^ thou mightest not lose the dues of 
j rejoicing, by being ignorant of what greatness is 
j promised thee. Lay it to thy heart, and farewell. 

! Giamis thou art, and Cawdor ; and shalt be 
I What thou art promis'd Yet do I fear thy na- 
j It is too full o' the milk of human kindness, [ture; 
To catch the nearest way : Thou would’st be great; 
Art not without ambition ; but without 
The illness should attend it. What thou would'st 
highly, 

That would'st thouholily ; would'st not play false, 
And yet -would’st ^Tongly win : thou'dst" have, 
great Giamis, 

That which cries, Thus thou must do, if thou have 
And that ivhich rather thou dost fear to do, [it : 
Than wishest should be undone. Hie thee hither, 
That I may pour my spirits in thine ear ; 

And chastise with the valour of my tongue 
All that impedes thee from the golden round, 

Which fate and metaphysical aid doth seem 

To have thee crown'd withal What is your 

tidings ? 

Enter an Attendant. 

Atien, The king comes here to-night. 

Lady M. Thou’rt mad to say it : 

Is not thy master with him ? who, wer’t so, 

Would have inform'd for preparation. 

Atten, So please you, it is true; our thane is 
coming : 

One of my fellows had the speed of him ; 

Who, almost dead for breath, had scarcely more 
Than -would make up his message. 

Lady M. ■ Qjye him tending, 

Me brings great news. The raven himself is hoarse, 

, [Exit Attendant. 

That croaks the fatal entrance of Duncan 
mider my battlements. Come, come, you spirits, 
i niortal thoughts, unses me here ; 

And nil me, from the crown to the toe, top-fuU 
Of direst cruelty ! make thick my blood, 

^op up the access and passage o remorse ; 

Inat no compunctious visitings of nature 

purpose, nor keep peace between 
ihe eiect and it Come to my woman's breasts, 
^i^k for gall, you murd-’ring minis - 
wherei/er m your sightless substances [ters, 


You wait on nature's mischief! Come, thick night, 
And pall thee in the dunnest smoke of hell I ’ 
That my keen knife see not the wound it makes ; 
Nor heaven peep through the blanket of the dark, 

To cry, Hold, hold! Great Giamis i worthy 

Cawdor ! 

Enter Macbeth. 

Greater than both, by the all-hail hereafter 1 
Thy letters have transported me beyond 
This ignorant present, and I feel now 
The future in the instant. 

Mach. ]\fy dearest love, 

Duncan comes here to-night. 

M. And when goes hence ? 

Mach. To-morrow, — as he purposes. 

Lady M. 

Shall sun that morrow see ! 

Your face, my thane, is as a book, -where men 
May read strange matters ; — To beguile the time, 
Look like the time ; bear welcome in your eye, 

Your hand, your tongue : look like the innocent 
flower, 

But be the serpent under it. He that's coming 
Alust be provided for ; and you shall put 
Tins night’s great business into my despatch ; 
Which shall to all our nights and days to come 
Give solely sovereign sway and masterdom. 

Mach. We will speak further. 

Lady M. Only look up clear ; 

1 0 alter favour ever is to fear : 

Leave all the rest to me. [Bxeurd. 


SCENE VI . — The same. Before the Castle. 

Hautboys. Servants c/3VIaceeth attending. 

Enter Detsexs!, Malcolm, Donalbaim, Banquo, Lenox, 
Macduff, Rosse, Angus, and Attendants. 

pun. This castle hath a pleasant seat : the air 
Nimbly and sweetly recommends itself 
Unto our gentle senses. 

Ban. ^ This guest of summer, 

The temple-haunting martlet, does approve, 

By his lov'd mansionry, that the heaven's breath 
SmeUs wooingly here : no jutty, frieze, buttress, 
Nor coigne of vantage, but this bird hath made 
His pendent bed, and procreant cradle : Where they 
Most breed and haunt, I have observ'd, the air 
Is delicate. 

Enter Lady MiVCEETH. 

Dun. See, see ! our honour'd hostess ! 

The love that follows us, sometime is our trouble, 
Which still we thank as love. Herein I teach you^ 
How you shall bid God yield us for your pains, 

And thank us for your trouble. 

Lady M. All our service 

In every point twice done, and then done double, 
Were poor and single business, to contend 
Against those honours deep and broad, wherewith 
Your majesty loads our house : For those of old, 
And the late dignities heap'd up to them, 

We rest your hermits. 

Dun. Where's the thane of Cawdor ? 

We cours'd Mm at the heels, and had a purpose 
To be Ms purveyor : but he rides well ; 

And Ms great love^ sharp as Ms spur, hath holp Mm 
To Ms home before us: Fair and noble hostess, 

We are your guest to-night. 

Lady M. Your servants ever 

Have theirs, themselves, and what is theirs, in coxnpt^ 
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To make their audit at your higlmess’ pleasure, 
Still to return your own. 

Bun. Give me your hand : 

Conduct me to mine host; we love him highly, 
And shall continue our graces towards him. 

By your leave, hostess. lExeunt. 


And wakes it now, to look so green and pali 
At what it did so freely ? From this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afeard 
To be the same in thine own act and valour 
As thou art in desire ? Would’st thou ha^ 
Whicli thou esteem’ St the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own esteem ; ’ 
Letting I dare not wait upon I would, 

Like the poor cat i’ the adage ? 

Macb. Pi-’ytliee, 

I dare do all that may become a man ; 

Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady M. What beast was 

That made you break this enterprise to me 
When you durst do it, then you were a man 
And, to be more than what you were, you v 
Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make I 
They have made themselves, and that their htn 
Does unmake you. I have given suck ; an 
How tender 


SCENE YII. — The same. A Room in the Castle. 

Hautboys and torches. Enter, and pass over the stage, 
a Sewer, and divers Servants ivith dishes and service. 
Then enter BLvcijeth. 

Mach. If it were done, when ’tis done, then 
’twere well 

It were done quickly : If the assassination 
Could trammel up the consequence, and catch, 
With his surcease, success ; that but this blow 
Might be the be-all, and the end-all here. 

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time, — 
We’d jump the life to come. — ^But in these cases, 
We still have judgment here ; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which being taught, return 
To plague the inventor : This even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poison’d chalice 
To our own lips. He’s here in double trust : 

First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 

Strong both against the deed ; then, as his host, 
Who should against his murderer shut the door, 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 
So clear in his great office, that his virtues 
Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking-off : 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubim, hors’d 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye. 

That tears shall drown the wind. — I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’er-leaps itself, 

And falls on the other. — How now, what news } 

Enter Lady IMacbeth. 

Lady M. He has almost supp’d ; Why have you 
left the chamber ? 

\ Macb. Hath he ask’d for me ? 

Lady M. Know you not, he has ? 

Mach. We will proceedno further in this business : 
He hath honour’d me of late ; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 

W'hieh would be worn now in their newest gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady M. ■ . . Was the hope drunk, 

Wherein you dress’d yourself ? hath it slept since ? 


now 
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tis to love the babe that milks me ; 

I would, while it was smiling in my face, 

Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless gums, 
And dash’d the brains out, had I so sworn, as you 
Have done to this. 

Macb. If we should fail, 

Lady M. We fail ! 

But screw your courage to the sticking place. 

And we’U not fail. WHien Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey 
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassel so convince, 

That memory, the warder of the brain, 

Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only : Wlien in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 

What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan ? what not put upon 
His spongy officers ; who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell ? 

Macb Bring forth men-childi*en only I 

For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. W'ill it not be i-eceiv’d, 

When wr have mark’d with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and us’d their very daggers, 
That they have done’t ? 

Lady M. Who dares receive it other, 

As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death? 

Mach. 1 am settled, and bend up 

Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 

Away, and mock the time with fairest show ; 

False face must hide what the fiilse heart doth 
know. 


SCENE I — The same. Court within the Castle. 

Enter Banquo and Fleance, and a Servant ivUk a torch 
before them. 

Ban. How goes the night, boy ? 

F/e. The moon is down ; I have not heard the 
Ban. And she goes down at twelve. [clock. 
t ^ 'tis later, sir. 

Han. Hold, take my sword.—- There’s husbandry 
in heaven, 

Their candies are aU out.— Take thee that too. 


A heavy summons lies like lead upon me", 

And yet I would not sleep : Merciful powers ! 
Restrain in me the cursed thoughts, that nature 
Gives way to in repo.se ! — Give me my sword ; — 
Enter BIacbeth, and a Servant iviUi a loi'ch. 
Who’s there ? 

Macb. A friend. 

Ban. What, sir, not at rest ? The king’s 
He hath been in unusual pleasure, and [a-bed i 
Sent forth great largess to your offices ; 
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Tills diamond be greets your wife witlial, 

By the name of most kind hostess ; and shut up 
In measureless content. 

Mach. Being nnprepar’d, 

Our will became the servant to defect ; 

Which else should free have wrought. 

Ban. All’s well. 

I dreamt last night of the three weird sisters : 

To you they have sho-w’d some truth. 

Macb. I tliiiik not of them : 

Yet, w^hen we can entreat an hour to serve, * 

Would spend it in some w'ords upon that business, 
If you would grant the time. 

' Ban. At your kindest leisure. 

Mach. If you shall cleave to my consent, — 
It shall make lionour for you. [when ’tis, | 

Ban. So I lose none, j 

In seeking to augment it, but still keep | 

Afy bosom franchis’d, and allegiance clear, I 

I shall be couriseil’d. | 

Mac-b. Good repose, the while ! j 

Ban. Thanks, sir ; The like to you ! 

[£JA'«J5BANquo. 

Mach. Go, bid thy mistiTss, when my drink is 
ready, | 

She strike upon the bell. Get thee to bed. 

[^Exit Servant. 

Is this a dagger, which I see before me, 

The handle toward my liand.^ Come, let me clutch 
thee : 

I have thee not, and yet I see thee still. 

Art thou not, fatal vision, sensible 
To feeling as to sight ? or art thou but 
A dagger of the mind : a false creation, 

Proceeding from the heat-oppressed brain ? 

I see thee yet, in form as palpable 
As this which now I draw. 

Thou marshai’st me the way that I was going ; 

And such an instrument I was to use. 

Mine eyes are made the fools o’ the other senses, 
Or else worth all the rest : I see thee still ; 

And on thy blade, and dudgeon, gouts of blood, 
Which was not so before. — There’s no such thing: 
It is the bloody business, which infonns 
Thus to mine eyns. — Now o’er the one half world 
Nature seems dead, and wicked dreams abuse 
The curtain M sleep ; now witchcraft celebrates 
Pale Hecate’s offering ; and wither’d murder, 
Alaram’d by Ms sentinel, the w'olf, 

Whose howl’s his watch, thus with his stealthy 
pace, [sign 

Wuth Tarquin’s ravishing strides, tovrards his de- 

Moves like a ghost. Thou sure and hrm-set 

■ . earth, 

Hear not my steps, v/hich way they walk: for fear 
Thy very stones prate of my where- about, 

And take the present horror from the time, [lives ; 
Which now suits with it. — ^Whiles I threat, he 
’Words to the heat of deeds too cold breath gives. 

[A hell Tings. 

I go, and it is done ; the bell invites me. 

Hear it not, Duncan; for it is a knell 

That summons thee to heaven, or to hell. lExiu 


SCENE H.-.^The same. 

Erder Lady yLAcrrEr£-E. 

Lady M. That which hath made them drunk, 
hath made me bold ; 

What hath quench’d them, hath given me fire : — 


Donaibaiii. 


Hark I — Peace i 

It was the owl that shriek’d, the fatal bellman, 
Which gives the stem’st good night. He is about 
The doors are open; and the surfeited grooms [it : 
Do mock their charge with snores ; I have drugg’d 
their possets, 

That death and nature do contend about them, 
Whether they live, or die. 

Macb. [ Within,'] Who’s there ? — ^what, ho ! 
Lady M. Alack I I am. afraid they have awak’d, 
And ’tis not done the attempt, and not the deed, 
Confounds us ; — Hark ! — I laid their daggers ready, 
He could not miss them. — Had he not resembled 
My father as he slept I had done’t. — My husband ? 
Enter 

Macb. I have done the deed : — Didst thou not 
hear a noise ? 

Lady M. I heard the owl scream., and the 
Did not you speak ? [crickets cry. 

Macb. When ? 

Lady M. Now- 

Macb. As I descended ? ; 

Lady M. Av. 

Macb. Harki— 

Who lies i’ the second chamber ? 

Lady M. Donaibaiii. 

Macb. This is a sorry sight. 

iLooking on Jm hands, i 

Lady M. A. foolish thought, to say a sorry sight. I 
Macb. There’s one did laugh in his sleep, and | 
one cried, murder ! i 

That they did wake each other ; I stood and heard i 
them : i 

But they did say their prayers, and address’d them 
Again to sleep. i 

Lady M. There are two lodg’d together. 
Macb. One cried, God bless us ! and, Amen, | 
the other ; 

As they had seen me, with these hangman’s hands. 
Listening their fear, I could not say, amen, 

MTien they did say, God bless us. 

Lady M. Consider it not so deeply. 

Macb. But wherefore could not I pronounce, 

I had most need of blessing, and amen [amen ? 
Stuck in my throat. 

Lady M. These deeds must not be thought 
After these ways ; so, it uriH make us mad. 

Macb. Methought, I heard a voice cry, Sleep no 
more ! 

Macbeth does murder sleep, the innocent sleep ; 

Sleep that knits up the raveWd slea>'ce of care, 

The death of each day’s life, sore labour’s bath, 
Balm of hurt minds, great nature’s second course. 
Chief nourisher in life’s feast. 

■ Lady M. ’VWiat do you mean I 

Macb. Still it cried, Sleep no more I to all the 
house : 

Glamishath murder’ d sleep : and therefore Cawdor 
Shall sleep no more, Macbeth shall sleep no more / 
Lady M. Who was it that thus cried? Why, 
worthy thane, j 

You do unbend your noble strength, to think j 
So brainsickly of tMngs Go, get some water, j 
And wash this filthy witness from your hand. — ^ I 
■Why did you bring these daggers from the place ? | 

They must lie there : Go, carry them ; and smear | 
The sleepy grooms with blood. I 

Mach. ' ■ I’ll go no more.: I 

I am afraid to think what I have done ; j 

Look on’t again, I dare not. 
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act it. 



Lady M. Infirm of purpose ! 

Gwe me tlie daggers : The sleeping and the dead, 
Are but as pictures : ^tis the eye of childhood, 
That fears a painted devil. If he do bleed, 
i’il gild the faces of the grooms withal, 

! For it must seem their guilt. 

i [Exit. Knocking loiiMn. 

I Mach. Whence is that knocking ? 

I How is’t with me, when every noise appals me ? 

I What hands are here ? Ha ? they pluck out mine 
I eyes ! 

I Will all great Neptune^s ocean wash this blood 
i Clean from my hand ? No ; this my hand will rather 
The multitudinous seas incarnardine, 

Making the green — one red. 

Re-enter Lady Macbeth. 

Lady M. My hands are of your colour ; but I 
shame 

To wear a heart so white. I hear a 

knocking 

At the south entry : retire we to our chamber. 

A little water clears us of this deed : 

How easy is it then? Your constancy 

Hath left you unattended [^Knoching .’] Hark ! 

more knocking : 

Get on your night-gown, lest occasion call us, 

And show us to be watchers : — Be not lost 
So poorly in your thoughts. 

Macb. To know my deed, — twere best not 
know myself. [Knock. 

Wake Duncan with thy knocking; Ay, ’w^ould 
thou could’st ? [Exeunt. 


SCENE III.— The same. 

Enter a Porter. [Knocking tvithm. 

Porter. Here’s a knocking indeed ! If a man 
were porter of hell-gate, he should have old turning 
the key. [Eriocking.] Knock, knock, knock; Who’s 
there, i’ the name of Belzebub ? Here’s a farmer, 
that hanged himself on the expectation of plenty : 
: Come in time ; have napkins enough about you ; 

here you’ll sweat for’t. [Knocking.'] Knock, knock: 

, Who’s there, i’ the other devil’s name? ’Faith, 
here’s an equivocator, that could swear in both the 
^ scales against either scale ; who committed treason 
^ enough for God’s sake, yet could not equivocate 
, to heaven : 0, come in, equivocator. [Knocking.] 

\ Knock, knock, knock : Who’s there ? ’Faith, here’s 
an English tailor come hither, for stealing out of a 
French hose : Come in, tailor, here you may roast 
your goose. [Knocking.] Knock, knock: Never at 
quiet ! What are you ?— But this place is too cold 
for hell. I’ll devil-porter it no further : I had 
thought to have let in some of all professions, that 
go the primrose way to the everlasting bonfire. 
[Knocking.] Anon, anon ; I pray you, remember 
the porter. [Opens the gate. 

Enter Macduff and Lenox. 

Macd, Was it so late, friend, ere you went to bed, 
that you do lie so late ? 

Port. ’Faith, sir, we were carousing till the 
second cock : and drink, sir, is a great provoker 
or three things. 

pr^lc^? things does drink especiany 

Port. Marry, sir, nose-painting, sleep, and urine. 
Lechery, sir, it provokes, and unprovokes ; it pro- 
vokes the desire, but it takes away the performance : 

I heretore, much drink may be said to be an equi- 


vocator with lechery : it makes him, and it mars 
him ; it sets him on and it takes him off; it per- 
suades him, and disheartens him ; makes him stand 
to, and not stand to : in conclusion, equivocates him 
in a sleep, and, giving him the lie, leaves him. 
3dacd. I believe, drink gave thee the lie last night. 
Port. That it did, sir, i’ the very throat o’ me * 
But I requited him for his lie ; and, I think, being 
too strong for him, though he took up my legs some- 
time, yet I made a shift to cast him. 

Macd. Is thy master stirring ? — 

Our knocking lias awak’d him ; here he comes. 

En ter Macbeth. 

Len. Good-morrow, noble sir I 
Macb. Good-morrow, both ! 

Macd. Is the king stirring, wmrthy Thane? 
Macb. _ Not yet. 

Macd. He did command me to call timely onhim ; 
I have almost slipp’d the hour. ’ 

ril bring you to liim. 
Macd. I know, this is a joyful trouble to you; 
But yet, ’tis one. 

Mcich. The labour w^e delight m, physics pain. 
This is the door. 

Macd. ril make so bold to call, 

For ’tis my limited service. [Exit Macdbff. 

Len. Goes the king 

From hence to-day ? 

Mach. ^ He does : — he did appoint so. 
Len. The night has been unruly : Where we lay, 
Our chimneys were blown down : and, as they say| 
Lamentings heard i’ the air ; strange screams of 
And prophesying, with accents terrible, [death ; 
Of dire combustion, and confus’d events, 

New hatch’d to the woeful The obscure bird 

Clamour’d the livelong night : some say, the earth 
Was feverous, and did shake, 

Macb. ’Twas a rough night. 

Len. My young remembrance cannot parallel 
A fellow to it. 

Re-enter Macduff. 

Macd. O horror ! horror ! horror 1 Tongue, nor 
Cannot conceive, nor name thee ! [heart, 

Mach. Len. What’s the matter ? 

Macd. Confusion now hath made Ms master- 
Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope [piece ! 
The Lord’s anointed temple, and stole thence 
The life o’ the building. 

Mach. What is’t you say ? the life, 

Le?!. Mean you his majesty ? 

Macd. Approach the chamber, and destroy your 
sight 

With a new Gorgon : — Do not bid me speak ; 

See, and then speak your.selves. — Awake 1 awake! — 
[Exeunt Macbeth and Ljsnox. 
Ring the alarum-bell : — Murder ! and treason 1 
Banquo, and Donalbain ! Malcolm ! awake ! 

Shake off this downy sleep, death’s counterfeit, 

And look on death itself 1 up, iq>, and see 

The great doom’s image Malcolm ! Banquo ! 

A s from your graves rise up, and walk like sprights, 
To countenance this horror ! [Bell rings. 

Enter Lady 7\1 aceetu. 

Lady M. What’s the business, 

That such a hideous trumpet calls to parley 

The sleepers of tlie house ? speak, speak 

^ Macd. O, gentle lady, 

’Tis not for you to hear what I can speak : 

The repetition, in a woman’s ear, 

Would murder as it fell. ^0 Banquo 1 Banquo I 
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Enter Banquo. 

Oiir royal master’s murder’d ! 

Lady M. Woe, alas ! 

What, in our house ? 

Ban. Too cruel, any where 

Dear Duff, I pr’ythee, contradict thyself, 

And say, it is not so. 

Re-enter Macbeth and Lenox. 

Maab. Had I but died an hour before this chance, 
I had liv’d a blessed time ; for, from this instant, 
There’s nothing serious in mortality : 

Ail is but toys ; renown, and grace, is dead ; 

! The wine of life is drawn, and the mere lees 
Is left this vault to brag of. 

A'n.ter Malcolm DoNAiBAiN. 

Bon. What is amiss } 

Macb. You are, and do not know it : 

The spring, the head, the fountain of your blood 
Is stopp'd ; the very source of it is stopp’d. 

Macd. Your royal father’s murder’d. 

MaL O, by whom ? 

Aen.Thoseof his chamber, as it seem’d, had done’t : 
Their hands and faces were ail badg’d with blood, 
So were their daggers, which, unwip’d, we found 
Upon their pillows : 

They star’d, and were distracted ; no man’s life 
Was to be trusted with them. 

Macb. O, yet I do repent me of my fury, 

That I did MU them. 

M acd. Wherefore did you so ? 

Macb. Who can be wise, amaz’d, temperate, and 
furious, 

Loyal and neutral, in a moment 'i No man : 

The expedition of my violent love 

Out-ran the pauserl reason. — Here lay Duncan, 

His silver skin lac’d with his golden blood ; 

And his gash’d stabs look’d like a breach in nature 
For ruin’s \vasteful entrance : there, the murderers, 
Steep’d in the colours of their trade, their daggers 
Unmannerly breech’d with gore : Who could refrain, 
That had a heart to love, and in that heart 
Courage, to make his love known ? 

Lady M. Help me hence, ho ! 

Macd. Look to the lady. 

MaL Why do we hold our tongues, 

That most may claim this argument for ours ? 

Bon. What should be spoken here, 

Where our fate, hid within an auger-hole, 

May rush, and seize us ? Let’s away ; our tears 
Are not yet brew’d. 

MaL Nor our strong sorrow on 

The foot of motion. 

Ban. Look to the lady : — 

ILadi/ Macbeth is carried out. 
And when we have our naked frailties hid, 

That suffer in exposure, let us meet, 

And question this most bloody piece of wmrk, 

To know it further. Fears and scruples shake us : 
In the great hand of God I stand ; and thence, 
Against the undivulg’d pretence I fight 
Of treasonous malice. 

Macb. And so do I. 

Jill. So all. 

3facb. Let’s briefly put on manly readiness, 
And meet i’the hall together. 

AIL WeHcontented. 

aW Don. 

Mai. What will you do ? Let’s not consort with 
To shew an unfelt sorrow, is an office [them : 
W’hich the false man does easy ; I’ll to England. 


Bon. To Ireland, I ; our separated fortune 
Shall keep us both the safer : where we are, 

I There’s daggers in men’s smiles : the near in blood, 
The nearer bloody. 

MaL This murderous shaft that’s shot, 

Hath not yet lighted ; and our safest way 
Is, to avoid the aim. Therefore, to horse ; 

And let us not be dainty of leave-taking, 

But shift away : There’s warrant in that theft 
Which steals itself, when there’s no mercy left. 

lEa:etmt. 

SCENE IV. — Without the Castle. 

Erder Rosse and an old Man. 

Old M. Threescore and ten I can remember w’ell : 
Within the volume of which time, I have seen 
Hours dreadful, and things strange ; but this sore 
Hath trifled former knovangs. [night 

Bosse. All, good father, 

Thou see’st, the heavens, as troubled with man’s act, 
Threaten his bloody stage : by the clock, ’tis day, 
And yet dark night strangles the travelling lamp* ; 

Is it night’s predominance, or the day’s shame,' 
That darkness does the face of earth intomb, 

When living light should kiss it ? 

Old M. ’Tis unnatural, 

Even like the deed that’s done. On Tuesday last, 

A falcon, tow’ring in her pride of place, 

W^as by a mousing owd hawk’d at, and kill’d. 

Rosse. And Duncan’s horses, (a thing most 
strange and certain,) 

Beauteous and swift, the minions of their race, 
Turn’d wdld in nature, broke their stalls, flung out, 
Contending ’gainst obedience, as they would make 
’War with manMnd. 

Old ilf. ’Tis said, they ate each other. 

Rosse. They did so ; to the amazement of mineeyes, 
That look’d upon’t. Here comes the good Mac- 
duff: — 

Enter Macduff. 

How goes the world sir, now" ? 

Macd. Why, see you not ? 

Rosse. Is’tknown, who did this more than bloody 
Macd. Those that Macbeth hath slain, [deed ? j 
Rosse. Alas, thTe day ! j 

What good could they pretend ? i 

Macd. They were suborn’d : : 

Malcolm, and Donalbain, the king’s two sons, ! 
Are stol’n away and fled ; which puts upon them | 
Suspicion of the deed. \ 

Rosse. ’Gainst nature still : i 

Thriftless ambition, that wilt raven up f 

Thine own life’s means ! — Then ’tis most like, j 

The sovereignty will fail upon Macbeth. 1 

Macd. He is already nam’d ; and gone to Scone, j 
To be invested. 

Rosse. Where is Duncan’s body ? 

Macd. Carried to Coimes-kili ; 

The sacred storehouse of his predecessors, 

And guardian of their bones. ! 

Rosse. Will you to Scone ? ; 

No, cousin, I’B to Fife. j 

Rosse. Well, I will thither. • 

Macd. W’ell, may you see things well done there : 

/ ----adieu — ■„ | 

Lest our old robes sit easier than our new 1 , 

Rosse. Father. Farewell. | 

Old M. God’sbenison go with you ; and with those | 
That would make good of bad, and friends of foes 1 ! 

lExeuriL j 
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Whose being I do fear ; And under him 
My genius is rebuk’d ; as, it is said, 

Mark Antony’s was by Cjssar. He chid the 
sisters, 

When first they put the name of king upon me, 
And bade them speak to him ; then, prophet-iiL, 
They hail’d him father to a line of kings : ’ 

Upon my head they plac’d a fruitless crown, 

And put a barren sceptre in iiiy gripe, 

Thence to be wrench’d with an tmiineal hand, 

No son of mine succeeding. If it be so, 

For Banqno’s issue have 1 fil’d my mind; 

For them the gracious Duncan have I mm*der’d ; 
Put rancours in the vessel of my peace 
Only for them ; and mine eternal jewel 
Given to the common enemy of man. 

To make them kings, the seed of Eanquo kings ! 
Rather than so, come, fate, into the list, 

And chain] )ion me to the utterance ! Who’s 

there ? — 

Ec-enter Attendant, with two Murderers. 

Now to the door, and stay there till we call. 

lExit Attendant. 

Was it not yesterday we spoke together ? 

1 JMur. it was, so please your liighness. 

Mach. Well then, now 

Have you consider’d of my speeches ? Know, 
That it was he, in the times past, which held you 
So under fortune ; which, you thought, had been 
Our innocent seif ; this I made good to you 
In our last conference; pass’d in probation with 
you, 

How you were borne in hand ; how cross’d ; the 
instiniments ; 

Who wrought with them ; and all things else, that 
To half a soul, and a notion craz’d, [might, 

Say, Thus did Banquo. 

1 Mu7\ You made it knovm to us. 

Mach. I did so ; and went further, wdfich is now 
Our point of second meeting. Do you find 
Your patience so predominant in your nature, 

That you can let this go ? Arc you so gospell’d, 

To pray for this good man, and for his issue, 
Whose heavy hand hath bow’d you to the grave, 
And beggar'd yours for ever ? 

1 Mur. We are men, my liege. 

Mach. Ay, in the catalogue ye go for men ; 

As hounds, andgreyhounds, mongreis, spaniels, curs, 
Shoughs, water-rugs, and demi-wolves, are cleped 
All by the name of dogs : the valued file 
Distinguishes the swift, the slow, the subtle, 

The house-keeper, the hunter, every one 
According to the gift which bounteous nature 
Hath in him clos’d ; whereby he does receive 
Particular addition, from the bill 
That writes them all alike : and so of men. 

Now, if you have a station in the file, 

And not in the worst rank of manhood, say it ; 
And I will put that business in your bosoms, 
Whose execution takes your enemy off ; 

Grapples you to the heart and love of us, 

Who wear our health but sickly in his life, 

"\Wiich in his death were perfect. 

2 Mur. I am one, my liege, 

Whom the vile blows and buffets of the world 
Have so incens’d, that I am reckless what 

I do to spite the world. 


SCENE I.— -Fores. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Banquo. 

Ban. Thou hast it now, IHng, Cawdor, Glanii 
As the weird women promis'd ; and, I fear, [a 
Thou play’dst most foully for’t ; yet it was said. 
It should not stand in thy posterity 
But that myself should be the 
Of many kings. If A..*,- --- -- 


But that myself should be the root, and father 
Of many kings. If there come truth from them, 
(As upon thee, Macbeth, their speeches shine,) 
Why, by the verities on thee made good, 

May they not be my oracles as well, 

And set me up in hope } But, hush ; no more. 

Senet sounded. Enter Macbeth as King; Lady Macbeth as 
Qxteens Lenox, Rosse, Lords, Ladies, and Attendants. 

Macb. Here’s our chief guest. 

Lady M. If he had been forgotten, 

It had been as a gap in our great feast. 

And all-tilings unbecoming. 

Mach. To-night we hold a solemn supper, sir, 
And I’ll request your presence. 

Ban. Let your highness 

Command upon me ; to the which, my duties 
Are with a most indissoluble tie 
For ever knit. 

Mach. Ride you this afternoon ? 

Ban. Ay, my good lord. 

Macb. We should have else desir’d your good 
advice 

(Which still hath been both grave and prosperous,) 
In this day’s council ; but we’ll take to-morrow. 

Is’ t far your ride ? 

Ban. As far, my lord, as will fill up the time 
’Twixt this and supper : go not my horse the better, 
I must become a borrower of the night, 

For a dark hour, or twain. 

Macb. Fail not our feast. 

Ban. My lord, I will not. 

Mach. We hear, our bloody cousins are bestow’d 
In England, and in Ireland ; not confessing 
Their cruel parricide, filling their hearers 
With strange invention : But of that to-morrow ; 
When, therewithal, we shall have cause of state, 
Craving us jointly. Hie you to horse : Adieu, 

Till you return at night. Goes Fleance with you ? 
Ban. Ay, my good lord : our time does call upon 
us. 

Mach. I wish your horses swift, and sure of foot ; 
And so I do commend you to their backs. 

Farewell. Banquo. 

Let eveiy man be master of his time 
Till seven at night ; to make society 
The sweeter welcome, we will keep ourself 
Till supper-time alone : while then, God be with 
you. 

[Exeunt Lady Macbeth, Lords, Ladies, &c. 
Sirrah, a word : Attend those men our pleasure ? 
Attend. They ai'e, my lord, without the palace 
gate, 

Mmh. Bring them before us. — \_Exit Atten.] 
To be thus, is nothing ; 

But to be safely thus : — Our fears in Banquo 
Stick deep ; and in his royalty of nature [dares ; 
Reigns that, which would be fear’d : ’Tis much he 
And, to that dauntless temper of his mind, 

He hath a wisdom that doth guide his valour 
To act in safety. There is none, but he 


MACBETH. 


1 Mur, And I another, 

So weary witk disasters, tugged with. fo,rtime, 

That I would, set my life on. any chance, 

To mend it, or he rid on’t. 

Macb. Both of yoii 

Know^ Banqiio was yonr enemy. 

2 Mur. True, my lord. 

Macb. So is he mine; and in such bloody dis- 

That every minute of liis being thrusts [tance, 
Against my nearest of life : And tlioiigh I could 
With bare-fac’d power sweep Mm from my sight, 
And bid my will, avouch it; yet I must not, 

For certain friends that a,re both liis and. mine, j 
Whose loves I may not drop, but wail Ills fall j 
Whom I myself struck down : and thence it is, j 

That I to your assistance do make love ; I 

Masking the business from the coniiiion eye, j 
For sundry weighty reasons. ; 

2 Mur. We shall, my lord, j 

Perform what you command us. j 

1 Mut. Though our lives i 

M.acb. Your spirits shine through you. Within 

this hour, at most, 

I will advise you wdiere to plant yourselves. 
Acquaint you with the perfect spy o’the time, 

The moment on’t ; for’t must be done to-night, 
And something from the palace ; always thought, 
That I require a clearness : And with him, 

(To leave no rubs, nor botches, in the work,) i 
Fleance his son, that keeps him company, 

Whose absence is no less material to me 
Than is his father’s, must embrace the fate 
Of that dark hour. Resolve yourselves apart ; 

I’ll come to you anon. 

2 Mtir, , We are resolv’d, my lord. 

Mach. I’ll call upon you straight ; abide within. 

It is concluded : Banquo, thy soul’s flight, 

If it And heaven, must find it out to-night. 

lExeimt. 


SCENE IL- 


Another Room. 


Enter Lady .Macbeth and a Se.rYant. 

Ladi/ M. Is Banquo gone from court ? 

Serv. Ay, madam, but returns again to-niglit. 
Ladij ilf. Say to the king, I vrould attend his 
For a few words. [leisure 

Sertu Madam, I will. lEMt. 

Lady M. Nought’s had, all’s spent, 

Where our desire is got without content : 

’Tis safer to be that which we destroy, 

Than, by destruction, dwell in doubtful joy. 

. . Enter Macs&hb.. 

How now, my lord ? why do you keep alone, 

Of sorriest fancies your companions making ? 

Using those thoughts, which should indeed have 
died. 

With them they think on It Things without remedy, 
Should be without regard : what’s done, is done. 

Mach. We have scotch’d the snake, not kill’d it ; 
She’ll close, and be herself; whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former toafh. 

But let 

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer. 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 
In the affliction of these terrible dreams, 

That shake us nightly ; Better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our place, have sent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 
In restless ecstacy. Duncan is in his grave ; 


After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well ; 

Treason has done his wwst : nor steel, nor poison, 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him fiirther ! 

Lady M. Come on ; 

Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks ; 

Be bright and jovial ’mong your guests to-night. 

Macb, So shall I, lore ; and so, I pray, be yon : 
Let your remembrance apply to Bantpjo ; 

Present him eminence, both with' eye and tongue : 
Unsafe the while, that we 

Must lave our honours in these flattering streams ; 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts, 
Disguising what they are. 

Lady M. You must lea.ve this. 

Mach. O, full of scorpions is my mind, d.ear wife ! 
Thou know’st, that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 
Lady M. But in them, nature’s copy’s not eterne. 
Macb. There’s comfort yet ; they are assailable ; 
Then be thou jocund : Ere the bat hath, flown 
His cloister’d flight; ere, to black Hecate’s sum- 
mons, 

The shard-borne beetle, with liis drowsy' hums, 

Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady M. ’What’s to be dorse 

Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest 
chuck, 

Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night, 
Skarf up the tender eye of pitiful day ; 

And, with thy bloody and invisible hand, 

Cancel, and tear to pieces, that great bond 
"Which keeps me pale ! — Light thickens ; and the 
Makes wing to the rooky wood ; [crow 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse ; 
"Whiles night’s black agents to their prey do rouse. 
Thou marvell’st at my words : but hold thee still ; 
Things, bad begun, make strong themselves by ill : 
So, pr’ythee, go with me. lExeimt 

SCENE III . — The same. A Park or Lawn, wiih 
a Gate leading to the Palace. 

Enter three Murderers. 

1 Mur. But who did bid thee join with us ? 

3 Mur. Macbeth. I 

2 Mur. He needs not our mistrust ; since he de- : 

Our offices, and what we have to do, [livers 

To the direction just. 

1 Mur. Then stand with us. 

The west yet glimmers with some streaks of day ; i 
Now spurs the lated traveller apace, ! 

To gain the timely inn ; and near approaches s 

The subject of our vratch. i 

3 Mur. Hark I I hear horses, ; 

Ban. iWiihin.l Give us alight there, ho ! 

2 Mur. Then it is he ; the rest ' 

That are within the note of expectation, 

Already are i’the court. ; 

.' 1 Mur. : His' horses go about. ' ' .; 

3- Mur. Almost a mile ; but he does usually, 

So ail men do, from hence to the palace gate ■ j 
Make it their walk- 

BnterEAC^qaco and EutAcsen, a Serrmit with a torck pre- 
ceding them. 

2 Mur. A light, a light I 

Z Mur. ■ ’Tis he., 

IJfwr, Stand to’t. 

Ban. It will be rain to-night. 
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1 Mun Bet it come down. 

\_Assaults Banquo. 

Ban, 0, treachery! Fly, good Fleance, fly, fly, fly; 
Thou mav’st revenge.— O slave ! 

[_DUs, Fleance Servant 

3 Mut. Who did strike out the light ? 

1 Mur, Was’t not the w^ay ? 

3 Mur, There’s but one down ; the son is fled. 

2 Mur. We Lave lost best half of our affair. 

1 Mur. Well, let’s away, and say how much is 
done. lExeunt. 


Bosse. His absence, sir, 

Lays blame upon his promise. Please it your 
To grace us with your royal company ? rhio-lmes<; 
3facb. The table’s full. ■ ^ 

Len. Here’s a place reserv’d, sir. 

Macb. "Where ? 

Len. Here, my lord. What is’t that 

moves your highness ? 

3iacb, Which of you have done this ? 

Lords. What, my good lord ^ 

3-Iacb. Thou canst not say, I did it :'ne\'er shake 
Thy gory locks at me. 

Basse. Gentlemen, rise; his liighness is not well 
Lad^ 3'!. Sit, worthy friends my lord is often 
tlnis, 

x\nd liatli been from bis youth: ’pray you, keep 
The fit is momentary ; upon a thought [seat; 
He will again be well ; If much you note him, 

You shall offend him, and extend his passion ; 

Feed, and regard him not Are you a man } 

3Iach. Ay, and a bold one, that dare look on that 
Whicli might appal the devil. 

Lady M. O proper stuff! 

This is the very painting of your fear : 

This is the air-drawm dagger, wliich, you said, 

Led you to Duncan. O’, these flaws, and starts, 
(Impostors to true fear) would well become 
A woman’s story, at a winter’s fire, 

Authoriz’d by her grandam. Shame itself! 

Why do you make such faces ?' Wlien all’s done, 
You look but on a stool. 

3iaGb. Pr’ythee, see there! behold! look! lol 
how say you ? 

Why, what care I ? If thou canst nod, speak too.— 
If charnel-houses, and our graves, must send 
Those that we bury, back, our monuments 
Shall be the maws cf kites. iGfmt disappears. 
Lady 31. What ! quite uiimann’d in folly ? 
Mad). If I stand here, 1 saw him. 

Lady 31. Fye, for shame ! 

Macb. Blood hath been shed ere now, i’ the 
olden time, 

Ere human statute purg’d the gentle weal; 

Ay, and since too, murders have been perform’d 
Too terrible for the ear : the times have been, 

That, wdien the brains were out, the man would die, 
And there an end : but now, they rise again, 

Whth twenty mortal murders on their crowns 
And push us from our stools : This is more strange 
Than such a murder is. 

Lady 3\[. hly worthy lord, 

Your noble friends do lack you. 

3Iacb. I do forget 

Do not muse at me, my most worthy friends ; 

I have a strange infirmity, which is* nothing 
To those that know me. Come, love and health 
to all; 

Then I’ll sit dowm: Give me some wine, fill 

Mi ; 

I drink to the general joy of the whole table, 

GhCfst rises. 

And to our dear friend Banquo, whom we miss ; 
Would he were here I to all, and him, we thirst. 
And all to aB. 


SCENE IV.— A Room of Slate in the Palace. 
A Banquet prepared. 

Enter Macbeth, Lady Macbeth, Rosse, Lenox, Lords, 
and Attendants. 

Macb. You know your own degrees, sit down: 
And last, the hearty welcome. [at first 

Lords. Thanks to your majesty. 

Macb. Ourself will mingle with society, 

And play the humble host. 

Our hostess keeps her state ; but, in best time, 

We will require her welcome. 

Lady. M. Pronounce it for me, sir, to all our 
For my heart speaks, they are welcome, [friends ; 

Enter first Blurderer, to the door. 

Mach . See, they encounter thee with their hearts’ 
thanks : 

Both sides are even : Here I’ll sit i’the midst : 

Be large in mirth ; anon, we’ll drink a measure 
The table round. — There’s blood upon tby face. 
Mur. ’Tis Banquo’s then. 

3facb. ’Tis better thee without, than he within. 
Is he despatch'd } 

Mur. My lord, his throat is cut; that I did for 
him. pie’s good, 

3fach. Thou art the best o’the cut throats : Yet 
That did the like for Fleance : if thou didst it, 
Thou art the nonpareil. 

3fur. Most royal 

Fleance is ’scap’d. 

Macb. Then comes my fit again 
been perfect ; 

Whole as the marble, founded as tne rock ; 

As broad, and generd, as the casing air : 

But DOW, I am cabin’d, cribb’d, confin’d, bound in 
To saucy doubts and fears. But Banquo’s safe ? 

Mur. Ay, my good lord ; safe in a ditch he bides, 
With twenty trenched gashes on his head ; 

The least a death to natm'e. 

3Iacb. Thanks for that : 

There the grown serpent lies ; the worm, that’s fled, 
Hath nature that in time will venom breed, 

No teeth for the present. — Get thee gone ; to- 
morrow 

We’ll hear, ourselves again. lExit Murderer. 

Lady 31. My royal lord, 

Yon do not give the cheer ; the feast is sold, 

That is not often vouch’d, while ’tis a making, 

’Tis given with welcome : To feed, wnre best at 
home ; 

From thence, the sauce to meat is ceremony, 
Meeting were hare without it. 

^lach. ^ Sweet remembrancer I — 

Now, good digestion wait on appetite, 

And health on both! 

Len. May it please your highness sit } 

{The Ghost of "BANqvo rises, and sits in BIacbeth’s place. 


I had else 
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Lords, Our duties, and the pledge. 

Mach, Avaunt i and , quit my sight I Let, the 
earth hide tliee ! 

Thy bones are marrovviess, thy .blood is cold ; 

Thou hast no speculation in those eyes 
Which thou dost glare with ! 

Lad'i/ M, Think of this, good peers. 

But as a thing of custom : Tis no other ; 

Only it spoils the pleasure of the time. 

Mac:j, "^Wiat mm dare, I dare : 

Approach thou like the rugged Russian hear, 

The arm’d rhinoceros, or the Hyrcan tiger, 

'Take any: shape .but that, and mytirm nerves 
Shall never tremble : Or, be alive again, 

And dare, me to the desert with thy sword : 

If trembling I inhibit thee, protest me 
The baby of a girl. Hence, horrible shadow 1 

[G/fost disappears. 

Unreal mockery, hence ! — Why, so ; — being gone, 
I am a man again.-— Pray you, sit still. 

Lady M. You have displac’d the mirth, broke 
the good meeting, 

With most admir’d disorder. 

Macb, Can such things be, 

And overcome us like a summer’s cloud, 

AVithout our special wonder ? You make me strange 
Even to the disposition that I owe, 

When now I think you can behold such sights, 
And keep the natural ruby of your cheeks, 

When mine are blanch’d with fear. 

Rosse. AYhat sights, my lord ? 

Lady M. I pray you, speak not; he grows 
worse and worse ; 

Question enrages him : at once, good night : — 
Stand not upon the order of your going, 

But go at once. 

Len, Good night, and better health 

Attend his majesty I 

Lady M. A kind good night to all ! 

^Exeunt Lords and Attendants. 
Macb. It will have blood ; they say, blood will 
have blood : 

Stones have been known to move, and trees to 
speak; 

Augurs, and understood relations, have 
By magot-pies, and choughs, and rooks, brought 
forth 

Tire secret’ St man of blood. — ^What is the night? 
Lady M. Almost at odds with morning, which 
is which. 

Mach. How' say’st thou, that MacduiF denies 
At our great bidding ? [his person. 

Lady M. Did you send to him, sir ? 

Macb. I hear it by the way ; but I will send ; 
There’s not a one of them, but in his house 
I keep a servant fee’d. I will to-morrow, 
(Betimes I will,) unto the weird sisters : 

More shall they speak ; for now I am beat to know, 
By the worst means, the w'-orst : for mine own good, 
All causes shall give way ; I am in blood 
Stept in so far, that, should I wade no more, 
Returning were as tedious as go o’er : 

Strange things I have in head, that will to hand ; 
Which must be acted, ere they may be scann’d. 
Lady M. Y'ou lack the season of all natures, 

... sleep. .. 

Macb. Come, we’il to sleep : Hy strange and 
self- abuse 

Is the initiate fear, that wants hard use : — 

We are yet but young in deed. iExeunt. 


SCENE Y.— The Heath. Thunder. 

Enter Hecate, meeting the three Witches. 

1 Witch. AVby, how now, Hecate ? you look 
angeriy. 

Hec. Have I not reason, beldams as you are, 
Saucy, and ovmr-bold? How did you dare 
To trade and traffic with Blacbeth, 

In liddles, and affairs of death : 

And I, the mistress of your charms, 

The close contriver of ail harms, 

AYas never call’d to bear my part, 

Or show the glory of our art ? 

And, which is worse, all you have done, 

Hath been but for a wnyward son, 

Spiteful, and wrathful; who, as others do, 

Loves for his own ends, not for you. 

But make amends now : Get you gone, 

And at the pit of Acheron 

Meet me i’ the morning ; thither he 

AAhli come to know' his destiny. 

Your vessels and yoni spells, provide, 

Y^our charms, and every thing beside : 

I am for the air ; this night i ’ll spend 
Unto a dismal-fatal end. 

Great business must be wrought ere noon ; 

Upon the corner of the moon 
There hangs a vaporous drop profound ; 
rii catch it ere it come to ground : 

And that, distill’d hy magic sleights, 

Shall raise such artificial sprights, 

As, by the strength of their illusion, 

Shall draw him on to bis confusion : 

He shall spurn fate, scorn death, and bear 
His hopes ’hove wisdom, grace, and fear : 

And you all know, security 
Is mortal’s chiefest enemy. 

Song. IfVithin.] Come away, Come away, 
Hark, I am call’d ; my little spirit, see. 

Sits in a foggy cloud, and stays for me. lExiL 
1 Witch. Come, let’s make haste : she’ll soon 
be back again. iBxeimt 


SCENE A/T. — Foees. A Room in the Paiacs* 

Enter Lenox, and another Lord. 

Len. My former speeches have but hit your 
thoughts, 

AYhich can interpret further : only, I say, 

Things have been strangely borne: The gracious 
Duncan 

AA’as pitied of Macbeth : — many, he was dead : — 
And the right-valiant Banquo w'alked too late ; 
Whom, you may say, if it please you, Fleance kill’d, 
For Fleance fled. Men must not walk too late. 
YTao cannot want the thought, how monstrous 
It was for Malcolm, and for Donaibain, 

To kill their gracious father ? damned fact ! 

How it did grieve Macbeth ! did he not straight, 
In pious rage, the two delinquents tear, 

That were the slaves of drink, and thralls of sleep : 
Was not that nobly done ? Ay, and wisely too ; 
For ’twould have anger’d any heart alive. 

To hear the men deny it. So that, I say, 

He has borne all things w^ell : and I do think, 

That had he Duncan’s son under his key, 

(As, an’t please heaven, he shall not,) they should 
find 

What ’twere to kill a father ; so should Fleance. 

. ' i: "... . ■ 
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But, peace!— for from broad words, and ’cause be 
His presence at tbe tyrant’s feast, I bear, [fail’d 
Macduff lives in disgrace : Sir, can you tell 
Where be bestows himself? 

Lord. The son of Duncan, 

From, whom this tyrant holds the due of birth, 
Lives in the English court ; and is received 
Of the most pious Edward with such grace, 

That the malevolence of fortune nothing 

Takes from his high respect : Thither Macduff 

Is. gone to pray the holy king, on his aid 

To wake Northumberland, and warlike Siward : 

That, by the help of these, (with Him above 

To ratify the work,) we may again 

Give to our tables meat, sleep to our nights ; 

Free from our feasts and banquets bloody knives ; 
Do faithful homage, and receive free honours. 


Ail which we pine for now : And this report 
Hath so exasperate the king, that he 
Prepares for some attempt of war. 

tr T-. 1 lie to Macduff? 

Lord. He did: and with an absolute, Sir, not I 

The cloudy messenger turns me his back * ' ’ 

And hums ; as who should say, You’ll rue the time 
That clogs me loith this answer. 

. /'f”-, . . And that well misht 

Advise him to a caution, to hold what distance 
His wisdom can provide. Some holy ano-ei 
Fly to the court of England, and unfold 
His message ere he come ; that a swift blessing 
May soon return to this our suffering country 
Under a hand accurs'd ! 

Lord. My prayers with Mm I 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — A dark Cave. In, the middle^ a 
Cauldron boiling. Thunder. 

Enter the three Witches. 

1 Witch. Thrice the brinded cat hath mew’d. 

2 Witch. Thrice; and once tbe hedge- pig whin’d. 

3 Witch. Harper cries : — ’Tis time, ’tis time, 

1 Witch. Round about the cauldron go ; 

In the poison’d entrails throw 

Toad, that under coldest stone, 

Days and nights hast thirty-one 
Swelter’d venom sleeping got, 

Boil thou first i’ the charmed pot ! 

AIL Double, double toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Fillet of a fenny snake. 

In the cauldron boil and bake : 

Eye of newt, and toe of frog 
Wool of bat, and tongue of dog, 

Adder’s fork, and blind-worm’s sting, 
Lizard’s leg, and owlet’s wing, 

For a charm of powerful trouble : 

Like a beU-brotb boil and bubble. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

3 Witch. Scale of dragon, tooth of w'olf ; 
WTtches’ mummy ; maw, and gulf, 

Of the ravin’d salt-sea shark ; 

Root of hemlock, digg’d i’ the dark 
Liver of blaspheming Jew ; 

Gall of goat, and sHps of yew, 

Sliver’d in the moon’s eclipse ; 

Nose of Turk, and Tartar’s lips ; 

Finger of birth-strangled babe, 
Ditch-deliver’d by a drab, 

Make the gimel thick and slab : 

Add thereto a tiger’s chaudron, 

For the ingredients of our cauldron. 

All. Double, double toil and trouble ; 

Fire, burn ; and, cauldron, bubble. 

2 Witch. Cool it with a baboon’s blood, 

Then the charm is firm and good. 

Enter Hecate, and the other three Witches. 

Tlec. 0, well done ! I commend your pains ; 
And every one shall share i’ the gains. 

And now about the cauldron sing, 

Like elves and fairies in a ring, 

Enchanting all that you put in. 
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Black spirits and white, 
lied s])irits and grey ; 

Mingle, mingle, mingle. 

You that mingle may. 

2 W^itch. By the pricking of ray thumbs, 

Something wicked this way comes ; — 

Open, locks, whoever knocks. 

Enitm MACBCTir- 

Macb. How now, you secret, black, and mid- 
Wbat is’t you do ? [night hags ! 

AIL A deed without a name. 

3Iacb. 1 conjure you, by that which you profess, 
(Howe’er you come to know it,) answer me : 
Though you untie the winds, and let them fight 
Against the churches : though the yesty waves 
Confound and swallow navigation up ; [down ; 
Though bladed corn he lodg’d, and trees blown 
Though castles topple on their warders’ heads ; 
Though palaces, and pyramids, do slope 
Their heads to their foundations ; though the trea- 
Of nature’s germins tumble altogether, [sure 
Even till destruction sicken, answer me 
To what I ask you. 

1 Witch. Speak. 

2 Witch. Demand. 

3 Witch. We’ll answ'er. 

1 Witch. Say, if tbou’dst rather hear it from our 

Or from our masters’ ? [mouths, 

Macb. Call them, let me see them. 

1 Witch. Four in sow’s blood, that hath eaten 

Her nine farrow- : grease, that’s sw’eaten 
From the murderer’s gibbet, throw 
Into the fame. 

All. Come, high, or low ; 

Thyself, and office, deftly sho’^v. ^ 

Thwider. A n Apparition of an armed Head rises. 

Macb. Tell me, thou unknown power, 

1 Witch. He knows thy thought ; 

Hear his speech, but say thou nought. 

App. Macbeth. ! Macbeth 1 Macbeth \ beware 
Macduff ; 

Beware the thane of Fife. — Dismiss me : — 
Enough. IJDescends. 

Macb. Whate’er thou art, for thy good caution, 
thanks ; 
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■ Tlioii liast barp'd my fear ariglit : — But one word 
I ■ ■ more : — 

I 1 Witch. He will not be commanded : Here’s 
More potent .than the tirst. [another, 

Thunder. An Apparition of a hloodp Child rises. 
App. Macbeth ! Macbeth ! Macbeth! — 

Macb-. Had I three ears, Fd hear thee. 

App. Be bloody, bold, 

And resolute laugh to scorn the power of naan, 
For none of woman bom shall harm Macbeth. 

iDescends. 

Macb. Then Ktc, MacdiaiT; What need I fear 
But yet ril make assurance double sure, [of thee ? 
And take a bond of fate : thou shalt not liire ; ' 

'riiat I may tell pale-liearted fear it lies, 

And sleep in spite of thunder. — What is this, 

Thunder. An Apparition (f a Child crfm'ued, udih a 
Tree in his Hand, rises. 

That rises like the issue of a king ; 

And wears upon his baby brow the round 
And top of sovereignty ? 

All. Listen, but speak not. 

App. Be lion-mettled, proud ; and take no care 
'9iTio chafes, who frets, or where coiispirers are : 
Macbeth shall never vanquish’d be, until 
Great Birnain wood to high Dunsinane hill 
Shall come against him. 

Macb. That will never be ; ■ 

Who can impress the forest ? bid the tree 
Unfix his earth-bound root ? street bodements ! good! 
’Rebellious head, rise never, till the vrood 
Of Birnam rise, and our high-piac’d Macbeth 
Shall live the lease of nature, pay his breath 
To time, and mortal custom. — Yet my heart 
Throbs to know one'thing ; Tell me, (if your ai-t 
Can tell so much,) shall Banquo’s issue ever 
Reign in this kingdom ? 

AIL Seek to know no more. 

Mach. I will be satisfied : Deny me this, 

And an eternal curse fall on you I Let me know ; — 
Why sinks that cauldron 1 and what noise is this ? 

\_Hautbops. 

1 Witch. Show! *2 Witch. Show! 3 Witch. Show! 

AIL Show his eyes, and grieve his heart; 

Come like shadows, so depart. 

Eight Kings appear, and pass over the Stage in order ; 
ihe last with a Glass in his Hand ; Banquo following. 

Macb. Thou art too like the spirit of Banquo ; 
down! 

Thy crown does sear mine eye-balls : — And thy hair, 
Thou other gold -bound brow, is like the first : — 

A third is like the former : — Filthy hags I 
Wl'iy do you show me this ? — A fourth ? — Start, 
eyes 1 

What! will the line stretch out to the crack of 
doom ? 

Another yet ?*— A seventh -Fil see no more 
And yet the eighth appears, who bears a glass, 
Which shows me many more ; and some I see, 
That two-fold balls and treble scepters carry : 
Horrible sight,! — Ay, now, see,' ’tis true ; 

For the Mood-bolted Banquo smiles upon me, 

And points at them for his. — What ! is this so? 

1 ^ Witch. Ay, sir, all this is so : — But why 
' Stands Macbeth thus amazedly ? — 

.Come, sisters, cheer we up his sprights, 

And show the best of om* delights ; 

I’ll charm the air to give a sound, , 

While you perform your antique round : 


That this great king may kindly say, 

Our duties did his welcome pay. 

iMusic. The Witches dance, aMd vanish. 
Mach. V/here are they 1 Gone ? — Let this per- 
nicious hour 

Stand aye accursed in the calendar ! — 

I Gome in, without there 

Enter Lexox. 

What’s your grace’s will ? 
Mlacb. Saw you the weird sisters ? 

Ko, m.y lord. 

Macb. Came they not by you ? 

No, indeed, my lord. 

Mach. Infected be the air whereon they ride ; 
And damn’d, all those that trust them ! — I did 
hear 

The galloping of horse : Who 'was’t came by ? 

Len. ’Tis two or three, my Io.rd, that bring vou i 
Macduff is ded to England. " * [word, ^ 

Macb. Fled to England ? 

Len. Ay, my good lord. 

M acb. Time, thou anticipat’st my dread exploits 
The flighty pur|)03e never is o’ertook, 

Unless the deed go with it : From this moment, 

The very hrstiings of my heart sliail be 
The firstlmgs of my hand. And even now, 

To crown my thoughts with acts, be it thought and 
The castle of Macduff I will surprise ; [done : 
Seize upon Fife ; give to the edge o’the sword 
His wife, his babes, and all unfortunate souls 
That trace his line. No boasting like a fool ; 

This deed I’ll do, before this purpose cool : 

But no more sights ! — MTiere are these gei]itiem,eiii ^ 
Come, bring me where they are. lExeunt. 


SCENE II.-— Fife, A Room, in Mac. duff’s 
Castle. 

Enter Lady Macduff, her Son, Rossi:. 

Lady Macd. What had he done, to make him 
fly the land ? 

Rosse. You must have patience, madam. 

L. Macd. He had none : 

His flight was madness : W'hen our actions do not, 
Our fears do make us traitors. 

Rosse. You know not, 

MTiether it was his wisdom, or Ms fear. 

L. Macd. Wisdom ! to leave his wife, to leave 
His mansion, and his titles, in a place [his babes, 
From whence himself does fly ? He loi^es us not : 
He wants the natural touch : for the poor wren, 
The most diminutive of birds, will fight, 

Her young ones in her nest, against the owl. 

All is the fear, and nothing is the love ; 

As little is the wisdom, where the flight 
So runs against all reason. 

Bosse. My d:earest co.z, 

I pray you , school yourself ; But, for your husbandj 
He is noble, wise, Judicious, and best know's 
The fits o’the season. I dare not speak much further : 
But cruel are the times, when we are traitors, 

And do not know^ ourselves ; when we hold rumom* 
From what we fear ; yet know not w’^hat we fear ; 
But float upon a wild and violent sea. 

Each way, and' move.— I take my leave of you : 
Shall not be long but FH be here again : 

Things at the worst will cease, or else climb upward 
To what they were before.— My pretty cousin, 
Blessing upon you ! 

Y 2 , 
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Ir. Macd. Father’d he is, and yet he’s fatherless. 
Rosse. I am so much a fool, should I stay longer, 
It would be my disgrace, and your discomfort : 

I take my leave at once. [Exit Rosse. 

L. Macd. Sirrah, your father’s dead ; 

And what will you do* now ? How will j^ou live ? 
Son. As birds do, mother. 

L. Macd. What, with worms and dies ? 

Son. With what I getj I mean ; and so do they. 
L. Macd. Poor bird ! thou’dst never fear the net, 
The pit-fall, nor the gin. [nor lime, 

Son. Why should I, mother ? Poor birds they 
are not set for. 

My father is not dead, for all your sapng. 

L. Macd. Yes, he is dead ; how wilt, thou do for 
a father ? 

Son. Nay, how will you do for a husband ? 

L. Macd. Why, I can buy me twenty at any 
market. 

Son. Then you’ll buy ’em to sell again. 

L. Macd. Thou speak’ st with all thy wit ; and 
With wit enough for thee. [yet i’ faith, 

Son. Was my father a traitor, mother ? 

X. Macd. A.J., that he was. 

Son. What is a traitor ? 

L. Macd. Why, one that swears and lies. 

Son. And be ail traitors that do so ? 

X. Macd. Every one that does so, is a traitor, 
and must be hanged. 

Son. And must they all be hanged that swear 
and lie ? 

X. Macd. Every one. 

Son. Who must hang them } 

X. Macd. Why, the honest men. 

Son. Then the liars and swearers are fools : for 
there are liars and swearers enough to beat the 
honest men, and hang up them. 

X. Macd. Now God help thee, poor monkey ! 
But how wilt thou do for a father ? 

Son. If he were dead, you’d weep for him : if 
you would not, it were a good sign that I should 
quickly have a new father. 

X. Macd. Poor prattler ! how thou talkest. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Bless you, fair dame ! I am not to you 
known. 

Though in your state of honour I am perfect. 

I doubt, some danger does approach you nearly : 

If you will take a homely man’s advice, 

Be not found here ; hence, with your little ones. 
To fright you thus, methinks, I am too savage ; 

To do worse to you, were fell cruelty, 

Which is too nigh your person. Heaven preserve 
you ! 

I dare abide no longer. Messenger. 

X. Macd. Whither should I fly ? 

I have done no harm. But I remember now 
I am in this earthly world ; where, to do harm, 
is often laudable ; to do good, sometime, 
Accounted dangerous folly : Why then, alas I 
Do I put up that womanly defence, 

To say, I have done no harm ? What are these 

faces ? 

Xnier Murderers. 

JTw. Where is your husband ? 

X. Macd. I hope, in no place so unsanctified, 
Where such as thou may’st find him, 

He’satraiton 

Son. Thou ly’st, thou shag-ear’d villain. 


Mur. What, you egg.? iStaWinghm. 

Young fry of treachery! 

Son. Pie has kill’d me, mother • 

Run away, I pray you. p 

[ExU Lady Macduff, crging murder] 
and iHiT sued hy the murderers. 


SCENE III. — England. jI Room in the 

King’s Palace. 

En ter Malcolm and SIacduff. 

Mai. Let us seek out some desolate shade and 
Weep our sad bosoms empty. TfliPrA 

Macd. Let us rather 

Hold fast the mortal sword ; and, like good men 
Bestride our down-fal!’n birthdom : Each new 
morn, 

New wndow^s howl ; new orphans cry ; new sorrows 
Strike heaven on the face, that it resounds 
As if it felt with Scotland, and yell’d out 
Like syllable of dolour. 

Mai. What I believe, I’ll wail; 

What know, believe ; and, wdiat I can redress, 

As I shall find the time to friend, I will. 

What you have spoke, it may be so, perchance. 
This tyrant, whose sole name blisters our tongues, 
Was once thought honest ; you have lov’d him well; 
He hath not touch’d you yet. I am young, but 
something 

You may deseiwe of him through me ; and wisdom 
To offer up a weak, poor innocent lamb, 

To appease an angry God. 

Macd. I am not treacherous. 

Mai. But Macbeth is. 

A good and virtuous nature mu^iy recoil, 

In an imperial charge. But, crave your pardon ; 
That which you are, my thoughts cannot transpose ; 
Angels are bright still, though the brightest fell: 
Though all things foul would wear the brows of 
Yet grace must still look so. [grace, 

Macd. I have lost my hopes. 

Mai. Perchance, even there, where I did find 
my doubts. 

Why in that rawmess left you wife, and child, 
(Those precious motives, those strong knots of love,) 
Without leave-taking ,? — I pray you. 

Let not my jealousies be your dishonours, 

But mine own safeties ; You may be rightly just, 
Whatever I shall think. 

Macd. Bleed, bleed, poor country 

Great tyranny, lay thou thy basis sure, 

For goodness dares not check thee! wear thou thy 
wrongs, 

Thy title is affeer’d Fare thee well, lord : 

I would not be the villain that thou thiuk’st 
For the whole space that’s in the tyrant’s grasp, 
And the rich East to boot. 

Mai. Be not offended ; 

I speak not as in absolute fear of you. 

I think, our country sinks beneath the yoke ; 

It weeps, it bleeds : and each new day a gash 
Is added to her wounds : I think, withal, 

There wrould be hands uplifted in my right ; 

And here, from gracious England, have I offer 
Of goodly thousands. But, for all this, 

When I shall tread upon the tyrant’s head, 

Or wear it on my sword, yet my poor country 
Shall have more vices than it had before ; 

More suffer, and more sundry ways than ever, 

By him that shall succeed. 
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Maed. What should he be ? 

3fa!. It is myself I mean ; in whom I know 
All the particulars of wee so grafted, 

That, when they shall be openM, black Macbeth 
Will seem as pure as snow ; and the poor state 
Esteem him as a iamb, being compar’d 
With my confineless harms. 

Macd. Not in the legions 

Of horrid hell, can come a devil more damn’d 
In cavils, to top Macbeth. 

Mai. ^ ^ I grant Mm bloody, 

luxurious, avaricious, false, deceitful, 

Sudden, malicious, smacking of ever}^ sin 
That has a name : But there’s no bottom, none, 

In my voluptuousness : your wives, your daughters, 
Your matrons, and your maids, could not fill up 
The cistern of m,y lust : and my desire 
Ail continent impediments would o’er-bear, 

That did oppose my will : Better Macbeth, 

Than such a one to reign, 

Macd. Boundless intemperance 

In nature is a tyranny ; it hath been 
The untimely emptying of the happy throne, 

And fall of many kings. But fear not yet 
To take upon you what is yours : you may 
Convey your pleasures in a spacious plenty, 

And yet seem cold, the time you may so hood-wink. 
We have willing dames enough ; there cannot be 
That vulture in you, to devour so many 
As will to greatness dedicate themselves, 

Finding it so inclin’d. 

Mai. With this there grows, 

In my most ill-compos’ d affection, such 
A stanchless avarice, that, were I king 
I should cut off the ilobles for their lands ; 

Desire his jewels, and this other’s house : 

And my more-having would be as a sauce 
To mak^ me hunger more ; that I should forge 
Quarrels unjust against the good, and loyal, 
Destroying them for wealth. 

Macd, This avarice 

Sticks deeper *, grows with more pernicious root 
Than summer-seeding lust ; and it hath been 
The sword of our slain kings : Yet do not fear; 
Scotland hath foysons to fill up your will, 

Of your mere own : All these are portable, 

With other graces weigh’d. 

3ial, But I have none ; The king-becoming 
graces, 

As justice, verity, temperance, stableness, 

Bounty, perseverance, mercy, lowliness, 

Devotion, patience, courage, fortitude, 

I have no relish of them ; but abound 
In the division of each several crime, 

Acting it many ways. Nay, had I power, I should 
Pour the sweet milk of concord into^hell, 

Uproar the universal peace, confound 
Ail unity on earth. , , 

Macd. O Scotland! Scotland! 

MaL: If such a one be fit to govern, speak : 

I am as I have spoken. . 

Macd Fit to govern 1 

No, not to live.' — 0 nation miserable, 

With an untitled tyrant bioody-scepter’d, 

When shalt thou see thy wholesome days again 
Since that the truest issue of thy throne 
By his own interdiction stands accurs’d, 

And does blaspheme his breed? — Thy royal father 
Was a most sainted king : the queen, that bore thee, 
Oft’ner upon her knees than on her feet, 
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Died every day she liv’d. Fare thee -well ! 

These enls, thou repeat’st upon thyself, 

Have banish’d me from Scotland. — O, my breast, 
Thy hope ends here ! 

Mai. Macduff, this noble passion, 

Child of integrity, hath from my soul 
Wip’d the black scruples, reconcil’d my thoughts 
To thy good truth and honour. Devilish Macbeth 
By many of these trains hath sought to win me 
Into Ms power ; and modest wisdom plucks me 
From over-credulous haste : But God above 
Deal between thee and me ! for even now 
I put myself to thy direction, and I 

Unspeak mine own detraction ; here abjure I 

The taints and blames I laid upon myself, | 

For strangers to my nature. I am yet | 

Unknown to woman ; never was forsworn ; | 

Scarcely have coveted what was mine own ; | 

At no time broke my faith ; would not betray s 
The devil to his fellow ; and delight 
No less in truth, than life : my first false speaking ; 
Was this upon myself : What 1 am truly, i 

Is thine, and my poor country’s, to command i 
Whither, indeed, before thy here-approach, 

Old Siward, with ten thousand warlike men, ' 

Ail ready at a point, was setting forth : 

Now we’ll together ; and the chance of goodness, | 
Be like our warranted quarrel! Why are you j 
silent ? * j 

Macd. Such welcome and unwelcome things at | 
’Tis hard to reconcile. [once, | 

Enter a Doctor, I 

Mai. Well; more anon. — Comes the king forth, ! 
I pray you ? 

Doct. Ay, sir: there are a crew of wretched 
souls, 

That stay Ms cure : their malady convinces 
The great assay of art ; but, at bis touch, 

Such sanctity hath Heaven given in his hand, 

They presently amend. 

Mai. I thank you, doctor. 

[.S'u’it Doctor. I 

Macd. What s the disease he means ? 

Mai. ’Tis call’d the evil : 

A most miraculous work in this good king : 

Which often, since my liere-remain in England, 

I have seen him do. How he solicits Heaven, 
Himself best knows : but strangely- visited people. 
All swoln and ulcerous, pitiful to the eye, ; 

The mere despair of surgery, he cures ; 

Hanging a golden stamp about their necks, | 

Put on with holy prayers ; and ’tis spoken, j 

To the succeeding royalty he leaves j 

The healing benediction. With tMs strange virtue, | 
He hath a heavenly gift of prophecy ; j 

And sundry blessings hang about Ms throne, ' 

That speak Mm full of grace. j 







Enter Bosse. 

Macd. See, who comes Iiere ? 

■ Mai. My countryman ; but yet I know Mm not. 
Macd. My ever-gentle cousin, welcome hither. 
Mai, I know him now : Good God betimes re- 
The means that make us strangers I [move 

Rosse, ■ ■ Sir, Amen. 

Macd, Stands Scotland where it did ? 

Rosse, ■ Alas, poor country ; 

Almost afraid to know itself ! It cannot 
Be call’d our mother, but our grave : where nothing. 
But who knows nothing, is once seen to smile } 
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Boot. A great perturbation in nature 1 to receive 
at once the benefit of sleep, and do the effects of 
watching. — In this slnmbry agitation, besides her 
walking and other actual performances, what, at 
any time, have you heard her say ? 

Gent. That, sir, which I will not report after her. 

Boot. You may, to me ; and ’tis most meet you 
should. 

Gent. Neither to you, nor any one ; having no 
witness to confirm my speech. 

Enter Ladp Macuuth, tclth a tape)\ 
ho you, here she comes ! This is her very guise 5 


SCENE I. — Dunsinane. A Room in the Castle. 
Enter a Doctor of Physic^ and a waiting Gentlewoman* 

Boot. I have two nights watched with you, but 
can perceive no truth in your report. When was it 
she last walked ? 

Gent. Since his majesty went into the field, I 
have seen her rise from her bed, throw her night- 
gown upon her, unlock her closet, take forth paper, 
fold it, write upon it, read it, afterwards seal it, 
and again return to bed ; yet ail this while in a 
most fast sleep. 


jt I 


Wliere sighs, and groans, and shrieks that rent the 
air, 

Are made, not mark’d ; where violent sorrow seems 
A modern ecstacy ; the dead man’s knell ^ 

Is there scarce ask’d, for who ; and good men’s 
Expire before the flowers in their caps, [lives 
Dying, or ere they sicken. 

Macd. O, relation, 

Too nice, and yet too true ! 
j^al. W'hat is the newest grief? 

Rosse. That of an hour’s age doth hiss the 
Each minute teems a new one. [speaker ; 

Macd. How does my wife ? 

Rosse. WTiy, well. 

3facd. And ah my children ? 

Rosse. Well too. 

Macd. The tyrant has not batter’d at their 
peace ? 

Rosse. No ; they were weU at peace, when I did 
leave them. 

Macd. Be not a niggard of your speech ; How 
goes it ? 

Rosse. When I came hither to transport the 
tidings, 

W^hich I have heavily borne, there ran a rumour 
Of many worthy fellows that were out ; 

Which was to my belief witness’d the rather. 

For that I saw the tyrant’s power a-foot : 

Now is the time of help ; your eye in Scotland 
Would create soldiers, make our women fight 
To doff their dire distresses. 

Mai Be it their comfort, 

We are coming thither : gracious England hath 
Lent us good Siward, and ten thousand men ; 

An older, and a better soldier, none 
That Christendom gives out. 

Rosse. ’Would I could answer 

This comfort with the like ! But I have words, 
That would be howl’d out in the desert air, 

Where hearing should not Igtch them. 

Macd. What concern they ? 

The general cause ? or is it a fee-grief, 

Due to some single breast ? 

Rosse. No mind, that’s honest, 

But in it shares some woe ; though the main part 
Pertains to you alone. 

Macd. If it be mine, 

Keep it not from me, quickly let me have it. 
Rosse. Let not your ears despise my tongue for 
ever. 

Which shall possess them with the heaviest sound 
That ever yet they heard. 

Macd. Humph ! I guess at it. 


Rosse. Your castle is surpris’d ; your wife, and 
babes, ' 

Savagely slaughter’d : to relate the manner, 

Were, on the quarry of these murder’d deer, 

To add the death of you. 

Mai. Merciful heaven ! — 

What, man ! ne’er pull your hat upon your brows ’ 
Give sorrow words : the grief, that does not speak] 
Whispers the o’er-frauglit heart, and bids it break! 
Macd. My children too ? 

Rosse. Wife, children, servants, all 

That could be found. 

Macd, ■ And I must be from thence ! 

My wife kilTcl too ? 

Rosse. ^ have said, 

3IaL Be comforted ; 

Let’s make us med’eines of our great revenge, 

To cure this deadly grief. 

Macd. He has no children. — All my pretty 
ones ? 

Did you say, all — 0, hell-kite ! — All? 

Wliat, all my pretty chickens, and their dam, 

At one fell swmop ? 

Mai. Dispute it like a man. 

Macd. I shall do so ; 

But I must also feel it as a man : 

I cannot but remember such things were, 

That were most precious to me. — Did heaven 
look on, 

And would not take their part ? Sinful Macduff, 
They were all struck for thee I naught that I am, 
Not for their own demerits, hut for mine, 

Fell slaughter on their souls : Heaven rest them 
now ! 

Mai. Be this the whetstone of your sword: let 
grief 

Convert to anger ; blunt not the heart, enrage it. 
Macd. O, I could play the woman with mine 
eyes, 

And braggart vrith my tongue ! — —But gentle 
Heaven, 

Cut short all intermission ; front to front, 

Bring thou this fiend of Scotland, and myself ; 
Within my sword’s length set him; if he ’scape, 
Heaven forgive him too ! 

Ma.l. This tune goes manly. 

Come, go we to the king ; our power is ready ; 
Our lack is nothing but our leave : Macbeth 
Is ripe for shaking, and the powers above 
Put on their instruments. Deceive what cheer you 
may ; 

The night is long, that never finds the day. 

[ExcEWt 
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i and, npon my life, .fast asleep. Observe ber : stand 
I close. 

i Boct. How .came sbe by tiiat light ? 
j Gent. it. stood by her : she lias light by 

I her contiEiiaily ; ’tis, her commaati. 

I Doct. You see, her eyes are open. i 

I Geni. Ay, but tiiei.r sense is shut. 

! , Dmt. What is It she does now ? Look how she 
I rubs .her hands. 

I , Gent li is an accustomed action with her, to 
I seem., thus washing her hands ; I have known her 
continue, in this a quarter of an hoar. 

. Lady M, Yet here’s a spot. 

, Doct. Hark, she speaks : I will set down what 
co.mes from her, to satisfy my remembrance the 
more strongly. 

Lady M. Out, damned spot ! out, I say ! — 

I One ; Two ; Why, then ’tis time to do’t : 

i Heli is murky ! — Fye, my lord, fye ! a soldier, 

} and aleard ? What need we fear who knows it, 

I wdien none can call our power to account ? — Yet 
i who would have thought- the old m.aa to have had 
; so much blood in, him ? 

I Doct. Do you mark that ? 

I Lady M. The thane of Fife had a wife ; W'here 

is she laow.^ \?hat, wiii these hands ne’er be 

dea'n? — No more o’that, mylord, no more O’that : 
you mar all with this starting. 

; Doct. Go to, go to ; you have known w-hat you 
should not. 

Geni, She has spoke what she should not, I 
am sure of that: Heaven knows what she has 
known. 

Lady M. Here’s the smell of the blood still : all 
the perfumes of Al-abia will not sweeten this little 
hand. Oh 1 oh 1 oh I 

I Doct. .What a sigh is there ! The heart is sorely 
charged. 

Gent. I would not have such a heart in my 
bosom, for the dignity of the whole body. 

Doct. Well, well, w’'ell, — 

Gent. Tray God, it be, sir. 

Doct, This disease is beyond my practice ; Yeti 
have known those which have walked in their sleep, 
who have died holily in their beds. 

Lady M. Wash your hands, put on your night- 
gown ; look not so pale : — I tell you yet again, 
Banquo’s buried ; he cannot come out of his grave. 

I Doct. ■ Even, so I 

I Lady M. To bed, to bed ; there’s knocking at 
! the gate. Come, come, come, come, give me your 
j hand ; Wliat’s done, cannot be undone ; To bed, 

; to bed, to bed. [Bunt lady Macbeth. 

Doct. Will she go now to bed? 

.1 Gent. Directly* 

Doct. Foul w'hisperings are abroad : Unnatural 
deeds . , 

Do breed unnatural troubles : Infected minds 
To their de.af pillows will discharge their secrets, 
hlore needs she the divine, than the physician. — 
God, God, forgi.ve us all ! - Look after her ; 

Remove from her the means of all annoyance, 

And still keep eyes upon her : — So, good night : 

.: My .mind she has mated, and amaz’d my - sight :■ , ■ 

I I think,, but dare not speak, 
j Gent Good night, good doctor. 

I . ^ . lExeunL 


■SCENE II. — The Country 7iear Du'S SIN \ 

Enter f with drum and colours, Mentbth, Gath.vess, i 
Ajstgus, Lenox, and Soldiers. ; 

Ment. The English power is near, led on by i 
Malcolm, i 

His uncle Siward, and the good Macdui*. 

Revenges bum in them : for their dear causes 
Would, to the bleedings and the grim alarm, 

Excite the mortified man. 

' Near wood I 

Shall we well meet them ; that way are they coming. : 
Cath. Who, knows, if Donalbain be wi.th liis ; 

brother ? j 

Len. For certain, sir, he is not : I have a file | 
Of ail the gentry ; there is Siward-’s son, I 

And many unrough youths, that eve.n now I 

Protest their first of manhood. | 

3fent. What does the tyrant ? i 

Cath. Great Dunsinane he strongly fortifies : ^ 

Some say lie’s mad ; others, that lesser hate him., j 

Do call it valiant fury : but, for certain, i 

He cannot buckle his distemper’d cause 
Within the belt of rule. 

Jny. Now does he feel I 

His secret murders sticking on his hands ; { 

Now minutely revolts upbraid his faith-breach ; 1 

Those he commands, move only in comuiaiid, | 

Nothing in love : now does he feel Ms title j 

Hang loose about him, like a giant’s robe j 

Upon a dwarfish thief. | 

Ment. Who then shall blame \ 

His pester’d senses to recoil, and start, i 

When all that is within Mm does condemn I 

Itself, for being there. 

Cath. WeE, march we on, 

To give obedience where ’tis truly ow’d : 

Meet we the medicin of the sickly weal : 

And with him pour we, in our country’s purge, 

Each drop of us. | 

Len. Or so much as it needs, I 

To dew the sovereign flower, and drown the weeds. 
Make we our march towards Birnam. 

lEjceunt, marckmg. 


SCENE III Dunsinane. A Room in the 

Castle. 

Enter BIacbbth, Doctor, and Attendants. 

Mach. Bring me no more reports ; let them fly all ; 
TiU Birnam wood remove to Dunsinane, 

I cannot taint -with fear. What’s the boy Malcolm? 
Was he not bom of woman ? The spirits that know | 
All mortal consequents pronounc’d me thus : j 

Fear 7Lot, Macbeth ,* no man, tfmds born of woman, j 
Shall e'er have power on thee. Then fly, false tiianes, j 
And mingle with the English epicures : j 

The mind I sway by, and the heart I bear, 

Shall never sagg with doubt, nor shake with fear. | 
Enter a Servant. ; 

The devil damn thee black, thou cream-fac’d loon 
Where got’st thou that goose look ? 

. Serv. There is ten thousand— ^ 1 

Mach. Geese, villain ? : | 

. Serv. .Soldiers, sir. 

Mach. ■ Go, prick thy .face, ani-. over-red thy fear, |. 
Thou lily-liver’d-boy., Wliat soiidiers, patch ? j 

Death of thy sould, those hues cheeks of thine ' ; j 
Are counsello.rs 'to'^ fear. What soldiers, wliey-iace .l , 
Serv. The English force, so please you, i 




SCENE IV. — Country near Dunsinane : A 
Wood in view. 

Enter, with drum and colours, ]\Ialcolm, old Siward, 
and his Son, Macduff, Menteth, Cathness, Angus, 
Lenox, Rossb, Soldiers, jwarcMw^. 

Mai. Cousins, I hope, the days are near at hand. 
That chambers will be safe. 

M^^> We doubt it nothing. 

Siw. What wood is this before us ? 

Ment. The wood of Birnam. 

Mai. Let every soldier hew him down a bough, 
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Mach. Take thy face hence. — Seyton ! — I am sick 
at heart, 

When I behold— Seyton, I say ! — ^This push 
WTU cheer me ever, or disseat me now. 

I have liv’d long enough : my way of life 
Is fall’n into the sear, the yellow leaf : 

And that which should accompany old age, 

As honour, love, obedience, troops of friends, 

I must not look to have ; but, in their stead, 
Curses not loud, hut deep, mouth-honour, breath. 
Which the poor heart would fain deny, but dare 

Seyton! [not. 

Enter Seyton. 

Sey. What is your gracious pleasure 
Mach. What news more ? 

Sey. All is confirm’d, my lord, which was re- 
ported. 

Mach. I’ll fight, tiU from my bones my fiesh be 
Give me my armour. [hack’d. 

Sey. ’Tis not needed yet. 

• Mach. I’ll put it on. 

Send out more horses, skirr the country round ; 
Hang those that talk of fear. — Give me mine ar- 
mour, — 

How does your patient, doctor ? 

Doct. Not so sick, my lord, 

As she is troubled with thick- coming fancies, 

That keep her from her rest. 

Mach. Cure her of that : 

Canst thou not minister to a mind diseas’d ; 

Pluck from the memory a rooted sorrow ; 

' jEaze out the written troubles of the brain ; 

7 And, with some sweet oblivious antidote, 
i Cleanse the stuff’d bosom of that perilous stuff, 
W^hich weighs upon the heart } 

Doct. Therein the patient 

Must minister to himself. 

Mach. Throw physic to the dogs, I’ll none of 
it: — 

Come, put mine armour on ; give me my staff : — 
Seyton, send out. — Doctor, the thanes fly from 
me : — 

Come, sir, despatch: — If thou could’ st, doctor, cast 
The water of my land, find her disease, 

And purge it to a sound and pristine health, 

I would applaud thee to the very echo. 

That should applaud again. — Pull’t off, I say. — 
What rhubarb, senna, or what purgative drug, 
W^ould scour these English hence ? — Hearest thou 
of them ? 

Boct. Ay, my good lord j your royal preparation 
Makes us hear something. 

Mach. Bring it after me 

I win not be afraid of death and bane, 

Till Bimam forest come to Dunsinane. lExit. 

Doct. Were I from Dunsinane away and clear. 
Profit again should hardly draw me here. {Exit. 


ACT V. 


And bear’t before him ; thereby shall we shadow 
The numbers of our host, and make discovery 
Err in report of us. 

Sold. It shall be done. 

^Siw. We learn no other, but the confident tyrant 
Keeps still in Dunsinane, and will endure 
Our setting down before’t. 

Mai. ^ ’Tis his main hope ; 

For where there is advantage to be given. 

Both more and less have given him the revolt • 
And none serve with him bnt constrained things, 
Whose hearts are absent too. 

Macd. Let our just censures 

Attend the true event, and put w^e on 
Industrious soldiership. 

Siio. The time approaches, 

That will with due decision make ns know 
Whut w^e shall say we have, and what we owe. 
Thoughts speculative their unsure hopes relate ; 
But certain issue strokes must arbitrate 
Towards winch, advance the wuir. 

\Exmnt, marching. 


SCENE V. — Dunsinane. Withhi the Caatle. 

Enter, with drums and colours, I^Ucbeth, Seyton, and 
Soldiers. 

Mach. liang out our banners on the outward 
walls ; 

Tlie cry is still, They come : Our castle’s strength 
Will laugh a siege to scorn : here let them lie, 

Till famine, and the ague, eat them up : 

Were they not forc’d with those that should be ours, i 
We might have met them dareful, beard to beard, 
And beat them backw^ard home. What is that 
noise 1 [^4 cry within, of women. 

Sey. It is the cry of wmmen, my good lord. 

Mach. I have almost forgot the taste of fears : 
The time has been, my senses would have cool’d 
To bear a night-shriek ; and my fell of hair 
Would at a dismal treatise rouse, and stir 
As life wrere in’t : I have supp'd full with horrors; 
Direness, familiar to my slaught’roiis thoughts, 
Cannot once start me. — Wherefore w^as that cry? 
Sey. The queen, my lord, is dead. 

Mach. She sliould have died hereafter ; 

There w'ould have been a time for such a word.— 
To-morrow, and to-morrow', and to-morrow 
Creeps in this petty pace from day to day, 

To the last syllable of recorded time ; 

And all our yesterdays have lighted fools 
The way to dusty death. Out, out, brief candle! 
Life’s but a walking shadow' ; a poor player, 

That struts and frets his hour upon the stage, 

And then is heai'd no more : it is a tale 
Told by an idiot, full of sound and fury, 

Signifying nothing., 

Enter a Messenger. 

Thou com’st to use thy tongue ; thy story quickly. 

Mess. Gracious my lord, 

I shall report that which I say I saw, 

But know not how to do it, 

Mach. Well, say, sir. 

Mess. As I did stand my watch upon the hill. 

1 look’d toward Birnam, and anon, methought, 

The wood began to move. 

Mach. Liar, and slave ! 

[Striking him. 

Mess. Let me endure your wrath, if ’t be not so, 


SCENE VII. 


MACBETH. . 
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• Within this three mile may you see it coming ; 

I say, a moving grove, 

Mach. If. thou speak^st false, 

Upon the next tree shalt thou hang alive, 

Till famine cling thee : if thy speech be sooth, 

I care not if thou dost for me as much. — 

I pail in resolution ; and begin 
To doubt the equivocation of the fiend, 

•That lies like truth : Fear not, till Birnam wood 
Do come to Duminmie and now a 'wood 
Comes toward Diinsinane, — Arm, arm, and out!— 
If this, which he avouches, does appear, 

There, is nor flying hence .nor 'tarrying here. 

I ’gin to be a-weary of the sun, 

And wish the estate o’the world were now undone. — 
Ring the alarum bell : — Blow wind ! come, wrack I 
At least we’li di.e with harness on our back. 


I , SCENE VI . — The same. A Plain before the 
Castle. 

Enter, with drums and coUmrs, Malcolm, old Siiva'iib, 
Macduff, <^-c. and their Army, with boughs. 

Mai. Now, near enough ; your leavT- screens 
I throw down, 

I And show like those you are : — You, worthy uncle, 

I Shall, with my cousin, your right-noble son, 

I Lead our fi,rst battle : w'orthy Macduff, and we, 
j Shall take upon us what else remains to do, 
According to our order. 

Siw. Fare you well — 

Do we but find the tyrant’s power to-night, 

Let us be beaten, if we cannot fight. 

Macd. Make ail our trumpets speak ; give them 
all breath, 

Those clamorous harbingers of blood and death. 

lExeunt. Alarums continued. 


j SCENE VII. — The same. Another part of the 
plain. 

Enter IV-Licbeth. 

Macb. They have tied me to a stake ; I cannotfly, 
But, bear-like, I must fight the course. — ^What’s he, 
That was not born of woman ? Such a one 
; Am I to fear, or none, 
i Enter young Shvard. 

j Yo. Siw. What is thy name 
i Macb. Thoul’t be afraid to hear it. 

Yo, She. No; though thou call’ st thyself a hotter 
name 

Than any is in hell. 

Alach. My name’s Macbeth. 

Yo. Siw. The devil himself could not pronounce 
I a title ' ■ ■ 

‘ More hateful to mine ear. 

I , Mach.^ . . No, nor more fearful. 

, Yo. Siw. Thou liest, abhorred tyrant ; with my 
sw'ord 

; I’ll prove the lie thou speak’st. 

, {They fight, and young Siward Is slain. 

Maoh. Thou wast born of woman.— 

' But swords I smile at, weapons laugh to scorn, 

‘ Brandish’d by man that’s of a woman born. {Ewit. 
j'. Alarums. iS'wtesr M acduff. 

I Macd. That way the noise is: — ^Tyi-ant,. show 
i thy face: 

I if thou be’st slain, and with no stroke of mine, 
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My wife and children’s ghosts will haunt me still, i 
I cannot strike at wretched kenies, 'whose arms 
Are hir’ d to bear their staves ; either thou, hi acbeth, I 
Or else my sword, with an unbatter’d edge, | 

I sheathe again undeeded. There thou sliould’st be ; 
By this great clatter, one of greatest note 
Seems bruited. Let me find Mm, fortuiie 
And more I beg not. Alarum. 

Enter IVLilcol-vi and old Siward. 

Siw. This way, my lord ; — the castle’s gently 
render’d : 

The tyrant’s people on both sides do fight :. | 

The noble thanes do bravely in the war ; i 

The day almost itself professes youi'S, f 

And little is to do. j 

Mai. We have met 'with foes j 

That strike beside us. ! 

Shv. Enter, sir, the castle. j 

{Exeunt Alarum. | 
Re-enter Macbeth. I 

Mach. VTiy should I play the Roman fool, and 
die 

On mine own sword whiles I see lives, the gashes 
Do better upon them. 


Re-enter Macduff. | 

Macd. Turn, hell-ho'und, turn. ! 

Mach. Of all men else I have avoided thee : - 

But get thee back, my soul is too much charg’d i 

With blood of thine Mready. i 

Macd. I have no words, i 

My voice is in my sword ; thou bloodier villain i 

Than terms can give thee out ! {TheyfujUt. | 

Macb. Thou losest labour : ! 

As easy may’st thou the intrenchant air 
With thy keen sword impress, as make me bleed : ! 

Let fall thy blade on vulnerable crests ; ! 

I bear a charmed life, which must not yield I 

To one of w'oman born. I 

Macd. Despair thy charm ; 1 

And let the angel, whom thou still hast serv’d, j 
Tell thee, Macduff w^as from his mother’s womb ' 
Untimely ripp’d. j 

Mach, Accursed be that tongue that tells me so, I 
For it hath cow’d my better part of man ! 1 

And be these juggling fiends no more believ’d, 1 
That palter with us in a double sense ; \ 

That keep the word of promise to our ear, i 

And break it to our hope. — I’ll not fight with thee, j 
Macb. Then yield thee, coward, ! 

And live to be the show and gaze o’the time. i 

We’ll have thee, as our rarer monsters are, 1 

Painted upon a pole ; and underwrit, s 

Here may you see the tyrant. | 

Macb. , I’ll not yield, | 

To kiss the ground before young Malcolm’s feet, i 
And to be baited with the rabble’s curse. I 

Though Birnam wood be come to Dunsinane, 

And thou oppos’d, being of no woman bom, 

Yet I will try the last : Before my body 
I throw my warlike sMeld : lay on, Macduff ; 

And damn’d be him- that -first cries, Hold, enough, ! ' 

[ExcMK-i, fighting. | 


Retreat. Flourish. Re-enter wUh drum and eoUurs, 
; Malcolm, oM Siward, Bosse, Lbwx, .Angus, CathxVess, 
Menteth, Soldiers. 

■ Mai , ' I would, the friends we miss were safe 
arriv’d. 

Siw, Some must go off’; and yet, by these I see, 
So great a day as this is cheaply bought. 








MACBETH, 


The usurper’s cursed head : the time is free : 

I see thee compass’d with thy kingdom’s pearl 
That speak my salutation in their minds • ’ 

TiTiose voices I desire aloud with mine 

Hail, king of Scotland ! ’ 

King of Scotland, hail ! 

{.FlouHsli, 

Mai. We shall not spend a large expense of time, 
Before we reckon with your several loves, 

And make us even with you. My thanes and 
kinsmen, 

Henceforth be earls, the first that ever Scotland 
In such an honour nam’d. What’s more to do 
Which would be planted newly with the time,— 
As calling home our exil’d friends abroad, 

That fled the snares of watchful tyranny ; 
Producing forth the cruel ministers 
Of this dead butcher, and his fiend-like queen *. 
Who, as ’tis thought, by self and violent hands 
Took off her life This, and what needful else 
That calls upon us, by the grace of Grace, 

We will perform in measure, time, and place : 

So thanks to all at once, and to each one, 

Whom we iiwite to see us cro^^m’d at Scone. 

iFlouvisiu Exmml 


Mai. Macduff is mksing, and your noble son. 
Rom. Your son, my lord, has paid a soldier’s 
debt : 

He only liv’d but till he was a man ; 

The which no sooner had his prowess confirm’d 
In the unshrinking station where he fought, 

But like a man he died. 

Siw. Then he is dead ? 

Rosse. Aj, and brought off the field : your 
cause of sorrow 

Must not be measm-’d by his worth, for then 
It hath no end. 

Siw. Had he his hm'ts before ? 

Rosse. Ay, on the front. 

Siw. Why, then, God’s soldier be he 1 

Had I as many sons as I have hairs, 

I would not wish them to a fairer death : 

And so Ms kneU is knoll’ d. 

Mai. He’s worth more sorrow, 

And that I’ll spend for him. 

Siw. He’s worth no more ; 

They say, he parted well, and paid Ms score : 

So, God be with him ! — Here comes newer comfort. 
Re-enter Macduff, with Macbeth’s head on a pole. 

Macd. Hail, king i for so thou art : Behold, 
where stands 




KING JOHN. 
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SCENE , — Sometimes in England, and sometimes in Frankie. 


ACT I. 


SCENE L — Northampton. A Room of State 
in ike Palace, 

Enter King John, Queen Elinor, Pembroke, Essex, 
Salisbury, and others, with Cjeiatillon. 

King John, Now, Cliatiilon, what would 
France with us ? 

Chat, Thus, after greeting, speaks the king of 
France, 

In my behaviour, to the majesty, 

The borrow’d majesty of England here. 

Eli. A strange beginning ; — borrow’d majesty S 
K. John. Silence, good mother ; hear the em- 
bassy. 

Chat. Philip of France, in right|and true behalf 
Of thy deceased brother Geffrey’s son, 

Arthur Plantagenet, lays most lawful claim 
To this fair island, and the territories ; 

To Ireland, Poictiers, Anjou, Touraine, Maine : 
.Desiring thee to lay aside the sword, 

Which sways usurpingiy these several titles ; 

And put the same into young Arthur’s hand. 

Thy nephew and right royal sovereign. 

k. John. What follows, if we disallow of this ? 
Chat. The proud controui of fierce and bloody 
war, 

To enforce these rights so forcibly withheld. 
K.iJohn. Here have we war for w’ar, and blood 
' for blood, , 

Controlment for controlment ; so answer France. 

Chat. Then take my king’s defiance from my 
The furthest limit of my embassy. {mouth, : 

K. John. Bear mine to him, and so depart in 
peace : 

Be thou as lightning in the eyes of France ; , 


For ere thou canst report I will be there, 

The thunder of my cannon shall be heard : 

So, hence 1 Be thou the tnimpet of our wrath, 
And sullen presage of your own decay, — 

An honourable conduct let him have : — • 

Pembroke, look to’t : Farewell, Chatiiion. 

lExemit Chatillon and Pembroke. 
Eli, What now, my son ? have I not ever said, 
How that ambitious Constance would not cease, 
Till she had kindled France, and ail the world, 
Upon the right and party of her son ? 

This might have been prevented, and made whole, 
With very easy arguments of love ; 

Which now the manage of two kingdoms must 
WTth fearful bloody issue arbitrate. 

K. John. Our strong possession, and our riglit, 
for us. 

Eli. Your strong possession, much more than 
your right ; 

I Or else it must go wrong with you, and me : 
i So much my conscience whispers in your ear ; 

I Which none but heaven, and you, and I, shall hear, 

j Enter the Sheriff of Northamptonsliire, who ichispers 
j Essex. 

I Essex. My liege, here is the strangest controversy, , 

Come from the country to be judged by you, 

That e’er I heard : Shall I produce the men ? 

K. John. 'Let them approach. — lExit Sheriff. , 

Our abbeys, and our priories, shaH pay 

Ee-enter Sheriff, with Robert .FAULCOOTBroGE, anc? Pbiup, 
his bastard Brother. 

This espedirion’s charge. — ‘What men are you ? 

Bast. Your faithful subject I, a gentleman, 

Born in Northamptonshire ; and eldest son, 




''fvJ: 






KING JOHN, 


Your father’s wife did after wedlock bear him : 
And, if she did play false, the fault was hers ; 
■Which fault lies on the hazards of all husbands 
That marry wives. Tell me, how if my brother 
Who, as you say, took pains to get this son, 
Had of your father claim’d this sou for his ? 

In sooth, good friend, your father miffht bf! 


As I suppose, to Eobert Faulconbridge ; 

A soldier, by the honour-giving hand 
Of Cosur-de-lion knighted in the field, 

K, John, "What art thou ? 

Rob, The son and heir to that same Faulcon- 
bridge. 

IT Tnhn Tc; fhaf" the elder and art thou the heir i 


I 


SCENE I. 


KINO JOHN. 


A landless knight makes thee a landed 'squire. 

come, Richard; we must speed 
f France ; for it is more than need. 

asi. Brother, adieu ; Good fortune come to 
for tliou wast got i'the way of honesty [thee ! 

the Bastard' 

A toot of honour better than I was ; 

But many a many foot of land the worse. 

well, now can I make any Joan a lady : 

Good dm, Au'r RichaTd,~^God-a^meTcv, fellow 

And If his name be George, I’ll call him Peter ; 
i or new-made honour doth forget men’s names ; 

lis too respective, and too sociable, 

For your conversion. Now your traveller, 

He and Ms tooth-pick at my worship's mess : 

And when my knightly stomach .is suffic'd, 
why then I suck my teeth, and catechise 

My picked man of countries : My dear sir, 

{ riiiis, .leaning on my elbow, I begin,) 

J shall beseech you— That is questioE now ; 
Arid_tl:ien. comes answer like an ABC-book 
O, sir, says answer, ai your best command ; 

\r employment ; at your service, sir : 

Ao szr, says question, /, sweet sir, at yours : 
And^so, ere answer knows what question w^ouid, 
(feaying m dialogue of compliment ; 

And talking of the Alps, and Apennines, 

The Pyrenean, and the river Po,) 

It draws toward supper in conclusion so. 

But this IS worshipful society, 

And fits the mounting spirit, like my, seif : 
hor he is but a bastard to the time, 

That doth not smack of observation ; 

(And so am I, whether I smack, or no :) 

And not alone indiabit and device, 

Exterior form, outward accoutrement ; 

But from the inward motion to deliver 
Sweet, sweet, sweet poison for the age’s tooth : 
which, though I will not practise to deceive, 

Yet, to avoid deceit, I mean to learn ; 

For It shall strew the footsteps of my rising. — 

But who comes in such haste, in riding robes? 

^hat woman -post is this ? hath she no husband, 
ihat will take pains to blow a horn before her ? 

, Sfiter Lady Faxjiconbridgje, and James Gurney. 

O me ! It is my mother How now, good lady > 

VV hat brings you here to court so hastily ? 

Lady F, Where is that slave, thy brother? 
where is he ? 

That holds in chase mine honour up and down ? 

n I'll ? old sir Robert’s son ? 

Golbrand tbe giant, that same mighty man ? 

Robert’s son, that you seek so ? 
y F. Sir Robert’s son ! Ay, thou unreverend 
boy. 




Sir Robert’s son : Why scom’st thou at sir Robert ’ 
He IS sir Robert’s son ; and so art thou. 

fy thougire us leave a 
Gar. Good leave, good Philip. Twhile? 

Philip .^-.sparrowI-James' 

There s toys abroad ; anon I’U teU thee more. 

Madam I was not old sir Robert’s sonT"""'"™"' 
bir Robert might have eat his part in me 
Gpon Good-Fnday, and ne’er broke his fast • 

Sir Robert could do well; Marry (to confess ') 
Could he get me .- Sir Robert could not do it • 

A e know Ms handy work -.—Therefore, good 
To whom am I beholden for these Hmbs ? fmoriier 
Sir Robert never holp to make this leg. ’ 

Lady F. Hast thou conspired with thv brother 
too, ' 

That foi thine own gain should'st defend mire 

honour ? 

f untoward knave I 

Bast. knight, good mother,— .Basiiisco- j 

t^ubb'd; I have it on my shoulder. | 
But. mother, ^ I am not sir Robert’s son, : ! 

I have disclaim’d sir Robert, and my land • ! 

Legitimation, name, and ail is gone* ' i' 

Then, good my mother, let me'know mv father • * 

Some proper man, I hope ; Who was it, mother ^ 
A«dy F. Hast thou denied thyself a Faiilcoci 
' ^ «^eviL [bridge? 

■Rm In ^ A Hichard Cceur-de-l.ion was tbv 
By long and vehement suit I was seduc’d [father- 

I o make room for him in my husband’s bed 1 

Heaven lay not my transgression to my charge !-. 
issue of my dear offence, 

Inch was so strongly urg’d, past my defence. 

Now, by this light, were I to get again, 
Madam, I would not wish a better father, 
borne sins do bear their privilege on earth. 

And so doth yours ; your fault was not your follv • 
Needs must you lay your heart at his dispose,—' ‘ 

Subjected tribute to commanding love, 

Apinst whose fury and unmatched force 
The awless lion could not wage the 
Nor keep his princely heart from Richard's hand 
He, that perforce robs lions of their hearts, 

May easily win a woman's. Ay, my mother, 
ith all my heart I thank thee for my father * 

vwu thou did’st not well 

M hen I was got, I’ll send his soul to hell. 

Lome, lady, I will show thee to my kin : 

Richard me Wot. 
said him nay, it had been sin : 

Who says it was, he lies ; I say, ’twas not. j 

[Fa-euMt* j 


ACT 

SCENE I.— France. Mefore the Walls of | 

.ANGIE.RS, j 

Enter 07 h one side, the Archduke of Austria, and Forces • 
on the other, Philip, Kiny of France, and Forces: Lewis 

Constance, ARTHUR, Attendants. 

Lmv. Before Angiers well met, brave Austria.— - 
Arthur, that great fore-runner of thy blood, 

Richard, that robb’d tho Imn a? Lie Lci«w+- 


— - — , iv/i«-iuuuci ui illy Diooa 

Richard, that robb’d the Hon of his heart 
And fought the holy wars in Palestine, 


ii. 

By this brave duke came early to Ms grave: 

And, for amends to his posterity, 

At our importance hither is he come, 

To spread his colours, ooy, in thy behalf; 

And to rebuke the usurpation 
Of thy unnatural uncle, English John ; 

Embrace Mm, love Mm, give him welcome hither. 

God shall forgive you Cceur-de-iion’s death 
Ihe rather, that you give Ms offspring life, 







KING JOHN. 


Shadowing their right under your wings of war : 

I give you welcome with a powerless hand, 

But with a heart full of unstained love : 
lYelcome before the gates of Angiers, duke, [right ? 
Lew, A noble boy ! Who would not do thee 
Aust. Upon thy cheek lay I this zealous kiss, 
As seal to this indenture of my love ; 

That to my home I will no more return, 

Till Angiers, and the right thou hast in France, 
Together with that pale, that white-fac’d shore. 
Whose foot spurns back the ocean’s roaring tides, 
And coops from other lands her islanders, 

Even till that England, hedg'd in with the main, 
That water-waUed bulwark, still secure 
And confident from foreign purposes, 

Even till that utmost corner of the west 
Salute thee for her ming : till then, fair boy, 

Will I not think of home, but follow arms. 

Const. O, take his mother's thanks, a widow's 
thanks, 

Till your strong hand shall help to give him strength, 
To make a more requital to your love. 

Aust. The peaceof heaven is theirs, that lift their 
In such a just and charitable war. [swords 

K. Phi. Well then, to work ; our cannon shall 
be bent 

Against the brows of this resisting town. 

Cdl for our chiefest men of discipline, 

To cull the plots of best advantages : — 

We’ll lay before this town our royal hones, 

Wade to the market-place in Frenchmen's blood, 
But we will make it subject to this boy. 

Const. Stay for an answer to yonr embassy, 

Lest unadvis’d you stain your swords with blood: 
My lord Chatillon may from England bring 
That right in peace, which here we urge in wai* ; 
And then we shall repent each drop of blood, 

That hot rash haste so indirectly shed. 

Enter Chatillon. 

E. Phi. A wonder, lady 1 — lo, upon thy wish, 
Our messenger Chatillon is arriv'd. — 

What England says, say briefly, gentle lord, 

We coolly pause for thee ; Chatillon, speak. 

Chat. Then turn your forces from this paltry siege, 
And stir them up against a mightier task. 

England, impatient of your just demands, 

Hath put himself in arms ; the adverse winds. 
Whose leisure I have staid, have given him time 
To land his legions all as soon as I : 

His marches are expedient to this town, 

His forces strong, his soldiers confident. 

With him along is come the mother-queen, 

An Ate, stirring him to blood and strife ; 

With her her niece, the lady Blanch of Spain 
With them a bastard of the king deceased : 

And all the unsettled humours of the land, — 

Rash, inconsiderate, fiery, voluntaries, 

With ladies' faces, and fierce dragons' spleens, — 
Have sold their fortunes at their native homes, 
Bearing their birthrights proudly on theii* backs, 
To make a hazard of new fortunes here. 

In brief, a braver choice of dauntless spirits, 

Than now the English bottoms have waft o'er, 

Did never fioat upon the swelling tide, 

To do offence and scath in Christendom. 

The interruption of their churlish drums 

ilfrums beat 

Cuts off more circumstance : they are at hand, 

To parley, or to fight; therefore, prepare. 


If not ; bleed France, and peace ascend to heaven ! 
Whiles we, God's wrathful agent, do correct 
Their proud contempt that beat his peace to heaven. 

E. Phi. Peace be to England ; if that war return 
From France to England, there to live in peace! 
England we love ; and, for that England’s sake, 
With burden of our armour here we sweat : 

This toil of ours should be a work of thine ; 

But thou from loving England art so far, 

That thou hast under-wrought his lawful king, 

Cut oft' the sequence of posterity, 

Outfaced infant state, and done a rape 
Upon the maiden virtue of the cromi. 

Look here upon thy brother Geft'rey's face ; — 
These eyes, these brows, were moulded out of his: 
This little abstract doth contain that large, 

"Which died in Geffrey ; and the hand of time 
Shall draw this brief into as huge a volume. 

That Geffrey was thy elder brother born, 

And this his son ; England was Geft'rey's right, 
And this is Geffrey's : In the name of God, 

Plow comes it then, that thou art call'd a king, 
Wlien living blood doth in these fern pies beat, 
MTiicli owe the crown that thou o'er-masterest ? 
K. John. From whom hast thou this great com- 
mission, France, 

To draw my answer from thy articles? 

E. Phi. From that supernal judge, that stirs 
good thoughts 

In any breast of strong authority, 

To look into the blots and stains of right. 

That judge hath made me guardian to this boy 
Under whose warrant, I impeach thy wrong ; 

And, by whose help, I mean to chdstise it. 

E. John. Alack, thou dost usurp authority. 

E. Phi. Excuse ; it is to beat usurping down. 
Eli. Who is it, thou dost call usurper, France ? 
Const. Let me make answer ; — thy usurping son. 
Eli. Out, insolent ! thy bastard shall be king ; 
That thou may’st be a queen, and check the world! 

Const. My bed was ever to thy son as true, 

As thine was to thy husband : and this boy 
Liker in feature to Iiis father Geffrey, 

Than thou and John in manners ; being as like, 

As rain to water, or devil to his dam. 

My boy a bastard ! By my soul, I think, 

His father never was so true begot ; 

It cannot be, an if thou wert his mother. 

Eli. There’s a good mother, boj?*, that blots tby 
father. 

Const. There's a good grandam, boy, that would 
Aust. Peace I [blot thee. 

Bast Hear the crier. 

Aust. What the devil art thou ? 

Bast One that will play the devil, sir, with you, 
An 'a may catch your hide and you alone. 

You are the hare of whom the pi-overb goes, 
Whose valour plucks dead lions by the beai’d ; 


li 


KING JOHN. 


[ I 11 smoKe your skin-coat, an I catch you rirfit • 

I Sirrah, look to’t ; I will, i’faitL ’ 

Blanch. O, weil did he become that lion’s robe 
That did disrobe the lion of that robe ! ’ 

Bast It lies as sightly on the back of Mm, 

As great Alcides' shoes upon an ass : — 

But, ass, Fli take that burden from your back ; 

Oi lay on that, shall make your shoulders crack. 

-.^"^'a^cracker is this same, that deafs our ears 
with tins abuiidaiice of superfluous breath ? 
i K. PM. Le-Rus, determine what we shaE do 
I , straight ■ 

j Lew. Women, and fools, break off your con- 
I ference. — 

I King John, this, is. the veiy sum of aU,— - 
I England, and Ireland, Anjou, Touraine, Maine, 

I la^ right of Arthur .do I claim of thee : 

I Wilt thou resign them, and lay down thy arms ? 

I K. John. M.y life as soon : — I do defy thee 
I ^ France. 

Arthur of Bretagne, yield thee to my hand ; 

And, out of my dear love, I’ll give thee more 
Ihan e er the coward hand of France can win : 
bubniit thee, boy. 

^ Come to thy gra.ndam, child. 

Const Do, child, go to iV grandam, child ; 
u'lve grandam kingdom, and it’ grandam will 
, Cive it a p,!u'm, a cherry, and a fig : 

There s a good grandam. 

Jrth, GqqjI mother, peace ! 

I would, that I were low laid in my grave ; 

^ coil tliat^s made for me. 

■Eh. His mother shames him so, poor boy, he 
w'e.eps. 

Cowsi?. Nowsham^upon you, whe’r she does, or no ! 
His grandam’s wrongs, and not Ms mother’s shames, 

i^awthose heaven-moving pearls from his poor eyes, 

W Inch heaven shall take in nature of a fee ; 

Ay, with these crystal beads heaven shall be brib’d 
lo CIO him justice, and revenge on you. 

I EH. Thou monstrous slanderer of heaven and 
earth i 

C 07 ist Thou monstrous injui-er of heaven and 
earth ! 

Call not me slanderer ; thou, and thine, usurp 
and rights, 

Of this oppressed boy : This is thy eldest son’s son, 
intortunate in nothing but in thee ; 

Thy sins are visited in this poor child ; 

The canon of the law is laid on him, 

Being hut the second generation 
Kemoved from thy sin-conceiving womb. 

A. John. Bedlam, have done. 

^ ^ say,-- 

w plagued for her sin, 

But God hath made her sin and her the plague 
Un this removed issue, plagu’d for her, " 

And with her plague, her sin ; his injury 
Her injury, — the beadle to her sin ; 

All punish’d in the person of tMs child, 
xlnd ah for her ; A plague upon her ! 

Elt Thou unadvised scold, I can produce 
A will, that bars the title of thy son. 

Co'nst. Ay, who doubts that.> a wiE ! a ^vicked ' 
:WEi ; i 

A woman’s will ; a canker’d grandam’s wiE ! 

? pause, or be more tempe- 
it 111 beseems this presence, to cry aim [rate : 

To these iE- tuned repetitions. — * ' 

Some trumpet summon hither to the walls ; ' 


j T^se men of Anglers ; let us hear them speak, 
j \v nose- title they admit, Arthur’s or John’s. 

'J I 

j Trumpets sound. Enter Citizens upon the walls. 

! warn’d us to the walk^ 

. \ A. Pm. Tis France, for England. 

I E. John. ^ England, for itself: 

I Anglers, and my loving subjects.— 

5 I AT. PM. Ion loving men of Anglers, Arthur's 
I subjects, 

I Out trampet caU’d you to this gentle parle. 

j K. John. For oar advantage Therefore, hear 

; US first. . 

I These flags , of France, that^ are advanced here 
j Before the eye and prospect of your town, 

: Have hither march’d to your endamagement * 

The cannons have their bowels full of 'wrath ; ' 

And ready mounted are they, to spit forth I 

iheir iron indignation ’gainst your wMi® * i 

All preparation for a bloody siege, 

And merciless proceeding by these French, I 

Coiffront your city’s eyes, your winking gates i 
but for ^our approach, those sleeping stones, I 
i ihaL as a waist do girdle you about, ’ • 

i By the compulsion of their ordnance 
; By this time from their fixed beds of lime ! 

I Had been dishabited, and wide havoc made j 

ror bloody power to rush upon your peace. < 

But, on the sight of us, your lawful kiog,!— ] 
M ho painfully, with much expedient march, 

Have brought a countercheck before your gates, I 
To save unscratch’d your city’s threaten’d cheeks,— i 
Behold, the French, amaz’d, vouchsafe a parle : ^ 

And now, instead of buEets wrapp’d in fire, i 

To make a shaking fever in your walls, ’ ; 

^ey shoot but calm woi'ds, folded up in smoke ’ 

10 make a faithless error in your ears : i 

■VVEiich trust accordingly, kind citizens,* I 

And let us in, your king ; whose labour’d spirits, j 

horweaned m this action of swift speed, j 

Crave harbourage witMn your city walls. [ 

K. Philip. When I ha.Te said, make answer to i 
us both. i 

Lo, in this right hand, whose protection 1 

Is most divinely vow’d upon the right ! 

Of him it holds, stands young Plantagenet ; ■ 

Son to the elder brother of this man,'' ’ ■ 

And king o’er him, and ail that he enjoys : ; 

For this down-trodden equity, we tread . 

In warlike march these greens before vour town ; | 

Being no further enemy to you, " ’ f 

Than the constraint of hospitable zeal, 

In the reEef of this oppressed child, i 

Religiously provokes. Be pleased then = 

To pay that duty, wMch you truly owe^ i 

To him that owes it ; namely, tMs voung prince : i 
And then our arms, Eke to a muz.zied bear, . I 
Save in asptot, have aE offence seal’d up ; 

Our cannons’ maEce vainly shaE be spent 
Against the invulnerable clouds of heaven : 

And, with a blessed. and unves:’d retire, : 

With unhack’d swords, and helmets aE iinbruisM, ' 
We wEl bear home that lusty blood again, 

WMch here we came to spout against your tovrn. 

And leave your oMIdren, -wives, .and you, in neace. j. 
But if you fondly pass our proffer’d offer, 

’Tis not the roundure of your old-fac’d walls 
Can hide you from our messengers of war ; 

Though :aE..-these English, .and the.ir di;Scip,:liEef - 1 
Were harbour’d in their rude circumference | 


-Ip 


k 


fi 

■f.. 







m 


KING JOHN. 



ACT II. 


Then, tell us, shall your city call us lord, 

In that behalf which we have challeng'd it? 

Or shall we give the signal to our rage, 

And stalk in blood to our possession ? 

1 Cit. In brief, we are the king of England's 
subjects ; 

For him, and in his right, we hold this town. 

K. John, Acknowledge then, the king, and let 
me in. 

1 Cit. That can we not: but he that proves the 
king, 

To him will we prove loyal ; till that time, 

Have we ramm’d up our gates against the world. 

K. John. Doth not the crown of England prove 
the king ? 

And, if not that, 1 bring you ^^ntnesses, 

Twice fifteen thousand hearts of England's breed. — 
Bast. Bastards, and else. 

K. John. To verify our title with their lives. 

K. Phi. As many, and as well-bom bloods as 

Bast. Some bastards too. [those, 

K. Phi. Stand in his face to contradict his 
claim. 

1 Cit. Till you compound whose right is wor- 
thiest. 

We, for the worthiest, hold the right from both. 

K. John. Then God forgive the sin of aU those 
That to their everlasting residence, [souls, 

Before the dew of evening fall, shall fleet, 

In dreadful trial of our kingdom's king ! 

E. PM, Amen, Amen ! — Mount chevaliers I to 
arms ! 

Bast. St. George, — that swing’d the dragon, and 
' e'er since, 

Sits on his horseback at mine hostess' door, 

Teach us some fence ! — Sirrah, were I at home, 

At your den, sirrah, [to "Austria] with your 
I'd set an ox-head to your lion's hide, [lioness, 
And make a monster of you. 

Aust. Peace ! no more. 

Bast. 0, tremble; for you hear the lion roar. 

K. John. Up higher to the plain; where we'll 
set forth, 

In best appointment, aU our regiments. 

Bast. Speed then to take advantage of the field. 

E. Phi. It shah, be so ; — [ifo Lewis] and at the 

other hill 

Command the rest to stand.— God, and our right ! 

iEcceunt. 

SCENE ll.—The same. 

Alarums and Excursions ; then a Retreat. Enter a 
French Herald, with trum^eUy to the gates. 

F. Her. You men of Anglers, open wide your 

gates, 

And let young Arthur, duke of Bretagne, in ; 

Who, by the hand of France, this day hath made 
Much work for tears in many an English mother, 
Whose sons lie scatter'd on the bleeding ground ; 
Many a widow's husband groveling lies, 

Coldly embracing the discolour'd earth ; 

And victory, with little loss, doth play 
Upon the dancing banners of the French ; 

Who are at hand, triumphantly display'd, 

To enter conquerors, and to proclaim 
Arthur of Bretagne, England’s king, and yours. 
Enter an English Herald, with trumpets. 

E. Her. Rejoice, you men of Angiers, ring your 
bells ; I 


King John, your king and England's, doth an 
Commander of this hot malicious day ! [proach' 
Their armours, that march'd hence so silver-brio-ht 
Hither return all gilt with Frenchmen’s blood ’ 
There stuck no plume in any English crest * 
That is removed by a staff of France ; ^ 

Our colours do return in those same hands 
That did display them when we first march'd forth • 
And, like a jolly troop of huntsmen, come * 
Our lusty English, all with purpled hands, 

Dyed in the dying slaughter of their foes I 
Open your gates, and give the victors way. 

Cit. Heralds, from off our towers we might he- 
From first to last, the onset and retire [hold* 

Of both your armies v whose equality ^ 

By our best eyes cannot be‘ censured : 

Blood hath bought blood, and blows have answer'd 
blows ; 

Strength match'd with strength, and power con- 
fronted power : ! 

Both are alike : and both <ilike we like. 

One must prove greatest : while they weigh so even, ■ 
We hold our town for neither ; yet for both. ’ : 
Enter, at one side, King John, with his power ; Elinor . 
Blanch, and the Bastard; at the other, King Philip* , 
Lewis, Austria, and Forces. ’ i 

E. John. France, hast thou yet more blood to ! 
cast away ? 

Say, shall the current of our right run on ? 

Whose passage vex'd with thy impediment, 

Shall leave his native channel, and o'erswell : 
With course disturb’d even thy confining shores ; | 

Unless thou let his silver water keep j 

A peaceful progress to the ocean. 

E. Phi. England, thou hast not sav'd one drop I 
of blood 

In this hot trial, more than we of France ; 

Rather, lost more: And by this band I swear, 

That sways the earth this climate overlooks, — 
Before we will lay down our just-borne arms, 

We’ll put thee down, 'gainst whom these arms we i 
Or add a royal number to the dead ; [bear, i 

Gracing tbe scroll, that tells of this war's loss, 

With slaughter coupled to the name of Icings. 

Bast. Ha, majesty ! how high thy glory towers, 
When the rich blood of kings is set on fire ! 

0, now doth Death line his dead chaps with steel ; 
The swords of soldiers are his teeth, his fangs ; 

And now he feasts, mouthing the flesh of men, 

In undetermin'd differences of kings. — 

Why stand these royal fronts amazed thus ? 

Cry, havoc, kings ! back to the stained field, 

You equal potents, fiery-kin died spirits ! 

Then let confusion of one part confirm 

The other's peace; till then, blows, blood, and ; 

death ! ; ':r 

E. John. Whose party do the tov^msmen yet ; 
'admit? 

E. Phi. Speak, citizens, for England; who’s | 
your king? j 

1 Cit. The king of England, when we know the 

king. i 

E. Phi. Know him in us, that here hold up his | 
right. i 

E. JoJ'm. In us, that are our own great deputj^, I 
And bear possession of our person here; i 

Lord of our presence, Angiers, and of you. ^ i 
1 Cit, A greater power than w'e, denies all this 
And, till it be undoubted, we do lock 
Our former scruple in our strong-barr’d gates : 



Be by some certain king purg’d and depos’^d. 

Bast. By beaTen, these scroyles of Angiers flout 
you, kings ; 

And stand securely on their battlements, 

As in a theatre, whence they gape and point 
At your industrious scenes and acts of death. 

Your royal presences be rul’d by m,e; 

Bo like the mutines of Jerusalem, 

Be friends a while, and both conjointly bend 
Your sharpest deeds of malice on this towui : 

By east and west let France and England mount 
Their battering cannon charged to the mouths ; 
Till, their soul-fearing clamours have brawl’d down 
The flinty ribs of this contemptuous cit}^ ; 

Fd play incessantly upon these Jades. 

Even till unfenced desolation 
Leave them as naked as the vulgar air. 

That clone, dissever your united strengths, 

And part your niingied colours once again ; 

Turn face to face, and bloody point to point ; 

Then, in a moment, forbine shall cull forth 
Out of one side her happy minion ; 

To whom in favour she shall give the day, 

And kiss him with a glorious victory. 

How like you this wnld counsei, mighty states ? 
Smacks it not something of the policy ? 

K. John. Now, by the sky that hangs above 
heads, 

I like it well ; — France, shall vre knit our powers. 
And lay this Angiers even with the ground ; 

Then, after, fight who shall be king of it ? 

Bast. An if thou hast the mettle of a king, — 
Being wrong’d, as we are, by this peevish town, — 
Turn thou the mouth of thy artillery, 

As we will ourSj against these saucy walls : 

And when that we have dash’d them to the ground, 
Why, then defy each other : and, pell-mell, 

Make work upon ourselves, for heaven or hell ! 

K. PM. Let it be so : — Say, where null you 
assault ? 

K, John^ We from the west will send destruc- 
Into this city’s bosom. [tion 

Aust. I from the north. 

K. PM. Our thunder from the south, 

Shall rain their drift of bullets on this town. 

Bast. O prudent discipline ! From north to 
south ; 

Austria and France shoot in each other’s mouth : 

[Aside. 

FIl stir them to it : — Come, away, away ! 

1 Cit. Hear us, great kings ; vouchsafe awhile 
to stay, 

And X shall show you peace, and fair-fac’d league ; 
"Win you this city without stroke or wound ; 
Rescue those breathing lives to die in beds, 

That here come sacrifices for the field : 

Persever not, but hear me, mighty kings. 

K. John. Speak on, with fovour ; we are bent 
to hear. 

I Cit. That daughter there of Spain, the lady 
Blanch, 

Is near to England ; Look upon the years 
Of Lewis the Dauphin, and that lovely maid : 

If lusty love should go in quest of beauty, 

Y/here should he fi.nd it fairer than in Blanch ? 

If zealous love should go in search of virtue, 
W’here should he find it purer than in Blanch ? 

If love ambitious sought a match of birth, 

Whose veins hound richer blood than lady Blanch? 


Is the young Dauphin every way complete : 

If not complete, C) say, he is not she ; 

And she again wants nothing, to name want, 

If want it be not, that she is not he ; 

He is the half part of a blessed man, 

Left to be finished by such a she ; 

And she a fair divided excellence, 

"Whose fulness of perfection lies in him. 

O, two such silver currents, when they join, 

Do glorify the banks that bound them in : 

And two such shores to. two such streams made one, 
Two such controlling bounds shall you be, ki,iigs, 
To these two princes, if you many .them - 
This union will do more than battery can, 

To our fast-closed gates ; for, at this match, 

With swifter spleen than powder can enforce, ■ 
The mouth of passage shall we fling wide ope, 

And give you entrance ; but, without this match, 
The sea enraged is not half so deaf, 

Lions more co.afident, momitains and rocks 
More free from motion; no, not death himself 
In mortal fury half so peremptory, 

As we to keep this city. 

Bast. Here’s a stay, 

That shakes the rotten carcass of old death 
Out of his rags ! Here’s a large mouth, indeed. 
That spits forth death, and mountains, rocks, and 
Talks as familiarly of roaring lions, [seas ; 

As maids of thirteen do of puppy-dogs ! 

What cannoneer begot this lus^ blood ? 

He speaks plain cannon, Are, and smoke, and 
bounce ; 

He gives the bastinado with Ms tongue ; 

Our ears are cudgeU’d ; not a word of his, 

But buffets better than a flst of France : 

Zounds 1 I was never so bethump’d with words, 
Since I first call’d my brother’s father, dad. 

Eli. Son, list to this conjunction, make this 
match ; 

Give with our niece a dowry large enough : 

For b.y tMs knot thou shalt so surely tie 
Thy now unsur’d assurance to the crown, 

That yon green boy shall have no sun to ripe 
The bloom that promiseth a mighty fruit. 

I see a yielding in the looks of France ; 

Mark, how they whisper : urge them while their 
Are capable of this ambition : [souls 

Lest zeal, now melted, by the windy breatli 
Of soft petitions, pity, and remorse, 

Cool and congeal again to what it was. 

1 Cit. WEy answer not the double majesties 
This friendly treaty of our threaten’d town } 

K. Phi. Speak, England, .fixst, that hath 
forward first 

To speak unto this city : WEat say you ? 

K. John. If that the Dauphin there, thy princely 
Can in this book of beauty read, I love, [son, 
Her dowry shall weigh equal with a queen : 

For Anjou, and fair Touraiae, Maine, Poictkrs, 
And all that we upon this side the sea 
(Except this city now by us besieg’d,) 

Find Hable to our crown and dignity, 

Shall gild her bridal bed ; and make her rich 
In titles, honours, and promotions, 

As she in beauty, education, blood, 

Holds hand with any princess of the world. 

PM. Whd.t sar’st thou, boy? look in the 
lady’s face. 

Lm. I do, my lord, and in her eye I find 




SCENE 1 . — The same. The Freiicli King^s TmL 

iJnfeir Constance, Arthur, and Salisbury, 
Co? 2 s^. Gone to be married ! gone to swear a peace I 
False blood to false blood join’d ! Gone to be friends I 
Shall Lewis have Blanch ? and Blanch those pro- 
vinces ? 

It is not so ; thou hast mis-spoke, mis-heai*d ; 


Be well adm’d,' tell o’er thy tale again ; 

It cannot be ; thou dost but say, ’tis so : 

I trust, I may not trust thee ; for thy word 
Is but the vain breath of a common man : 
Believe me, I do not believe thee, man ; 

I have a king’s oath to the contrary. 

Thou shaft be punish’d for thus frighting me, 
For I am sick, and capable of fears ; 


KING JOHN. 


act III. 


A wonder, or a wondrous miracle, 

The shadow of myself form’d in her eye ; 

Which, being but the shadow of your son, 

Becomes a sun, and makes your son a shadow : 

I do protest, I never lov’d myself, 

Till now infixed I beheld myself, 

Drawn in the flattering table of her eye. 

[ JVliispers with Bianch, 

JSasi. Drawn in the flattering table of her eye ? 
Hang’d in the frowning wrinkle of her brovr — 
And quarter’d in her heart, — ^he doth espy 
Himself love’s traitor ! This is pity now, 

That hang’d, and drawn, and quaiter’d, there 
In such a love, so vile a lout as he I [should be, 
Blanch. My uncle’s will in this respect, is mine. 
If he see aught in you, that makes him like, 

That any thing he sees, which moves his liking, 

I can with ease translate it to my will ; 

Or, if you will, (to speak more properly,) 

I will enforce it easily to my love. 

Further I wiUnot flatter you, my lord, 

That all I see in you is worthy love, 

Than this,— that nothing do I see in you, 

(Though churlish thoughts themselves should be 
your judge,) 

That I can And should merit any hate. 

K. John. What say these young ones ? — What 
say you, my niece ? 

Blanch. That she is bound in honour still to do 
What you in wisdom shall vouchsafe to say. 

K. John. Speak then, prince Dauphin ; can you 
love this lady ? 

Lew. Nay, ask me if I can refrain from love ; 
For I do love her most unfeignedly. 

K. John. Then do I give Volquessen, Touraine,. 
Maine, 

Poictiers, and Anjou, these five provinces, 

With her to thee ; and this addition more. 

Full thirty thousand marks of English coin. — 
Philip of France, if thou be pleas’d withal. 
Command thy sou and daughter to join hands. 

K. Phi. It likes us well ; — ^Young princes close 
your hands. 

Amt. And your lips too ; for,, I am well assur’d, 
That I did so, when I was first assur’d. 

E. Phi. Now, citizens of Angiers, ope your gates, 
Let in that amity which you have made ; 

For at saint Mary’s chapel, presently, 

The rites of marriage shall be solemniz’d. — 

Is not the lady Constance in this troop ? — 

I know, she is not ; for this match made up, 

Her presence would have interrupted much : 
Where is she and her son tell me, who knows. 
Lew. She is sad and passionate at your highness’ 
tent. 

K. Phi. And, by my faith, this league, that we 
have made, 


Will give her sadness very little cure. 

Brother of England, how may we content 
This widow lady ? In her right we came ; 

WThich we, God knows, have turn’d another way 
To our own vantage 

K. John. We will heal up all, 

For well create young Arthur duke of Breta^me 
And earl of Richmond ; and this rich fair town ^ 
We’ll make him lord of.— Cali the lady Constance 
Some speedy messenger bid her repair 
To our solemnity : — I trust we shall, 

If not fill up the measure of her will, 

Yet in some measure satisfy her so, 

That we shall stop her exclamation. 

Go we, as well as haste wall suffer us. 

To this iinlook’d-for unprepared pomp. 

lExcimi all but the Bastard.— ITig Citizens 
retire from the walls. 

Bast. Mad world ! mad kings ! mad composition! 
John, to stop Arthur’s title in the whole. 

Hath willingly departed with a part : 

And France, (whose armour conscience buckled 
Whom zeal and charity brought to the field, [on • 
As God’s own soldier,) rounded in the ear 
With that same purpose-changer, that sly devil *, 
That broker that still breaks the pate of faith ; 
That daily break- vow ; he that wins of all. 

Of kings, of beggars, old men, young men, maids 
Who having no external thing to lose 
But the word maid, — cheats the poor maid of that? 
That smooth-faced gentleman, tickling commo- 
Commodity, the bias of the world ; [dity, — 
The world, who of itself is peised well, 

Made to run even, upon even ground ; 

Till this advantage, this vile drawing bias, 

This sway of motion, this commodity, 

Makes it take head from all indifferency, 

From all direction, purpose, course, intent : 

And this same bias, this commodity, 

This bawd, this broker, this all-changing word, 
Clapp’d on the outward eye of fickle Fran ce, 

Hath drawn him from his own determin’d aid, 
From a resolv’d and honoxirable war, 

To a most base and vile-concluded peace. — ■ 

And why rail I on this commodity ? 

But for because he hath not woo’d me yet : 

Not that I have the power to clutch my hand, 
When his fair angels would salute my palm : 

But for my hand, as unattempted yet, 

Like a poor beggar, raileth on the rich. 

Well, whiles I am a beggar, I will rail, 

And say, — -there is no sin, but to be rich 
And being rich, my virtue then shall be, 
j To say,— there is no vice, but beggary : 

' Since kings break faith upon commodity, 

Gain, be my lord ! for I will worship thee ! 


SCENE I. 


UliNG JOHN. 


Oppiebs d with wrongs, and therefore fall of fears • 
A widow, husbandless, subject to fears ■ ’ 

A woman, naturally born to fears ; 

And though thou now confess, thou didst but lest. 
With my vex d spirits I cannot take a truce, 

^ut they Will quake an,d tremble all this day. 

mean by shaking of thv head? 

^^hy dost thou look so sadly on my son ? 

of thine? 

Why holds thme eye that lamentable rheum, 

^iKe .aproud.riyer peering o’er its bounds ? 

. I these sad signs confirmers of tliy words ? 

I speak. again; not all tliy former tale, 

I iint this one word, whether tliy tale be true, 
j Sal As true, as, I believe, you think them false, I 
I Ihat give you cause to prove my saying true. 

I m “0 to believe this sorrow, 

I 1 each tliou^ this sorrow how to make me die • 

I And let belie! and life eiicounter, so, 

'■ 4n desperate men, 

Wliicii, ill the very meeting, Ml, and die.— 

Lewis marry Blanch ! O, boy, then where art thou > 
France friend with England! what becomes of 


I To solemnize this day, the glorious sun 
j Stays in his course, and plays the alchemist ; 

I Turning, with splendor of Ms precious eye, 

I The meagre cloddy earth to glittering gold : 
The yearly course, that brings this day about, 
Shall never see it but a holiday. 

Const. A wicked day, and not a holy day ' — 


Fellow^ be gone : I cannot brook thy sight ; 

This news hath made thee a most ugly man. 

M/. ^ hat other harm have I, good lady, done, 
But spoke the harm, that is by others done ? 

Coml Which harm within itself so heinous is. 
As It makes harmful all that speak of it. 

I do beseech you, madam,, be content. 
Const. It thou, that bid’st me be content, wert 
1 Ugly, and siaiid rous to thy mother’s wom,b, rgrim, 
bbts, and s,ig.litless stains, 

Lame, foolish, crooked, swart, prodigious, 

Fateh d with foul moles, and eye-ofiending marks, 
i would not care, I then would be content ; 

For then I should not love thee ; no, nor thou 
Become thy great birth, nor deserve a crown. 

But thou art fair ; and at thy birth, dear boy ? 
future and fortune join’d to make thee great ; 

Or nature s gifts thou may’st with lilies boast, 

And with the half-blown rose : but fortune, O ’ 

I &he IS corrupted, chang’d, and wmn from thee ; 

I &he adulterates homdy with thine uncle John • 

And with her golden hand hath pluck’d on France 
j lo tread down fair respect of sovereignty, 

I And made his majesty the bawd to theirs, 
j France is a bawd to fortune, and king John • 
j That strumpet fortune, that usurping John 
, leii me, thou fellow, is not France forsworn ^ 
Envenom him with wmrds ; or get thee gone, 

: And leave tnese woes alone, which I alone 
Am bound to under-bear. ’ 

, T X , Pardon me, madam, 

, ^ Biay not go without you to the kings. 

; Const. Thou may’st, thou sbalt, I wiH not go 
; _ ^ witiithee: A* 

I I will instruct my sorrov/s to be proud ; 

1 For gner is proud, and makes bis owner stout. 

J 1 0 me, and to the state of my great grief, 

Let kings assemble ; for my grief s so great, 

1 hat no supporter but the huge firm earth 
Can bold it up : here 1 and sorrow sit ; 

Fiere is my throne, bid kings come bow to it. 

^ ^ throws hersel/on the ground 

r.nter KmoSoim , Lj vg Philip, Lewis, Blanch, Elinor, 
w z>7 Austria, atid Attendants. 

daughter ; and this blessed 
in France shall be kept festival • 


W fiat hath this day deserv’d ? what hath it done ; 
That it in golden letters should be set, 

Among the high tides, in the kaleiidar ? 

Nay, rather, turn this day out of the week ; 

This day of shame, oppression, perjurj' : 

Or, if it must stand still, let wives with-cliild 
, j Pray, that their bu.rdens may not foil this day, 
j Lest that their hopes prodigiously be crosshf: 

, j But on this day, let seamen fear no wreck ; 

No bargains break, that are not this day made : 

I Ijiis day, ail things begun come to ill end ; 

1 ea, fdith itself to iio.llow talseliood change ! 

X. i /li. By heaven, lady, you shall have no cause 
lo curse the fair proceedings of this day. 

Have I not pawn’d to you mv majesty ?" 

Const. You have beguil’d me viith a counterfeit 
Resembling majesty ; which, being touch’d, and 
tried, 

Proves value,less ; You are forsworn, forsworn ; 
lou came in arms to spill mine enemies’ blood,’ 

But now in arms you strengthen it with yours 
The grappling vigour and rough fro^vn of war, 
is cold in amity and painted peace, 

And our oppression hath made up this league 
Arm, arm, you heavens, against these perjur’d 
kings ! 

A widow cries ; he husband to me, heavens ! 

Let not the hours of this ungodly day 
^^foar out the day in peace ; but, ere .sunset, ' 

Set armed discord ’t^vixt these perjur’d kings i 
Hear me, O, hear me ! ® ; 

Lady Constance, peace. ■ I 
Const. War! war ! no peace ! peace is to me 

a vrar. i 

O Lymoges 1 O Austria ! thou dost shame | 

That bloody spoil : Thou slave, thou wretch, thou 

coward; | 

Thou little villain, great in villainy I i 

Thou ever strong upon the stronger side ! I 

Thou fortune’s champion ? that dost never fight ■ 
But when her humorous ladyship is by f 

To teach thee safety ! — thou art perjur’d too, I 

And sooth’st up greatness. What a fool art thou, f 
A ramping fool ; to brag and stamp, and swear, ' 
Upon my party ! thou cold-blooded slave, I 

Hast thou not spoke Hke thunder on my side ? j 
Been sworn my soldier ? bidding me depend ' 

Upon thy stars, thy fortune, and thy strength ? j 

And dost thou now fall over to my foes ! I 

Thou wear a lion's hide ! doff it for shame ? i 

And hang a calf s-skin on those recreant imibs ! 

Aust., O, that a man should speak those words i 
to me I 

. Basi. .jVnd hang a calf s-skin on those recreant I 
-limbs. . ■ I 

^ Aust. Thou dar’st.not say so, villain, for thy life* 

And hang a calf s-skin on those recreant 
limbs. 

K. John. We like not this; thou dost forget 
thyself. 

: ^ PANfiimPH. , 

X. Phu Here comes the holy legate of the pope, i 

Z'2 ■ ' i; 





KING JOHN. 


act Til. 


Pand, Hail, you anointed deputies of heaven 1 — 
To thee, King John, my holy errand is. 

I Pandu3.ph, of fair Milan cardinal, 

And from pope Innocent the legate here, 

Bo, in his name, religiously demand, 

Why thou against the church, our holy mother, 

So wilfully dost spurn ; and, force perforce, 

Keep Stephen Langton, chosen archbishop 
Of Canterbury, from that holy see ? — 

This, in our ’foresaid holy father’s name, 

Pope Innocent, I do demand of thee. 

K. John, What earthly name to interrogatories, 

! Can task the free breath of a sacred king ? 

Thou canst not, cardinal, derise a name 
So slight, unworthy, and ridiculous, 

To charge me to an answer, as the pope. 

Tell him this tale ; and from the mouth of England, 
Add thus much more, — That no Italian priest 
Shall tithe or toll in our dominions : 

But as we under heaven are supreme head, 

So, under him, that great supremacy, 

Where we do reign, we will alone uphold, 

Without the assistance of a mortal hand : 

So tell the pope ; all reverence set apart, 

To Mm, and his usurp’d authority. 

K, Phi. Brother of England, you blaspheme in 
this. 

K. John. Though you, and all the kings of 
I Christendom, 

Are led so grossly by this meddling priest, 
Breading the curse that money may buy out ; 

And, by the merit of vile gold, dross, dust, 
Purchase corrupted pardon of a man, 

Who, in that sMe, sells pardon from himself ; 
Though you, and all the rest, so grossly led, 

This juggling witchcraft with revenue cherish ; 

Yet I, alone, alone do me oppose 

Against the pope, and count his friends my foes. 

Pand. Then by the lawful power that I have, 
Thou shalt stand curs’d, and excommunicate : 

And blessed shall he he, that doth revolt 
From his allegiance to an heretic ; 

And meritorious shall that hand he call’d, 
Canonized, and worship’ d as a saint, 

! That takes away by any secret course 
I Thy hateful life. 

ConsL O, lawful let it be, 

That I have room with Rome to curse a while ! 
Good father cardinal, cry thou, amen, 

To my keen curses : for, without my wrong, 

There is no tongue hath power to curse him right. 
Pand. There’s law and warrant, lady, for my 
curse. 

I ConsL And for mine too ; when law can do no 
Let it be lawful, that law bar no wrong : [right, 
Law cannot give my child his kingdom here ; 

I For he, that holds Ms kingdom, holds the law : 
Therefore, since law itself is perfect wrong, 

How can the law forbid my tongue to curse ? 

Pand. Philip of France, on peril of a curse, 

Let go the hand of that arch-heretic; 

And raise the power of France upon his head, 
Unless he do submit himself to Rome. ® 
j Eli. Look’st thou pale, France ? do not let go 
I thy hand. 

I Const. Look to that, devil I lest that France repent. 
And, by disjoining hands, hell lose a soul. 

Aust. King Philip, listen to the cardinal. 

Bast, And hang a calf’s-skin on his recreant 
limbs. 


Aust. Well, ruffian, I must pocket up these 
wrongs. 

Because 

Bast. Your breeches best may carry them. 
K . J ohn. Philip , what say’ st thou to the cardinal ? 
Const. WTiat should he say, but as the cardinal } 
Leia. Bethink you, father ; for the difference 
Is, purchase of a heavy curse from Rome, 

Or the light loss of England for a friend ; 

Forego the easier. 

Blanch. That’s the curse of Rome. 

Const. O Lewis, stand fast : the devil tempts 
thee here, 

In likeness of a new untrimnied bride. 

Blanch. The lady Constance speaks not from 
her frith, 

But from her need. 

Co7ist. O, if thou grant my need, 

Which only lives but by the death of faith, 

That need must needs infer this principle, 

That frith would live again by death of need : 

0, then, tread down my need, and frith mounts up; 
Keep my need up, and faith is trodden down. 

K. John. The king is mov’d, and answers not 
to this. 

Const. O, be remov’d from him, and answer well. 
Aust. Do so, king Philip ; hang no more in 
doubt. 

Bast. Hang nothing but a calfs-skin, most sweet 
lout. 

K. Phi. I am perplex’d, and know not what to 
say. 

Pa?id. What canst thou say, but will perplex 
thee more, 

If thou stand excommunicate, and curs’d? 

K. Phi. Good reverend father, make my person 
yours, 

And tell me, how you would bestow yourself. 

This royal hand and mine are newly knit : 

And the conjunction of our inward souls 
Married in league, coupled and link’d together 
With aU religious strength of sacred vows ; 

The latest breath that gave the sound of words, 
Was deep-sworn frith, peace, amity, true love, 
Between our kingdoms, and our royal selves ; 

And even before this truce, but new before,— 

No longer than 'we well could wash our hands, 

To clap this royal bargain up of peace, 

Heaven knows, they were besmear’d and over- 
stain’ d 

With slaughter’s pencil; where revenge did paint 
The fearful difference of incensed kings : 

And shall these hands, so lately purg’d of blood, 
So newly join’d in love, so strong in both. 

Unyoke this seizure, and this kind regreet ? 

Play fast and loose with faith ? so jest with heaven, 
Make such unconstant children of ourselves, 

As now again to snatch our palm from palm ; 
Unswear faith sworn ; and on the marriage-bed 
Of smiling peace to march a bloody host, 

And make a riot on the gentle brow 
Of true sincerity ? O holy sir, 

My reverend frtlier, let it not be so : 

Out of your grace, devise, ordain, impose 
Some gentle order ; and then we shall be bless’d 
To do your pleasure, and continue friends. 

Pand. All form is formless, order orderless, 
Save what is opposite to England’s love. 
Therefore, to arms, be champion of our church I 
Or let the church, our mother, breathe lier curse, 




KING JOHN. 


SCENE III. 


A mother^s curse, on lier revolting- son. 

France, thou may’st hold a serpent by the tongne, 
A cased lion by the mortal pa,w, 

A fasting tiger safer by the tooth, 

Than keep in peace the hand which thou dost hold. 
E. Phi. I may disjoin my hand but not my 
faith. 

Pand. So mak^st thou faith an enemy to faith ; 
And, like a civil Avar, seFst oath to oath, 

Thy tongue against thy tongue. O, let thy vow 
First made to heaven, first be to heaven perform’d ; 
That is, to be the champion of our chiircli 1 
What since thou swor’st, is sworn against thyself, 
And may not be performed by thyself : 

For that, which thou hast sworn to do amiss, 

Is not amiss wdien it is truly done ; 

And being not done, where doing tends to ill, 

The truth is then most done not doing it : 

The better act of purposes mistook 
Is, to mistake a, gain ; tlioiigli indirect, 

Yet indirection thereby grows direct, 

And falsehood felsehood cures ; as fire cools fire, 
Within the scorched veins of one new bum’d. 

It is religion, that doth make vow^s kept ; 

But thou hast sworn against rcdigion ; 

By what thou swear’ st, against the thing thou 
sw-ear’st ; 

And mak’st an oath the surety for thy truth 
Against an oath : The truth thou art unsure 
To swear, swear only not to be forsw-om •, 

Else, what a mockery should it be to swrear ? 

But thou dost swear only to be forswmrn ; 

And most forsworn, to keep what thou dost sw-ear, 
Therefore, thy latter vow^s, against thy first, 

Is in thyself rebellion, to thyself : 

And better conquest never can^st thou make, 

Than arm thy constant and thy nobler parts 
Against those giddy loose suggestions : 

Upon which better, part our prayers come in, 

If thou vouchsafe them ; but, if not, then know, 
The peril of our curses light on thee ; 

So heavy, as thou shalt not shake them off, 

But, in despair, die under their black w^eight. 
Ausi. RebeEion, flat rebellion ! 

Bast, Will’t not be ? 

Will not a calf s-skin stop that mouth of thine ? 
Lew. Father, to arms 1 

Blanch, Upon thy wedding day ? 

Against the blood that thou hast married ? 

What, shall our feast be kept with slaughter’d men? 
Shall Ijraying trumpets, and loud churlish drums, — 
Clamours of hell, — be mea.sures to our pomp ? 

O husband, hear me 1 — ah, alack, how new 
Is husband in my month ! — even for that name, 
Which till this time my tongue did ne’er pronounce, 
Upon my knee I beg, go not to ams 
Against mine unde. 

Const. O, upon my knee, 

Made hard with kneeling, I do pray to thee, 

Thou rirtuous Dauphin, alter not the doom 
'Fore- thought by heaven. 

Blanch. Now shall I see thy love ; "^Tiat motive 
■■ ■ , may ' 

Be stronger with thee than the name of wdfe ‘i 
Const. That which upholdeth him that thee 
upholds, 

Flis honour: 0, thine honour, Lewis, thine honour ! 

Letv. I muse, your majesty doth seem so cold, 
When such profound respects do pull you on. 
Pand, 1 wdll denounce a curse upon his head. 


K. Phi. Thou shalt not need ; — England, I’ll 
fall from thee. 

Const. O fair return of banish’d majesty ! 

Eli. O foul revolt of French inconstancy ! 

K. John. France, thou shalt rue this hour within 
this hour. 

Bast. Old time the clock-setter, that bald sexton 
time, 

Is it as he will ? well then, France shall me. 
Blanch. The sun’s o’ercast with blood : Fair day 
adieu ! 

Which is the side that I must go withal 
I am with both : each army hath a hand ; 

And, in their rage, I having hold of both, 

They whirl assunder, and dismember me. 

Husband, I cannot pray that thou may’st wdn ; 
Uncle, I needs must pray that thou may’st lose ; 
Father, I may not wash the fortune thine ; 
Grandam, I will not wish thy wishes thrive : 
Whoever wins, on that side shall I lose ; 

Assured loss before the match be play’d. 

Lew. Lady, with me; with me thy fortune lies. 
Blanch. There where my fortune .lives, there my 
life dies. 

K. John. Cousin, go draw our puissance toge- 
ther. — \,ExU Bastard. 

France, I amburn’d up with inflaming wrath ; 

A rage, whose heat hath this condition, 

That nothing can aUay, nothing but blood, 

The blood, and dearest-valu’d blood, of France, 

K. Phi, Thy rage shall burn tnee up. aad thou 
shalt turn 

To ashes, ere our blood shall quench that fire : 
Look to thyself, thou art in jeopardy. 

K. John. No more than he that threats. — To 
arms let’s hie ! lExeutd. 


SCENE II . — The same. Plains near Algiers. 

A larums ; Excursions. Enter the Bastard, toith Austria ’s 
head. 

Bast. Novv% by my life, this day grow's wondrous 
Some airy devil hovers in the sky, [hot ; 

And pours down mischief. Austria’s head, lie there ; 
kYhile Philip breathes. 

Enter King Jo.hn, Arthur, and Huerbt. 

E. John. Hubert, keep this hoy : — Philip, make 
My mother is assailed in our tent, [up : 

And ta’en, I fear. 

Bast. My lord, I rescu’d her ; 

Her highness is in safety, fear you not : 

But on, my liege ; for very little pains 

Will bring this labour to an happy end. [Arcmi if. 


SCENE IIL— T/tc same. 

Alarums ; Excursions / Retreat. Enter K'r.vo Joux, 
Elinor, Arthur, the Bastard, IIubkkt, and Lords. 

K. John. So shall it be; your grace shall stay 
. behind, E.uN05i. 

So strongly guarded. — Cousin, look not sad : 

[Tt't ARTHOi- 

Thy grandam loves thee ; and thy uncle will 
As dear he to thee as thy father was . 

Arih. O, this will make my mother die with 
JSr. Cousin, [fo the Bastard.] aw-ay for 

England ; haste before : 

And, ere our coming, see thou shake the bags 
Of hoarding abbots ; imprison’d angels 




KING JOHN. 


ACT HI. 


Set thou at liberty : the fat ribs of peace 
Must by the hungry now be fed upon ; 

Use our commission in his utmost force. [bacKj 
Bast. Bell, book, and candle shall not drive me 
When gold and silver becks me to come on. 

I leave your highness : — Grandam, I will pray 
(If ever I remember to be holy,) 

For yoto' fair safety ; so I kiss your hand. 

Eil Farewell, my gentle cousin. 

K. John, Coz, farewell. 

\_ExU Bastard. 

Ell Come hither, little kinsman ; hark, a word. 

\_She takes Arthur aside . 

K, John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle 
Hilbert, 

We owe thee much ; within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul, counts thee her creditor. 

And with advantage means to pay thy love : 

And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 

Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say, — 

But I will ht it with some better time. 

By heaven, Hubert, I am almost asham’d 
To say what good respect I have of thee.^ 

Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty. 

K. John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say 
so yet : 

But thou shalt have : and creep time ne’er so slow, 
Tetit shaU come, for me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to say, — But let it go : 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds. 

To give me audience If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 

Sound one unto the drowsy race of night ; 

If this same were a church-yard where we stand. 
And then possessed with a thousand wrongs ; 

Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, 

Had bak’d thy blood, and made it heavy, thick, 
(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making the idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes. 

And strain their cheeks to idle merriment — 

A passion hateful to my purposes ;) 

Or if that thou could’st see me without eyes, 

Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words ; 
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts : 

But ah, I will not : — ^Yet I love thee well ; 

And, by my troth, I think, thou lov’st me well. 

Hub. So well, that what you bid me undertake, 
Though that my death were adjunct to my act, 

By heaven, I’d do’t. 

K. John. Do not I know, thou would’st ? 
Good Hubert, Hubert, Hubert, throw thine eye 
On yon young boy : Fil tell thee what,’ my friend, 
He is a very serpent in my v/ay ; 

And, wheresoe’er this foot of mine doth tread, 

He lies before me : Dost thou understand me ? 
Thou art his keeper. 

Hub. And, I will keep him so, 

That he shall not offend your majesty. 

K. John. Death. 

Biub. My lord? 

K. John. A grave. 

iiub. He shall not live. 

K. John. Enough.—^ 

I could be merry now : Hubert, I love thee. 


Well, I’ll not say what I intend for thee : 

Remember ! Madam, fare you well : 

I’ll send those powers o’er to your majesty, 

Eli. My blessing go with thee ! 

K. John. For England, cousin; 

Hubert shall be your man, attend on you 
With all true duty. — On toward Calais, ho ! 


SCENE IV. — The same. The French King’s 
Te7it. 

Enter King Philip, Lewis, Pandulph, and Attendants. 

K. PM. So, by a roaring tempest on the flood, 
A whole armado of convicted sail 
Is scatter’d and disjoin’d from fellowship. 

Pand. Courage and comfort ! all shall yet go 
well. 

K. Phi What can go well, when we have run so 
Are we not beaten ? Is not Anglers lost ? [ill ? 
Arthur ta’en prisoner ? divers dear friends slain? 
And bloody England into England gone, 
O’erbearing interruption, spite of France ? 

Leiv. What he hath won, that hath he fortified ; 
So hot a speed with such advice dispos’d, 

Such temperate order in so fierce a cause, 

Doth want example : Who hath fiead or heard, 

Of any kindred action like to this ? 

K. Phi.- Well could I bear that England had this 
praise, 

So we could find some pattern of our shame. 

Elder Constance. 

Look, who comes here ! a grave unto a soul ; 
Holding the eternal spirit, against her will, 

In the vile prison of afflicted breath : — 

I pr’ythee, lady, go away with me. 

Const. Lo, now ! now see the issue of your peace! 
K. PM. Patience, good lady 1 comfort, gentle 
Constance ! 

Const. No, I defy all counsel, all redress, 

But that which ends all counsel, true redress, 
Death, death : — O amiable lovely death 1 
Thou odoriferous stench ! sound rottenness 1 
Arise forth from the couch of lasting night, 

Thou hate and terror to prosper ity^ 

And I will kiss thy detestable bones ; 

And put my eye-halls in thy vanity brows ; 

And ring these fingers with thy household worms ; 
And stop this gap of breath with fulsome dust, 
And be a carrion monster like thyself : 

Come, grin on me ; and I will think thou smil’st, 
And buss thee as thy wife ! Misery’s love, 

0, come to me! 

K. Phi. O fair affliction, peace. 

Const. No, no, I will not, having breath to cry 
O, that my tongue were in the thunder’s mouth! 
Then with a passion would I shake the world ; 
And rouse from sleep that fell anatomy, 

Which cannot hear a lady’s feeble voice, 

VTiich scorns a modern invocation. 

Pand. Lady, you utter madness, and not sorrow. 
Const. Thou art not holy to belie me so ; 

I am not mad : this hair I tear, is mine ; 

My name is Constance ; I was Geffrey’s wife ; 
Young Arthur is my son, and he is lost : 
l am not mad *, — I would to heaven, I were 1 
For then, ’tis like I should forget myself ; 

O, if I could, what grief should I forget I— 
Preach some philosophy to make me mad, 


SCEKE IV. 


KING JOHN. 


And tliou shalt be canoniz’d, cardinal ; 

For, being not mad, but sensible of grief, 

My reasonable part produces reason 
How I may be deliver’d of these woes, 

And teaches me to kill or bang myself : 

If I were mad, I sliould forget my son ; 

Or madly think, a babe of clouts were he : 

I am not mad ; too well, too well I feel 
The different plague of each calamity. 

K. PM, Bind up those tresses O, what love I 
In the fair multitude of those her hairs 1 f note 
M here but by chance a, silver drop hath fallen, 
Aven to that, drop ten thousand wiry friends 
Ho gle w themselves in sociable grief ; 

1 ^^separabie, faithful loves,, 

j Sticking together in calamity. 

ComL To England if you will. 

& hmrs. 

Const. I'es, that I will; And wherefore will I 
do it ? 

; and cried aloud, 

iJ mat these hands could so redeem my son 
^s they have given these hairs their liberty f 
But BOW I envy at their liberty, 

And wffl again commit them to their bonds. 

Because my poor child is a prisoner 

And, fathm- cardinal, I have heard you sav, 

That we shall see and know our friends in heaven : 
li that be true, I shall see my boy again • 

child, 

1 0 him that did but yesterday suspire, 

Ihere was not such a gracious creature born. 

But now will canker- sorrow eat my bud, 

And chase the native beauty from his cheek, 

And he will look as* hollow as a ghost ; 

As dim and meagre as an ague’s fit ; 

And so he’ll die ; and, rising so again, 

W hen I shall meet him in the court of heaven 
therefore, never, never 
Migt I behold my pretty Arthur more ! 

Fand. hold too heinous a respect of grief. 

that never had a son. 
f grief, as of your child. 

^ ConsL Grief fills the room up of my absent child. 
Lies m his bed, walks up and down with me ; 
ruts on his pretty looks, repeats his words, 
Kemembers me of all his gracious parts, 
fetutts out his vacant garments with his form : 
liien, have I reason to be fond of grief. 

Fare you well : had you such a loss as I, 

I could give better comfort than you do.— 

1 will not keep this form upon my head, 

\\Tien there 7 « r head--dress. 

> lien tnere is such disorder m my wit. 

O loM! my boy, my Arthur, my fair son? 

My life, my joy, my food, my aii-the-world ! 

My.j^w.comfort, andmy sorrows’ cure! - 

iC . i fear some outrage, and I’H Mow her. : 

tifit oanmieSe ' 

Life IS as tedio^^ as a twice-told tale, fiov ^ 
Vexing the dull ear of a drowsy man : ^ * i 

Andhittershamehathspoii’dthesweet world’s taste j 

strong disease, 1 

SZf y/l repair and health, j 

The fit IS strongest ; evils, that take leave, i 

On their departure most of all show evil : ^ 

What have you lost by losing of this day ? 

Leea. AH days of glory, joy, and happiness. T 


I Fand. If you had won it, certainly, you had. 

^ • ^hen fortune means to men most good 
^he looks upon them with a threatening eye. 

Tis strange to think how much king John hath lost 
in mis which he accounts so clearly won : 

Are not you griev’d, that Arthur is his prisoner ^ 
Lew. As hear%, as he is glad he hath him. 
Fand. Your mind is alias youthful as your blood. 
Now hear me speak, with a prophetic spirit: 
b or even the breath of what I mean to speak 

n f straw, each little rub, 

Out of the path which shaH directly lead 

tberefore, mark. 

Jonn hath seiz d Arthur; and it cannot be, 

Thf ’ * Tw “ ‘bat infant's reins. 

The misplac d J ohn should entertain an hour 
One minute, nay, one quiet breath of rest : 

A sceptre, snatch’d with an unruly hand, 

Must be as boisterously maintain VI sc «rct‘r*»ri . 


^ boisterously maintain’d as gain’d • 

- nd he, that stands upon a slippery place, 

Makes nice of no vile hold to stay him up : 

That John may stand, then Arthur needs must Ml ; 
ao be It, for it cannot be but so. 

Lew. shall I gain by young Arthur’s 

Blanch your 

: May then make all the claim that Arthur did. 

Lew. And lose it, life and all, as Arthur did. 
Fand. How pen are you, and fresh in this old 
world ! 

John lays you plots ; the times conspire with you : 

« 1 safety in true blood, 

SMI find but bloody safety, and untrue. 

Ar the hearts 

Of all his people, and freeze up their zeal ; 
lhat none so small advantage shaU step forth, 
do check bs reign, but they will cherish it ; 

No natural exhalation in the sky, 

No scape of nature, no distemper’d day. 

No common wind, no customed event, 

But they wiU pluck away his natural cause. 

And call them meteors, prodigies, and signs, i 
Abor wes, presages, and tongues of heaven, ! 

l iapy denouncing vengeance upon John. j 

Arthur’s ! 

But hold himself safe in his prisonment. flife i 

O, sir, when he shall hear of your approach! ! 

If that young Arthur be not gone already, i 

iiearts 

Uf all his people shaU revolt from him, i 

And kiss the lips of unacquainted change ; 

And pick strong matter of revolt, and wrath, 

Uut of the bloody fingers’ ends of John. 

Methinks, I see this burly all on-foot ; 

•^d, 0, what better matter breeds for you, I 

I ban I ha’^ nam’d !— The bastard Fauiconbridge ! 
^ now in England, ransacking the church, I 

Offendmg charity : If but a dozen French 
Were there in arms, they would be as a call I 

To tram ten thousand English to their side : 

Ur, as a little snow, tumbled about, 

Anon becomes a mountain. 0 noble Dauphin. 

Uo with me to the king ; , ’Tis wonderful, 

What may he wrought out of their disconteHt : 
NowLhat their souls are top-full of offence, 
lor EngMd go ; I wHl whet on the king. 

Lew. Strong reasons make strong actions : Let 
us go ; 

If you say, ay, the king will not say, no. [F^emig. ' 
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KING JOHN. 


ACT IV. 


ACT 


SCENE I.— Northampton. A Room in the 
Castle. 

Enter Hubert and Two Attendants. 

Hnh. Heat me these irons hot ; and, look thou 
Within the arras : when I strike my foot [stand 
Upon the bosom of the ground, rush forth : 

And hind the hoy, which 3 rou shall find with me, 
Fa^t to the chair : be heedful : hence, and watch. 

1 Attend. I hope, your warrant will hear out 
the deed. 

Huh. Uncleanly scruples ! Fear not you : look 
[Exeunt Attendants. 

Young lad, come forth ; I have to say with you. 
Enter Arthur. 

Arth. Good morrow, Hubert. 

Huh. Good morrow, little prince. 

Arth. As little prince (having so great a title 
To be more prince,) as may be. — ^You are sad. 
Huh. Indeed, I have been merrier. 

Arth. Mercy on me ! 

Methinks, no body should be sad but I : 

Yet, I remember, when I was in France, 

Y’'ouQg gentlemen would be as sad as night, 

Only for wantonness. By my Christendom, 

So I were out of prison, and kept sheep, 

I should be as merry as the day is long ; 

And so I would be here, but that I doubt 
My uncle practises more harm* to me : 

He is afraid of me, and I of him : 

Is it my fault that I was Geffrey's son ? 

No, indeed, is't not ; And I would to heaven, 

I were your son, so you would love me, Hubert. 

Hub. If I talk to him, with his innocent prate 
He will awake my mercy, which lies dead : 
Therefore I will be sudden, and despatch. [Aside. 

Arth. Are you sick, Hubert ? you look pale to- 
In sooth, I would you were a little sick; [day: 
That I might sit all night, and watch with you : 

I warrant, I love you more than you do me. 

Hub. His words do take possession of my bo- 
som. — 

Bead here, young Arthur. {Showing a paper.] How 
now, foolish rheum ! 

Turning dispiteous torture out of door! 

I must be brief ; lest resolution drop 

Out at mine eyes, in tender womanish tears.— — - 

Can you not read it 1 is it not fair writ ? 

Arth. Too fairly, Hubert, for so foul effect : 
Must you with hot irons bum out both mine eyes ? 
A Young boy, I must. 

Arth. And will you ? 

Hub. And I will. 

Arth. Have you the heart? "When your head 
did but ache, 

I knit my handkerchief about your brows, 

(The best I had, a princess wrought it me,) 

And I did never ask it you again : 

And with my hand at midnight held your head ; 
And, like the watchful minutes to the hour, 

Still and anon cheer’d up the heavy time ; 

Saying, What lack you ? and, Vvhere lies your 
grief? 

Or, what good love may I perform for you ? 

Many a poor man's son would have lain still, 

And ne’er have spoke a loving word to you ; 

But you at your sick service had a prince. 

Nay, you may think, my love was crafty love. 


IV. 

And call it, cunning ; Do, an if you will ; 

If heaven be pleas’d that you must use me ill, 

Why, then you must. — Will you put out mine 
These eyes, that never did, nor never shall, [eyes.^ 

So much as frown on you } 

Huh. I have sworn to do it ! 

And with hot irons must I burn them out. 

Arth. Ah, none, but in this iron age, would do 
The iron of itself, though heat red-hot, [it I 

Approaching near these eyes, would drink my tears, 
And quench his fiery indignation, 

Even in the matter of mine innocence ; 

Nay, after that, consume away in rust, 

But for containing fire to harm mine eye. 

Are you more stubborn-hard than hammer’d iron ? 
An if an angel should have come to me, 

And told me, Hubert should put out mine eyes, 

I would not have believ’d no tongue, but Hubert’s. 

, Hub. Come forth ! [Stam^ps. 

Ee-enter Attendants, with cords, irons, 

Do as 1 bid you. 

Arth. O, save me, Hubert, save me ! my eyes 
are out, 

Even with the fierce looks of these bloody men ! 
Hub. Give me the iron, I say, and bind him here. 
Arth. Alas, what need you be so boist’rous- 
rough ? 

I will not struggle, I will stand stone-still. 

For heaven’s sake, Hubert, let me not be bound i 
Nay, hear me, Hubert ! drive these men away, 

And I will sit as quiet as a lamb ; 

I will not stir, nor wince, nor speak a word, 

Nor look upon the iron angerly : 

Thrust but these men away, and I’ll forgive you, 
Whatever torment you do put me to. 

Hub. Go, stand within; let me alone with him. 

1 Attend. I am best pleas’d to be from such a 
deed. [Exeunt Attendants. 

Arth. Alas ! I then have chid away my friend ; 
He hath a stern look, but a gentle heart : — : 

Let him come back, that his compassion may | 
Give life to yours. 

Hub. Come, boy, prepare yourself. ! 

Arth. Is there no remedy ? j 

Hub. None, but to lose your eyes, j 

Arth. O heaven I— that there were but a mote ; 
in yours, 

A grain, a dust, a gnat, a wand’ring hair, i 

Any annoyance in that precious sense ! | 

Then, feeling what small things are hoist’ rous there, | 
Your vile intent must needs seem horrible. i 

Hub. Is this your promise ? go to, hold your i 
tongue. ! 

Arth. Hubert, the utterance of a brace of tongues j 
Must needs want pleading for a pair of eyes : | 

Let me not hold my tongue ; let me not, Hubert ! t 
Or, Hubert, iLyou will, cut out my tongue, j 

So I may keep mine eyes ; O, spare mine eyes ; 
Though to no use, but still to look on you 1 
Lo, by my troth, the instrument is cold, 

And would not harm me. 

Huh. I can heat it, boy. 

Arth. No, in good sooth; the fire is dead with 
grief, 

Being create for comfort, to be us’d 
In undeserv’d extremes : See else yourself ; 

There is no malice in this burning coal ; 




SCENE II. 


liIlStG iJOHN, 


pie breath of heaven hath blown his spirit out 
And strew d repentant ashes on his heL. ’ 
Hub But with my breath I can revive it. bov. 

Alik. And if you do, you will but make it blush 

And glow with shame of your proceedin'rs Hubert • 
^ay, 11 , perchance, will 'sparkle in youfeyes 
And, like a dog that is compell’d to RshtJ ’ 

I bnatch at his master that doth tarre him on. 

I M things, ih&t you should use to do me wrong 
I Deny their office : only you do lack 

and iron, extend^ 
Cr^tures of note, for mercy-lacking uks. ’ 

^ “•'A touch thine 

Bor all the treasure that thine uncle owes ; Feves 
1 et am I sworn, and I did purpose, bov, ^ ^ 
With this same very iron to bum them 'out. 

Arth. 0 now you look like Hubert! all this 
1 OH were disguised. r ^ -i 

V , Peace : no more. Adieu • 

I'd f dead I ’ 

Ank. o lieaven !— I thank you, Hubert 
5 »o more ; Go closely in %vitb me* 
Mucli danger do I undergo for tliee. ^ 


SCENE Smm. A Room of State in 

the Palace. 

MnUr Kres Johh, maned .■ Pemurokk, Sausbcry, and 
oilier Lords. The Krsa takes kU SUite. 

K. John. Here once again we sit, once again 

crown’dj* ® 

And lookM upon, I hope, with cheerful eyes. 

^ pleas’d”'^* Wghness 

-fu ^ pluck’d off ; 

1 lie faiths ot men ne’er stained with revolt • 

Fresh expectation troubled not the land, ’ 

^ change, or better state. 

lo gnard a title that was rich before, ^ 

To gild refined gold, to paint the lily, 

1 0 throw a perfume on the violet, 

To smooth the ice, ,or add another hue 
Cnto the rainbow, or with taper-light 

beauteous eye of heaven to garnish, 

Is wasteful, and ridiculous excess. 

TihTct royal pleasure must be done, 

I f f ancient tale new told • 

I And, m the last repeating, troublesome, 
isemg urged at a time unseasonable. 

I Gf plain old form is much disWed : 

I And, like a shifted wind unto a sail, 

Startle,® ^’’OUt ; 

fetditles and frights consideration ; 

opinion sick, and truth suspected, 

For putting on so new a fashion’d robe. ^ 

Hem. %hen workmen strive to do better than 

ney do confound their skill in covetousness : 

Ann, ottenames, excusing of a fault, i 

Doth make the fault the worse bv the excuse • 

I ^ patches, set upon a little breach, ’ 

- Discreet more in hiding of the fault. 

Than did the fault before it was so patch’d. ] 


To this effect, before you ivere new-crown’d 
We breath d our counsel : but it pleas’d your lii^h ’ 
To overbear It ; and we are all well pleal'd • fness 
’ naeh P®*'* "’« would. ^ 

P Jot Ji%!>i>ess will. 

Thf;. double coronation 

I have possess’d you with, and think them strong 
And more, more strong, (when lesser is my ’ 

I shaU indue you with : Mean time, but .as'k 

And^ldfs^alf reform’d, that is not well : 

T K k u perceive, how wiffingly 

Use, ’ °f 

To sound the proses of all their hearts,) 

Both for myseh and them, fbut, chief of all 

ieJ tP%' myself and them’ 

Bend their best studies, ) heartiiv request 

The enlranchisement of Arthur; whise restraint 

To breTfuto “P^ <1^00^““* 

If f ■ ‘ dangerous argument,— i 

, what in rest you have, in right vou hold i 

;n hy then your fears, (which, ^ they say attend 
Yo® stops of WTong,) should move vJu to’mew ut ' 
1 our tender kinsman, and to choke his da“ ^ I 
v\ ith oaruarous ignorance, and deny his youth i 
The nch advantage of good e.xerdse .= ^ 

ibac the time s enemies may not liave this 

To grace occasions, let it be our suit, I 

That you have bid us ask his liberty ; I 

W hich for our goods we do no further ask, I 

Thau whereupon our weal, on you depending I 
Counts it your weal, he have hL Ubmy? I 

A-. John. Let it be so ; I do commit his youth ■' 


hunter Hubert. 

nfu > a • ® !>loodv deed • 

He show’d ms warrant to a friend of mine ■ ’ 

aiie image ofa wicked heinous fault ' 

Lives in his eye ; that close aspect of nis 

And I'CfelrfuUy ' 

Between his mrpose and his conscience. 

Like her^ds^ twixt two dreadful battles set: 

^’toak. i 

toence “ ^ ' 

The foul corraption of a sweet child's death. 

^ mortality’s strong ! 

Gmd lords, although my will to give is Hving ; 

He telT^ ‘S gone aad dead; : 

^ IS deceas'd to-nigbt. j 

Hm. Indeed, we heai-d how near his death he 
Before the chUd himself felt he was sick : [wa^ : 
““t fie answer’d, either here, or hence. ' ' 
AT. John. Wly do you bend such soiemn brows I 
on me ? 1 

Think you, I bear the shears of destiny > , 

Have I commandment on the pulse of lie ? < 

apparent foul.play ; and kis shame, 

1 hat greatness should so grossly offer it - 
&o timve it in your game ! and so farewell. 

Stay yet, lord SaHsbury; PlUm with the#* ’ 
And find the inheritance of this poor child, ' I 
His little kingdom of a forced grave. ^ 




KING JOHN. 


Bast. The hreiich, my lord; men’s mouths are 
full of it : 

Besides, I met lord Bigot,, and lord Salisbury, 
(With e3^es as red as new-enkindled fire,) 

And others more, going to seek the grave 
Of Arthur, who, they say, is kill’d to-night 
On your suggestion. 

K. John. Gentle kinsman, go 

And thrust thyself into their companies ; 

I have a way to win their loves again ; 

Bring them before me. 

Bast. I will seek them out. 

K. John. Nay, but make haste ; the better foot 
before. 

O, let me have no subject enemies, 

When adverse foreigners affright my towns 
With dreadful pomp of stout invasion !— 

Be Mercury, set feathers to thy heels ; 

And fly, like thought, from them to me again. 
Bast. The spirit of tlie time shall teach me speed. 

[ Exit 

K. John. Spoke like a spriteful noble gentle- 
man. — 

Go after him ; for he, perhaps, shall need 
Some messenger betwixt me and the peers : 

And be thou he. 

Mess. With all my heart, my liege. 

lExit. 

K, John. Aly mother dead ! 

jRe-enter Hubert. 

Hub. My lord, they say, five moons were seen 
to-night : 

Four fixed ; and the fifth did whirl about 
The other four, in wond’rous motion. 

K.Jolvn. Five moons? 

Hub. Old men, and beldams, in the streets 
Do prophesy upon it dangerously ; 

Young Arthur’s death is common in their mouths: 
And when they talk of him, they shake their heads, 
And wdiisper one another in the ear ; 

And he, that speaks, doth gripe the hearer’s wiist; 
Whilst he, that hears, makes fearful action, 

With wrinkled brows, with nods, with rolling eyes. 
I saw a smith stand with his hammer, thus, 

The w'hilst his iron did on the anvil cool, 

With open mouth swallowing a tailor’s news ; 
Who, with his shears and measure in his hand, 
Standing on slippers, (which his nimble haste 
Had falsely thrust upon contn'try feet,) 

Told of a many thousand warlike French, 

That were embattled and rank’d in Kent : 

Another lean unwash’d artificer 

Cuts off his tale, and talks of Arthur’s death. 

K. John. Why seek’st thou to possess me with 
these fears? 

Why urgest thou so oft young Arthur’s death ? 
Thy hand hath murder’d him : I had mighty cause 
To wish him dead, but thou hadst jione to kill 
him. 

Hub. Had none, my lord I why, did you not 
provoke me ? 

K. John. It is the curse of kings, to be attended 
By slaves, that take their humours for a warrant 
To break within the bloody house of life : 

And, on the winking of authority, 

To understand a law ; to know the meaning 
Of dangerous majesty, w'hen, perchance, it frowns 
More upon humour than advis’d respect. 

Hub. Here is youi- hand and seal for w’'bat I did 


Three foot of it doth hold ; Bad world the while I 
This must not he thus borne : this will break out 
To all our sorrows, and ere long, I doubt. 

, [Exeunt Lords. 

K. John. They bum in indignation ; I repent ; 
There is no sure foundation set on blood ; 

No certain life achiev’d by others’ death. — — 
Enter a Messenger. 

A fearful eye thou hast ; Where is that blood, 
That I have seen inhabit in those cheeks ? 

So foul a sky clears not without a storm : ^ 

Four down thy weather ^ -o ^ 


-How goes all in France ? 
England. — Never such a 
3 n, [power 

Was levied in the body of a land ! 

The copy of your speed is learn’ d by them ; 

For, when you should be told they do prepare, 

The tidings come, that they are all arriv’d 

K. John. 0, where hath oui- intelligence been 
drank ? 

Where hath it slept ? Where is my mother’s care? 
That such an army could be drawn in France, 

And she not hear of it ? 

Mess. My liege, her cal- 

ls stopp’d with dust ; the first of April, died 
Your noble mother : And, as I hear, my lord, 

The lady Constance in a frenzy died 

Three days before : but this from rumour’s tongue 

I idly heard ; if true, or false, I know not. 

K. John. Withhold thy speed, dreadful occasion ! 
0, make a league wuth me, till I have pleas’d 
My discontented peers ! — ^What ! mother dead ? 
How wildly then walks my estate in France ! — 
Under whose conduct came those powers of France, 
That thou for truth giv’st out, are landed here ? 
Mess. Under the Dauphin. 

Enter the Bastard and Peter o/Pomfret. 

K. John. Thou hast made me giddy 

With these ill tidings. — ^Now, what says the w^orld 
To your proceedings ? do not seek to stuff 
My head with more ill news, for it is full. 

Bast. But, if you be afeard to hear the worst, 
Then let the worst, unheard, fall on your head. 

K, John. Bear with me, cousin ; for I was amaz’d 
Under the tide ; but now I breathe again 
Aloft the flood ; and can give audience 
To any tongue, speak it of what it will. 

Bast. How I have sped among the clergymen. 
The sums I have collected shall express. 

But, as I travelled hither through the land, 

I And the people strangely fantasied ; 

Possess’d with rumours, full of idle dreams ; 

Not knowing what they fear, but Mi of fear : 

And here’s a prophet, that I brought with me 
From forth the streets of Pomfret, whom I found 
With many hundreds treading on his heels ; 

To whom he sung, in rude harsh-sounding rhymes, 
That, ere the next Ascension-day at noon, 

Your highness should deliver up your crown. 

JST. John. Thou idle dreamer, wherefore didst 
thou so? 

Peter. Foreknowing that the truth willfalk)ut so. 
K . J olm. Hubert, away with him ; i mprison him ; 
And on that day at noon, whereon, he says, 

I shah yield up my crown, let him be bang’d : 
Deliver him to safety, and return, 

For I must use thee, — O my gentle cousin, 

[Exit Hubert, with Peter. 
Hear’st thou the news abroad, who ai'e arriv’d ? 



r 


S(;i2lVE III 



K. John, o, when the last account •’’twixt heaven 
and earth 

^ to be made, then shaU this hand and seal 
Witness against us to damnation ! 

How oft the s^ht of means to do ill deeds, 

Soi K been by, 

A fehow by the hand of nature mark’d, 

Quoted, and sign’d, to do a deed of shame, 

iiih mm der had not come into my mind : 

But, taking note of thj?- abhorred aspect, 

Finding thee M for bloody villaiiv, 

Apt, liable, to be employ'd in danger, 
i iaint.y broke with thee of Arthur's death ; 

I endeared to a king, 

Made It no conscience to destroy a prince. 

I , Mud. My lord, ‘ 

JT. Jo/m. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or 

m,ade a nause. 

When I spake dakly what I purposed ; 

Or turn'd an eye of doubt upon my face, 

As bid roe tell my tale in express words ; 

\ nfftf „ made me break off, 

Bm tbnf fby fears might have wrought fears in me : 
But thou didst understand me by my signs, 

And dicU m signs again parley with sin ; 
lea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent, 

And, consequently, thy rude hand to act 
ihe deed, winch both our tongues held vOe to 
name. — 

Out of my sight, and never see me more ! 

1 ly nobles leave me ; and my state is brav’d, 

foreign powers: 

Nay, m the body of this fleshly land, 

Ihis kingdom, this coiitine of blood and breath, 
Mo^hty and cmi tumult reigns 
Be^een my conscience, and my cousin’s death 
T»n 1 * against your other enemies, 

1 U make a peace between your soul and you. 

Young Arthur is aUve : This hand of mine 
is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

orimson spots of blood. 

Within this bosom never enter’d yet 
Ine dreadful motion of a murd’rous thought, 

And you have slander’d nature in my form ; 

Which howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 
Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 

A. John Doth Arthur live O, haste thee to 
the peers, 

Throw this report on their incensed rage, 

And maxe them tame to their obedience I 
forgive the comment that my passion made 

And foul imaginary eyes of blood 
Presented thee more hideous than thou art. 

O answer not ; hut to my closet bring 
The i^ry lords, with all expedient haste : 

o jure thee but slowly; run more fast. lExeunt. 


rU find a thousand shifts to get away : 

As good to die, and go, as die, and stay. 

O me I my uncle’s spirit is in these 

Heaven take my soul, and England keep my bones ! 

i ^nter PEumoKB, Salisbury, mul Bigot. 

T. ^ at Saint Edmund’s 

It is our safety, and we must embrace fBarv • 
This gentle offer of the perilous time. * 

Mem. Who brought that letter from the cardinal ^ 
Wh^f‘ ’ count Melun, a noble lord of France : 
HTiose pnvate with me, of the Dauphin’s love 
Is much more general than these lines import. ' 

To-morrow morning let ns meet him then. 
Ju . Or, rathp then set forward : for ’twill be 
Iwo long days journey, lords, or e’er we meet 


SCENE III.—T'Ae same. Before fhe Castle. 

Enter Arthur, on the walls. 

aad yet will I leap 

^od ground, be pitiful, and hurt me not !— 

Ihere s few, or none, do know me ; if they did. 
This stop-boy s semblance hath disguis’d me oulte 
lam affmd ; and yet I’ll venture it. ^ 

it 1 get down, and do not break my limbs, ; 


Enter the Bastard. 

Onre more to-day weU met, distemper’d 

your presence straight, 
hath dispossess’d himself of us; 
bestained cloak 

W ith our pure honours, nor attend the foot 
That leaves the print of blood where-e’er it walks • 
Return, and tell him so ; we know the worst. 

Bast, ^i hate er you think, good words, I think, 
were best. ’ 

=‘“'1 our manners, reason 

£as/. But there is little reason in your .o-rief- 
Therefore,_ twere reason, you had mannersVow’ 

B ; ™l'afionce hath his privilege. 

uo “'■ui eise. 

bal. This IS the prison ; What is he iies here > I 

R.-. 0_ death, made proud wt“S I 

princely beautv I * I 

The earth had not a hole to hide this deed. ! 

Sal Murder, as hating what him.^elf hath done I 
Doth lay it open, to urge on revens'e. ^ I 

Big. Or, when he doom’d this beauty to a <^rave ' 

beheld ! 

Or have you read, or heard ? or could you think I 
Or do you almost think, although yon see, ‘ I 
That you do see ? could thought without this oh]ecL ' 
Form such another This is the verv top 
The height the crest, or crest unto the crest 
Of murder s arms : This is the bloodiest shame, 
liie wildest savag’ry, the vilest stroke, 

^at ever wall-ey’d wrath, or staring ra-^e, 

Presented to the tears of soft remorse. " 

Fern. All murders past, do stand excus’d In this 
And this so sole, and so unmatchable, 

Shall give a holiness, a purity, 

To the yet-unbegotten sin of times ; 

And prove a deadly bloodshed but a jest, 

Exampled by this heinous spectacle. ' 

_ Bast. It is a damned and a bioodv work : 

The graceless action of a hea^w hand, 

If that it be the work of any hand. 

_ 5'a/. If that it be the work of any hand?— 

We had a kind of light, what would ensue ; 

shameful wnrk of Hubert’s hand ; 

The practice, and the purpose, of the king 
From whose obedience I forbid my soul-, 
pieelmg before this ruin of sweet life 
And breathing to his breathless excellence 



KING JOHN, 


Tlie uncleanly savours of a slaughter-liouse ; 

For I am stifled with this smell of sin. 

Big. Away, toward Bury, to the Dauphin there! 
Pern. There, teU. the king, he may inquire us out 

[^Exeunt Lords. 

Bast. Here s a good world ! — Knew you of this 
fair work ? 

Beyond the infinite and boundless reach 
Of mercy, if thou didst this deed of death, 

Art thou damn’d, Hubert. 

Hub. Do but hear me, sir. 

Bast. Ha! Til tell thee what; 

Thou art damn’d as black — nay, nothing is so 
black ; 

Thou art more deep damn’d than prince Lucifer : 
There is not yet so ugly a fiend of hell 
As thou shalt be, if thou didst kill this child. 

Huh. Upon my soul, 

Bast. If thou didst but consent 

To this most cruel act, do but despair, 

And, if thou want’st a cord, the smallest thread 
That ever spider twisted from her womb 
Will serve to strangle thee ; a rush will be 
A beam to hang thee on ; or would’st thou drown 
Put but a little water in a spoon, [thyself. 

And it shall be as all the ocean, 

Enough to stifle such a villain up. 

I do suspect thee very grievously. 

Huh. If I in act, consent, or sin of thought 
Be guilty of the stealing that sweet breath 
Which was emhounded in this beauteous clay, 

Let hell want pains enough to torture me ! 

I left him well. 

Bast. Go, bear him in thine arms. — 

I am amaz’d, methinks ; and loser, my way 
Among the thorns and dangers of this world.— 
How easy dost thou take all England up 1 
From forth this morsel of dead I'oyalty, 

The life, the right, and truth of all this realm 
Is fled to heaven ; and England now is left 
To tug and scamble, and to part by the teeth 
The xmowed interest of proud-sw’elling state. 

Now, for the bare-pick’d bone of majesty, 

Doth dogged war bristle his angry crest, 

And snarleth in the gentle eyes of peace ; 

Now powers from home, and discontents at home, 
Meet in one line, and vast confusion waits 
(As doth a raven on a sick-fallen beast,) 

The eminent decay of wrested pomp. 

Now happy he, whose cloak and cincture can 
Hold out this tempest. Bear away that child, 
And follow me with speed ; I’ll to the king : 

A thousand businesses are brief in hand, 

And heaven itself doth frown upon the land. 


The incense of a vow, a holy vow ; 

Never to taste the pleasures of the world, 

Never to be infected with delight, 

Nor conversant with ease and idleness, 

Till I have set a glory to this hand, 

By giving it the worship of revenge. 

Pern. Big. Our souls religiously confirm thy 
words. 

Enter Hubert. 

Hub. Lords, I am hot with haste in seeking you : 
Arthur doth live ; the king hath sent for you. 

Sal. 0, he is bold, and blushes not at death : — 
Avaunt, thou hateful villain, get thee gone ! 

Hub. I am no viUain. 

Sal. Must I rob the law ? 

IDranmi fj Ms sword. 
Bast. Your sword is bright, sir; put it up again. 
Sal. Not till I sheath it in a murderer’s skin. 
Hub. Stand back, lord Salisbury, stand back, I 
say; 

By heaven, I think, my sword’s as sharp as yours: 
I would not have you, lord, forget yourself, 

Nor tempt the danger of my true defence ; 

Lest I, by marking of your rage, forget 
Your worth, your greatness, and nobility. 

Big. Out, dunghill! Dar’st thou brave a noble- 
man ? 

Hith. Not for my life : but yet I dare defend 
My innocent life against an emperor. 

Sal. Thou art a murderer. 

Huh. Do not prove me so ; 

Yet, I am none ; Whose tongue soe’er speaks false, 
Not truly speaks ; who speaks not truly, lies. 

Pern. Cut him to pieces. 

Bast. Keep the peace, I say. 

Sal. Stand by, or I shall gall you, Faulconbridge. 
Bast. Thou wert better gall the devil, Salisbury : 
If thou but frown on me, or stir thy foot, 

Or teach thy hasty spleen to do me shame, 

I’ll strike thee dead. Put up thy sword betime ; 
Or I’ll so maul you and your toasting-iron, 

That you shall think the devil is come from hell. 

Big. What wilt thou do, renowned Faulcon- 
Second a villain and a murderer ? [bridge ? 

Huh. Lord Bigot, I am none. 

Big. Who kill’d this prince ? 

Hub. ’Tis not an hour, since I left him well : 

I honour’d him, I lov’d him ; and wfill weep 
My date of life out, for his sweet life’s loss. 

Sal. Trust not those cunning waters of his eyes. 
For villany is not without such rheum ; 

And he, long traded in it, makes it seem 
Like rivers of remorse and innocency. 

Away, with me, all you whose souls abhor 


SCENE I.-TAe 


same. A Boom in the Palace. And from his holiness use all your power 
Enter King John, Pandtji,ph with, the crown, and At- To stop their marches, ’fore we are inflam’d. 

tendants. Oul* discontented counties do revolt ; 

K. J ohn. Thus have I yielded up into your hand Our people quarrel with obedience ; 

The circle of my glory. ^ Swearing allegiance, and the love of soul, 

Bund. Take again To stranger blood, to foreign royalty. 

T- . , . , , , , John the crown. This inundation of mistemper’d iiumour 

rom this my hand, as holding of the pope, Rests by you only to be qualified, 

our soverei^ greatness and authority. Then pause not ; for the present time’s so sick, 

A. ^ow keep your holy word ; go meet That present medicine must be minister’d, 
tnehrench; Or overthrow incurable ensues. 


SOilNt! 11. 


king JOHN. 


i Fund. It was my breath that blew this tempest up. 
Upon your stubborn usage of the pope : 

Bat, since yon are a gentle convertite, 

My tongae shall hush again this storm of war, 

And make fair weather in yonr Mustering land. 

Un tins Ascension-day, remember well 
Upon your oath of service to the pope/ 

Go I to make the French lay down their arms. 

rr -r y , , [.EjCU. 

, A. JUM. Is this Ascension-day? Did not the 
prophet 

Say, that,, before Ascension-dav at noon, 

My crown, I should give off? Even so I have : 

1 did suppose, it should be on constraint* 

But,, heaven be thank’d, it is but voluntary. 


K. John. Have thou the ordering of this present 

time. i - 

Awaythen,withgoodcourage; yetjknow 

Our party may well meet a prouder foe. [Ezeuni 

SCENE II.— ^ p/am near St. Ebmund’s-Bury. 

Enter in arms, Lbivis, SAursECEv, Meeun, PnMBEOKa 
Bigot, Soidiers. * 


Enter the Bastard. 

Bast. Ail Kent hath yielded; nothing there 
holds out, 

But Dover castle : London hath receivM, 

Like a kind host, the Dauphin and his powders : 
lour nobles will not hear you, but are gone 
To offer service to your enemy ; 

And wild amazement hurries up and dowm 
The^little number of your doubtful friends. 

K. John. Mould not my lords return to me 
again, 

Alter they heard young Arthur w’as alive ? 

Bast. They found Mm dead, and cast into the 
streets ; 

An empty casket where the jewel of life 
By some damnhl hand was robb’d and taMn aw^ay. 
A. John. That villain Hubert told me he did 
live. , 

Fasi. So, on my soul, he did, for aught he knew. 

But wherefore do you droop ? why look you sad ? 
Be great in act, as you have been in thought ; 

Let not the world see fear, and sad distrust, 

Govern the motion of a kingly eye : 

Be stirring as the time ; be lire with fire ; 

Threaten the threat’ ner, and outface the brow 
Of bragging horror : so shall inferior eyes, 

That borrow their behaviours from the great, 

Grow great by your example, and put on 
The dauntless spirit of resolution. 

Away ; and glister like the god of war, 

M hen he intendeth to become the field : 

S^w boldness and aspiring confidence. 

MTiat, shaU they seek the lion in Ms den, 

And fright him there ? and make him tremble 
there ? 

I O, let it not be said !— Forage and run 
1 .io meet displeasure further from the doors : 
mid grapple with Mm, ere he come so nigh. 

The legate of the pope hath been with 
And 1 have made a happy peace with him ; [me, 
And he hath promis’d to dismiss the powers 
» Led by the Dauphin. 

CT ^ inglorious league I 

Shall we, upon the footing of our land, 
bend fair-pIay orders, and make compromise, 
^smuation, parley, and base truce, * 

To arms invasive? shall a beardless boy, 

1 A cocker’d sdken w^antoa, brave our fields 
And flesh Ms spirit in a warlike soil, 

Mocking the air wath colours idly spread. 

And find no check ? Let us, my liege, to arms ; 

1 erchance, the cardinal cannot make your peace : 

Or if he do, let it at least be said, 

They saw we had a purpose of defence. 


My lord Meinn, let this be copied out. 

And keep it safe for oor remembrance : 

Return the precedent to these lords again ; 
lhat, having our fair order written dowm, 

Both they, and w*e, perusing o’er these notes, 
May know whereMre we took the sacrament. 

And keep our faiths firm and inviolable, 
e Sal Upon our_sides it never shall, he broken. 
And, noble dauphin, albeit w'e swear 
A voluntary zeal, and unurg’d faith 
To your proceedings ; yet, believe nie, prince 
1 am not glad that such a sore of time’ ' 

Should seek a plaster bv contemn’d revolt 
And heal the inveterate canker of one wo/ad, 

By making many : O, it grieves my soul, 

; lhat 1 must draw this metal from rny side 
To be a widow-maker ; O, and there, 

MMere honourable rescue, and defence, 

! Cries out upon the name of Salisbury 
But such is the infection of the time. 

That, for the health and physic of our rieht 
Me cannot deal but with the very hand " 

Of stern injustice and confused wrong.— 

And is’t not pity, O my giieved friends ! 

That we, the sons and children of this isle 
Were born to see so sad an hour as this ; 

M’herein we step after a stranger march 
Upon her gentle bosom, and fill up 
Her enemies’ ranks, (I must withdraw and weep 
Upon the spot of this enforced cause,) 

To grace the gentry of a land remote, 

And follow unacquainted colours here ? 

thou could’st remove I 

lhat Neptune’s arms, who clippeth thee about, 

M ould bear thee from the knowledge of thyself 
And grapple thee unto a pagan shore ; 
mere these two Christian armies might combine 
The blood of malice in a vein of league, 

And not to spend it so unneighbourfr I ' 

Bezo. A noble temper dost" thou show In this ; 
And great afiections, wrestling in thv bosom. 

Do make an earthquake of nobility," 

O, what a noble combat hast thou fouMit, 

Between compulsion, and a brave respect ! 

Let me wipe off tMs honourable dew. 

That silverly doth progress on thy cheeks : i 

My heart hath melted at a lady’s "tears, i 

Being an ordinary inundation ! 

But this effusion of such manly drops, ; 

This shower, blown up by tempest of the soul, ! 

Startles mine eyes, and makes me more amaz’d ! 

Than had I seen the vault? top of heaven ! 

Figui*’d quite o’er with burning meteors. | 

Lift up thy brow, renowned Salisbury, j 

And with a great heart heave away this storm ; I 
Commend these waters to those baby eyes, > 

That never saw the giant world enrag’d" I I 

Nor met with fortune other than at feasts, j 

Full warm of blood, of mirth, of gossiping. i 

Come, come ; for thou shalt thrust thy hand as deep ' 



SCENE III.— The same. A Field of Battle. 

Alarums, Enter Kin<5 John and Hueekt. 

K. John, How goes tlie day with ns ? O, tell me, 
Hubert. 

Huh. Badly, I fear : How fares your majesty ? 


KING JOHN. 


Into the purse of rich prosperity, 

As Lewis himself : — so, nobles, shall you all, 

That knit your sinews to the strength of mine. 

Enter Pandulph, attended- 
And even there, methinks, an angel spake : 

Look, where the holy legate Cv/mes apace, 

To give us warrant from the hand of heaven ; 

And on our actions set the name of right, 

With holy breath. 

Pand. Hail, noble prince of France ! 

The next is this,— King John hath recoiicird 
Himself to Rome ; his spirit is come in, 

That so stood out against the holy church, 

The great metropolis and see of Rome : 

Therefore thy threat’ ning colours now wind up. 
And tame the savage spirit of wnld war ; 

That, like a lion foster’d up at hand, 

It may lie gently at the foot of peace. 

And be no further harmful than in show. 

Lew. Your grace shall pardon me, I will not 
I am too high-bom to be propertied, [back ; 
To be a secondary at controul. 

Or useful ser\nng-man, and instrument, 

To any sovereign state throughout the world. 

Your breath first kindled the dead coal of wars 
Between this chastis’d kingdom and myself. 

And brought in matter that should feed this fire ; 
And now ’tis far too huge to be blown out 
With that same weak wind which enkindled it. 
You taught me how to know the face of right, 
Acquainted me with interest to this land. 

Yea, thrust this enterprize into my heart ; 

And come you now to tell me, J ohn hath made 
His peace with Rome "i What is that peace to me ? 
I, by the honour of my marriage-bed. 

After young Arthur, claim this land for mine ; 

And, now it is half-conquer’d, must I back. 
Because that John hath made his peace with Rome ? 
Am I Rome’s slave ? What penny hath Rome borne, 
What men provided, what munition sent, 

To underprop this action? is’t not I, 

That undergo this charge ? who else but I, 

And such as to my claim are liable, 

Sweat in this business, and maintain this war } 
Have I not heard these islanders shout out, 

Vive le ! SiS I have bank’d their towns? 

Have I not here the best cards for the game, 

To win this easy match play’d for a crown ? 

And shall I now give o’er the yielded set ? 

No, on my soul, it never shall be said. 

Pand. You look but on the outside of this work. 
Lew. Outside or inside, I wiU not retmn 
Till my attempt so much be glorified- 
I As to my ample hope was promised 
I Before I drew this gallant head of war, 

I And cull’d these fiery spirits from the world, 

To outlook conquest, and to win renown 
Even in the jaws of danger and of death. — 

{Truni'pet sounds. 

What lusty trumpet thus doth summon us ? 

Enter the Bastard, attended. 

Bast. According to the fair play of the world, 

Let me have audience ; I am sent to speak : 

My holy lord of Milan, from the king 
I come, to learn how you have dealt for him ; 

And, as you answer, 1 do know the scope 
And warrant limited unto my tongue. 

Pand. The dauphin is too wilM-opposite, 


And will not temporize with my entreaties ; 

He flatly says, he’ll not lay down Ms arms. 

Bast. By all the blood that ever fury breath’d 
The youth says well : — Now hear our English kin'^ • 
For thus his royalty doth speak in me. ^ ’ 

He is prepar’d ; and reason, too, he should : 

This apish and unmannerly approach, 

This harness’d masque, and unadvised revel, 

This unliair’d sauciness, and boyish troops, 

The king doth smile at ; and is well prepar’d 
To whip this dwarfish war, these pigmy arms, 
From out the circle of his territories. 

That hand, wliich had the strength, even at your 
door, 

To cudgel you, and make you take the hatch ; 

To dive, like buckets, in concealed wells ; 

To crouch in litter of your stable planks ; 

To lie, like pawns, lock’d up in chests and trunks; 
To hug wuth svAiiie ; to seek sweet safety out 
In vaults and prisons ; and to thrill, and shake, 
Even at the crying of your nation’s crow, 

Thinking his voice an armed Englishman : — 

Shall that victorious hand be feebled here, 

That in your chambers gave you chastisement ? 

No : Know, the gallant monarch is in arms ; 

And like an eagle o’er his aiery towers, 

To souse annoyance that comes near his nest. — 
And you degenerate, yo\i ingrate revolts, 

You bloody Neroes, ripping up the womb 
Of your dear mother England, blush for shame : 
For your own ladies, and pale-visag’d maids, 

Like Amazons, come tripping after drums : 

Their thimbles into armed gauntlets change, 

Their neelds to lances, and their gentle hearts 
To fierce and bloody inclination, 

Leiv. There end thy brave, and turn thy face in 
peace ; 

We grant, thou canst outscold us ; fare thee well ; 
We hold our time too precious to be spent 
With such a brabbler. 

Pand. Give me leave to speak. 

Bast. No, I will speak. 

Leio. We will attend to neither : — 

Strike up the drums ; and let the tongue of war 
Plead for our interest, and our being here. 

Bast. Indeed, your drums, being beaten, will 
cry out ; 

And so shall you, being beaten ; Do but start 
An echo with the clamour of thy drum. 

And even at hand a drum is ready brac’d, 

That shall reverberate all as loud as thine : 

Sound but another, and another shall, 

As loud as thine, rattle the welkin’s ear, 

And mock the deep-mouth’ d thunder: for at hand 
(Not trusting to this halting legate here, 

Whom he hath us’d rather for sport than need.) 

Is warlike John ; and in Ms forehead sits 
A bare-ribb'd death, wfliose office is this day 
To feast upon whole thousands of the French. 
Leiv, Strike up our drums, to find this danger out. 
Bast. And thou shalt find it, Dauphin, do not 
doubt. '[Exeunt. 


SCENE VX. 


KING JOHN. 


hath tronbled me so 
Lies heavy on me ; O, my heart is sick ! [long. 

Enter a Messenger. 

i!fm. My lord, your valiant kinsman, Panlcon- 
I Desires your majesty to leave the field ; rbrij™ 
And send him wrd by me, which way you L “ ’ 
A. JoAra Tell him, toward Swinstead, to the 

.abbey mere. 

of good comfort ; for the great siipplr 
IKat was expected by the daiipliisi here 
Am wreck’d .three nights ago on Goodwin sands. 
This news was brought to Richard but even now: 
The Rrecch. fight coldly, and retire themselves 

A 5' burns mV up 

And w’dl not let me welcome this good news ^ 

|et on toward Swinstead : to rny litter straight : j 

w eakness possessetli me, and I am faint, (kxeuni- ! 


SCENE l\\—The same. Another part of 
the same. 

Enter Salisbury, P'E,MEftoKB, Bigot, and others, 

Sal I tliink the king so stor’d with 

Tf ’■ P“‘ spirit in the French • 

If theji miscarry, we miscarry too. ’ 

Sal That misbegotten devil, Faiilcoabridge, 

In spite of spite, .alone upholds the day. 

e?n. sick, hath left 

Enter M,e,lun wounded, and led b?/ Soldiers. 

Lead me to the revolts of England here. 

fern Dk 

1 em. It is the count Alelun. 

Plv virvii TT ri to death. 

‘ sold ^ you are bought and 

Unthread the rude eye of rebellion, 

And welcome home again discarded faith 
Seek out king John, and fall before his feet ; 

it the hrench be lords, of this loud day 
He means to recompense the pains you take 
By cutting off yoir heads : Thus hath he swhn, 

And 1 wuth him, and many more with me 
upon the altar at Saint Edmund’ s-Burv • * 

Even on that altar, where w^e swore to vou 
Hear amity and everlasting love 
Sal May this be possible? may this be true? 
Mei. Have I not hideous death within my view 
Retaining but a quantity of life ; ""J 

Inch bleeds away, even as a form of wax 
KesoN’^eth from his figure ’gainst the fire > 

f should make me now deceive. 

Since I must lose the use of aU deceit ’ 

\vhy should 1 then be false ; since it is true 
piat I must fe here, and Uve hence by tenth? 

1 say again, if Lewus do win the day, 

He IS forsworn, if e’er those eyes of yours 
Behold another day break in the east ; 

But even this night, — whose black contagious 

Of the 01^?^?!^^"“^ 

ut tbe old, feeble, and day-weaned sun, 

Even this ill night, your breathing shall expire • 

Raying the fine of rated treachery^ ^ ^ 

' Even with a treacherous fine of ^ your Hve< ( 

ir Lewis by your assistance win the day. 

Commend me to one Hubert, vdth your king ; 

The love of him, — and this respect besides, j 


so For that my grandsire was an Englishman — 
g? Awakes my conscience to confess all this 
In lieu whereof, I pray you, bear me hence 
1 - rumour of the fiehl • 

here I may think the remnant of my thoughts 
body and my soul 

g \V ith contemplation and devout desire® 

do beheve thee, -And beshrew my 
the favour and the form Fsoul 
Of this most fair occasion, by the wiiich 
We wiR untread the steps of damned flight: 

And, like a bated and retired flood, 

Leaving our rankness and irregular course, 

^ fetoop low wuthin those bounds we ha^e o’erlook’d 
And calmly nin on in obedience, ’ 

Even to our ocean, to our great king John 

My arm shall give thee help to bear^ thee hence ; 
d or I do see the cruel pangs of death 
Right m thine eye.— Away, my friends! New 
fl-ight ; 

And happy nev^mess, that intends old right. ! 

[.Exeunt, leading ofMs,LVt>t | 

SCENE Y.—The same. The French Camp, | 
Enter Lnwii, and his Train. ‘ j 

Eezv. The sun of heaven, methought, was loath ! 

tO set t I 

But stay’d, and made the western welkin blush 
When the English measur’d backward their own 
In faint retire : O, bravely came off, [ground, 
When with a volley of our needless shot, ' 

After such bloody toil, we bid good night • 

And wound our tatter’d colours clear! r um 
Last m the field, and almost lords of it i ^ 

Enter a Messenger. 

Lew' prince, the dauphin ? 

I Mess. The count Melun is slain ; the'^English I 
By his persuasion, are again fidFn off: fiords 

And yom supply, which you have wish’d so “long,’ 

Are cast away, and sunk, on Goodvin sands " f 
Lew. Ah, foul shrewd news !— Beshrew tliy 
very heart ! ^ 

I did not think to be so sad to-night, ! 

As this hath made me — Wlio was he, that said, I 
King John did fiy, an hour or two before ! 

The stumbling night did part our wearv powers ^ I 
Whoever spoke it, it is true, mv lord. I 

The day shall not be up so soon as I, [to-night ; 

Fo try the fair adventure of to-morrow. » 


SCENE VI — An open Place in the neighbourhood 
of Swinstead-Abbey. 

Enter the Bastard and Hubert, Meeting. 

Hub. Who’s there? speak, hoi speak quiekiv, 
or I shoot. 

Bast. A friend.— What art thou } 

-TT, . Cf the part of England. 

Bast, WTiither dost thou go ? 

Bub, WfhaFs. that to thee ? Why may I not de- 
mand 

Of thine affairs, as well as thou of mine } 

Bast, Hubert, I think. 

T Last a perfect thought : 

I will, upon all hazardsj, well believe 1 






SCEI E YII— T/ie Orchard of Swinstead- Abbey. 
Enter Prencb Henbv, Salisbury, and Bigot. 

F. Hen. It is too late ; the life of aE his blood 
Is touch’d corraptibly; and his pare brain 
(Which some suppose the soul’s fr^ dwelling-house,) 


i)oth, by the idle comments that it makes, 

Foretell the ending of mortality. 

Enter FENmoKE. 

Pern. His highness yet doth speak ; and holds 
That, being brought into the open air, [belief, 
It would allay the burning quality 
Of that feu poison which assaileth him. 

F. Hen. Let him be brought into the orchard 
here. — 

Doth he stai rage ? Bigot. 

Pern. He is more patient 

Than when you left him ; even now he sung. 

P. Hen. O vanity of sickness ! fierce extremes, 
In their continuance will not feel themselves. 
Death, having prey’d upon the outward parts, 
Leaves them insensible 


WTien this vpas now a king, and now is clay ! _ 
Bast. Art thou gone so ? I do but stay behn 
To do the office for thee of revenge ; 

And then my soul shall wait on thee to heaven, 

As it on earth hath been thy servant still _ 

Now, now, you stars, that move in your rij 
spheres. 

Where be your powers ? Show now your menc 
faiths ; 

And instantly return with me again, 

To push destruction, and perpetual shame, 


and his siege is now 
Against the mind, the which he pricks and wounds 
With many legions of strange fantasies ; 

Which, in their throng and press to that last hold, 


352 


KING JOHN. 


ACT V, 


Thou art mv friend, that know’st my tongue so 

Who art thou? ^ = 

Bast. Who thou wilt : an if thou please. 

Thou may’st befriend me so much, as to think 
I come one way of the Plantagenets. 

Hub. Unkind remembrance ! thou, and eyeless 
night, 

Have done me shame Brave soldier, pardon me, 
That any accent, breaking from thy tongue. 

Should ’scape the true acquaintance of mine ear. 
Bast. Come, come ; sans compliment, what news 
abroad ? , , 

Hub. Why, here walk I, in the black brow ot 
To find you out. [night. 

Bast. Brief, then ; and what’s the news ? 

Hub. 0, my sweet sir, news fitting to the night, 
Black, fearful, comfortless, and horrible. 

Bast. Show me the very wound of this ill news; 

I am no woman, I’ll not swoon at it. 

Huh. The king, I fear, is poison’d by a monk : 

I left him almost speechless, and broke ont^ 

To acquaint you with this evil ; that you might 
The better arm you to the sudden time. 

Than if you had at leisure known of this. 

Bast. How did he take it ; who did taste to him ? 
Huh. A monk, I tell you ; a resolved villain, 
Whose bowels suddenly burst out : the king 
Yet speaks, and peradventure, may recover. 

Bast. Who didst thou leave to tend his majesty ? 
Hub. Why, know you not? the lords are all 
come back, 

And brought prince Henry in their company ; 

At whose request the king hath pardon’d them, 
And they are all about his majesty. 

Bast. Withhold thine indignation, mighty heaven, 

And tempt us not to bear above our power ! 

I’U tell thee, Hubert, half my power this night. 
Passing these fiats, are taken by the tide, 

These Lincoln washes have devoured them ; 

Myself, weU mounted, hardly have escap’d. 

Away, before ! conduct me to the king ; 

I doubt, he wiU be dead, or ere I come. lExeunt. 


Confound themselves. ’Tis strange, that death 
should sing. 

I am the cygnet to this pale faint swan, 

Who chants a doleful hymn to his own death ; 

And, from the organ-pipe of frailty, sings 
His soul and body to their lasting rest. 

Sal. Be of good comfort, prince ; for you are 
To set a form upon that iiidigest, [born 

Which he hath left so shapeless and so rude. 
lie-enter Bigot aiid Attendants, who bring in 
King John, v'w a chair. 

K. John. Ay, marry, now iny soul hath elbow- 
room ; 

It would not out at window^s, nor at doors. 

There is so hot a summer in my bosom, 

That all my bowels crumble up to dust ; 

I am a scribbled form, drawn with a pen 
Upon a parchment ; and against this fire 
Do I shrink up. 

F. Hen. How fares your majesty ? 
K.John. Poison’d, — ill fiire dead, forsook, 
cast off : 

And none of you will bid tlie winter come, 

To thrust his icy fingers in my maw ; 

Nor let my kingdom’s rivers take their course 
Through my hurn’d bosom ; nor entreat the north 
To make his bleak winds kiss my parched lips, 

And comfort me with cold : — I do not ask you much, 
I beg cold comfort ; and you are so strait, 

And so ingrateful, you deny me that. 

P. Hen. O, that there were some virtue in my 
That might reiieve you ! [tears, 

K. John. The salt in them is hot— 

Within me is a hell ; and there the poison 
Is, as a fiend, confin’d to tyrannize 
On unreprievable condemned blood. 

Bast. O, I am scalded with my violent motion, 
And spleen of speed to see your majesty. 

K. John. 0 cousin, thou art come to set mine 
eye : 

The taclde of my heart is crack’d and burn’d ; 

And all the shrouds, wherewith my life should sail, 
Are turned to one thread, one little hair : 

My heart hath one poor string to stay it by, 
Which holds but till tby news be uttered ; 

And then all this thou see’st is but a clod, 

And module of confounded royalty. 

Bast. The Dauphin is preparing hitherwardj 
Where, heaven he knows, how we shall answer him ; 
For, in a night, the best part of my power, 

As 1 upon advantage did remove, 

Were in tbe washes, all xmwarily, 

Devoured by the unexpected flood. 

IThe Kim dies. 

Sal You breathe these dead news in as dead an 


Kim JOHN, 


I Oiit^of tlie weak -door of our fainting. ]an,d : 

I Straight let ns seek, or straight we sliail be sougrlit ; 

I ■ The Daiip,h,iii rages at oiir very lieels. 

I ^&al It seems, you know not thea. so mucli as we : 

I Tft,e cardinal Paiidiilpli is witliin at rest, 
j. ho half an hoar since came from the daopMn ; 

I And brings from liim saeli oife.Fs of oar peace 
I As we with lioiioa,r and respect laay take, 

I With purpose presently to leave this war. 

I Basi. He will the rather do it, wlien lie sees 
I Ourselves well sinewed to our defence. 

Sai. Kay, it is ill a.iTiai2,ner done airea.dy ; 

For many carriages he hath despatch’d 
To the sea-side, and pat his cause arid quarrel 
To the disposing of the eardi.riaL 
With whom yourself, myself, and other lords, I 
If you think meet, this afternoon 'wii! post | 

To cdiisummate this business .happily. i 

Bast. Let it be so : — And you, my noble prince 
With, other p.rinces that may best be spar’d, ! 

Sha.ll wait upon your father’s funeral. ! 



P . Hen, At AVorcester must his body be interrid ; 

For so he will’d it. 

Bast ^ Thither shall it then. 

And happily may your sweet self put on 
The lineal state and gloiy of the land I 
To whom, with all submission, on my knee, 

I do bequeath my faithful services 
And true subjection, everlastingly. 

Sal. And the like tender of our love we make, 

To rest without a .spot for evermore. [thaiiks, 
P. Hen, I have a kind soul, that would give vou 
And knows not how to do it, but with tears. 

Bast O, kt us pay the time but needful woe, 
Since it hath, been beforehand with our griefs.-— ■ 

This England never did, (nor .never shall,) 

Lie at the proud foot of .a conqueror, 

when it first did help to wound itself. | 

Now these her pnnces are come .home a.gam., I 

Come the three corners of the world in arms, I 

An d we shall shock, them : Noueht shall make us rue, i 
1 f England to itself do rest hut true. iExemit I 


1 



SCENE,— in England and Wales. 


SCENE I. — London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Richakd, attended; John of Gaunt, and 
oH/ier Nobles, loith Mm. 

K. Rich. Old John of Gaunt, time-honour’d 
Lancaster, 

Hast thou, according to thy oath and hand, 
Brought hither Henry Hereford thy hold son ; 
Here to make good the hoisterous late appeal. 
Which then our leisure would not let us hear, 
Against the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray. 
Gaunt I have, my liege. 

K. Rich. TeH me moreover, hast thou sounded 
If he appeal the duke on ancient malice ; [him, 
Or worthily as a good subject should, 

On some known ground of treachery in him ? 
Gaunt As near as I could sift him on that ar- 
gument, — 

On some apparent danger seen in him, 

Aim'd at your highness, no inveterate malice. 

K. Rich. Then call them to our presence ; face 
to face, 

And frowning brow to brow, ourselves will hear 
The accuser, and the accused, freely speak ; — 

_ Mme Attendants. 

High-stomachM are they both, and fuU of ire, 

In rage deaf as the sea, hasty as fire. 

Re-erder Attendants, with Bolingbrgke and Noefolk. 
Boling. Many years of happy days befal 
My gracious sovereign, my most lo\'ing liege ! 

Nor. Each day still better other’s happiness ; 


Until the heavens, envying earth’s good hap, 

Add an immortal title to your crown ! 

K. Rich. We thank you both : yet one but 
flatters us, 

As well appeareth by the cause you come : 
Namely, to appeal each other of high treason.— 
Cousin of Herefprcl, what dost thou object 
Against the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray ? 

Boling. First, (heaven be the record to my 
In the devotion of a subject’s love, [speech 1) 
Tendering the precious safety of my prince, 

And free from other misbegotten hate, 

Come I appellant to this princely presence.— 
Now, Thomas Mowbray, do I turn to thee, 

And mark my greeting well ; for what I speak. 
My body sliaii make good upon this earth, 

Or my ^vine soul answer it in heaven. 

Thou art a traitor, and a miscreant ; 

Too good to be so, and too bad to live ; 

Since, the more fair and crystal is the sky, 

The uglier -seem the clouds that in it fly. 

Once more, the more to aggravate the note, 

With a foul traitor’s name stuff I thy throat ; 

And wish, (so please my sovereign,) ere I move, 
What my tongue speaks, my right-drawn sword 
may prove. 

N or. Let not my cold words here accuse my zeal : 
’Tis not the trial of a woman’s wan 
The bitter clamour of two eager tongues, 

Can arbitrate this cause betwixt us twain : 
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The blood is hot, that must be cool’d for this. 

Yet can I not of such tame patience boast, 

As to be hush’d, and nought at all to say : 

First, .the fair reverence of your liigliness curbs me 
From giving Feia,s and spurs to my free speech ; 
Which else would post, until it had return'd 
These terms of treason doubled down his throat. 
Setti.ng aside his high blood’s royalty, 

And let him be no kinsman to my liege, 

I do defy him, and I spit at him ; 

CaE him — a slanderous coward, and a viHaiii : 
Which to 3iia.mtain, I would allow- Mm odds ; 

And meet him, were I tied to run, a-foot 
Even to the frozen ridges of the .Alps, 

Or any other ground inhabitable 
Wherever Englishman, durst set his foot. 

Mean time, let this defe.nd my loyalty, — 

By all my hopes, most falsely doth he lie. 

Boling. Pale trembling coward I there I throw* 
m,y gage, 

Disclaiming here the kindred of the king ; 

And lay aside my high blood’s royalty. 

Which fear, not reverence, makes thee to except 
If guilty dread hath left thee so much streagtli, 

As to take up mine honour’s pawn, then stoop ; 

By that, and all the rites of knighthood else, 

Will I make good against thee, arm to arm, 

What I have spoke, or thou canst worse devise. 
Not, I take it up ; and, by that sword I swear, 
Which gently lay’d my knighthood on my shoulder, 
I’E answ*er thee in. any fair degree. 

Or chivalrous design of knightly trial : 

And, when I mount, alive may I not light, 

If I be traitor, or unjustly hght ! 

K, Rich. What doth our cousin lay to Blowbray’s 
It must be great, that can inherit us [charge ? 
So much as of a thought of ill in him. 

Boling. Look, w’hat I speak my life shall prove 
it true ; — 

That Mowbray hath receiv’d eight thousand nobles, 
In name of lendings for your highness’ soldiers ; 
The which he hath detain’d for lewd employments, 
Like a false traitor, and injurious villain. 

Besides I say, and will in battle prove, — 

Or here, or elsewhere, to the furthest verge 
That ever was survey’d by English eye, — 

That ail the treasons, for these eighteen years 
Complotted and contrived in this land, 

Fetch from false Mowbray their first head and 
spring. 

Further I say, — and further will maintain 
Upon his bad life, to make all this good, — 

That he did plot the duke of Gioster’s death ; 
Suggest his soon-believing adversaries ; 

And, consequently, like a traitor coward, 

Sluic’d out his innocent soul through streams of 
blood : 

Ir^Tiich blood, like sacrificing Abel’s, cries, 

Even from the tongiieless caverns of the earth, 

To me, for justice, and rough chastisement — 

And, by the glorious worth of my descent, 

This arm shall do it, or this life be spent ! 

K. Rich. How high a pitch his resolution soars ! — 
Thomas of Norfolk, what say’st thou to this ? 

Nor. O, let my sovereign turn away his face, 
And bid his ears a little wMie be deaf, 

TUI I have told this slander of his blood, 

How God, and good men, hate so foul a liar. 

K. Rich. Mowbray, impartial are our eyes and 


I Were he my brother, nay, my kingdom’s heir, 

I (As he is but my father’s brother’s son,) 

Now by my sceptre’s awe I make a vow, 

Such neighbour nearness to our sacred blood 
Should nothing privilege him, nor partialize 
The unstooping firmness of my upriglit soul ; 

He is our subject, Mowbray, so art thou ; 

Free speech, and fearless, I to thee aEow. 

Not. Then,, BoMngbroke, as low as to thy .hea.rt 
Through the false passage of thy throat, thou liest I 
Three parts of that receipt I lia*d for Calais, 
Disburs’d I duly to his highness’ soldiers : 

The other part reserv’d I by consent ; 

For that my sovereign Hege was in. my debt, 

Upon remainder of a dear account, 

Since last I went to France to fetch his queen : 

Now swaUow down that lie ! For Gioster’s 

death, 

I slew iiim not ; but to my own. disgrace, 

Neglecte.d my sworn duty in that case. — 

For you., my noble lord of Lancaster, 

The honourable father to my foe, 

Once did I lay in ambush for your life, 

A trespass that doth ve.x my grieved soul : 

But, ere I last receiv’d the sacrament, 

I did confess it ; and exactly begg’d 
Your grace’s pardon, and, I hope, I had it. 

This is my fault : As for the rest appeal’d, 

It issues from the rancour of a villain, 

A recreant and most degenerate traitor ; 

Which in myself I boldly will defend ; 

And interchangeably hurl down my gage 
Upon this overweening traitor’s foot, 

To prove myself a ioyM gentlem.an 

Even in the best blood chamber’d in his bosom : 

In haste whereof, most heartily I pray 
Your highness to assign our trial day. 

K. Rich. Wrath-kindled gentlemen, be rul’d by 
Let’s purge this choier without letting blood : [me ; 
This we prescribe, though no physician ; 

Deep mahce makes too deep incision : 

Forget, forgive ; conclude, and be agreed ; 

Our doctors say, this is no time to bleed. — 

Good uncle, let this end where it begun ; 

We’ll calm the duke of Norfolk, you your son. 
Gaunt. To be a make-peace shall become my 
age 

Throw down, my son, the duke of Norfolk’s gnge. 
K. Rich. And, Norfolk, throw down his. 

Gaunt. When, Harry ! when 

Obedience bids, I should not bid again i 

K. Rich. Norfolk, throw down; we bid; there 
is no boot 

Nor. Myself I throw, dread sovereign, at th}* 
foot: 

My life thou shalt command, but not my slmme : 
The one my duty owes ; but my fair name, 

(Despite of death, that lives upon my grave,) 

To dark dishonour’s use thou shait not have. 

I am disgrac’d, impeach’d, and baffied here ; 

Pierc’d to the soul with slander’s venom’cl spear ; 
The which no balm can cure, but his heart-blood 
Which breath’d this poison. ! 

K. Rich. Rage must be withstood ; 

Give me his gage : — Lions make leopards tame. 
Nor. Yea, but not change their spots : take but 
my shame, 

And I resign my gage. My dear dear lord, 

The purest treasure mortal times afford, 

Is — spotless reputation ; that away, 
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Men are but gilded loam, or painted clay. 

A jewel in a ten-times-barr’d-up chest 
Is — a bold spirit in a loyal breast. 

Mine honour is my life ; both grow in one ; 

Take honour from me, and my life is done : — 
Then, dear my liege, mine honour let me try ; 

In that I live, and for that will I die. 

K. Mick. Cousin, throw down your gage; do 
you begin. 

Boling. O, God defend my soul from such foul 
sin ! 

Shall I seem crest-fallen in my father’s sight ? 

Or with pale beggar-fear impeach my height 
Before this outdar’d dastard ? Ere my tongue 
Shall wound mine honour with such feeble wrong, 
Or sound so base a paiie, my teeth shall tear 
The slavish motive of recanting fear ; 

And spit it bleeding, in his high disgrace, 

Where shame doth harbour, even in Mowbray ’s face ! 

{_Exit Gaunt. 

K. Rich. We were not born to sue, but to com- 
mand : 

"VlTiich since we cannot do to make you friends, 

Be ready, as your lives shall answer it. 

At Coventry, upon Sa4nt Lambert’s day; 

There shall your swords and lances arbitrate 
The swelling difference of your settled hate ; 

Since we can not atone you, we shall see 
Justice design the victor’s chivalry. — 

Marshal, command our officers-at-arms 
Be ready to direct these home alarms. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE IL — The same. A Room in the Duke 
0/ Lancaster’s Palace. 


Enter Gaunt and Duchjess u/Gloster. 

Gaunt. Alas ! the part I had in Gloster’s blood 
Doth more solicit me, than your exclaims, 

To stir against the butchers of his life. 

But since correction lieth in those hands, 

Which made the fault that we cannot correct. 

Put we our quarrel to the will of heaven ; 

Who when he sees the hours ripe on earth, 

Will rain but vengeance on offenders’ heads. 

Buck. Binds brotherhood in thee no sharper spur } 
Hath love in thy old blood no living ffre ? 

Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art one, 
Were as seven phials of his sacred blood, 

Or seven fair branches springing from one root : 
Some of those seven are dried by nature’s course, 
Some of those branches by the destinies cut : 

But Thomas, my dear lord, my life, my Gloster, — 
One phial full of Edward’s sacred blood. 

One flourishing branch of his most royal root, — 

Is crack’d, and all the precious liquor spilt ; 

Is hack’d down, and his summer-leaves all faded, 
By envy’s hand, and mui'der’s bloody axe.^ — 

Ah, Gaunt ! his blood was thine ; that bed, that 
womb, 

That metal, that self-mould, that fashion’d thee, 
Made him a man ; and though thou liv’st, and 
breath’ st, 

Yet art thou slain in him : thou dost consent 
In some large measure to thy father’s death, 

In that thou seest thy wretched brother die, 

Who was the model of thy father’s life. 

Call it not patience. Gaunt, it is despair : 

In suffering thus thy brother to be slaughter’d, 
Thou show’st the naked pathway to thy life, 
Teaching stem murder how to butcher thee : 


That which in mean men we entitle — patience, 

Is pale cold cowardice in noble breasts. — 

What shall I say ? to safeguard thine own life, 

The best way is — to ’venge my Gioster’s death. 
Gaunt. Heaven's is the quarrel ; for heaven’s 
substitute, 

His deputy anointed in liis sight, 

Hath caus’d his death : the which if wrongfully, 
Let heaven revenge ; for I may never lift 
An angry arm against his minister. 

Buck. Where then, alas! may I complain myself? 
Gaunt. To lieaven, the widow’s champion and 
defence. 

Buck. Why then, I will Farewell, old Gaunt. 
Thou go’st to Coventry, tliere to behold 
Our cousin Hereford and fell ]Mowl)ray fight ; 

O, sit my husband’s wrongs on Hereford’s spear, 
That it may enter butcher Mowbray’s breast I 
Or, if misfortune miss the first career. 

Be Mbwbray’s sins so heavy in his bosom, 

That they may break his foaming courser’s back, 
And throw the rider headlong in the lists, 

A caitifi’ recreant to my cousin Hereford ! 

Farewell, old Gaunt; thy sometimes brother’s wife, 
With her companion grief must end her life. 

Gaunt. Sister, farewell : I must to Coventry : 
As much good stay with thee, as go with me ! 
^l)uch. Yet one word more ; — Grief boundeth 
where it falls, 

Not with the empty hollowness, but weight ; 

I take my leave before I have begun ; 

For sorrow ends not when it seemeth done. 
Commend me to my brother, Edmund York. 

Lo, this is all : — Nay, yet depart not so ; 

Though this be all, do not so quickly go ; 

I shall remember more. Bid him — O, wiiat.^ — 
With ail good speed at Flashy visit me. 

Alack, and what shall good old Yoric there see, 

But empty lodgings and unfurnish’d walls, 
Unpeopled offices, untrodden stones ? 

And what cheer there lor welcome, but my groans.^ 
Therefore commend me ; let him not come, there, 
To seek out sorrow that dwells every where : 
Desolate, desolate, will I hence, and die ; 

The last leave of thee takes my weeping eye ! 

, lExeunt. 


SCENE III. — Gosfo'ei>-g.e:een, near Coventry. 


Lists set out, and a Throne. Heralds, attendinff. 
Enter the Lord IVIarsual and AcMERru. 

Mar. My lord Aumerle, is Harry Hereford 
arm’d ? 

Aum. Yea, at all points ; and longs to enter in. 
Mar. The duke of Norfolk, Si)rightfully and 
hold, 

Stays but the summons of the appellant’s trumpet. 
Aum. Why then, the champions are prepar’d 
and stay 

For nothing but his majesty’s approach. 

Flourish of trumpets. Enter King KichatcT), mJm takes 
his seat on his throne j Gav^t, and several Noblemen, 
who take their places. A trumpet is sounded, and an- 
sioered hy another trumpet Then enter 

in armour, pireceded hy a Herald. 

K. Mich. Marshal, demand of yonder champion 
The cause of his arrival here in arms . 

Ask him his name ; and orderly proceed 
To swear him in the justice of his cause. 

Mar. In God’s name, and the king’s, say who 
thou art, 
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And wliy thou coni’st, thus knightly clad in, ar.ms : 
Against wliat man, thou conist, and what thy 
quarrel? — 

Speak truly, on thy knightho€)d, and tliy oath ; 
And so defend thee lieaTen, and thy valour ! 

Nor. My name is Thomas Mowbray, duke of 
Norfolk ; 

Who hither come engaged by my oath, 

(Which, heaven defend a knight should violate !) 
i Both to defend niy loyalty and truth, 

I To God, my king, and my succeeding issue, 
Against the duke of Hereford that appeals me ; 
j , : And,, by the grace of God, and this mine arm, 

To prove him, in defending of myself, 

A, traitor to my God, my king, and me : 

And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

{He t.akes his seat 

Trvmpet sounds. li’H l,*?r Bo,li.\'gbr.ok:b, in armour jtre- 
ceded hi/ a Herald. 

IT. Mich. Alarshal, ask yonder knight in arms, 

! Both who he is, and why he cometh hither 
I Thus plated in habiliments of war ; 

And formally according to our law 
Depose him in the justice of Ms cause. 

liar. What is thy name? and wherefore com’st 
thou hither, 

Before King Richard, in his royal lists ? 

Against whom comest thou ? and wdiat’s thy quarii?! ? 
Speak like a true knight, so defend thee heaven ! 

Boling. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Am I ; who ready here do stand in arms, 

To prove, by heaven’s grace, and my body’s valour, 
In lists, on Thomas hiow'-bray, duke of Norfolk, 
That he’s a traitor, foul and dangerous, 
i To God of heaven, •king Richard, and to me ; 

And, as I truly fight, defend me heaven ! 

Mar. On pain of death, no person be so bold, 
Or daring-hardy, as to touch the lists ; 

Except the niarshai, and such officers 
Appointed to direct tliese fair designs. 

Boling. Lord marshal, let me kiss my sove- 
reign’s hand, 

And bow my knee before his majesty : 

For Mowbray, and myself, are like two men 
That .vow a long and weary pilgrimage; 

Then let us take a ceremonious leave, 

And loving farewell, of our several friends. 

Mai'. The appellant in all duty greets your Mgh- 
ness, 

And craves to kiss your hand, and take his leave. 
K. Rich. We will descend, and fold him in our 
arms. 

Cousin of Hereford, as thy cause is right, 

So be thy fortune in this royal fight ! 

Farewell, my blood ; which if to-day thou shed, 
Lament may, but not revenge thee dead. 

Boling. O, let no noble eye profane a tear 
For me, if I be gor’d with M'owbray’s spear ; 

As confident, as is the falcon’s fiigM 

Against a bird, do I ^vith Mowbray fight. 

My ioHng lord, [^o Lord jMarshaL] I take my leave 
of you ; 

Of you, my noble cousin, lord Aumerle : — 

Not sick, although I have to do with death ; 

But lusty, young, and cheerly dra.w'ing breath.- — — 

Lo, as at English feasts, so I regreet 

The daintiest last, to make the end most sweet : 

O thou, the earthly author of my Mood, — 

ITo Gaunt, 

Whose youthful spirit, in me regenerate, 


Doth with a tw'o-fold vigour lift me up 
To reach at victory above my head, — 

Add proof unto mine armour with thy prayers ; 
And with thy blessings steel my lance’ .s point, 
That it may enter Mowbray’s waxen coat, 

And furbish new the name of John of Gaunt, 

Even in the lusty ’haviour of his son. 

Gaunt. Heaven in thy good cause make thee 
prosperous! 

Be swift like lightning in the execution ; 

And let thy blows, doubly redoubled, 

Fall like amazing thunder on the ca.sque 
Of thy adverse pernicious enemy : 

Rouse up thy youthful blood, be valiant and live. 
Boling. Mine ianocency, and Saint George to 
thrive 1 tHe takes Ms seat. 

Nor. [Rhina.l However heaven, or fortune, 
cast my lot, 

There lives, or dies, tnie to king Richard’s throne, 
A loyal, just, and upright gentleman : 

Never did captive with a freer heart 
Cast off his diaiiis of bondage, and embrace 
His . golden uncontroU’d enfranchisement, 

More than my dancing soul doth celebrate 
This feast of battle with mine adversary. — 

Most m.ighty liege ! — and my companion peers, — 
Take from my mouth the wish of happy years : 

As gentle and* as jocund, as to jest. 

Go I to fight : Truth hath a quiet breast. 

K. Ricit. Fare W' ell, my lord : securelj?- I espy 

Virtue with valour couched in thine eye. 

Order the trial, marshal, and begin. 

iTiie King and the Lords return to their seats. 
Mar. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Receive thy lance ; and God defend the right ! 
Boling. [ Rising.'] Strong as a tower in hope, I 
cry — amen. 

3faj\ Go bear this lance [to an Officer.] to 
Thomas, duke of Norfolk. 

1 Her. Harry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 
Stands here for God, his sovereign, and himself, 
On pain to be found false and recreant, 

To prove the duke of Norfolk, Thomas Mowbray, 
A traitor to his God, his king, and him , 

And dares him to set forward to the fight. 

2 Her. Here standeth Thomas Alowbray, duke 

of Norfolk, 

On pain to be found false and recreant, 

Both to defend himself, and to approve 
Henry of Hereford, Lancaster, and Derby, 

To God, his sovereign, and to him, disloyal ; 
Courageously, and with a free desire, 

Attending but the signal to begin. 

Mar. Sound, trumpets : and set forward, com- 
batants. [-d charge souadui. 

Stay, the king hath thrown his warder down. 

K. Rich. Let them lay by their helmets and their 
spears, 

And both return back to their chairs again ; — — 
Withdraw with us : — and let the tnimpets sound, 
While we return these dukes what we decree. — 

lA long Jlou risk. 

Draw near Ccjmbatants. 

And list, what with our council we have done. 

For that our kingdom’s earth should not be soil’d 
With that dear blood which it hath fostered ; 

And for our eyes do hate the dire aspect 
Of civil wounds plough’d up with neighbours’ 
swords ; 

[And for we think the eagle- winged pride 
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Of sky-aspiring and ambitious thoughts, 

With rival-hating envy, set you on 
To wake our peace, which in our country's cradle 
Draws the sweet infant-breath of gentle sleep ;] 
Which so rous'd up with boisterous untun’d drums, 
With harsh resounding trumpets' dreadful bray, 
And gritting shock of wi’athful iron arms, 

Might from our quiet confines fright fair peace, 
And make us wade even in our kindred’s blood ; — 

Therefore, we banish you our territories : 

You, cousin Hereford, upon pain of death, 

Till twice five summers have enrich’d our fields, 
Shall not regreet our fair dominions, 

But tread the stranger paths of banishment. 
Boling. Your will be done : This must my com- 
fort be, 

That sun, that wai'ms you here, shall shine on me ; 
And those his golden beams, to you here lent. 

Shall point on me, and gild my banishment. 

K, Rich. Norfolk, for thee remains a heavier 
doom^ 

Which I with some unwillingness pronounce : 

The fly-slow hours shall not determinate 
The dateless limit of thy dear exile ; — 

The hopeless word of— never to return 
Breathe I against thee, upon pain of Hfe. 

Not. Aheavy sentence, my most sovereign liege! 
And all unlook'd for from your highness' mouth : 
A dearer merit, not so deep a maim 
As to be cast forth in the common air. 

Have I deserved at your highness' hand. 

The language I have learn'd these forty years. 

My native English, now I must forego : 

And now my tongue's use is to me no more, 

Than an unstringed viol, or a harp ; 

Or like a cunning instrument cas’d up, 

Or, being open, put into his hands 
That knows no touch to tune the harmony. 

Within my mouth you have engaol’d my tongue. 
Doubly portcullis’d, with my teeth, and lips ; 

And dull, unfeeling, barren ignorance 
Is made my gaoler to attend on me. 

I am too old to fawn upon a nurse. 

Too far in years to be a pupil now ; 

What is thy sentence then, but speechless death, 
Whichrobs my tongue from breathing native breath ? 

K. Rich. It boots thee not to be compassionate ; 
After our sentence plaining comes too late. 

N or. Then thus I turn me from my country's lio-ht, 
To dwell in solemn shades of endless night ! ^ 

jr 1 T» {,Retiring. 

K. Rich. Return again, and take an oath with 
thee. 

Lay on our royal sword your banish'd hands ; 

Sweai by the duty that you owe to heaven, 

(Our part therein we banish with yourselves,) 

To keep the oath that we administer : — 
lou never shall (so help you truth and heaven I) 
Embrace each other's love in banishment ; 

Nor never look upon each other’s face ; 

Nor never write, regreet, nor reconcile 
This lowering ternpest of your home-bred hate ; 

Nor never by advised purpose meet, 

To plot, contrive, or complot any ill, 

Gainst us, our state, our subjects, or our land. 
Boling. I swear. 

Nor. And I, to keep aU this. 

Boling. Norfolk, so far as to mine enemy ; — . 

By this time, had the king permitted us, 

One of our souls had wander’d in the air, 


Banish'd this frail sepulchre of our flesh, 

As now our flesh is banish’d from this land : 
Confess thy treasons, ere thou fly the realm * 
Since thou hast far to go, bear not along 
The clogging burden of a guilty soul. 

Nor. No, Bolingbroke; if ever I were traitor 

My name be blotted from the book of life, ' 
And I from heaven banish’d, as from hence ’ 

But what thou art, heaven, thou, and I do know • 
And all too soon, I fear, the king shall rue.— ’ 
Farewell, my liege : — Now no way can I stray • 
Save back to England, all the world’s my way.’ 

K. Rich. Uncle, even in the glasses of thine eyfs 
I see thy grieved heart ; thy sad aspect 
Hath from the number of his banish’d years 
Pluck’d four away Six frozen winters spent, 
Return [to Boling.] with welcome home from 
banishment. 

Boling. How long a time lies in one little word* 
Four lagging winters, and four wanton springs, 
End in a word ; Such is the breath of kings. 

Gaunt. I thank my liege, that, in regard of me 
He shortens four years of my son’s exile : ’ 

But little vantage shall I reap thereby ; 

For, ere the sLx years, that he hath to spend, 

Can change their moons, and bring their times about 
My oil-dried lamp, and time-bewasted light, 

Shall be extinct with age, and endless night ; 

My inch of taper will be burnt and done, 

And blindfold death not let me see my son. 

K. Rich. Why, nncle, thou hast many years to 
live. 

Gau7it. But not a minute, king, that thou canst 
give: 

Shorten my days thou canst wuth sullen sorrow, 
And pluck nights from me, but not lend a morrow : 
Thou canst help time to furrow me with age. 

But stop no wrinkle in his pilgrimage ; 

Tliy word is cm'rent with him for my death ; 

Buri dead, thy kingdom cannot buy my breath. 

K. Rich. Thy son is banish’d upon good advice, 
Whereto thy tongue a party-verdict gave ; 

Why at our justice seem'st thou then to lower ? 
Gaunt. Things sweet to taste, prove in diges- 
tion sour. 

You urg’d me as a judge ; but I had rather, 

'i ou would have bid me argue like a father ; — 

O, had it been a stranger, not my child, 

To smooth his fault I should have been more mild: 

A partial slander sought I to avoid 

And in the sentence my own life destroy'd. 

Alas, I look’d, when some of you should say, 

I was too strict, to make mine own away; 

But you gave leave to mine unwilling tongue, 
Against my will, to do myself this wrong. 

K . Rich. Cousin, farewell : — and, uncle, bid 
him so ; 

Six years we banish him, and he shall go. 

iFlourish. Exmnt K. Hichaed and Train. 
Aum. Cousin, farewell : what presence must not 
know, 

From where you do remain, let paper show. 

Mar, My lord, no leave take I ; for I will ride 
As far as land will let me, by your side. [words, 
Gaunt. 0, to what purpose dost thou hoard thy 
That thou return'st no greeting to thy friends ? 

Boling. I have too few to take my leave of you, 
When the tongue's oifice should be prodigal 
To breathe the abundant dolour of the heart. 
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Gatmi. Tliy grief is but tby absence for a time.' 
Bol'mg. Joy absent, grief is present for that time. 
Gaunt. What is six winters? they are quickly 
gone. 

Boling. To men in joy ; but grief makes one 
hour ten.. 

Gaunt. Call it a travel that thou tak’st for plea- 
sure. 

Boling., My heart wi.II sigh., when I miscall it so, 
Which finds it an enforced pilgrimage. 

Gatmi. The sullen passage of thy weaiy steps 
Esteem a foil, wherein thou art to set 
The precious jewel of thy home-return. 

Boling. Nay, rather, every tedious stride I make 
Will but remember me, what a deal of world 
I wanderTrom the jewels that I love. 

Must I not serve a long apprenticehood 
To foreign passages ; and in the end, 

Having my freedom, boast of nothing else 
But that I was a journey man to grief 

Gaunt. All places that the eye of heaven visits, 
Are to a wise man po.rts and havens : 

Teach tliy necessity to reason thus ; 

There is no virtue like necessity. 

Think not, the king did banish thee ; 

But thou the king : Woe doth the heavier sit, 
Where it perceives it is but .faintly borne. 

Go, say — I sent thee forth to purchase honour, 
And not — the king exil’d thee ; or suppose, 
Devouring pestilence hangs in our air, 

And thou art fiying to a fresher clime. 

Look, what thy soul holds dear, imagine it 
To lie that way thou go’st, not w^hence thou 
Suppose the singing birds, musicians ; [com’st. 
The grass wlierecw. thou tread’ st, the presence 
strew’ d ; 

The flowers, fair ladies ; and thy steps, no more 
Than a delightful measure, or a dance ; 

For gnarling sorrow hath less power to bite 
The man that mocks at it, and sets it light. 

Boling. O, who can hold a fire in his hand, 

By thinking on the frosty Caucasus ? 

Gr cloy the hungry edge of appetite, 

By bare imagination of a feast ? 

Or wallow naked in December snow, 

By thinking on fastastic summer’s heat ? — 

O, no ! the apprehension of the good, 

Gives but the greater feeling to the worse : 

Fell sorrow’s tootli doth never rankle more, 

Than when it bites, but lanceth not the sore. 
Gaunt. Come, come, my son, I’ll bring thee on 
thy way : 

Had I thy youth and cause, I would not stay. 
Boling. Then, England’s ground, farewell: sweet 
soil, adieu ; 

My mother, and rny nurse, that beai’S me yet S 
MJiere’er I wander, boast of this I can, — ^ — 
Though banish’d, yet a. true-born Englishman. 

{Ecseunt. 


K. Rich. And, say, what store of parting tears 
were shed : 

Aum. ’Faith, not by me, except the north-east 
wind, 

Which then blew bitterly against our faces, 

Awak’d the sleeping rheum ; and so, by chance, 
Did grace our hollow parting with a tear. 

K. Rich. What said our cousin, when you parted 
Aum. Farewell : [with him ? 

And, for my heart disdained that my tongue 
Should so profane the word that taught me craft 
To counterfeit oppression of such grief, 

Tliat words seem’d buried in my sorrow’s grave. 
Marry, would the word farewell have lengthen’d 
hours, 

And added years to his short banishment, 

He should have had a volume of farewells ; 

But, since it would not, he had none of me. 

AT. Rich. He is our cousin, cousin ; but ’tis 
doubt, 

When time shall call him home from banishment, 
Whether our kinsman come to see his friends. 
Ourself, and Bushy, Bagot here, and Green, 
Observ’d his courtship to the common people : — 
How he did seem to dive into their hearts, 

With humble and familiar courtesy ; 

W"hat reverence he did throw away on slaves ; 
Wooing poor craftsmen, with the craft of smiles, 
And patient underbearing of his fortune, 

As ’twere, to banish their affects with him. 

Off goes his bonnet to an oyster-wench ; 

A brace of draymen bid — God speed him well. 

And had the tribute of his supple knee, 

With — Thanks., my countrymen., my loving 
friends ; — 

As were our England in reversion his, 

And he onr subjects’ next degree in hope. 

Green. Well, he’s gone ; and with him go these 
thoughts. — 

Now for the rebels, which stand out in Ireland : 
Expedient manage must he made, my liege ; 

Ere further leisure yield them further means, 

For their advantage, and your highness’ loss. 

K. Rich. We will ourself in person to this war. 
And, for our coffers — ^with too great a court, 

And liberal largess, — are grown somewhat light, 

W’e are enforc’d to farm onr royal realm ; . 

The revenue whereof shall furnish us 
For our affairs in hand : If that come short, 

Our substitutes at home shall have blank charters ; 
W^hereto, when they shall know what men are rich, 
They shall subscribe them for large sums of gold, 
And send them after to supply our wants ; 

For w.e wiU make for Ireland presently. 

Enter Busnv. 

Bushy, what news ? 

Bushy. Old John of Gaunt is grievous sick, my 
Suddenly taken; and hath sent post-haste, [lord ; 
To entreat your majesty to visit him. 

K. Rich. Where lies he? 

Bushy, At Ely-house. 

K. Rich, Now put it, heaven, in his physician’s 
To help him to his grave immediately 1 [mind, 
The lining of Ms coffers shall make coats 
To deck our soldiers for these Irish wars. — 

Come, gentlemen, let’s ail go visit him : 

Pray God, we may make haste, and come too late ) 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE IT . — The same. A Room in the 
King’s Castle. 

Enter King Bichasd, Bagot, and Ghejsn; Acmerlu 
following. 

K. Rich. We did observe. — -Cousin Aumerle, 
How far brought you high Hereford on his way? 
I brought high Hereford, if you a 
him so, 

But to the next highway, and there I left Mm. . 
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■London. A Room in Ely-House. 
tch ; the Duice 0/ Yobk, and others sta^id- 
ing bp him. 
ill the Idng come 


xjiiio VI DLiv.li ucui sums, inis aear dear 
Dear for her reputation through the world ■ 
Is now leas’d out (I die pronouncing it,) ’ 
Like to a tenement, or pelting farm : 


breathe 


England, bound in with the triumphant sea 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious sieo-e 
Ot watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame 
with inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds • * 
That England, that was wont to conquer others 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself:-— ’ 
0, would the scandal vanish with my life, 

How happy then were my ensuing death / 

Enter Ivijstg Richard and QaiEEisr ; Auiherle 
Green, Bagot, Ross, 


breath ; 

For all in vain comes counsel to his ear. 

Gamit. 0, but they say, the tongues of dying men 
Enforce attention, like deep harmony ; 

"W here words are scarce, they are seldom spent in 
vain ; 

For they breathe truth, that breathe their words in 
pain. 

He, that no more must say, is listen’d more 


and WiLLouGHBy 

York. The king is come: de: 
youth ; 

For yomg hot colts, being rag’d, do rage the 

more. 

Queeri. How hires our noble uncle Lancaster 
K. Rich. What comfort, man ? How is’t with 
aged Gaunt ? 

Ga.tm t. q, how that name befits my composition ! 
Old Gaunt, indeed ; and gaunt, in being old : 
Within me grief hath kept a tedious fast ; 

And who abstains from meat, that is not gaunt.? 
For sleeping England long time have I watch’d - 
Watching breeds leanness, leanness is all gaunt* 
The pleasure, that some fathers feed upon. 

Is my strict fast, I mean — my children’s looks ; 
And, therein fasting, hast thou made me gaunt*; 
Gaunt am I for the grave, gaunt as a grave, * 
Whose hollow womb inlierits nqught but bones. 

K. Rich. Can sick men play so nicely with their 
names.? 

Gaunt. No, misery makes sport to mock itself: 
Since thou dost seek to kill my name in me, 

I mock my name, great king, to flatter thee. 

K. Rich. Sliould dying men flatter with those 
that live ? 

Gaunt. ..NO, no ; men living flatter those that 

[ter’st me. 

A. Rich. Thou, now a-dyiug, say’st — thou flat- 
Gaunt. Oh I no : thou diest, thouuh I the sicker 


al mildly with his 


Writ in remembrance, more than things long past 
Though Richard my life’s counsel would not hear 
My death’s sad tale may yet undeaf his ear. 

York. No ; it is stopp’d with other flatterin| 
sounds, 

As, praises of his state : then, there are found 
Lascivious metres ; to whose venom-sound 
The open ear of youth doth always listen : 

Report of fashions in proud Italy ; 

Whose manners still our tardy apish nation 
Limps after in base imitation. 

Where doth the world thrust forth a vanity, 

(So it be new, there’s no respect how vile,) 

That is not quickly buzz’d into his ears ? 

Then all too late comes counsel to be heard, 

Where will doth mutiny with wit’s regard. 

Direct not him, whose way himself will choose ; 
’Tis breath thoulackest, and that breath wilt thou 
lose. 

Gaunt. Methinks, I am a prophet new inspir’d ; 
And thus, expiring, do foretell of him : 

His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last ; 

For violent fires soon burn out themselves : 

Small showers last long, but sudden storms are 
short; 

He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes ; 

With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder : 
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, 

Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 

This royal throne of kings, this sceptre’d isle, 
ihis earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
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Thy state of law is bondslave to the law ; 

And thou 

K. Rich. a lunatic leaa-witted fool, 

Presuming on an ague’s privilege, 

Bar’st with thy frozen admonition 

Make pale our cheek ; chasing the royal blood, 

With fury, from his native residence. 

Now by my seat’s right royal majesty, 

Wert thou not brother to great Edward^s son, 

This tongue that rims so roundly in thy head, 
Should run thy head from, tliy unreverend shoulders. 

Gaunt. 0, spare me not, my brother Edward’s 
For that I was his father Edward’s son ; [son, 
That blood already,, like the pelican, 

Hast thou tapp’d out, and drunlcenly carous’d: 

My brother Gloster, plain w'ell-meaning soul, 
(Whom fair befal in heaven ’inongst happy souls ■) 
May be a p,rececleo,t and witness good, 

That thou respect’st not spilling Edward’s blood : 
Join with the present sickness that I have *, 

And thy unkindness be like crooked age, 

To crop at once a too-loiig wither’d dower. 

Live in thy shame, but die not shame with thee ! — 
These words hereafter thy tormentors be ! — 
Convey .me to my bed, then to my grave : 

Love they to live, that love and honour have. 

home oat hjj Ms Attendants. 
JT. Rich. And let them die, that age and siillens 
have ; 

For both hast thou, and both become the grave. 

Tork. ’Beseech your majesty, impute his words 
To wa}’ward sickliness and age in him : 

He loves you, on my life, and holds you dear 
As Harry duke of Hereford, were he here. 

JT. Mich. Right •„ you say true : as Hereford’s 
love, so his : 

As theirs, so mine ; and all be as it is. 

En ter No.rthumber,land. 

North. My liege, old Gaunt commends him to 
your majesty. 

IC. Rich. What says he now ? 

Norih. Nay, nothing ; all is said : 

His tongue is now a stringless instrument ; 

Words, life, and all, old Lancaster hath spent ! 

York. Be York the next that must be bankrupt 
Though death be poor, it ends a mortal wme. [so 1 
E. Rich. The ripest fruit first falls, and so doth 
His time is spent, our pilgrimage must be : [he ; 

So much for that. Now for our Irish wars : 

We must supplant those rougbriig-headed kerns ; 
Which live like venom, where no venom else, 

But only they, hath privilege to live. 

And, for these great affairs do ask some charge, 
Towards our assistance, we do seize to us 
The plate, coin, revenues, and moveables, 

"Whereof om- uncle Gaunt did stand possess’d. 

York, How long shall I be patient ? xih, how 
Shall tender duty make me suflbr wrong ? [loii^ 
Not Gloster’s death, nor Hereford’s banishment. 
Not Gaunt’s rebukes, nor England’s private wrongs, 
Nor the prevention of poor Bolingbroke 
About his marriage, nor my own disgrace, 

Have ever made me sour my patient cheek. 

Or bend one wrinkle on my sovereign’s face. — 

I am the last of noble Edward’s sons. 

Of whom thy father, prince of Wales, was first ; 

In war, 'was never lion rag’d more fierce, 

In peace was never gentle Iamb more mild, 

Than was that young and princely gentleman ; 

His face thou hast, for even so look’d he, 


Accomplish’d with the number of thy hours ; 

But, when he frown’d, it wms against the French, 
And not against his friends : his noble hand 
Did vdn what he did spend, and spent not that 
Which his triumphant father’s hand had won : 

His hands were guilty of no kindred’s blood, 

But bloody with the enemies of his kin. — 

O, Richard ! York is too far gone with grief, 

Or else he never would compare between. 

E. Rich. Why, uncle, what’s the matter? 
Yo7'k. O, my liege, 

Pardon me, if you please ; if not, I pleas’d 
Not to he pardon’d, am content withal. 

Seek you to seize, and gripe into your hands, 

The royalties and rights of banish’d Hereford ? 

Is not Gaunt dead ? and doth not Hereford live ? 
Was not Gaunt just ? and is not Harry true ? 

Did not the one deseiwe to have an heir .5* 

Is not his heir a weii-deserving son ? 

Take Hereford’s rights away, and lake from time 
His charters, and his customary rights ; 

Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day ; 

Be not thyself, for how art thou a king, 

But by fair sequence and succession ? 

Now, afore God (God forbid, I say true !) 

If you do wTongfiilly seize Hereford’s rights, 

Call in the letters-patent that he hath 

By his attornies-general to sue 

His livery, and deny his ofier’d homage, 

You pluck a thousand dangers on your head, 

You lose a thousand w^ell-disposed hearts, 

And prick my tender patience to those thoughts 
Which honour and allegiance cannot think. 

E. Rich. Think wLat you wBl ; we seize into 
our hands 

His plate, his goods, his money and his lands. 
York. I’ll not he by, the wAile ; My liege, fare- 
well ; 

"What will ensue hereof, there’s none can tell ; 

But by bad courses may be understood, 

That their events can never fall out good. [Exit. 

E. Rich. Go, Bushy, to the earl of Wiltshire 
Bid him repair to us to Ely-house, [straight ; 
To see this business : To-morrow next 
We wfill for Ireland ; and ’tis time, I trow ; 

And we create, in absence of ourself, 

Our uncle York lord governor of England, 

For he is just, and alwai’s lov’d us well. 

Come on, our queen: to-morrow must we part ; 

Be merry, for our time of stay is short. IFlotirish. 

lExeimt Krim, Qujeex, Busirv, Aojmjerjlk, 
GPvBEK, and Bagot. 

North. Well lords, the duke of Lancaster is 
dead. 

Ross. . And living too ; for now his son is duke, 
Willo. Barely in title, not in revenue. 

North. Richly in both, if justice had her right. 
Ross. My heart is great : but it must break with 
silence, 

Ere’t be disburden’d with a liberal tongue. 

North, Nay, speak thy mind ; and let Mm ne’er 
speak more, 

That speaks thy words again, to do thee harm ! 
Wiilo. Tends, that thou’dst speak, to the duke 
of Hereford ? 

If it be soj out with it boldly, man ; 

Quick is mine ear, to hear of good towards him. 

Ross. No good at all, that I can do for him j 
Unless you call it good, to pity him, 

Bereft and gelded of Ms patrimony. 
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North. Now, afore heaven, ’tis shame, such 
wrongs are borne, 

In liim a royal prince, and many more 
Of noble blood in this declining land. 

The king is not liimself, but basely led 
By flatterers; and what they will inform, 

Merely in hate, 'gainst any of us all, 

That will the king severely prosecute 
'Gainst us, our lives, our children, and our heirs. 
Ross. The commons hath he pill'd with grievous 
taxes, 

And lost theii* hearts; the nobles hath he lin'd 
For ancient quarrels, and quite lost their hearts. 

Willo. And daily new exactions are devis’d ; 

As blanks, benevolences, and I wot not what ; 

But what, o' God's name, doth become of this ? 
North. Wars have not wasted it, for warr'd he 
hath not, 

But basely yielded upon compromise. 

That which his ancestors achieved with blows • 

More hath he spent in peace, than they in wars. 
Ross. The earl of Wiltshire hath the realm in 
farm. 

Willo. The king's grown bankrupt, like a broken 
man. 

North. Reproach and dissolution hangeth over 
him. 

Ross.^q hath not money for these Irish wars, 
ms bm*denous taxations notwithstandino- 
robbing of the banish'd duke.^ 

"^^^^ king ! ^i»sman ; most degenerate 

But lords, we hear this fearful tempest sing. 

Yet seek no shelter to avoid the storm : 

We see the wind sit sore upon our sads, 

And yet we strike not, but securely perish. 

Ross, we see the very wreck that we must suffer : 

And unavoided is the danger now. 

For suffering so the causes of our wreck. 

North. Not so ; even through the hollow eyes 
I spy life peering ; but I dare not say [of death 

comfort is ! 

Wiiio. let us share thy thoughts, as thou 
dost ours. 

Ross. Be confident to speak, Northumberland- 
;«e three are but thyself; and, speaking so, 

therefore, be bold. 

Tn Rrif ■ 1 have from Port-Ie-Blanc, 

^Brtanny receiv’d intelligence, pa bav 

^at Harry Hpeford, Reignold lord Cobham, ^ 
S Arundel,] ’ 

His brother, OTchbishop-late of Canterbury, 

sfr T ?'Tmgham, sir John Ramston,^ 

SuJohnNorb«r^RobertWaterton,andFrancis 

eGhtTn^'^lu of Bretagne, 

Are fierce thousand men of war 

Are making hither with all due expedience ’ 

Ihe first departmg of the king for Ireland ^ 

If then we shall shake off our slavish yoke 
mp out our di’ooping country's broken wino* 

“o“ish’d cro’wn, 

4nd ml v sooptoe’s gilt, ’ 

h m post to Ravenspurg I 

But If you faint' as fearing to do so,^ 
tay and be secret, and myself will go. 


ACT n. 


Ross.. To horse ! to horse * itvo-ia i i 

that fear. ' <^o^ibts to them 


iriRo.Montmyhorscandlwillfethe 

ISxeufit. 


SCENE lL~Thesame. A Room in ike Palace. 

Enter Queen, Bushy, and Bagot. 

Bushy. Madam, your maiestv i 

You promis'd, when you parted ' 

To lay aside life-liarnfing KueTf 
And entertain a cheerful disposition. 

Queen. To please the king I did • fra i 

Why I should welcome such a o-uP«f ^ 

Save bidding farewell to so swe?ra gu 
As my sweet Richard: A"et, attain mert,; i. 

Some unborn sorrow, ripe in fortune's wonih 
R coming towards me ; and my inward soS^’ 

With nothing trembles • at «!nT«pfn; , 

More than mth parting from my lorf tL^kfn?’ 

Which show Kke grief itself, but are not so • 

Foi soiiow s eye, glazed with blindin-- tears ' 
Divides one thing entire to many ob,>c f ’ 

Like perspectives, which rightly gaz’d upon 
Show nothing but confusion: ey’d awrv^ ’ 
pistinguisb form : so your sw^eet maiestV 
Looking awry upon your lord’s de“Se 

“^Snefs, more than himself, ’to wail • 
W ;t’t tt noT ^’hi^ ’r- 

^if It be, 'tis with false sorrow's eye, 

It bT®’ '"fP® ‘““/imaginary. 

Persuades me, it is otherwise: Howe'er it be 
I cannot but be sad; so heavy sad, ' 

MGTpt on no thought I think,- 

kcty. “y sraoious 

Queen. ’ Ks nothing less : conceit is still deriv’d 
snct ; mine is not so - 

Foi nothing hath begot my something grief- 
Oi something hath the nothing that I grieve 

Tis in revemon that I do possess; 

ut what It IS, that is not yet known ; what 
1 cannot name; 'tis nameless woe I wot. 

Enter Green, 


Green. God save your majesty !— and weR met, 

_ gentlemen, * 

^ thou so.’ ’tis better hope 


Oreen n ., , " “"P®* t*® '® "°t Shipp’d? 

ixreen. That he, our hope, might have retir'd his 
power, 

And driven into despair an enemy’s hope, 

®®‘ footing in this land : 

The banish d Bolmgbroke repeals liimseE, 

And With uphfted arms is safe arriv'd 
At Kavenspurg. 

Queen. Now God in heaven forbid ! 

trreen. O, madam, 'tis too true ; and that is 
worse, — 
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The lord Northumberland, his young .son Henry 
Percy, 

The lords of Ross, Beaiimond, and Willoughby, 
With all their powerful friends, are lied to him. 
Bushy. Why have you, not proclaim’d Northum- 
berland, 

And all the rest of the revolting faction 
Traitors ? 

Green. We .have ; whereon the earl of Worcester 
Hath oroke his staff, resign’d his stewardship, 

And all the household servants fled with him 
To .Bolingbroke. 

Queen. So, Green, thou art the midwife to my 
woe, 

And Bolingbroke my sorrow’s dismal heir : 

Now hath my soul brought forth her prodigy ; 

And I, a gasping new-deiiver’d mother, 

Have woe to woe, sorrow to sorrow join’d. 

Bushy. Despair not, madam. 

Queen. W,ho shall hinder me ? 

I will despair, and be at enmity 
With cozening hope ; he is a flatterer, 

A parasite, a keeper-back of death. 

Who gently would dissolve the bands of life, 

Which false hope lingers in extremity. 

Enter York. 

Green. Here comes the duke of York. 

Queen. With signs of war about his aged neck ; 

O, full of careful business are his looks; 

Uncle, 

For heaven’s sake, speak comfortable words. 

Tofk. Should I do so, I should belie my thoughts; 
Comfort’s in heaven, and wa are on the earth, 
Where nothing lives, hut crosses, care, and grief. 
Your husband he is* gone to save far off, 

Whilst others come to make him lose at home : 
Here am I left to underprop his land ; 

Who, weak with age, cannot support myself : 

Now comes the sick hour that his surfeit made ; 
Now shall he try his friends that flatter’d him. 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. My lord, your son was gone before I came. 
Ymk. He was } — Why, so ! — go ail which way 
it will ! 

The nobles they are fled, the commons cold, 

And will, I fear, revolt on Hereford’s side. 

Sirrah, 

Get thee to Plashy, to my sister Gloster ; 

Bid her send me presently a thousand pound : 
Hold, take my ring. 

Serv. My lord, I had forgot to tell your lordship : 
To-day, as I came by, I called there ; — 

But I shall grieve you to report the rest. 

York, W'hat is it, knave 
Serv. An hour before I came, the duchess died, 
York. God for his mercy ! what a tide of woes 
Comes rushing on this woeful land at once 1 
I know not what to do : — I would to God, 

(So my untruth had not provok’d him to it,) 

The king had cut off my head with my brother’s. — 
What, are there posts despatchld for Ireland ? — 
How shall we do for money for these wars ? — 
Come, sister, —cousin, I would say : pray, pardon 
. ■ .■"■■■me.: " ■ 

Go, fellow, [to the Servant.] get thee home, pro- 
vide some carts, 

And bring away the armour that is there 

Servant. 

Gentlemen, -will you go muster men ? If I know 
How, or which way, to order these affairs, 


Thus thrust disorderly into my hands, 

Never believe me. Both are niy kinsmen 
The one’s my sovereign, whom both my oath 
And duty bids defend ; the other again, 

Is my kinsman, whom the king hath wrong’d ; 
"Whom conscience and my kindred bids to right. 

Well, somewhat we must do Come, cousin, i’li 

Dispose of you : — Go, muster up your men, 

And meet me presently at Berkley- castle. 

I should to Plashy too ; 

But time will not permit: — All is uneven, 

And every thing is left at six-and-seven. 

{Esceimt York and Q,uken'. 
Bushy. The vind sits fair for new's to go to 
Ireland, 

But none returns. For us to levy power, 
Proportionable to the enemy, 

Is all impossible. 

Green. Besides, our nearness to the king in love, 
Is near the hate of those love not the king. 

Bagot. And that’s the wavering commons : for 
their love 

Lies in their purses ; and whoso empties them, 

By so much fills their hearts with deadly hate. 
Bushy. Wherein the king stands generally con- 
demn’d. 

Bagot. If judgment lie in them, then so do we, 
Because we ever have been near the king. 

Green. Well, I’ll for refuge straight lo Bristol- 
The earl of Wiltshire is already there. [castle ; 

Bushy. Thither will I with you : for little office 
The hateful commons will perform for us ; 

Except, like curs, to tear us all to pieces. — 

Will you go along with us } 

Bagot. No ; I’ll to Ireland to his majesty., 
Farewell : if heart’s presages be not vain, 

We three here part, that ne’er shall meet again. 
Bushy. That’s as York thrives to beat back 
Bolingbroke. 

Green. Alas, poor duke ; the task he undertakes 
Is — numb’ring sands, and drinking oceans dry ; 
Where one on his side fights, thousands will fly. 
Bushy. Farew-ell at once ; for once, for all, and 
Green. Well, we may meet again- [ever. 

Bagot. i fear me, never. 

SCENE III. — The Wilds in Glostershire. 
Enter Bolingbroke and NoRTHUiiiBERijiNn, with Forces. 
Boling. How far is it, my lord, to Berkley nowr ? 
North. Believe me, noble lord, 

I am a stranger here in Glostershire. 

These high wild hiUs, and rough uneven ways, 
Draw out our miles, and make them wearisome : 
And yet your fair discom*se hath been as sugar, 
Making the bard way sweet and deiectable. 

But, I betliink me, what a ■weary way 
From Ravenspurg to Cotswold, will be found 
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your company ; 
Wliich, I protest, hath very much beguil’d 
The tediousness and process of my travel : 

But theirs is sweeten’d with the hope to have 
The present benefit which I possess : 

And hope to joy; is little less in joy, 

Than hope enjoy’d ; by this the weary lords 
Shall make their way seem short ; as mine hath done 
By sight of what I have, your noble company. 

Boling. Of much less value is my company, 
Than your good words. — But who comes here ? 
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Enter Habby Pjsrcy. 

North. It is my son, young Harry Percy, 

Sent from my brother Worcester, whencesoever. — 
Hany, how fares your uncle ? 

Percy. I had thought, my lord, to have learned 
his health of you. 

North. Why, is he not with the queen ? 

Percy. No, my good lord ; he hath forsook the 
Broken his staft’ of office, and dispers'd [court, 
The household of the king. 

No 7 'th. What was his reason 1 

He was not so resol v'd, when last we spake together. 

Percy. Because your lordship was proclaimed 
But he, my lord, is gone to Ravenspurg, [traitor. 
To offer service to the duke of Hereford ; 

And sent me o'er by Berkley, to discover 
What power the duke of York had levied there ; 
Then with direction to repair to Ravenspurg. 
North. Have you forgot the duke of Hereford, 
boy ? 

Percy. No, my good lord ; for that is not forgot, 
Which ne’er I did remember : to my knowledge, 

I never in my life did look on him. 

North. Then learn to know him now; this is 
the duke. 

Percy. My gracious lord, I tender you my service, 
Such as it is, being tender, raw, and young ; 

Which elder days shall ripen, and confirm 
To more approved service and desert. 

Boling. I thank thee, gentle Percy ; and be sure, 
I count myself in nothing else so happy, 

As in a soul rememb’ring my good friends ; 

And, as my fortune ripens with thy love. 

It shall be still thy true love’s recompense : 

My heart this covenant makes, my hand thus 
seals it. 

North. How far is it to Berkley .J’ And what stir 
Keeps good old York there, with his men of war ? 
Percy. There stands the castle, by yon tuft of 
trees, 

Mann'd with three hundred men, as I have heard : 
And in it are the lords of York, Berkley, and Sey- 
None else of name, and noble estimate. mour . 
Enter Ross and Willoughby. 

North. Here come the lords of Ross and Wil- 
loughby, 

Bloody with spurring, fiery-red with haste. 

Boling. Welcome, my lords : I wot your love 
A banish’d traitor ; all my treasuiy [pursues 
Is yet but unfelt thanks, which, more enrich’d. 
Shall be your love and labour’s recompense. 

Ross, Your presence makes us rich, most noble 
lord. 

Willo. And far surmounts our labour to attain it. 
Boling. Evermore— thanks, the exchequer of the 
poor ; 

Which, till my infant fortune comes to years, 
Stands for my bounty. — But who comes here ? 
Enter Berkley. 

North. It is my lord of Berkley, as I guess. 
Berk. My lord of Hereford, my message is to 
you. 

Boling. My lord my answer is— to Lancaster ; 
And I am come to seek that name in England : 

T must find that title in your tongue^ 

)iy to aught you say. 
me not, my lord; ’tis not my 

meaning, 

honour out : — 


From the most glorious regent of this land 
The duke of York ; to know, what pricks you on 
lo take the advantage of the absent time 
And fright our native peace with self-bom arms. 

Enter York, attended. 

Boling. I shall not need transport my words by 

Here comes his grace in person .—My noble uncle ! 

Jorh Show me thy humble heart, and noTtht 
Whose duty is deceivable and false. [knee 

Boling. My gracious uncle !— ^ ' 

York. Tut, tut ! 

Grace me no grace, nor uncle me no uncle • 

I am no traitor’s uncle ; and that word— o>raoe 
In an ungracious mouth, is but profane. ^ 
Why have those banisli'd and forbidden legs 
Dai d once to touch a dust ot England's ground^ 

But then more why; Why have they dar’d to 

So many miles upon her peaceful bosom ; [march 

Frighting her pale-fac’d villages with war, 

And ostentation of despised arms ? 

Com’st thou because the anointed king is hence ^ 
Why,— foolish boy, the king is left behind, 

And in my loyal bosom lies his power. 

Were I but now the lord of such hot youth, 

As when brave Gaunt, thy father, and myself, 
Rescued the Black Prince, that young Mars of 
men, 

From forth the ranks of many thousand French ; 
O, then, how quickly should this arm of mine, 
Now prisoner to the palsy, chastise thee, 

And minister correction to thy fault ! 

Boling. My gracious uncle, let me know mv 
fault ; 

On what condition stands it, and wherein ? 

York. Even in condition of the worst degree,— 
In gross rebellion, and detested treason : 

Thou art a banish’d man, and here art come, 
Before the expiration of thy time, 

In braving arms against thy sovereign. 

Boling. As I was banish’d, I was banish’d Here- 
But as 1 come, I come for Lancaster. [ford : 
And, noble uncle, I beseech your grace, 

Look on my wrongs with an indifferent eye : 

You are my father, for, methinks in you 
I see old Gaunt alive ; O, then, my father ! 

Will you permit that I shall stand condemn’d 
A wand’ring vagabond ; my rights and loyalties 
Pluck’d from my arms perforce, and given away 
To upstart unthrifts ? Wherefore was I born ? 

If that my cousin king be king of England, 

It must be granted, I am duke of Lancaster. 

You have a son, Aumerle, my noble kinsman ; 

Had you first died, and he been thus trod down, 
He should have found his uncle Gaunt a father, 

To rouse his wrongs, and chase them to the bay. 

I am denied to sue my livery here, 

And yet my letters-patent give me leave : 

My father’s goods are all distrain'd, and sold ; 

And these, and all, are ail amiss employ’d. — 
W’hat would you have me do ? I am a subject, 

And challenge law : Attornies are denied me ; 

And therefore personally I lay my claim 
To my inheritance of free descent. 

North. The noble duke hath been too much 
abus’d. 

Ross. It stands your grace upon, to do him right. 
WUlo. Base men by his endowments are made 
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York. My lords of Eogland, .let me tell .you 
this, — 

I have had feeling of .my coiisin^s w,rongs,. 

And labour’d ali i could to do him right : 

But ill this kind to come, in braving arms, 

.Be liis own carver, and cut out Ms way, 

To find out .right with w.roiig, — it .may not be ; 
And you that do abet Mm in this kind, 

Cherish rebellion, and are rebels all. 

North. The .no.ble duke hath sworn, his coming is 
But for his own ; and, for the ri.g.ht of that, 

We ail have strongly sworn to give him aid ; 

And let him ne’er see joy, that breaks that oath. 

York. Well, well, I see the issue of these arms ; 
I cannot mend it, I must needs confess, 

Because my power is weak, and ail ill left : 

But, if I could, by Him that gave me life, 

I would attach you all, and make you stoop 
Unto the sovereign mercy of the king ; 

But, si.n.ce I cannot, be it known to you, 

I do remai.ii as neuter. So, fare you well ; — 
Unless ymii please to enter in the castle, 

.And there repose you for this night. 

Bgling. An offerj uncle, that we will accept. 

But we must win your grace, to go with us 
To Bristoi-castle ; which, they say, is held 
By Bushy, Bagot, and their ’complices ; 

The caterpillars of the coinmoiiwealtli, 

Which I have sworn to “weed, and pluck away. 
York. It may be, I will go with you : but yet 
I’E pause ; 

For I am loath to break our country’s laws. 


SGo 


Nor friends, nor foes, to me welcome you are : 
Things past redress, are now with me past care. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE IV . — A Camp in Wales. 

Enter SAWsBuny and a Captain. 

Cap, My lord of Salisbury, we have staid ten 
And hardly kept our countrymen together, [daySy 
And yet we hear no tidings from the king ; 
Therefore we will disperse ourselves : farewell. 

Sal. Stay yet another day, thou trusty Welch- 
The king reposeth aH his confidence [man ; 

In thee. 

Cap. ’Tis thought, the king is dead ; we will 
not stay. 

The bay-trees in om* country are all -wither’d , 

And meteors fright the hxed-stars of heaven ; 

The pale-fac’d moon looks bloody on the earth, 
And lean-look’ d prophets whisper fearful change ; 
Rich men look sad, and ruffians dance arid leap, — 
The one, in fear to lose what they enjoy, 

The other, to enjoy by rage and wmr : 

These signs forerun the death or fall of kings. — 
Farewell ; our countrymen are gone and fled, 

As well assur’d, Richard their king is dead. 'tJExit. 

Sal. Ah, Richard! with the eyes of heavy mind, 

I see thy glory, like a shooting star, 

Fall to the base earth from the firmament ! 

Thy sun sets weeping in the iorndy west, 
AVitnessing storms to come, woe, and unrest ; 

Thy friends are fled, to wait upon tliy foes ; 

And crossly to thy good all fortune goes. 


ACT III. 


SCENE I. — Bolingbroke's Camp af Bristol. 
Enter Bolingbroke, York, Northumbekeam-d, Pbrcy, 
Willoughby, Boss; Ofiieers behind, with Bushy and 
Green, prisoners. 

Boling. Bring forth these men. — 

Bushy, and Green, I will not vex your souls 
(Since presently jom souls must part your bodies,) 
With too much urging your pernicious lives, 

For ’twere no charity : yet, to wash your blood 
From off my hands, here, in the view of men, 

I will unfold some causes of your death. 

You have misled a prince, a royal king, 

A happy gentleman in blood and lineaments, 

By you unhappied and disfigur’d clean. 

You have, in manner, with your sinful hours, 
Made a divorce betwixt his queen and him ; 

Broke the possession of a royal bed, 

And stain’d the beauty of a fair queen’s cheeks 
With tears drax\'n from hereyesbyyour foul wrongs. 
Alyself — a prince, by fortune of my birth ; 

Near to the king in blood ; and near in love, 

Till you did make him misinterpret me, 

Have stoop’d my neck under your injuries, 

And sigh’d my English breath in foreign clouds, 
Eating the bitter bread of banishment : 

AVhilst you have fed upon my seignories, 

Dispark’ d my parks, and fell’d my forest “woods ; 
From my own windows torn my household- coat, 
Raz’d out my impress, leaving me no sign — 

Save men’s opinions, and my living blood, — 

To show the world T am a gentleman- [this, 

This, and much more, much more than twice all 


I Condemns you to the death :~See them deliver'd 
To execution and the hand of death. [over 

Bushy. More welcome is the stroke of death to me, 
Than Bolingbroke to England. — Lords, farewell- 
Green. My comfort is, — that heaven will take 
our souls, 

And plague injustice with the pains of hell. 

Boling. My lord Northumberland, see them 
despatch’d. 

{^Exeunt NoRTHuaiBEEnvND and others, trlih PrisoKurs. 
Uncle, you say, the queen is at your house : 

For heaven’s sake, fairly let her be entreated : | 

Tell her, I send to her my kind commends ; j 

Take special care my greetings be deliver’d. i 

York. A gentleman of mine 1 have despatch’d 
AA^ith letters of your love to her at large. | 

Boling. Thanks, gentle uncle. — Come, lords, 
away ; ' ^ 1 

! To fight with Glendower and his ’complices ; 1 

i Awhile to “wwk, and, after, holiday. lExeunt. 


SCENE II . — The CoaM of N A Castle in 
metv. 

Flourish; Brums and Trumpets. Enter King Richard, 
Bishop of Carlisle, Aumerlb, and SoliMers. 
K.Rich. Barkloughly-castle call you this at hand ? 
Yea, my lord. How brooks your grace 
After late tossing on the breaking seas i [the air, 
K. Rich. Needs must I like it well; Tweep d 
for joy, ' ■ ■ I 

To -stand upon my kingdom once again. i 
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Dear eartli, I do salute thee with my hand, 

Though rebels wound thee with their horses’ hoofs : 
As a long parted mother with her child 
Plays fondly with her tears, and smiles in meeting ; 
So, weeping, smiling, greet I thee, my earth, 

And do thee favour with my royal hands. 

Feed not thy sovereign’s foe, my gentle earth ; 

Nor with thy sweets comfort his rav’nous sense : 
But let thy spiders, that suck up thy venom, 

And heavy-gaited toads, lie in their way ; 

Doing annoyance to the treacherous feet, 

Which with usurping steps do trample thee. 

Yield stinging nettles to mine enemies : 

And when they from thy bosom pluck a flower, 
Guard it, I pray thee, wdth a lurking adder ; 

Whose double-tongue may with a mortal touch 
Throw death upon thy sovereign’s enemies. — 
Mock not my senseless conjuration, lords ; 

This earth shall have a feeling, and these stones 
Prove armed soldiers, ere her native king 
Shall falter under foul rebellious arms ! 

Bishop. Fear not, my lord ; that Power, that 
made you king, 

Hath power to keep you king, in spite of all. 

The means that heaven yields must be embrac’d, 
And not neglected ; else, if heaven would. 

And we will not, heaven’s offer we refuse ; 

The proffer’d means of succour and redress. 

Aum. He means, my lord, that we are too 
remiss ; 

Whilst Bolingbroke, through our security, 

Grows strong and great, in substance, and in friends. 

K. Rich. Discomfortable cousin ! know’st thou 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid [not, 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world, 

Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen. 

In murders, and in outrage, bloody here ; 

But when, from under this terrestrial ball, 

He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines. 

And darts his light through every guilty hole, — 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins, 

The cloak of night being pluck’d from off their 
backs, 

Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves ? 

So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke, — 
Who all this while hath reveU’d in the night, 
Whilst we were wand’ ring with the antipodes, — 
Shall see us rising in our throne the east. 

His treasons will sit blushing in his face, 

Not able to endure the sight of day, 

But, self-affrighted, tremble at his sin. 

Not all the water in the rough mde sea 
Can wash the balm from an anointed king : 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 
The deputy elected by tbe Lord : 

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d, 

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 
A glorious angel : then, if angels fight, 

Weak men must fall : for heaven still guards the 
right. 

Bnter Sauisbuby, 

Welcome, my lord ; How far off lies your power ? 

Sal. Nor near, nor further off', my gracious lord, 
Than this -weak arm : Discomfort guides my tongue, 
And bids me speak of nothing bnt despair. 

One day too late, I fear, my noble lord, 

Hath clouded all thy happy days on earth i 
O, call back yesterday, bid time return, 

And thou shalt have twelve thousand fighting men. 


To-day, to-day, unhappy day, too late, 

O’erthrows thy joys, friends, fortune, and thy state • 
For all the \Velchmen, hearing thou wert dead ’ 
Are gone to Bolingbroke, dispers’d and fled. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege ; why looks your o-race 
so pale ? * 

K. Rich. But now, the blood of twenty thousand 
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled ; [men 
And, till so much blood thither come again, 

Have I not reason to look pale and dead : 

All souls that will be safe, fly from my side ; 

For time hath set a blot upon my pride. 

Aum. Comfort, my liege ; remember who you 
are. 

K. Rich. 1 had forgot myself : Am I not king ? 
Awake thou sluggard majesty ! thou sleep’ st. 

Is not the king’s name forty thousand names ? 
Arm, arm, my name ! a puny subject strikes 
At thy great glory. — Look not to tbe ground, 

Ye favourites of a king ; Are. we not high? 

High be our thoughts ; I know, my uncle York 
Hath power enough to serve our turn.-— But who 
comes here ? 

Enter Scroop. 

Scroop. More health and happiness betide my 
liege, 

Than can my care-tun’ d tongue deliver him. 

K. Rich. Mine ear is open, and my heart pre- 
par’d ; 

The worst is worldly loss, thou canst unfold. 

Say, is my kingdom lost ? why, ’twas my care ; 
And what loss is it, to be rid of care ? 

Strives Bolingbroke to be as great as we ? 

Greater he sliall not be ; if he serve God, * 

We’ll serve him too, and be his fellow so : 

Revolt our subjects ? that we cannot mend ; 

They break their faith to God, as well as us : 

Cry, woe, destruction, ruin, loss, decay ; 

The worst is — death, and death will have his day ! 

Scroop. Glad am I, that your highness is so arm’d 
To bear the tidings of calamity. 

Like an unseasonable stormy day, 

Which makes the silver rivers drown their shores, 
As if the world were all dissolved to tears ; 

So high above Ins limits swell the rage 
Of Bolingbroke, covering your fearful land 
W^ith bard bright steel, and hearts harder than steel. 
White beards have arm’d their thin and hairless 
scalps 

Against thy majesty ; boys, with women’s voices, 
Strive to speak big, and clap their female joints 
In stiff unwieldy arms against thy crown : 

Thy very headsmen learn to bend their bows 
Of double-fatal yew against thy state ; 

Yea, distaff-women manage rusty bills 
Against thy seat : both old and young rebel, 

And all goes worse than I have power to tell. 

K. Rich. Too well, too well, thou tell’st a tale 
soil!.' 

Where is the earl of Wiltshire ? where is Bagot? 
What is become of Bushy ? where is Green ? 

That they have let the dangerous enemy 
Measure our confines with such peaceful steps ; 

If we prevail, their heads shall pay for it. 

I warrant they have made peace with Bolingbroke. 
Scroop. Peace have they made with him, indeed, 
my lord. 

K. Rich. O viHains, vipers, damn’d without re- 
demption 1 

Dogs, easily won to fawn on any man ! 
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Scroop. Men judge by the complexion of the sky 
The state and mciinatiou of the day : 

So may you by my dull and heavy eye. 

My tongue hath but a heavier tale to say. 

I play the torturer, by small and small, 

To lengthen out the worst that must be spoken : — 
Your uncle York hath joinM with Boliagbroke ; 
And aU your northern castles yielded up, 

And ail your southern gentlemen-in-arms 
Upon his party. 

K. Rich. Thou hast said enough. 

Beshrew thee, cousin, which didst lead me forth 

AUM'EfiLK 

Of that sweet way I was in to despair ! 

What sav you now ? What comfort have we now ? 


Snakes, in my heart-blood warmed,, that sting rny 
heart ! 

Three Judases, each one thrice worse than Judas ! 
Would they make peace ? terrible hell make war 
Upon their spotted souls, for this offence ! 

Scroop. Sweet love, I see, changing his property, 
Turns to the sourest and most deadly hate : — 
Again iiiicurse their souls ; their peace is made 
With heads, .and not with hands : those whom you 
' curse, 

Have felt the worst of death’s destrojing v^ound, 
And lie fail, low, grav’d in the hollow^ ground. 

xium. Is Bushy, Green,, and the earl of. W:ilt- 
shire, dead ? 

Scroop. Yea, all of them at Bristol lost their 
heads. 

Aum. Wliere is the duke my father with liis 
poW'Xa* ? 

ii . Rich. No matter w’he.re ; of comfort no man 


I Let’s talk of graves, of worms, and epitaphs ; | 

I Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes i 

I Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth, 
j Let’s choose executors, and talk of wi.lls : 

And yet not so, — for what can we bequeath, 

Save our deposed bodies to the ground ? 
j Our lands, our lives, and all are Bolingbroke’s, 

! And nothing can we call our own, but death ; 
j And that small ia.odel of the barren earth, 
j MTiich serves as paste and cover to our bones. 

1 For heaven’s sake, let us sit upon the ground, 

And tell sad stories of the death of kings : — 

How some have been depos’d, some slain in war. 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed ; 
Some poison’d by their wives, some sleeping kill’d ; 
All murder’d ; — For within the hollow crovrn, 

: That rounds the mortal temples of a king. 

Keeps death his court : and there the antick sits, 
Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp ; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 
To monarchize, be fear’d, and kill with looks ; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit, — 

As if this desh, which walls about our life, 

Were brass impregnable ; and, bumoui-’d thus, 
Comes at the last, and with a little pin 
Bores through his castle-wrall, and — farewell king ! 
Cover your heads, and mock not desh and blood 
With solemn reverence ; throw away respect, 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty, 

For you have but mistook me all this while : 

I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief, 
Need friends : — Subjected thus, 

How can you say to me — I am a king ? 
j Car. My lord, wise men ne’er wail their present 
1 But presently prevent the ways to wail. [woes, 
j To fear the foe, since fear oppresseth strength, 

! Gives, in your weakness, strength unto your foe, 

I lind so your follies fight against yourself, 
j Fear, and be slain ; no worse can come, to fight; 

I And fight and die, is death destroying death ; 
j Where fearing dying, pays death servile breath, 
j Au77i. My father hath a power, enquire of Mm ; 

I And learn to make a body of a limb. 

I K. Rick. Thou chid’st me well : — Proud Boling- 
i broke, I come 

To change blows-wdth thee for our day of doom. 
This ague-fit of fear is over-blowm ; . 

An easy task it is, to win our own. 

Say, Scroop, where lies our uncle with his power ? 
Speak sweetly, man, although thy looks be sour. 


A. Jiicn. Me does me double wrong, 

That w^oimds me with the fiatteries of his tongue, 
Discharge my followers, let them hence ; — Away, 
From Richard’s night, to BoLingbroke’s fair day. 

lExeimt 


SCENE HI. — ^Waxes. Before Flint- Castle. 

Enter, with drmn and colours, Bolingbroke a7id Forces : 
York, NoBTHuatBERcAND, mid others. 

Boling. So that by this intelligence we leant, 
The Welchmen are dispers’d ; and Salisbury 
Is gone to meet the king, who lately landed, 

With some few private friends, upon this coast. 
North. The news is very fair, and good, my lord ; 
Richard, not far from hence, hath hid his head. 

York. It would beseem the lord Northumberland, 
To say — ^king Richard : — Alack the heat^^ clay, 
When such a sacred king should hide his head ! 

North. Your grace mistakes me ; only to be brief, 
Left I his title out. 

York. The time hath been, 

Would you have been so brief with him, he would 
Have been so brief with you, to shorten you, 

For taking so the head, your whole head’s length. 
Boling. Mistake not, uncle, further than you 
should. 

York. Take not, good cousin, further than you 
should, 

Lest you mis-take : The heavens are o’er your head. 

Boling. I know it, uncle ; and oppose not 
Myself against their will.— But who comes here r 
Enter Emcw. 

W'ell, Harry; what, will not this castle jield? 

Percy. The castle royally is marni’d, my lord, 
Against thy entrance. 

Boling. Royally I 
Why, it contains no king ? 

Percy. Yes, my good lord. 

It doth contain a king ; king Richard Has 
Within the limits of yon lime and stone : 

And with Mm are the lord Aumerle, lord Salisbury, 
Sir Stephen Scroop ; besides a clergyman 
Of holy reverence, who, I cannot learn. 

North. Belike, it is the bishop of Caiiisle. 
Moling. Noble lord, Nobth. 
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Go to tbe rude ribs of that ancient castle ; 

Tbtrough brazen trumpet send the breath of parle 
Into his ruin'd ears, and thus deliver. 

Harry Bolingbroke 

On both his knees, doth kiss king Richard's hand ; 
And sends allegiance, and true faith of heart, 

To Ms most royal person : hither come 
Even at his feet to lay my arms and power ; 
Provided that, my banishment repeal’d, 

And lands restor'd again, be freely granted : 

If not, I'll use the advantage of my power, 

And lay the summer’s dust with showers of blood, 
Rain’d from the wounds of slaughter'd Englishmen : 
The which, how far off from the mind of Bolingbroke 
It is, such crimson tempest should bedrench 
The fresh green lap of fair king Richard’s land, 

My stooping duty tenderly shall show. 

Go, signify as much ; whale here we march 
Upon the grassy carpet of this plain. — 

[Northotiberland advances to the Castle, 
with a trumpet . 

Let’s march without the noise of threat’ ning drum, 
That from the castle's totter’d battlements 
Our fair appointments may be well perus'd. 
Methinks, king Richard and myself should meet 
With no less terror than the elements 
Of fire and water, when their thund’ring shock 
At meeting tears the cloudy cheeks of heaven. 

Be he the fire, I’ll be the yielding water : 

The rage be his, while on the earth I rain 
My waters ; on the earth, and not on him. — 
March on, and mark king Richard how he looks. 

A parle sounded, and answered hy another t 7 -umpct within. 
Flourish. Enter on the walls King Richard, the Bishop 
OF Carlisle, Aumerle, Scroop, and Salisbury. 

York. See, see, Idng Richard doth himself appear, 
As doth the blushing discontented sim, 

From out the fiery portal of the east ; 

When he perceives the envious clouds are bent 
To dim his glory, and to stain the track 
Of his bright passage to the Occident. 

Yet looks he Hkea king ; behold, his eye, 

As bright as is the eagle’s, lightens forth 
Controuling majesty ; Alack, alack, for woe, 

That any harm shoMd stain so fair a show ! 

K. Rick. We are amaz'd ; and thus long have 
we stood 

To watch the fearful bending of thy knee, 

[To Northumberland. 

Because we thought ourself thy lawful king : 

And if we be, how dare thy joints forget 
To pay their awful duty to our presence ? 

If we be not, show us the hand of God 
That hath dismiss'd us from our stewardship ; 

For well we know, no hand of blood and bone 
Can gripe the sacred handle of our sceptre, 

Unless he do profane, steal, or usurp. 

And though you think, that all, as you have done 
Have torn their souls, by turning them from us, 

And we are barren, and bereft of friends ; 

Yet know, — my master, God omnipotent, 

Is mustering in his clouds, on our behalf, 

Armies of pestilence ; and they shall strike 
Your children yet unborn, and unbegot. 

That lift your vassal hands against my head, 

And threat the glory of my precious crown. 

Tell Bolingbroke, (for yond', methinks, he is,) 

That evei 7 stride he makes upon my land, 

Is dangerous treason : He is come to one 
The purple testament of bleeding war ; * 


Lhange the complexion of her maid-pale peace 
To scarlet indignation, and bedew 
Her pasture’s grass with, faithful English blood 
North . The king of heaven forbid, our lord the 
king 

Should so with civil and uncivil arms 
Be rush’d upon ! Thy thrice-noble cousin, 

Harry Bolingbroke, doth humbly kiss thy hand • 
And by the honourable tomb he swears^ ’ 

That stands upon thy royal grandsire’s bones ; 
And by the royalties of both your bloods 
Currents that spring from one most gracious head* 
And by the buried hand of warlike Gaunt • ’ 

And by the ivorth and honoim of himself, 
Comprising all that may be sworn or said,— 

His coming hither hath no further scope, 

Thau for his lineal royalties, and to beg 
Enfrancliisement immediate on his knees* 

Which on thy royal party granted once. 

His glittering arms he will commend to rust, 

His barbed steeds to stables, and bis heart 
To faithful service of your majesty. 

Tins swears he, as he is a prince, is just ; 

And, as I am a gentleman, I credit him. 

K. Rich. Northumberland, say, — thus the king 
returns ; — — 

His noble cousin is right welcome hither ; 

And all the number of his fixir demands 
Shall be accomplish’d without contradiction : 
With all the gracious utterance thou hast, 

Speak to his gentle hearing kind commends. — 

We do debase ourself, cousin, xlo we not, 

{To Aumeble. 

To look so poorly, and to speak so fair ? 

Shall we call back Northumberland, and send 
Defiance to the traitor, and so die } 

Aum. No, good my lord ; let’s fight with gentle 
words, 

Till time lend friends, and friends their helpful 
swords. 

K. Rich. O God ! 0 God ! that e’er this tongue 
of mine, 

That laid the sentence of dread banishment 
On yon proud man, should take it off again 
With words of sootli ! O, that I were as great 
As is my grief, or lesser than ray name ! 

Or that I could forget what I have been ! 

Or not remember what I must be now ! 

Swell’st thou, proud heart? I’ll give thee scope to 
beat, 

Since foes have scope to beat both thee and me. 

A urn. Northumberland comes back from Boling- 
broke . 

E. Rich. What must the king do now ? Must 
he submit ? 

The king shall do it. Must he be depos’d ? 

The king shall be contented : Must be lose 
The name of king? o'God’s name, let it go : 

I’ll give my jewels, for a set of beads : 

My gorgeous palace, for a hermitage ; 

My gay apparel, for an alms-man’s gown ; 

My figur’d goblets, for a dish of wood ; 

My sceptre, for a palmer’s walkiiig-staff ; 

My subjects, for a pair of carved saints ; • 

And my large kingdom for a little grave, 

A little little grave, an obscure grave : — 

Or I’ll be buried in tbe king’s highway, 
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Some way of common trade, wliere subjects' feet 
May bouriy trample on tlieir sovereign’s liead : 

For on my heart they tread, now whilst I live ; 

And, buried once, why, not upon my head? 

Anmerle, thou weep’st ; My tender-hearted cou- 
sin ! — 

Well make foul weather with despised tears ; 

Our sighs, and they, shall lodge the summer com, , 
And make a dearth in this revolting land. 

Or shall we play the wantons with our woes, 

And make some pretty match with shedding tears ? 
As thus ; — ^To drop them still upon one place, 

Till they have fretted us a pair of graves 
Within the earth ; and, therein laid, — There lies 
Two kinsmm, digged their graves with weeping 
eg' s'^ 

Would not this ill do well ? — Well, w^ell, I see 
I talk but idly, and you mock at me, — 

Most mighty prince, my lord Northumberland, 
Mliat sjyvs king Bolingbroke ? will his majestj' 

Give Ricliard leave to live till Ricli.ard die ? 

You make a leg, and Bolingbroke says — ay. 

North. My lord, in the base court he doth 


To speak with you ; may’t please you to come 
down ? 

K. Rich. Down, dowm, I come ; like glistermg 
Phaeton, 

Wanting the manage of unruly jades. 

[North, retires to Boltng. 

In the base court ? Base court, where kings grow 
base. 

To come at traitors' calls, and do them grace. 

In the base court ? Come down ? Down, court ! 
down king ! 

For night-owls shriek, where mounting larks should 
sing. lExeunt,from above. 

Soling. What says his majesty ? 

North, Sorrow and grief of heart 

Makes him speak fondly, like a frantic man : 

Yet he is come. 


Enter King Richard, and Ids Attendants beloic. 


Boling. Stand aU apart, 

And show fair duty to his majesty. 

My gracious lord, — iKmeling, 

K. Rick. Fair cousin, you debase your princely 
knee, 

To make the base earth proud with kissing it : 

Me rather had, my heart might feel your love, 
I^an my unpleas’d eye see your courtesy. 

Up, cousin, up ; your heart is up, I know, 

Thus high at least, [ Touching his own head.'] al- 
though your knee be low. 

Boling. My gracious lord, I come but for mine 


K. Rich. Your own is yours, and I am yours, 
and all. 

Boling. So far be mine, my most redoubted lord, 
As my true service shall deserve your love. 

K. Rich. Well you deserve : — They well deserve 
to have, 

That know the strong’ st and surest way to get. — 
Uncle, give me your hand : nay, dry your eyes ; 
Tears show their love, but w^ant their remedies.—- 
Cousin, I am young to be your father. 

Though you are old enough to be my heir. 

What you will have, I’ll give, and willing too ; 

For do we must, what force will have us do. — 

Set on towards London Cousin, is it so ? 


Boling. Yea, my good lord. 

K. Rich. Then I must not say, No. 

[Flourish. Exeunt. 


SCENE lY. — Langley. TAe Duke 0/ York 
Garden. 


Enter the Queen, and two Ladies. 


Queen. YTiat sport shall we devise here in this 
garden, 

To drive away the heavy thought of care? 

1 Lady, Madam, we’ll play at bowls. 

Queen. 'Twill make me think, 

The world is full of rubs, and that my fortune 
Runs 'gainst the bias. 

1 Lady. Madam, we will dance. 

Queen. My legs can keep no measure in delight, 
When my poor heart no measure keeps in grief : 
Therefore, no dancing, ,girl ; some other sp"ort. 

1 Lady. Madam, we'il tell tales. j 

Queen . Of sorrow, or of joy ? 

1 Lady. Of either, madam. 

Queen. Of neither, girl: 

For if of joy, being altogether wanting, 

It doth remember me the more of sorrow ; 

Or if of grief, being altogether had, 

It adds more sorrow to my want of joy : 

For what I have, I need not to repeat ; 

And Tvhat I want, it boots not to complain. 

1 Lady. Madam, I'll sing. 

Queen. 'Tis well, that thou hast cause ; 

But thou should'^t please me better, would’ st thou 
weep. 

1 Lady. I could weep, madam, would it do you | 
good. j 

Queen. And I could weep, would weeping do 
And never borrow any tear of thee. [me good, 
But stay, here come the gardeners : 

Let's step into the shadow of these trees. — 


Enter a Gardener and two Servants. 


My wretchedness unto a row of pins, 

I They’ll talk of state : for every one doth so 
Against a change ; Woe is forerun with woe. 

[Queen and Ladies retire, 
Gard. Go, bind thou up yon dangling apricocks, 
Which, like unruly children, make their sire 
Stoop with oppression of their prodigal weight : 
Give some supportance to the bending twigs. — 
Go thou, and like an executioner, 

Cut off the heads of too-fast-growing sprays, 

That look too lofty in our commonwealth • 

All must be even in our government. 

You thus employ'd, I will go root away 
The noisome weeds, that without profit suck 
The soil's fertility from wholesome flowers. 

1 Serv. Why should we, in the compass of a pale, 
Keep law, and form, and due proportion, 

Showing, as in a model, our firm estate 1 
When our sea-walled garden, the whole land, 

Is full of weeds ; her fairest flowers chok’d up, 
Her fruit-trees all unprun'd, her hedges ruin'd, 
Her knots disorder'd, and her wholesome herbs 
Swarming with caterpillars ? 

Gard. Hold thy peace : — 

He that hath suffer’d this disorder'd spring, 

Hath now himself met with the fall of leaf : 

The weeds, that his broad-spreading leaves did 
shelter, 

That seem'd in eating Mm to hold him up, jj ^ 
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ACT ly. 


Are pluck’d up, root and all, by Bolingbroke ; 

1 mean the earl of Wiltshire, Bushy, Gieen. 

1 Serv^ What, are they dead ? _ , 

Qard. Diey are ; and Bolingbroke 

Hath seiz’d the wasteful king.— Oh ! what pity is it, 
That he had not so trimm’d and dress d his land, 
As we this garden ! We at time of year^ 

Do wound the bark, the skin of our fruit-trees ; 
Lest, being over-proud with sap and blood, 

With too much riches it confound^ itself : 

Had he done so to great and growing men, 

They might have liv’d to bear, and he to taste 
Their fmits of duty. All superfluous branches 
We lop away, that bearing boughs may live : 

Had he done so, himself had borne the crown. 
Which waste of idle hours hath quite thrown down. 
1 Serv. What, think you then, the king shall be 

depos’d ? ^ j j M 

Card. Depress’d he is already : and depos cl, 
’Tis doubt, he will be : Letters came last night 
To a dear friend of the good duke of York’s, 

That tell black tidings. 

Queen. 0, 1 am press d to death, 

Through want of speaking ! — ^Thou, old Adam’s 
likeness IComingfrojn her concealment 
Set to dress this garden, how dares 
Thy harsh-rude tongue sound this unpleasing news ? 
What Eve, what serpent hath suggested thee 
To make a second fall of cursed man ? 

Why dost thou say, king Richard is depos’d ? 
Dar’st thou, thou little better thing than earth, 


Divine his downfall Say, where, when, and how, 
Cam’st thouby these ill-tidings ? speak, thou wretch. 

Gard. Pardon me, madam : little joy have I. * 
To breathe this news : yet, what I say is true. 

King Richard, he is in the mighty hold 
Of Bolingbroke ; their fortunes both are weigh’d : 
In your lord’s scale is nothing but himself 
And some few vanities that make him IHit • 

But in the balance of great Bolingbroke, 

Besides himself, are all the English peers, 

And with that odds he weighs king Richard down. 
Post you to London, and you’ll find it so : 

I speak no more than every one doth know. 

Queen. Nimble mischance, that art so lio-ht of 
Doth not thy embassage belong to me, [foot, 
And am I last that knows it ? O, thou think’ st 
To serve me last, that I may longest keep 
Thy sorrow in my breast.— Come, ladies, go. 

To meet at London London’s king in woe.— 

What, was I born to this ! that my sad look 
Should grace the triumph of great Bolingbroke ? 
C4ardener, for telling me this news of woe, j 

I would, the plants thou graft’st, may never grow. 1 
'iExeunt Queen and Ladies. | 
Card. Poor queen ! so that thy state might be 
no worse, 

I would my skill were subject to thy curse. 

Here did she drop a tear ; here, in this place, 

I’ll set a bank of rue, sour herb of grace : 

Rue, even for ruth, here shortly shall be seen. 

In the remembrance of a weeping queen. [Bmint. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I London. IVestminster Hall. The 

Lords spixUual on the right side of the throne ; 
the Lords temporal on the left; the Commons 
below. 

Enter Bolingbroke, Aumeiile, Surbey, Northumber- 
land, Percy, Fitzwater, another Lord, Bishop op 
Carlisle, Abbot of Westminsteb, and Attendants. 
Officers behind with Bagot. 

Boling. Call forth Bagot : 

Now, Bagot, freely speak thy mind ; 

"What thou dost know of noble Gloster’s death ; 
W'ho wrought it with the king, and who perform’d 
The bloody office of his timeless end. 

Bagot. Then set before my face the lord Aumerle. 
Boling, Cousin, stand forth, and look npon that 
man. 

Bagot. My lord Aumerle, I know your daring 
tongue 

Scorns to unsay what once it hath deliver’d. 

In that dead time when Gloster’s death was plotted, 
I heard you say, — Is not my arm of lengthy 
That reaelieth from the restful English court 
As far as Calais, to my nucleus head % 

Amongst much other talk, that very time, 

T heard you say, that you had rather refuse 
The offer of an hundred thousand crowns, 

Than Bolingbroke’ s return to England ; 

Adding withal, how blest this land would be, 

In tills your cousin’s death. 

Aum. Princes, and noble lords, 

i What answer shall 1 make to this base man ? 
i Shall I so much dishonour my fair stars, 


On equal terms to give him chastisement ? 

Either I must, or have mine honour soil'd 

"With the attainder of his sland’rous lips. 

There is my gage, tile manual seal of death, 

That marks thee out for hell : I say, thOu best, 
And will maintain, what thou hast said, is lalse, 

In thy heart-blood, though being aU too base 
To stain the temper of my knightly sword. 

Boling. Bagot, forbear ; thou shalt not take it up. 
Alim.. Excepting one, I would he were the best 
In all this presence, that hath mov’d me so. 

Fifss. If that thy valour stand on sympathies, 
There is my gage, Aumerle, in gage to thine : 

By that fair sun that shows me where thou stand’st, 
I heard thee say, and vaimtingly thou spak’st it, 
That thou wert cause of noble Gloster’s death. 

If thou deny’ St it, twenty times thou liest ; 

And I will turn thy falsehood to thy heart, 

Where it was forged, with my rapier’s point. 
Aum. Thou dar’st not, coward, live to see that day. 
Fitz. Now, by my soul, I would it were this hoirr. 
Aum. P'itzwater, thou art damn’d to hell for this, 
Percy. Aumerle, thou liest; his honour is as true, 
In this appeal, as thou art all unjust : 

And, that thou art so, there I throw my gage, 

To prove it on thee to the extremest point 
Of mortal breathing ; seize it, if thou dar’st. 

Aum. And if I do not, may my hands rot off, 
And never brandish more revengeful steel 
■ Over the glittering helmet of my foe ! 

Lord, i take the earth to the like, forsworn 
Aumerle ; 

And spur thee on with full as many lies 



RICHARD II. 


Of noble Richard ; then true nobless would 
Learn him forbearance from so foul a wrong. 
What subject can give sentence on his king ? 

And who sits here, that is not Richard’s subject 
Thieves are not judg’d, but they are by to hear, 
Although apparent guilt be seen in them : 

And shall the hgui-e of God’s majesty, 

His captain, steward, deputy elect. 

Anointed, crowned, planted many years, 

Be judg’d by subject and inferior breath, 

And he himself not present.^ O, forbid it, God, 
That, in a Christian climate, souls refin’d 
Should show so heinous, black, obscene a deed ! 

I speak to subjects, and a subject speaks, 

Stirr’d up by Heaven thus boldly for his king. 

My lord of Hereford here, whom you call king, 

Is a foul traitor to proud Hereford’s king : 

And if you crown him, let me prophecy, — 

The blood of English shall manure the ground, 
And future ages groan for this fuul act ; 

Peace shall go sleep with Turks and infidels, 

And, in this seat of peace, tumultuous wars 
Shall kin vrith kin, and kind with kind confound ; 
Disorder, horror, fear, and muriny, 

Shall here inhabit, and this land be call’d 
The field of Golgotha, and dead men’s sculls. 

O, if you rear this house against this house, 

It will the woefuUest division prove, 

That ever fell upon this cursed earth : 

Prevent, resist it, let it not be so, 

Lest child, child’s children, cry against you — woe I 
North. ‘Well have you argu’d, sir ; and, for your 
Of capital treason we arrest you here : — [pains, 

My lord of Westminster, be it your charge 
To keep him safely till his day of trial. — 

May’t please you, lords, to grant the common suit ? 

Boling. Retch hither Richard, that in common view 
He may surrender ; so we shall proceed 
Without suspicion. 

Yoric. I will be his conduct. lExH. 

Boling. Lords, you that are here under our arrest, 
Procure your sureties for your days of answer : — 
Little are we beholden to your love, [To Carlislu. 
And little look’d for at your helping hands. 

Ee-mier York, iviih King Ricuard, and OIncsrs bearing 
the crown, ^-c. 

K. Rich. Alack, why am I sent for to a king, 
Before I have shook ofi* the regal thoughts 
WTierewitb I reign’d.^ I hardly yet have leaui’d 
To insinuate, flatter, bow, and bend my knee : — 
Give sorrow leave a while to tutor me 
To this submission. Yet I well remember 
The favours of these men : Were they not mine ? 
Did they not sometime cry, All hail ! to me ? 

So Judas did to Christ : but he, in twelve, 

Pound truth in all, but one ; I, in twelve thousand, 
none. 

God save the king ! — ^WTll no man say, amen ? 

Am I both priest and clerk ? well then, amen. 

God save the king ! although I be not be ; 

And yet amen, if Heaven do tMnk him me, — 

To do what service am I sent for hither ? 

Yorh:. To do that office, of thine own good will, 

"Which tired majesty did make thee offer, 

The resignation of thy state and crown 
To Henry Bolingbroke. 

JT. Rich. Give me the crown: — Here, cousin, 
seize the crown ; 

Here, on this side, my hand ; on that side, thine. 
Now is this golden crown like a deep well, 
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As. may be liolia cl in tlij treaclieroiis ear 
From sail to sun : there is, my honour’s pawn ; 
Engage .it to the trial, if thou dar’st. 

2'ii9n. Tv ho sets me else by heaven, I’ll throw 
I have a thousand spirits in one breast, [at all : 
To answer twenty t.rioiisand such as you. 

Surrejj* My lord Fitzwater, I do remember well 
The v^ery time Aumeiie and you did talk. 

Fitz. My lord, ’tis true: you were in presence 
then ; 

And you can witness with me, this is true. 

Surrey. .As false, by heaven, as heaven itself is 
FUz. Surrey, thou iiest. [true. 

Surrey. Dishonourable boy ! 

That lie shall lie so heavy on my sword, 

That it shall render vengeance and revenge, 

Till thou the lie-giver, and that lie, do lie 
111 earth as cpiiet as thy father’s scull. 

In proof wiiereof, there is my honour’s pawn ; 
Engage it to the trial, if thou dar’st. 

Fitz. How fondly dost thou spur a forward horse ! 
If I da,re eat. or drink, or breathe, or live, 

I dare meet Surrey in a wilderness, 

And. spit upon whilst I say, he lies, 

And lies, and lies : there is niy bond of faith, 

To tie thee to ray strong correction. — 

As I intend to thrive in this new world, 

Aumeiie Is guilty of my true appeal : 

Besides, I heard the banish’d Norfolk say, 

That thou, Aiimerie, didst send two of thy men 
To execute the noble duke at Calais. 

A um . Some honest Christian trust me with a gage. 
That Norfolk lies ; here do I throw down this, 

If he may be repeal’d to try his honour. 

Boling. These differences shall all rest under 
gage, 

Till Norfolk be repeal’d : repeal’d be shall be, 
And, thougb mine enemy, restor’d again 
To all Ms land and seignories ; when he’s return’d 
Against Aumerle we will enforce his trial. 

Car. That honourable day shall ne’er be seen. — 
Many a time hath banish’d Norfolk fought 
For Jesu Christ ; in glorious Christian field 
Streaming the ensign of the Christian cross, 
Against black pagans, Turks, and Saracens : 

And, toil’d with works of war, retir’d himself 
To Italy; and there, at Venice, gave 
His body to that pleasant country’s earth, 

And his pure soul unto his captain Christ, 

Under whose colours he had fought so long. 
Boling. Why, bishop, is Norfolk dead } 

Car. As sure as I live, my lord. 

Boling. Sweet peace conduct his sweet soul to 
the bosom 

Of good old Abraham ! — Lords appellants, 

Your differences shall all rest under gage, 

Till we assign you to your days of trial. 

Enter York, attended. 

Y ork. Great duke of Lancaster, I come to thee 
From plume-pluck’d Richard ; who with willing soul 
Adopts thee heir, and his high sceptre yields 
To the possession of thy royal hand : 

Ascend his throne, descending now from him, — 
And long live Henry, of that name the fourth ! 
BoUng. In God’s name, I’ll ascend the regal 
Car.^ Marry, God forbid ! — [throne. 

W orst in this royal presence may I speak, 

Y'et best beseeming me to speak the truth. 

Would God, that any in' this noble presence 
VJere enough noble to be upright judge 
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That owes two huchets fiUing one another ; 

The emptier eYer dancing in the air , 

The other down, unseen, and full of water : 

That bucket down, and full of tears, am I, 
Drinking my griefs, whilst you mount up on high. 
Boling. I thought you had been willing to resign. 
K. Rich. My crown, I am, but still my griefs 
are mine : 

You may my glories and my state depose, 

But not my griefs ; still am I king of those. 

Boling. Part of your cares you give me with your 
crovm. 

E. Rich. Your cares setup, do not pluck my cares 
down. 

My care is— loss of care, by old care done ; 

Your care is— gain of care, by new care won ; 

The cares I give, I have, though given away ; 

They tend the crown, yet still with me they stay. 
Boling. Are you contented to resign the crown ? 
K, Rich. Ay, no no, ay for I must nothing 
Therefore no, no, for I resign to thee. [be ; 

Now mark me how I will undo myself : — 

I give this heavy weight from off my head, 

And this unwieldy sceptre from my hand, 

The pride of kingly sway from out my heart ; 

With mine own tears I wash away my balm, 

With mine own hands I give away my crown, 
With mine own tongue deny my sacred state. 

With mine own breath release all duteous oaths : 
All pomp and majesty I do forswear ; 

My manors, rents, revenues, I forego ; 

My acts, decrees, and statutes, I deny : 

God pardon all oaths, that are broke to me ! 

God keep all vows unbroke, are made to thee ! 
Make me, that nothing have, with nothing griev’d ; 
And thou with all pleas’d, that hast all achiev’d ! 
Long mayst thou live in Richard’s seat to sit, 

And soon lie Richard in an earthy pit ! 

God save king Henry, unking’d Richard says. 

And send him many years of sunshine days ? 

What more remains ? 

North, No more, but that you read 

IQfering a paper. 

These accusations, and these grievous crimes, 
Committed by your person, and your followers, 
Against the state and profit of this land ; 

That, by confessing them, the souls of men 
May deem that you are worthily depos’d. 

E. Rich. Must I do so ? and must I ravel out 
My weav’d-up follies ? Gentle Northumberland, 

If thy offences were upon record, 

Would it not shame thee, in so fair a troop, 

To read a lecture of them ? If thou would’ st, 

There should’st thou find one heinous article, — 
Containing the deposing of a king, 

And cracking the strong warrant of an oath, — 
Mark’d with a blot, damn’d in the book of heaven : — 
Nay, all of you, that stand and look upon me, 

Whilst that my wretchedness doth bait myself, 

Though some of you, with Pilate, wash your hands, 
Showing an outward pity ; yet you Pilates 
Have here deliver’d me to my sour cross, 

And water cannot wash away your sin. 

N QTtk. My lord, despatch ; read o’er these articles , 
i E. Rich. Mine eyes are full of tears, I cannot see : 
And yet salt water blinds them not so much, 

But they can see a sort of traitors here. 

Nay, if I turn mine eyes upon myself, 

I find myself a traitor with the rest : 

For I have given here my soul’s consent, 


To uncleck the pompons body of a king ; 

Make glory base ; and sovereignty, a slave • 

Proud majesty, a subject; state, a peasant.' 
Nforih. My lord, [man 

E. Rich. Nolordof thine, tbouhangbt, insulting 

Nor no man’s lord ; I have no name, no title ^ 

No, not that name was given me at the font, 

But ’tis usurped : — Alack the heavy day, 

That I have worn so many winters out, 

And know not now what name to call myself! 

0, that I were a mockery king of snow, 

Standing before tlie sun of Bolingbroke, 

To melt myself away in water-drops ! 

Good king, — great king,— (and yet not greatly good, ) 
And if my word be sterling yet in England, 

Let it command a mirror hither straight ; 

That it may show me what a face I have, 

Since it is bankrupt of his majesty. 

Boling. Go some of you, and* fetch a looking- 
glass. lExit an Attendant. 

North. Read o’er this paper, while the glass 
doth come. 

K. Rich. Fiend ! thou torment’st me ere I come 
to hell. 

Boling. Urge it no more, my lord Northum- 
berland. 

North. The commons will not then be satisfied. 
K. Rich. They shall be satisfied: I ’ll read enough. 
When I do see the very book indeed 
Where all my sins are writ, and that’s — myself. 

Jte-enter Attendant, ivith a glass. 

Give me that glass, and therein will I read. 

No deeper wrinkles yet? Hath sorrow struck 
So many blows upon this face of mine, 

And made no deeper wounds ?— 0, flattering glass. 
Like to my followers in prosperity, 

Thou dost beguile me I Was this face the face, 
That every day under his household roof 
Did keep ten thousand men ? Was this the face, 
That, like the sun, did make beholders wink ? 

Was this the face, that fac’d so many follies, 

And was at last out-fac’d by Bolingbroke ? 

A brittle glory sbinetb in this face : 

As brittle as the glory is the face ; 

IBasJu’s the glass against the ground. 
For there it is, crack’d in a Imndred shivers.— 
Mark, silent king, the moral of this sport, — 

How soon my sorrow hath destroy’d my face. 

Boling. The shadow of your sorrow hath destroy’d 
The shadow of your face. 

K. Rich, Say that again. 

The shadow of my sorrow ? Ha I let’s see : — 
’Tis veiy true, my grief lies all within ; 

And these external manners of lament 
Are merely shadows to the unseen grief, 

That swells with silence in the tortur’d soul ; 
There lies the substance : and I thank thee, king, 
For thy great bounty, that not only giv’st 
Me cause to wall, but teachest me the way 
How to lament the cause. I’ll beg one boon, 

And then be gone, and trouble you no more. 

Shall I obtain it ? 

Boling, Name it, fair cousin. 

K, Rich, Fair cousin? Why, I am greater than 
a king : 

For, when I was a king, my flatterers 
Were then but subjects ; being now a subject, 

I have a king here to my flatterer. 

Being so great, I have no need to beg. 

Boling, Yet ask. 


act 
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Ahbot. A woeful pageant hare we here be- 
held. 

Car^ The woe’s to come ; the children yet un- 
born ' 

Shall feel this day as sharp to them as thorn. 

Aum. You holy clergymen, is there no plot 
To rid the realm of this pernicious blot ? 

Abbot. Before I freely speak my mind herein, 
You shall not only take the sacrament 
To bury mine intents, but to effect 
Whatever I shall happen to devise : — 

I see your brows are fiill of discontent, 

Your hearts of sorrow, and your eyes of tears ; 
Come home with me to supper ; I will lay 
A plot, shall show us all a merry day. lExeimt. 


K. Rich. And shall I have ? 

Bob'ifg. You shall. 

K. Rich. Then give me leave to go. 

Boling. Whither ? 

K. Rich. Whither you will, so I were from your 
sights. 

Boling. Go, some of you, convey him to the 
Tower. 

K. Rich. O, good; Convey? — Conveyers are 
you all, 

That rise thus nimbly by a true king’s fall. 

lExeunt K. Richard, aonie Lords, and a Guard. 
Boling. On Wednesday next, we solemnly set down 
Our coronation : lords, prepare yourselves. 

{^Exeunt all hot the Abbot, Bishop of 
Carlisle, and Actmesle. 


With good old folks ; and let them tell thee tales 
Of woeful ages, long ago betid : 

And, ere thou bid good night, to quit their grief, 
Tell thou the lamentable fall of me. 

And send the hearers weeping to their beds. 

For why, the senseless brands will sympathise 
The heavy accent of thy moving tongue, 

And, in compassion, weep the fire out : 

And some will mourn in ashes, some coal-black, 
For the deposing of a rightful king. 

Eiiter Nobthumbep.land, attended. 

North. My lord, the mind of Bolingbroke is 
chang’d ; 

You must to Pomfret, not unto the Tower.— 
And, madam, there is order ta’eu for you ; 

With all swift speed you must away to France. 

K. Rich. Northumberland, thou ladder where- 
withal 

The mounting Bolingbroke ascends my throne, — 
The time shall not be many hours of age 
More than it is, ere foul sin, gathering head. 

Shall break into corruption: thou shalt think, 
Though he divide the realm, and give thee half, 

It is too little, helping him to all ; 

And he shall think, that thou, which know’st the 
way 

To plant unrightful kings, wilt know again, 

Being ne’er so little urg’d, another way 
To pluck him headlong from the usurped throne. 
The love of wicked friends converts to fear ; 

That fear, to hate ; and hate turns one, or both, 
To worthy danger, and deserved death. 

North. My guilt be on my head, and there an 
end. 

Take leave, and part; for you must pait forthwith. 

jST. Rich. Doubly divorc’d? — Bad men, ye violate 
A twofold marriage ; ’twixt my crown and me ; 
And then, betwixt me and my married wife. — 

Let me unkiss the oath ’twixt thee and me ; 

And yet not so, for with a kiss ’twas made.^ — 

Part us, Northumberland ; I towards the north 
Wliere shivering cold and sickness pines the clime ; 
My wife to France ; from whence, set forth in piomp, 
She came adorn’d hither like: sweet May, 

Sent back like Hallowmas, or short’ st of day. 
Queen. And must we he divided ? must we part ? 
K. Mich. Ay, hand from hand, my love, and 
heart from heart. 


SCENE I. — London. A Street leading to the 
Tower. 

Enter Queen and Ladies. 

Queen. This way the king will come ; this is the 
way 

To Julius Cffisar’s ill-erected tower. 

To whose dint bosom my condemned lord 
Is doom’d a prisoner by proud Bolingbroke : 

Here let us rest, if this rebellious earth 
Have any resting for her true king’s queen. 

Enter King Richard and Guards. 

But soft, but see, or rather do not see, 

My fair rose withers Yet look up ; behold ; 

That you in pity may dissolve to dew. 

And wash him fresh again with true-love tears. — 
Ah, thou, the model where old Troy did stand ; 
Thou map of honour ; thou king Richard’s tomb, 
And not king Richard ; thou most beauteous inn, 
•YThy should hard-favour’ d grief be lodg’d in thee. 
When triumph is become an alehouse guest ? 

K, Rich. Join not with grief, fair woman, do 
not so, 

To make my end too sudden : learn, good soul, 

To tiiink our former state a happy dream ; 

From vrhich awak’d, the truth of what we are 
Shows us but this : I am sworn brother, sweet, 

To grim Necessity ; and he and I 

Will keep a league till death. Hie thee to France, 

And cloister thee in some religious house : 

Om* holy lives must win a new world’s crown, 
Which our profane hours here have stricken down. 
Queen. What! is my Richard both in shape and 
mind 

Transform’d, and weaken’d? Hath Bolingbroke 
Depos’d thine intellect? Hath he been in thy 
The lion, dying, thrusteth forth his paw, [heart ? 
And wounds the earth, if nothing else, with rage 
To be o’erpower’d ; and wilt thou, pupil-like, 

Take thy correction mildly ? kiss the rod ; 

And fawn on rage with base humility, 

Which art a lion, and a king of beasts ? 

K. Rich. A king of beasts, indeed ; if aught but 
I had been still a happy king of men. [beasts, 
Good sometime queen, prepare thee hence for 
France : 

Think, I am dead ; and that even here thou tak’st, 
As from my death-bed, my last living leave. 

In winter’s tedious nights, sit by the fire 
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I Queerin Banish ns both, and send the king 
I with me. 

I JSforih. That were some love, but little policy. 

i QiLeen. Then whither he goes, thither let me go. 

i K. Rich, So two, together weeping, make one 

i woe. 

i Weep thou for me in France, I for thee here ; 

I Better far off, than— near, be ne’er the near’. 

Go, count thy way with sighs ; I, mine with groans, 
i Queen, So longest way shall have the longest 
! moans. 

i K, Rich. Twice for one step I’ll groan, the way 
I being short, 

j And piece the way out with a heavy heart. 

I Come, come, in wooing sorrow let’s be brief, 

Since, wedding it, there is such length in grief. 
One kiss shall stop our mouths, and dumbly part ; 
Thus give I mine, and thus I take thy heart. 

\_TJiey litss. 

Queen. Give me mine own again ; ’twere no 
good part, 

To take on me to keep, and kill thy heart. 

IKiss again. 

So, now I have mine own again, begone. 

That I may strive to kill it with a groan, 
i K. Rick. We make woe wanton with this fond 
i Once more, adieu ; the rest let sorrow say. [delay : 

lExeunt. 


SCENE II. — The same. A Room in the Duke 
1 of York’s Palace. 

I Enter York and his Duchess. 

I Duch. My lord, you told me, you would tell the 
I rest, 

^ YTien weeping made you break the story off 
i Of our two cousins coming into London. 

! York. Where did I leave ? 

; Bach. At that sad stop, my lord, 

I Where rude misgovern’d hands, from windows’ 
j tops, 

Threw dust and rubbish on king Richard’s head, 

! York. Then, as I said, the duke, great Boling- 
I Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed, [broke, — 

Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know, — 
j With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course, 
j While all tongues cried — God save thee, Boling- 
j broke! 

You would have thought the very windows spake, 
So many greedy looks of young and old 
Through casements darted their desiring eyes 
Upon his visage ; and that all the walls. 

With painted imag’ry, had said at once, — 

J esu preserve thee ! -welcome, Bolingbroke ! 

Whilst he, from one side to the other turning, 
Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed’s neck, 
Bespake them thus, — I thank you, countrymen : 
And thus still doing, thus he pass’d along. 

Buck. Alas, poor Richard! where rides he the 
while } 

York. As in a theati-e, the eyes of men, 

After a well-grac’d actor leaves the stage, 

Are idly bent on him that enters next, 

Thinking his prattle to be tedious : 

Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes 
Did scowl on Richard; no man criedj God save 
him; 

NoJoyful tongue gave him. his welcome home : 

But dust was thrown upon his sacred head ; 

TV hich with such gentle sorrow He shook off, — 


His face still combating with tears and smiles 
The badges of his grief and patience, — ’ 

That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel’d 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted 
And barbarism itself have pitied him. ’ 

But heaven hath a hand in these events ; 

To whose high will we bound our calm contents. 
To Bolingbroke are we sworn subjects now, 
Whose state and honour I for aye allow, 

En ter Aujmerle. 

Duch. Here comes my son Aumerle. 

York. xlumerle that was ; 

But that is lost, for being Rich.ard’s friend, 

And, madam, you must call him Rutland now : 

I am in parliament pledge for his truth, 

And lasting fealty to the new-made king. 

Duch. Welcome, my son : Who are the violets 
now, 

That strew the green lap of the new-come spring } 
Auni. Madam, I know not, nor I greatly care 
God knows, 1 had as lief be none, as one. [not : 
York. Well, bear you well iu this new spring of 
time, 

Lest you be cropp’d before you come to prime. 
YHiat news from Oxford.^ hold those justs and 
triumphs ? 

Aim. For aught I know, my lord, they do. 
York. You will be there, I know. 

A'lim. If God prevent it not ; I purpose so. 
York. What seal is that, that hangs without thy 
bosom 

Yea, look’st thou pale ? let me see the wiiting. 
Awn. My lord, ’tis nothing. 

York. No matter theh who sees it. 

I will be satisfied, let me see the writing. 

Atim. I do beseech your grace to pardon me ; 

It is a matter of small consequence, 

Which for some reasons I would not have seen. 
York. Which for some reasons, sir, I mean to 

I fear, I fear, [see. 

Duch. What should you fear ? 

’Tis nothing but some bond, that lie is enter’d into 
For gay apparel, ’gainst the triumph day. 

York. Bound to himself ? wliat doth he with a 
bond 

That he is bound to ? Wife, thou art a fool. — 
Boy, let me see the writing. 

Au?n. I do beseech you, pardon me ; I may not 
show it. 

York. I will be satisfied ; let me see it, I say. 

ISnatches it, and reads. 

Treason 1 foul treason ! — villain ! traitor ! slave I 
Duch. What is the matter, my lord ? 

York. Ho ! who is within there ? \_Enter a Ser- 
vant.] Saddle my horse. 

God for his mercy I wdiat treachery is here 
Duch. Why, what is it, my lord? 

York. Give me my boots, i say ; saddle my 
horse,: — . ■ 

Now by mine honour, by my life, my troth, 

I will appeach the villain. Servant. 

Duch. What’s the matter : 

York. Peace,' foolisli TV’oman. 

Duch. I will not peace : — What is the matter, 

■ son ? ■■ 

Alim. Good mother, be content; it is no more 
Thau my poor life must answer. 

Duck. Thy life answe,r ? 

lie-e.nte} Servant, loith boots. 

York. Bring me my boots, 1 will unto the king* 
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DucJi. Strike him, Aiimeiie.---Poor boy, thou 
art amaz’d : 

Hence, ’^iliaia : never more come in my sight. — 

iTo the Servant. 

York. Give me my boots, I say. 

Buck. Why, York, wliat wilt tlion do? 

Wilt thou not hide the trespass of thine own ? 
Have we more sons or are we like to have ? 

Is not my teeming date drunk up with time } 

And wilt thou pluck my fair son from mine age, 
And rob me of a happy mother’s name ? 

Is he not like thee ? is he not thine own ? 

York, Thou fond mad w^omaii, 

Wilt thou conceal this dark conspiracy.^ 

A dozen of them here have ta'en the sacrament, 
And interchangeably set down their hands, 

To kill the king at Oxford. 

Duck, He shall' be none ; 

We’ll keep him hei*e ,: Then wiiat is that to him ? 
York. Away, 

Fond woman ! were he twenty times my son, 

I WTjuld appeach him. 

Duch. Hadst thou groan’d for him, 

As I have done, tliou’dst be more pitiful. 

But now I know’' thy mind ; thou dost suspect, 
That I have been disloyal to thy bed, 

And that he is a bastard, not thy son : 

Sweet York, sw^eet husband, be not of that mind : 
He is as like tbee as a man may be. 

Not like to me, or any of my kin, 

And yet I love him. 

York, Make way, unruly woman. 

[Exit. 

Bitch. After, Aiimerle; mount thee upon his 
horse ; ^ 

Spur, post ; and get before him to the king, 

And beg thy pardon ere he do accuse thee. 

I’ll not be long behind ; though I be old, 

I doubt not but to ride as fast as Y^ork ; 

And never will I rise up from the ground, 

Till Bolingbroke have pardon’d thee : Away ; 
Begone. i_Exeimt. 


SCENE HI ^Windsor. A Room in the Castle. 

Enter Bolingbroke, as King j Percy and other Lords. 

Boling. Gan no man tell of my unthrifty son ? 
’Tis full three months, since I did see him last : — 
If any plague hang over us, ’tis he. 

I would to God, my lords, he might be found : 
Inquire at London, ’mongst the taverns there, 

For there, they say, he daily doth frequent, 

With unrestrained* loose companions ; 

Even such, they say, as stand in narrow lanes, 

And beat our watch, and rob our passengers ; 

While he, young, wanton, and eSeminate boy, 
Takes on the point of honotn* to support 
vSo dissolute. a crewr. 

Percy. My lord, some two days since I saw the 
. '■ prince ;■ 

And told him of these triumphs held at Oxford. 
Boling. And what said the gallant ? 

Percy. His ansu’er was, — he would unto the 
stews 

And from the common’st creature pluck a glove, 
zind wear it as a favour; and with that, 

He would unhorse the lustiest challenger, 

Boling. As dissolute, as desperate : yet, through 
both, j 

i see some sparkles of a better hope, | 


Which eider days may happily bring forth. 

But who comes here? 

Enter Aumerle, Jiastib/. 

Audi. Where is the king ? 

Boling. What means 

Our cousin, that he stares and looks so wildly ? 
Aum. God save your grace. I do beseech your 
majesty, 

To have some conference with your grace alone. 
Boling. Withdraw yourselves, and leave us here 
alone. — {^^Exeimt Percy and Lordij. 

What is the matter with our cousin now ? 

Aum. For ever may my knees grow to the earth, 

[^Kneds. 

My tongue cleave to my roof within my mouth, 
Unless a pardon, ere I rise, or speak. 

Boling. Intended, or committed, was this fault ? 
If but the first, how heinous ere it be, 

To win thy after-love, I pardon thee. 

Aum. Then give me leave that I may turn the 
That no man enter till my tale be done. [key, 
Boling. Have thy desire. 

[Aumerle locks the door. 
York. [ Within.} My liege, beware ; look to 
thyself ; 

Thou hast a traitor in tliy presence there. 

Boling. Viliam, I’E make thee safe. IBrawing. 
Aum. Stay thy revengeful hand ; 

Thou hast no cause to fear. 

York. [ Within.} Open the door, secure, fool- 
hardy king : 

Shall I, for love, speak treason to thy face ? 

Open the door, or I will break it open. 

[Bolingbroke opens the door. 
Enter York. 

Boling. WTiat is the matter, uncle ? speak ; 
Recover breath ; tell us how near is danger, 

That we may arm us to encounter it. 

York. Peruse this writing here, and thou shalt 
know 

The treason that my haste forbids me show. 

Aum. Remember, as thou read’st, thy promise 
past : 

I do I'epent me ; read not my name there, 

My heart is not confederate with my hand. 

York. ’Twas, villain, ere thy hand did set it 
down. — 

I tore it from the traitor’s bosom, king ; 

Fear, and not love, begets his penitence : 

Forget to pity him, lest thy pity prove 
A serpent that will sting thee to the heart. 

Boling. O heinous, strong, and bold conspi- 
O loyal father of a treacherous son ! [racy ! 

Thou sheer, immaculate, and silver fountain, 

From whence this stream through muddy passages, 
Hath held his current and defil’d himself! 

Thy overflow of good converts to had ; 

And thy abundant goodness shall excuse 
This deadly blot in thy digressing son. 

York. So shall my virtue be his vice’s baw^d ; 
And he shall spend mine honour with his shame, 

As thriftless sons their scraping fathers’ gold. 

Mine honour lives when his dishonour dies, 

Or my sham’d life in his dishonour lies : 

Thou kili’st me in his life ; giving him breath, 

The traitor lives, the true man’s put to death. 

Buck. [ Within.} What ho, my liege 1 for God’s 
sake let me in. 

Boling. W'hat shrill-voic’d suppliant makes this 
eager cry? 
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Ducli. k woman, and thine aunt, great king; 
Speak with me, pity me, open the door : [^tis I ; 
k beggar begs, that never begg’d before. 

Boling. Our scene is alter’d,— from a serious 
thing, 

And now chang’d to The Beggar and the King.— 
My dangerous cousin, let your mother in ; 

I know, she’s come to pray for your foul sin. 

York. If thou do pardon, whosoever pray, 

More sins for this forgiveness, prosper may. 

This fester’d joint cut off, the rest rests sound ; 
This let alone, will all the rest confound. 

Enter Duchess. 

Duch. 0 king, believe not this hard-hearted 
Love, loving not itself, none other can. [man ; 

York. Thou frantic woman, what dost thou 
make here ? 

Shall thy old dugs once more a traitor rear? 

Duch. Sweet York, be patient. Hear me, gentle 
liege. {.Kneels. 

Boling. Rise up, good aunt. 

Duch. Not yet, I thee beseech : 

For ever will I kneel upon my knees. 

And never see day that the happy sees. 

Till thou give joy ; until thou bid me joy, 

By pardoning Rutland, my transgressing boy. 
Aum. Unto my mother’s prayers I bend my 

knee. {Kneels. 

York. Against them both, my true joints bended 

1)6, , {Kneels. 

Ill may’st thou thrive, if thou grant any grace ! 

Duch. Pleads he in earnest ? look upon his face ; 
His eyes do drop no tears, his prayers are in jest ; 
His words come from his mouth, ours from our 
breast : 

He prays but faintly, and would be denied ; 

We pray with heart, and soul, and all beside : 

His weary joints would gladly rise, I know ; 

Our knees shall kneel till to the ground they grow : 
His prayers are full of false hypocrisy ; 

I Ours, of true zeal and deep integrity. 

I Our prayers do out-pray his ; then let them have 
That mercy, which true prayers ought to have. 
Boling. Good aunt, stand up. 

Duch. Nay, do not say — stand up ; 

But pardon, first; and afterwards, stand up. 

An if 1 were thy nurse, thy tongue to teach, 
Pardon — should be the first word of thy speech. 

I never long’d to hear a word till now ; 

Say— pardon, king ; let pity teach thee how : 

The word is short, hut not so short as sw^eet ; 

No word, like pardon, for kings’ mouths so meet. 
York. Speak it in French, king ; say, pardoimez- 
moi. 

Duch. Dost thou teach pardon pardon to destroy ? 
Ah, my sour husband, my hard-hearted lord, 

That sett’st the word itself against the wmrd ! 

Speak, pardon, as ’tis cm*rent in our land ; 

The chopping French we do not understand. 

Thine eye begins to speak, set thy tongue there : 
Or, in thy piteous heart plant thou thine ear ; 
That, hearing how our plaints and prayers do pierce, 
Pity may move thee, pardon to rehearse. 

Boling, Good aunt, stand up. 

T)u6h. 1 do not sue to stand, 

Pardon is all the suit I have in hand. 

Boling. I pardon Mm, as God shall pardon me. 
Duch. 0^ happy vantage of a kneeling knee ! 

Yet am I sick for fear ; speak it again ; 

Twice saying pardon, doth not pardon twain, 


But makes one pardon strong. 

Boling. _ With all my heart 

1 pardon mm. 

Duch. A god on earth thou art. 

Boling. But for our trusty brother-in-law,— and 
the abbot, 

With all the rest of that consorted crew, 

Destruction straight shall dog them at the heels. 

Good uncle, help to order several powers 
To Oxford, or where’er these traitors are : 

They shall not live within this world, I swear 
But I will have them, if I once know where. 
Uncle, farewell, — and cousin too, adieu : 

Your mother well hath pray’d, and prove you true. 
Duch. Come, my old son I pray God make 
thee new. {Exeunt. 


Enter Exton and a Servant. 

Exton. Didst thou not mark the king, what 
words he spake } 

Have I no friend will rid me of this living fear f 
Was it not so 

Serv. Those were his very words. 

Exton. Have I no friend 9 quoth he : he spake 
it twice. 

And urg’d it twice together ; did he not ? 

Serv. He did. 

Exton. And, speaking it, he wistfully look’d on 
me ; 

As who should say,- — I would, thou wert the man 
That would divorce this terror from iny heart ; 
Meaning, the king at Pomfret. ' Come, let’s go ; 

I am the king’s friend, and vfiU rid his foe. 

{Exmnt 


SCENE V — Pomfret. The Dungeon of the 
Castle. 


K. Rich. I have been studying how I may 
compare 

This prison, where I live, unto the world : 

And, for because the world is populous, 

And here is not a creature but myself, 

I cannot do it ; — ^If et I’ll hammer it out. 

My brain I’ll prove tlie female to my soul ; 

Aly soul, the father : and these two beget 
A generation of still-breeding thoughts, 

And these same thoughts people this little world ; 
In humours, like the people of this world, 

For no thought is contented. The better sort, — 
As thoughts of things divine, — are intermix’d 
With scruples, and do set the word itself 
Against the ’word : 

As thus, — Come., little ones ; and then again,-— 

It is as hard to coyne, as far a camel 
To thread the postern of a needle's eye. 

Thoughts tending to ambition, they do plot 
Unlikely wonders : how these vain weak nails 
May tear a passage through the fiinty ribs 
Of this hard world, my ragged prison walls ; 

And, for they cannot, die in their own pride. 
Thoughts tending to content, flatter themselves,— 
That they are not the first of fortune’s slaves, 

Nor shall not be the last ; like silly beggars, 

Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their shame, — ^ 
That many have, and others must sit there ; 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Ki.ng Eicharu. 
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SCENE VI. 


And yet I bear a burden like an ass, 

Spnr-gall’'d, and tir'd by jauncing Bolingbroke. 
iTjrier Keeper, ivitli a dish. 

Keep. Fellow, give place ; here is no longer stay. 

[To the Groom. 

K. Mich. If thou love me, 'tis time thou 'wert 
away. 

Groom. What my tongue dares not, that my 
heart shall say. [Exit. 

Keep. My lord, wilt please you to fall to ? 

K. Rich. Taste of it first, as thou art wont to do. 
Keep. My lord, I dare not ; sir Pierce of Exton, 
who 

Lately came from the king, commands the contrary. 
K. Rich. The devil take Henry of Lancaster, 
and thee ! 

Patience is stale, and I am weary of it. 

[Beats the Keeper, 

Keep. Help, help, help ! 

Enter ExTo?r, and Seirants, armed. 

K. Rich. How now ? what means death in this 
rude assault ? 

Villain, thy own hand yields thy death’s instrument. 

[Snatching a weapon, and hilling one. 
Go thou, and hU another room in hell. 

[He Mils another, then Exxon strikes him down. 
That hand shall burn in never-quenching fire, 

That staggers thus my person. — Exton, thy fierce 
hand 

Hath with the king’s blood stain’d the king’s own 
land. 

Mount, mount, my soul 1 thy seat is up on high ; 
Whilst my gross flesh sinks downward, here to die. 

[Dies 

Exton. As full of valour, as of royal blood : 

Both have I spilt ; O, would the deed were good I 
For now the devil, that told me — I did well, 

Says, that this deed is chronicled in hell. 

This dead king to the living king I’ll bear ; 

Take hence the rest, and give them burial here. 

[Exeunt. 


And in this thought they find a kind of ease, 
Bearing their own misfortune on the back 
Of such as have before endur’d the like. 

Thus play I, in one person, many people, 

And none contented ; Sometimes am I king ; 

Then treason makes me wish myself a beggar, 

And so I am : Then crushing penmy 
Persuades me I was better when a king ; 

Then I am king’d again : and by-and-by, 

Think that I am unking’d by Bolingbroke, 

And straight am nothing : — But, whate’er I am, 
Nor I, nor any man, that but man is, 

With nothing shall be pleas’d till he he eas’d 
With being iiothing..^ — Music do I hear ? [Music. 
Ha, ha ! keep time : — How sour sweet music is, 
When time is broke, and no proportion kept I 
So is it in the music of men’s lives. 

And here have I the daintiness of ear, 

To check time broke in a disorder’d string ; 

But, for the concord of my state and time, 

Had not an ear to hear my true time broke. 

I wasted time, and now doth time waste me. 

For now hath time made me his numh’ring clock : 
My thoughts are minutes ; and, with sighs, they jar 
Their watches on to mine eyes, the outward watch, 
Wliereto my finger, like a dial’s point, 

Is pointing still, in cleansing them from tears. 
Now, sir, the sound, that tells what hour it is, 

Are clamorous groans, that strike upon my heart, 
Which is the bell: So sighs, and tears, and groans, 
Show minutes, times, and hours : hut my time 
Runs posting on in Bolingbroke’ s proud joy. 

While I stand fooling here, his Jack o’ the clock. 
This music mads me, let it sound no more ; 

For, though it have holpe madmen to their wits, 

In me, it seems it will make wise men mad. 

Yet blessing on his heart that gives it me ! 

For ’tis a sign of love ; and love to Richard 
Is a strange brooch in this all-hating world. 

Enter Groom. 

Groom. Hail, royal prince ! 

K. Rich. Thanks, noble peer; 

The cheapest of us is ten groats too dear, 

What art thou ? and how comest thou hither, 
Where no man never comes, but that sad dog 
That brings me food, to make misfortune live ? 

Groom. I was a poor groom of thy stable, king, 
VTien thou vrert king ; who, ti-aveliing towards 
York, 

With much ado, at length have gotten leave 
To look upon my sometimes master’s face. 

O, how it yern’d my heart, wdiea I beheld, 

In London streets that coronation day, 

When Bolingbroke rode on roan Barbary ! 

That horse, that thou so often hast bestrid ; 

That horse, that I so carefully have dress’d ! 

K. Rich. Rode he on Barbary ? Tell me, gentle 
How went he under him ? [friend, 

Groom. So proudly, as if he disdain’d the ground. 
K. Rich. So proud that Bolingbroke w^as on his 
back! 

That jade hath eat bread from my royal hand ; 
This hand hath made him proud with clapping 
him. 

Would he not stumble ? Would he not fall down, 

( Since pride must have a fall,) and break the neck 
Of that proud man, that did usurp his hack ? 
Forgiveness, horse ! why do I rail on thee, 

Since thou,, created to be aw.’d by man, 

Was born to bear ? I was not made a horse ; 


SCENE VI. — ^Windsor. A Room in the Castle. 
Flourish^ Enter Bolingbroke and York, with Lords 
and Attendants. 

Boling. Kind uncle York, the latest news we hear 
Is — that the rebels have consum'd with fire 
Our town of Cicester in Glostershire ; 

But whether they be ta’en, or slain, we hear not. 

Enter Northumberland. 

Welcome, my lord : What is the news ? 

North. First to thy sacred state wish I all hap- 
piness. 

The next news is, — I have to London sent 
The heads of Salisbury, Spencer, Blunt, and Kent : 
The manner of their taking may appear 
At large discoursed in this paper here. 

[Fresentmg a paper, 
Bolin. We thank thee,gent]Le Percy, for thy pains ; 
And to thy worth will add right worthy gains. 

Enter FiTXWAXjm., 

Fitz. My lord, I have from Oxford sent to London 
The heads of Brocas, and Sir Bennet Seely ; 

Tw-o of the dangerous consorted traitors, 

That sought at Oxford thy dire overthrown 

Bolmg. Thy pains^ Fitwater, shall not be forgot; 
Right noble is thy merit, well I wot. 

Enter Pbrcv, with the Bishop of Carlisle. 

Percy. The grand conspirator, abbot of West- 
minster, 
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Witli clog of conscience, and sour melanclioly, 
Hath yielded up liis body to the grave ; 

But here is Carlisle living, to abide 

Thy kingly doom, and sentence of his pride. 

Boling. Carlisle, this is your doom : — 

Choose out some secret place, some reverend room, 
More than thou hast, and with it joy thy life ; 

So, as thou liv’st in peace, die free from strife : 
For though mine enemy thou hast ever been, 

High sparks of honour in thee have I seen. 

Enter Exton, loUli Attendants bearing a coffin. 
Exton. Great king, within this coffin I present 
Thy buried fear ; herein aU breathless lies 
The mightiest of thy greatest enemies, 

Richard of Bordeaux, by me hither brought. 

Boling. Exton, I thank thee not ; for thou hast 
A deed of slander, with thy fatal hand, [wrought 
Upon my head, and all this famous land. 


EMon, From your own mouth. 

this deed. 

Boling. They lov 
Nor do I thee ; 

I hate the murderer 
The guilt of 
But neither my _ 

With Cain go wander through the'i 
And never show thy head by day nc 
Lords, I protest, my soul is full of »yuc, 
That blood should sprinkle me, to make me 
Come, mourn with me for what I do lament 
And put on sullen black, incontinent ; ’ 

I’ll make a voyage to the Holy land, ’ 

To wash this blood off from my guilty hand : 
March sadly after ; grace my mournings her 
In weeping after this untimely bier. 


my lord, 

not poison that do poison 

diougli 1 did wish him dead, 
love him murdered. ^ 
conscience take thou for thy labo 
.'ood word, nor princelv 
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PERSONS 


King Henry the Fourth. 

Henry, Prince of JPaks, ) .. .t t- 

Prince John of Lancaster, j 

Earl of 'Westmoeeland, ) ,„ . , , 

Sir Walter Blunt, f 
THoaLa,s Percy, Earl of Worcester. 

Henry Percy, Earl of Northumhcrland. 
Henry Percy, surnamed Hotspur, his Son. 
EoaiUNi) MoRTiaiER, Earl of March. 
Scroop, Archbishop of York. 

Sir Michael, a Friend of the Archbishop. 
Archibald, Earl of Eouglas. 

Owen Glendower. 


Sir Richard Vernon. 

Sir John Falstaff. 

POTNS. 

Gadshill. 

Peto. 

Bardolph. 

Lady Percy, Wijc to Hotspur, and Sister to Morti3ieb. 
Lady J^IoRTiaiER, daughter to Glendovyeb, and Wife to 
Mortdibr. 

Mrs. Quicki.y, Hostess of a Tavern in Eastcheap. 

Lords, Officers, Sheriff, Vintner, Charnberlain, Drawers 
Two Carrier.?, Travellers, and Attendants. 


SCENE L — London, A Room in the Palace. 
Enter King Henry, Westmoreland, Sir Walter Blunt, 
and others. 

K* Blen. So shaken as we are, so wan with care, 
Kind we a time for frighted peace to pant, 

And breathe short-winded accents of new broils 
To be commenc’d in stronds afar remote. 

No more the thirsty Erinnys of this soil 
Shall daub her lips wdth her own children’s blood ; 
No more shall trenching war channel her fields, 
Nor bruise her fiowrets with the armed hoofs 
Of hostile paces : those opposed eyes. 

Which, — ^like the meteors of a troubled heaven, 

All of one nature, of one substance bred, 

Did lately meet in the intestine shock 
And furious close of civil butcheiy, 
vShallnow, in mutual well-beseeming ranks, 

]March all one way ; and be no more oppos’d 
Against acquaintance, kindred, and allies : 

The edge of w'ar, like an ili-sheathed knife. 

No more shall cut his master. Therefore, friends, 
As far as to the sepulchre of Christ, 

(Whose soldier now, under whose blessed cross 
We are impressed and engaged to fight,) 

Forthwith a power of English shall we levy ; 
Whose arms were moulded in their mothez's’ womb 
To chase these Pagans, in those holy fields. 

Over whose acres walk’d those blessed feet, 

Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nail’d 
For our advantage, on the bitter cross. 

But this our purpose is a twelvemonth old, 

And bootless ’tis to tell you — we wiU go ; 

Therefore we meet not now : — ^Then let me hear 
Of you, my gentle cousin Westmoreland, 

What yesternight our council did decree, 


In forwarding this dear expedience. 

West. My liege, this haste was hot in question. 
And many limits of the charge set down 
But yestei-night : when, all athwart, there came 
A post from Wales, loaden with heavy news ; 
Whose worst was, — that the noble Mortimer, 
Leading the men of Herefordshire to fight 
Against the irregular and wild Glendower, 

Was by the rude hands of that Welshman taken, 
And a thousand of his people butchered : 

Upon whose dead corpse there was such misuse, 
Such beastly, shameless transformation, 

By those Welshwomen done, as may not be, 
Without much shame, re-told or spoken of. 

K. Hen. It seems then, that the tidings of this 
Brake off our business for the Holy land. [broil 
West. This, match’d wfith other, did, my gra- 
cious lord : 

For more uneven and unwelcome news 
Came from the noi’th, and thus it did import. 

On Holy-rood day, the gallant Hotspur there, 
Young Harry Percy, and brave Archibald, 

That ever-valiaat and approved Scot, 

At Plolmedon met, 

Where they did spend a sad and bloody hour ; 

As by discharge of their artillery, 

And shape of likelihood, the news was told ; 

For he that brought them, in the very heat 
And pride of their contention did take horse, 
Uncertain of the issue any way. 

AT. Hen. Here is a dear and true-industrious 
friend. 

Sir Walter Blunt, new lighted from Iiis horse, 
Stain’d with the variation of each soil 
Betwixt that Holmedon and this seat of ours ; 
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P. Hen. What I none ? 

Fal. No, by my troth ; not so much as will 
serve to be prologue to an egg and butter. 

P. Hen. Weil, how then? come, roundly 
roundly, ^ ’ 

Fal. Marry, then, sweet wag, when thou ait 
king, let not us, that are squires of the nio-ht’s 
body, be called thieves of the day's beauty ; let us 
be— Diana's foresters, gentlemen of the slmde" 
minions of the moon : And let men say, we be men 
of good government ; being governed as the sea is, 
by our noble and cliaste mistress the moon, under 
whose countenance we — steal. 

P. Hen, Thou say' st well , 
for the fortune of us, that are the 
doth ebb and flow like the sea 
the sea is, by the moon, 
purse of gold most 


It is a conquest for a prince to boast of- 
K. Hen. Yea, there thou mak’st me sad, and 
mak’st me sin 

In envy that my lord Northumberland 
Should be the father of so blest a son : 

A son, who is the theme of honour’s tongue ; 
Amongst a grove, the very straightest plant ; 

Who is sweet Fortune’s minion, and her pride; 
Whilst I, by looking on the praise of him, 

See riot and dishonour stain the brow 
Of my young Harry. 0, that it could be prov’d, 
That some night-tripping fairy had exchang'd 
In cradle-clothes our children where they lay. 

And call’d mine — Percy, his — Plantagenet ! 

Then would I have his Harry, and he mine. 

But let him from my thoughts : — What think 
you, coz’, 

Of this young Percy’s pride ? the prisoners, 

WTiich he in this adventure hath surpris’d. 

To his own use he keeps ; and sends me word, 

I shall have none but Mordake earl of Fife. 

West. This is his uncle’s teaching, this is Wor- 
Malevolent to you in all aspects ; [cester. 

Which makes him prune himself, and bristle up 
The crest of youth against your dignity. 

K. Hen. But I have sent for him to answer 
And, for this cause, awhile we must neglect [this : 
Our holy purpose to Jerusalem. 

Cousin, on Wednesday next our council we 
Will hold at Windsor, so inform the lords : 

But come yourself with speed to us again ; 

For more is to be said, and to be done, 

Than out of anger can be uttered. 

I will, my liege. iExe,imt. 


and it holds well too : 

moon’s men, 
. being governed, as 
As, for proof, now: A 
resolutely snatched on Monday 
night, and most dissolutely spent on Tuesday 
morning ; got with swearing — lay by ; and spent 
with crying— bring in : now, in as low an ebb as 
the foot of the ladder : and, by and by, in as high 
a flow as the ridge of the gallows. 

Fal. By the lord, thou say'st true, lad. And is 
not my hostess of the tavern a most sweet wench ? 

P. Hen. As the honey of Hybla, my old lad of 
the castle. And is not a buff jerkin a most sweet 
robe of durance ? 

Fal. How now, how now, mad wag ? what ! in 
thy quips, and thy quiddities ? what a plague have 
I to do with a buff jerkin .J’ 

P. He7i. Why, what a pox have I to do with 
my hostess of the tavern ? 

Fal. W’'ell, thou hast called her to a reckoning, 
many a time and oft. 

P. Hen. Did I ever call for thee to pay thy part ? 

Fal. No ; I’ll give thee thy due, thou hast paid 
all there. 

P. Hen. Y^ea, and elsewhere, so far as my coin 
would stretch; and, wdiere it -would not, I have 
used my credit. 

Fa,l. Yea, and so used it, that were it not here 
apparent that thou art heir apparent, — But, I pr'y- 
thee, sweet wag, shall there be gallows standing in 
England when thou art king ? and resolution thus 
fobbed as it is, with the rusty curb of old father 
antick the law ? Do not thou, when thou art king, 
hang a thief. 

P. Hen. No ; thou shalt, 

Fal. Shall I ? O rare ! By the Lord, I '11 be a 
brave judge. 

P. Hen. Thou judgest false already ; I mean, 
thou shalt have the hanging of the thieves, and so 
become a rare hangman. 

Fal. Well, Hall, well ; and in some sort it jumps 
with my humour, as well as waiting in the com’t, 
I can tell you. 

P. He7i. For obtaining of suits ? 

Fal. Yea, for obtaining of suits : whereof the 
hangman hath no lean wmrdrobe. 'Shlood, I am 
as melancholy as a gib cat, or a lugged bear. 

P. Hen. Or an old lion ; or a lover’s lute. 

Fal. Yea, or the drone of a Lincolnshire bag- 

Pipe- 

P. Hen. What say’st thou to a hare, or the 
melancholy of Moor-ditch ? 

Fal. Thou hast the most unsavoury similies ; and 
art, indeed, the most comparative, rascalliest, — 
sweet young prince, — But, Hal, I pr’ythee, trouble 
me no more with vanity. I would to God, thou 


SCENE II . — The same. Another Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter Henry, Prince of Wales, and Falstapp. 

Fal. Now, Hal, what time of day is it, lad ? 

P. Hen. Thou art so fat-witted, with drinking 
of old sack, and unbuttoning thee after supper, 
and sleeping upon benches after noon, that thou 
hast forgotten to demand that truly which thou 
would’st tinily know. What a devil hast thou to 
do with the time of the day ? unless hours were 
cups of sack, and minutes capons, and clocks the 
tongues of bawds, and dials the signs of leaping 
houses, and the blessed sun himself a fair hot 
wench in flame colour’d taifata ; I see no reason, 
why thou should’st be so superfluous to demand 
the time of the day. 

Fal. Indeed, you come near me, now, Hal : for 
we, that take purses, go by the moon and seven 
stars; and not by Pheebus, — he, that wandering 
knight so fair. And, I pray thee, sweet wag, when 
thou art king, — as, God save thy grace, (majesty, 
I should say ; for grace thou wilt have none.’l 
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and I knew where a commodity of good names 
were to be bought : An old lord of the council 
rated me the other day in the street about you, sir ; 
but I marked him not : and yet he talked very 
wisely ; but I regarded him not : and yet he talked 
wisely, and in the street too. 

P. Hen, Thou did’st well; for wisdom cries 
out in the streets, and no man regards it. 

Fal. O, thou hast damnable iteration : and art, 
indeed, able to corrupt a saint. Thou hast done 
much harm upon me, Hal, — God forgive thee for 
it ! Before I knew thee, Hal, I knew nothing ; and ! 
now am I, if a man should speak truly, little better 
than one of the wicked. I must give over this life, 
and I will give it over; by the Lord, an I do not, 

I am a villain ; Fli be damned, for never a king’s 
son in Christendom. 

P. Hen, Where shall we take a purse to-morrow, 
Jack } 

Fal. Where thou wilt, lad, I’ll make one ; an I 
do not, call me villain, and baffle me. 

P. Hen. I see a good amendment of life in thee ; 
from praying, to purse-taking. 

Enter Poins, at a distance. 

Fal, Why, Hal, ’tis my vocation, Hal ; ’tis no 
sin for a man to labour in his vocation. Poins ! — 
Now shall we knov/ if Gadshill have set a match. 
O, if men were to be saved by merit, what hole in 
hell were hot enough for him ? This is the most 
omnipotent villain that ever cried, Stand to a true 
man. 

P. Hen. Good morrow, Ned. 

Poine. Good morrow, sweet Hfd, — ^What says 
monsieur Remorse.^ What says sir John Sack- 
and-Sugar.^ Jack, ’’how agrees the devil and thee 
about thy soul, that thou soldest him on Good- 
friday last, for a cup of Madeira, and a cold capon’s 
leg ? 

P. Hen. Sir John stands to his word, the devil 
shall have his bargain ; for he was never yet a 
breaker of proverbs, he will give the devil his due. 

Poim. Then art thou damn’d for keeping thy 
word with the devil. 

P. Hen. Else he had been damn’d for cozening 
the devil. 

Poins. But, my lads, my lads, to-morrow morn- 
ing, by four o’clock, early at Gadshill : There are 
pilgrims going to Canterbury with rich offerings, 
and traders ri(Sng to London with fat purses : I have 
visors for you all, you have horses for yourselves , 
Gadshilllies to-night in Rochester ; T have bespoke 
supper to-morrow night in Eastcheap ; we may do it 
as secure as sleep : If you will go, I will stuff your 
purses full of crowns ; if you will not, tarry at home, 
and he hanged. 

FaL Hear me, Yedward; if I tarry at home and 
go not, I’ll hang you for going, 

Poins. You vdli, chops? 

Fal. Hal, wilt thou make one ? 

P. Hen. W’'ho, I rob ? la thief? not I, by my 
faith. 

Fal. There’s neither honesty, manhood, nor good 
fellowship in thee, nor thou earnest not of the blood 
royal, if thou darest not stand for ten shillings. 

P. Hen. Well, then, once in my days, I’ll be a 
mad-cap. 

Fal. YTiy, that’s well said. 

P. Hen. Well, come what wiH, I’ll tarry at home. 

Fal. By the Lord, ITl be a traitor then, w^hen 
thou art king. 


P. Hen. I care not. 

Poins. Sir John, I pr’ythee, leave the prince 
and me alone ; I wiR lay Mm down such reasons 
for this adventure, that he shall go. 

Fal. WeR, may’st thou have the spirit of per- 
suasion, and he the ears of profiting, that what thou 
speakest may move, and what he hears may be 
beReved, that the true prince may (for recreation 
sake) prove a false thief ; for the poor abuses of 
the time want countenance. FareweR : You shall 
find me in Eastcheap. 

P. Hen. FareweR, thou latter spring I Farewell, 
AR-haUown summer ! lExit F.!ixsTAFF. 

Poms. Now, my good sweet honey lord, ride 
with us to-morrow; I have a jest to execute, that 
I cannot manage alone. Falstaff, Bardolph, Peto, 
and GadshiR, shall rob those men that we have 
already way -laid ; yourself, and I, will not be 
there : and when they have the booty, if you and 
I do not rob them, cut this head from my shoulders. 

P. Hen. But how shall we part with them in 
setting forth ? 

Poins. Why, we wiR set forth before or after 
them, and appoint them a place of meeting, wherein 
it is at our pleasure to fail : and then will they 
adventure upon the exploit themselves : vrhich 
they shall have no sooner achieved, but we’R set 
upon them. 

P. Hen. Ay, but ’tis like, that they will know 
us, by our horses, by our habits, and by every other 
appointment, to be ourselves. 

Poins. Tut ! our horses they shall not see, I’R 
tie them in the wood ; our visors we will change, 
after we leave them ; and, sirrah, I have cases of 
buckram for the nonce, to inmask our noted outward 
garments. 

P, Hen. But, I doubt, they will be too hard 
for us. 

Poins. Weil, for two of them, I know them to 
be as true-bred cowards as ever turned back ; and 
for the third, if he fight longer than be sees rea- 
son, I’R forswear arms. The virtue of this jest will 
be, the incomprehensible Res that this same fat 
rogue wiR teR us, when we meet at supper : how 
thirty, at least, he fought with ; what wards, what 
1 blows, what extremities he endured ; and, in the 
reproof of this. Res the jest. 

P. Hen. WeR, I’U go with thee ; provide us all 
things necessary, and meet me to-morrow night in 
Eastcheap, there I’R sup. FareweR. 

Poins. FareweR, my lord. lExit Poins. 

P. Hen. I know you aR, and will awhile uphold 
The unyok’d humour of your idleness ; 

Yet herein wiR I imitate the sun ; 

Who doth permit the base contagious clouds 
To smother up Ms beauty from the world, 

That when, he please again to be himself, 

Being wanted, he may be more wonder’d at, 

By breaking through the foul and ugly mists 
Of vapours, that did seem to strangle him. 

If aR the year were playing hoRdays, 

To sport would be as tedious as to work ; 

But, when they seldom come, they wish’d-for come, 
And nothing pleaseth but rare accidents. 

So, when this loose behaviour I throw off, 

And pay the debt I never promised. 

By how much better tl;ian my word I am, 

By so much shaR I falsify men’s hopes ; 

And, Rke bright metal on a sullen ground, 

My reformation, gRttering o’er my fault, 
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Shall show more goodly, and attract more eyes, 
Than that which hath no foil to set it oiF. 

I’ll so offend, to make offence a skiU ; 
Redeeming time, wdien men think least I will. 


i-iuu Laiii. so mve a waimig-gentiewoman, 

Of guns, and drums, and wounds, (God save tlw 
mark!) ' ' 

And telling me, the sovereign’s! thing on earth 
Was parmaceti, for an inward bruise ; 

And that it was great pity, so it was, 

That vilianous salt-petre should be digg’d 
Out of the bowels of tbe harmless earth, 

Which many a good tall fellow had destroy’d 
So cowardly ; and, but for these vile guns, 

He would himself have been a soldier? 

This bald unjointed chat of his, my lord, 

I answer’d indirectly, as I said ; 

And, I beseech ^mn, let not his report 
Come current for an accusation. 

Betwixt my love and your high majesty. 

Blunt. The circumstance consider’d, good my 
Wliatever Harry Percy then had said, [lord, 

To such a person, and in such a place, ’ 

At such a time, with all the rest re-told, 

May reasonably die, and never rise 
To do him wrong, or any way impeach 
What then he said, so he unsay it now. 

K. Hen. Why, yet he doth deny his prisoners ; 
But with proviso, and exception, — 

That w^e, at our own charge, shall ransome straight 
His brother-in-law, the foolish Mortimer ; 

Who, on my soul, hath wilfully betray’d 
The lives of those that he did lead to fight 
Against the great magician, damn’d Glen dower : 
Whose daughter, as we hear, the earl of March 
Hath lately married. Shall our coffers then 
Be emptied, to redeem a traitor home } 

Shall we buy treason } and indent with fears, 
When they have lost and forfefced themselves 
No, on the barren mountains let him starve ; 

For I shall never hold that man my friend. 

Whose tongue shall ask me for one penny cost 
To ransome home revolted Mortimer. 

Hot. Revolted Mortimer 1 
He never did fall off, my sovereign liege, 

But by the chance of war ; — To prove that true, 
Needs no more but one tongue for all those wounds, 
Those mouthed wounds, which valiantly he took, 
When on the gentle Severn’s sedgy bank, 

In single opposition, hand to hand, 

He did confound the best part of an hour 
In changing hardiment with great Glendower : 
Three times they breath’d, and three times did 
they drink, 

Upon agreement, of swift Severn’s flood ; 

Who then, affrighted with their bloody looks, 

Ran fearfully among tbe trembling reeds. 

And hid his crisp head in the hollow bank 
Blood-stained with these valiant combatants. 
Never did bare and rotten policy 
Colour her working with such deadly w’onnds ; 

Nor never could the noble Mortimer 
Receive so many, and all wfillingly : 

Then let him not be slander’d with revolt. 

K. Hen. Thou dost belie him, Percy, thou dost 
belie him, 

He never did encounter with Glendower ; 

I tell thee, 

He durst as well have met the devil alone, 

As Owen Glendower for an enemy. 

Art not ashamed ? But, sirrah, henceforth 
Let me not hear you speak of Mortimer : 

Send me your prisoners with tbe speediest means, 
Or you shall hear in such a kind from me 


SCENE III. — The same. Another Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter King Henry, NoRTHUwBERLANn, Worcester, Hot- 
spu.R, Ste Walter Blunt, and others, 

K. Hen. My blood hath been too cold and tem- 
Unapt to stir at these indignities, [perate, 

And you have found me ; for, accordingly. 

You tread upon my patience : but, be sure, 

I will from henceforth rather be myself, 

Mighty, and to he fear’d, than my condition ; 
Which hath been smooth as oil, soft as young dowm, 
And therefore lost that title of respect, 

Which the proud soul ne’er pays, but to the proud. 
Wot. Our house, my sovereign liege, little de- 
serves 

The scourge of greatness to be used on it ; 

And that same greatness too wliich our own hands 
Have help to make so portly. 

North. My lord, — 

K. Ben. Worcester, get thee gone, for I see 
danger 

And disobedience in thine eye : O, sir, 

Your presence is too bold and peremptory, 

And majesty might never yet endure 
The moody frontier of a serv^ant brow. 

You have good leave to leave us ; when we need 
Your use and counsel, we shall send for you. — 

[^Exit Worcester. 

You were about to speak. {.To North. 

North. Yea, my good lord. 

Those prisoners in your highness’ name demanded, 
Which Harry Percy here at Holmedon took, 

Were, as he says, not with such strength denied, 
As is delivered to your majesty : 

Either envy, therefore, or misprision 
Is guilty of this fault, and not my son. 

Hot. My liege, I did deny no prisoners. 

But, I remember, when the fight vras done, 

When I was dry with rage, and extreme toil, 
Breathless and faint, leaning upon my sword, 
Came there a certain lord, neat, trimly dress’d, 
Fresh as a bridegroom ; and his chin new reap’d, 
Show’d like a stubble-land at harvest-home ; 

He was perfumed like a milliner ; 

And ’twixt his finger and his thumb he held 
A pouncet-box, which ever and anon 

He gave his nose, and tock’t away again ; 

Who, therewith angry, when it next came there, 
Took it in snuff and still he smil’d and talk’d ; 


scene III. 
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As Will displease you. — My lord Northumberland, 
We license your departure with your son : — 

Send us your prisoners, or youdi hear of it. 

\_Exe;unt King Henry, Brunt, and Train. 

Hot. And if the devil come and roar for them, 

I will not send them : 1 will after st’.raight, 

And tell him so ; for I will ease my heart, 
Although it be with hazard of my head. 

North. What, drank with choier.^ stay, and 
pause awhile ; 

Here comes your uncle. 

Re-enter Worcester. 

Hot. Speak of Mortimer ? 

’ Zounds, I will speak of him ; and let my soul 
Want mercy, if 1 do not join with him : 

Yea, on his part, I’ll empty all these veins, 

And shed my dear blood drop by drop i’the dust, 
But I will lift the down-trod Mortimer 
As high i’the air as this unthankful king, 

As this ingrate and canker’d Boliiigbroke. 

North. Brother, the king hath made your nephew 
mad. [To Worcester. 

Wo-r. Who struck this heat up after I was gone ? 

Hot. He will, forsooth, have all my prisoners ; 
And when I urg’d the ran some once again 
Of my wife’s brother, then his cheek look’d pale ; 
And on my face he turn’d an eye of death, 
Trembling even at the name of Mortimer. 

JVor. I cannot blame him: Was he not pro- 
claim’d, 

By Richard that dead is, the next of blood ? 

North. He was ; I heard the proclamation : 

And then it was, when the unliappy Icing 
(Whose wrongs in us* God pardon !) did set forth 
Upon his Irish expedition ; 

From whence he, intercepted, did return' 

To be depos’d, and, shortly, murdered. 

Wor. And for whose death, we in the world's 
i wide mouth 

Live scandaliz’d, and foully spoken of. 

Hot. But, soft, I pray you ; Did king Richard, 
Proclaim my brother Edmund jMortimer [then, 
Heir to the crown } 

North. He did ; myself did hear it. 

Hot. Nay, then I cannot blame bis cousin king. 
That wish’d" him on the barren mountains starv’d. 
But shall it be, that you, — that set the crown 
Upon the head of this forgetful man ; 
i And, for his sake, wear the detested blot 
1 Of murd’rous subornation, — shall it be, 

I That you a world of curses undergo ; 

! Being the agents, or base second means, 

I The cords, the ladder, or the hangman rather ? — 

I O, pardon me, that I descend so low, 
j To show the line, and the predicament, 

I Mlierein you range under this subtle king 

I Shall it, for shame, be spoken in these days, 

! Or nil up chronicles in time to come, 
j That men of your nobility and power, 
j Did ’gage them both in an unjust behalf, — 
j As both of you, God pardon it ! have done, — 
i To put dowm Richard, that sweet lovely rose, 
j And plant this thorn, this canker, Bolingbroke ? 
And shall it, in more shame, he further spoken, 
That you are fool’d, discarded, and shook off 
By him, for whom these shames ye underwent ? 

No ; yet time serves, wherein you may redeem 
j Your banish’d honours, and restore yourselves 
I Into the good thoughts of the world again : 


Revenge the jeering, and disdain’d contempt, 

Of this proud king ; who studies, day and night, 
To answ’er all the debt he ovres to you, 

Even with the bloody payment of your deaths. 
Therefore, I say, 

Wor. Peace, cousin, say no more ; 

And now I will unclasp a secret book, 

And to your quick-conceiving discontents 
I’ll read you matter deep and dangerous ; 

As full of peril, and advent’ rous spirit, 

As to o’er-walk a current, roaring loud, 

On the unsteadfast footing of a spear. 

Hot. If he fall in, good night : — or sink or 
swim ; — 

Send danger from the east unto the west, 

So honour cross it from the north to south, 

And let them grapple ; — O ! the blood more stirs, 
To rouse a lion, than to start a hare. 

North. Imagination of some great exploit 
Drives him beyond the bounds of patience. 

Hot. By heaven, methinks, it w*ere an easy leap, 
To pluck bright honour from the pale-fac'd moon ; 
Or dive into the bottom of the deep, 

Where fathom-line could never touch the ground, 
And pluck up drowmed honour by the locks ; 

So he, that doth redeem her thence, might w'ear, 
Without corrival, all her dignities : 

But out upon this half-fac’d fellowship I 

Wor. He apprehends a world of figures here. 
But not the form of what lie should attend. — 

Good cousin, give me audience for a wliile. 

Hoi. I cry you mercy. 

Wor. Those same noble Scots. 

That are your prisoners, 

Hot. I’ll keep them ail ; 

By heaven, he shall not have a Scot of them : 

No, if a Scot wmuid save his soul, he shall not : 
ni keep them, by this hand. 

Wor. You start away, 

And lend no ear unto my purposes. — 

Those prisoners you shall keep. 

Hot. Nay, 1 will ; that’s flat : — 

He said, he would not ransome Mortimer ; 

Forbad my tongue to speak of Mortimer ; 

But I will find him wrhen he lies asleep, 

And in his ear I’ll holla — Mortimer ! 

Nay, 

rU have a starling shall be taught to speak 
Nothing but Mortimer, and give it him, 

To keep his anger still in motion. 

Wor. Hear you, 

Cousin ; a word. 

Hot. All studies hera I solemnly defy, 

Save how to gall and pinch this Bolingbroke : ^ ^ 
And that same sword-and-huckler prince of Wales, 
But that I think his father loves Mm not, 

And would be glad he met with some mischance, 

I’d have him poison’d with a pot of ale. 

Wor. Farewell, kinsman ! I will talk to you, 
When you are betfer temper’d to attend. 

North. Why, what a wasp-stung and impatient 
fool 

Art thou, to break into this woman’s mood ! 

Tying thine ear to no tongue but thine own ? 

Hot. Why, look you, I am whipp’d and scourg’d 
wdth rods, 

Nettled, and stung with pismires, when I hear 
Of this vile politician, Bolingbroke. 

In Richard’s time,— What do you call the place ? — 
A plague upon’t!— it is in Gloucestershire 
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^Twas where the mad-cap duke his uncle kept ; 
His uncle York where 1 first bow’d my knee 
Unto this king of smiles, this Bolingbroke, 

When you and he came back from Ravenspurg. 
Morth At Berkley castle. 

}Iot. You say true : 

Why, what a candy deal of courtesy 

This fawning greyhound then did proffer me ! 

Look,— tr/icn his ivf ant fortune came to age, 

Ajidi, —gentle Harry Percy, — and, hind cousin,— 

O, the devil take such cozeners! God forgive 

me 1 

Good uncle, tell your tale, for I have done. 

fVor. Nay, if you have not, to’t again ; 

We’ll stay your leisure. 
jjot. I have done, i’faith. 

JVor. Then once more to your Scottish prisoners. 
Deliver them up without their ransom straight, 
And make the Douglas’ son your only mean 
For powers in Scotland ; which, — for divers reasons, 
Which I shall send you written, — ^be assur’d, 

Will easily be granted.— Y'ou, my lord,— 

[To NORTSUarBERLAND. 

Your son in Scotland being thus employ’d,— 

Shall secretly into the bosom creep 
Of that same noble prelate, well belov’d, 

The archbishop. 

Hot. Of York, is’t not? 

Wor. True ; who bears hard 
His brother’s death at Bristol, the lord Scroop. 

I speak not this in estimation. 

As what I think might be, but what I know 
Is ruminated, plotted, and set down ; 


And only stays but to behold the face 
Of that occasion that shall bring it on. 

Hot. I smell it; upon my life, it will do well 
Hortk. Before the game’s a-foot, thou still iet’st 
slip. 

Hot. Wliy, it cannot choose but be a noble 
plot : — 

And then the power of Scotland, and of York 

To join with Mortimer, ha ? ’ 

fPor. ^ And so they shall. 

Hot. In faith, it is exceedingly well aim’d. 
fVor. And ’tis no little reason bids us speed. 
To save our heads by raising of a head : ' 

For, bear om’selves as even as we can, 

The king will always think him in our debt ; 

And think we think ourselves unsatisfied, 

Till he hath found a time to pay us home. 

And see already, ow he doth begin 
To make us strangers to his looks of love. 

Hot. He does, he does; we’ll be reveng’d on him. 
Wor. Cousin, farewell; — No further go in this", 
Than I by letters shall direct your course. 

When time is ripe, (which will be suddenly,) 

I’ll steal to Glendower, and lord Mortimer ; 
Where you and Douglas, and our powers at once, 
(As I will fashion it,) shall happily meet, 

To bear our fortunes in our own strong arms^ 
Which now we hold at much uncertainty. 

North. Farewell, good brother ; we shall thrive, 
I trust. 

Hot. Uncle, adieu: — O, let the hours be short, 
Till fields, and blows, and groans applaud our sport I 

[Exeunt. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. — Roohestek. An Inn Yard. 

Enter a Carrier, with a lantern in his hand. 

1 Car. Heigh ho I An’t be not foui* by the day, 
I’U be hanged : Charles’ wain is over the new 
chimney, and yet our horse not packed. What, 
ostler! 

Ost. [ Within.'] Anon, anon. 

1 Car. 1 pr’ythee, Tom, heat Cut’s saddle, put 
a few flocks in the point ; the poor jade is wrung 
in the withers out of all cess. 

Enter another Carrier. 

2 Car. Pease and beans are as dank here as a 
dog, and that is the next way to give poor jades 
the hots : this house is turned upside down, since 
Robin ostler died. 

1 Car. Poor fellow I never joyed since the price 
of oats rose ; it was the death of him. 

2 Car. I think, this he the most villainous house 
in all London road for fleas : I am stung like a 
tench. 

1 Car. Like a tench ? by the mass, there is ne’er 
a king in Christendom could be better hit than I 
have been sii^ce the first cock. 

2 Car. Why, they will allow us ne’er a jorden, 
and then we leak in your chimney ; and your cham- 
ber-lie breeds fleas like a loach. 

1 Car. What, ostler I come away, and be hanged, 
come away. 

Car, I have a gammon of bacon, and two razes 
of ginger, to be delivered as far as Charing-cross. 


1 Car. ’Odsbody! the turkeys in my pannier are 
quite starved. — ^What, ostler 1 — A plague on thee ! 
hast thou never an eye in thy head ? canst not hear? 
An ’twere not as good a deed as drink, to break 
the pate of thee, I am a very villain. — Come, and 
be hanged : — Hast no faith in thee 

Enter Gaustiill. 

Gads. Good morrow, carriers. What’s o’clock ? 

1 Car. I think it be two o’clock. 

Gads. I pr’ytliee, lend me thy lantern, to see 
my gelding in the stable. 

1 Car. Nay, soft, I pray ye ; I know a trick 
worth two of that, i’faith. 

Gads. I pr’ythee, lend me thine. 

2 Car. Ay, when ? canst tell ? — Lend me thy 
lantern, quoth a? — marry, I’ll see thee hanged 
first. 

Gads. Sirrah carrier, what time do you mean to 
come to London ? 

2 Car. Time enough to go to bed with a candle, 
I warrant thee. — Come, neighbour Mugs, we’ll call 
up the gentlemen ; they wifi along with company, 
for they have great charge. [Exemt Carriers. 

Gads. What, ho ! chamberlain ! 

Cham,. [ Within.] At hand, quoth pick-purse. 

Gads. That’s even as fair as — at hand, quoth the 
chamberlain ; for thou variest no more from pick- 
ing of purses, than giving direction doth from la- 
bouring ; thou lay’st the plot how- 
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Enter Chamberlam. 

Cham. Good-morrow, master GadsMlL It liolds 
current, tliat I told you yesterniglit : There's a 
franklin in, tlie wild of Kent, iiatli brought three 
.iiiiiidred marks with liim in gold : I heard him tell 
it to one of his company, last night at supper ; a 
kind of auditor ; one that hath abundance of charge 
too, God knows what. They are up already, and 
call for eggs a,nd butter : They v/iil away presently. 

Gads. Sirrah, if they meet not with saint Nicho- 
las’ clerks, I’ll give thee this neck. 

Cham. No, 111 none of it : I pr’ythee, keep that 
for the hangman; for, I know, thou, worship’ st 
saint Nicholas as traly as a man of falsehood m,ay. 

Gads. What talkest thou to me of the hangman ? 
if I hang, I’ll make a fat pair of gallows.: for, if 
I hang, old sir John hangs with me ; and, thou 
knowest, he’s no starveUng. Tut ! there are other 
Trojans that thou dreaniest not of, the which, for 
sport sake, are content to do the profession some 
grace ; that would, if matters should be looked into, 
for their omi credit sake, make all whole. I am 
Joined with no foot land-rakers, no long-staff, six- 
"periny strikers ; none of these mad, mustachio pui*- 
ple-liued malt-worms : but with nobility, and tran- 
quillity ; burgomasters, and great oneyers ; such as 
can hord^^j^„siij^ as will strike, sooner than speak, 
and speak sooner* than drink, and drink sooner than 
pray : And yet I lie ; for they pray continually to 
their saint, the commonwealth ; or, rather, not pray 
to her, but pray on her ; for they ride up and down 
on her, and make her their bote. 

Cham. What, the commonwealth their boots ? 
will she hold out water in foul way ? 

Gads. She wiU, she will ; justice hath liquored 
her. We steal as in a castle, cock-sure ; we have 
the receipt of fern-seed, wm walk invisible. 

Cham. Nay, by my faith ; I think you are more 
beholden to the night, than to fern-seed, for your 
walking invisible. 

Gads. Give me thy hand: thou shalt have a 
share in our purchase, as I am a true man. 

Cham. Nay, rather let me have it, as you are a 
false thief. 

Gads. Go to ; Homo is a common name to all 
men. Bid the ostler bring my gelding out of the 
stable. Farewell, you muddy knave. ^Exeunt. 


rogue’s company. If the rascal have not given, me 
medicines to make me love him, I’ll be hanged ; 
it could not be else; I have drunk medicines. — 
Poins ! — Hal ! — a plague upon you both ! — Bar- 
dolphl — Peto ! — I’ll starve, ere I’ll rob a foot fur- 
ther. An ’twere not as good a deed as drink, to 
turn true man, and leave these rogues, I am the 
veriest varlet that ever chewed with a tooth. Eight 
yards of uneven ground, is threescore and ten miles 
afoot with me ; and the stony-hearted villains know 
it well enough : A plague upon’t, when thieves can- 
not be true to one another ! [^They whistle. 1 Whew! 
— A plague upon you all ! Give me my horse, you 
rogues ; give me my horse, and be hanged. 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-guts ! lie dowm ; lay thine 
ear close to the ground, and list if thou canst hear 
the tread of travellers. 

Fal. Have you any levers to lift me up again be- 
ing down ? ’Sblood, ITl not bear mine own flesh so 
far afoot again, for all the coin in thy father’s ex- 
chequer. What a plague mean ye to colt me thus ? 

P. Hen. Thou liest, thou art not colted, thou 
art uncolted. 

Fal. I pr’ythee, good prince Hal, help me to 
my horse, good king’s son. 

P. Hen. Out, you rogue ! shall I be your ostler? 

Fal. Go, hang thyself in thy own heir-apparent 
garters! If I be ta’en, I’ll peach for this. An I 
have not ballads made on you all, and sung to filthy 
tunes, let a cup of sack be my poison : When a 
jest is so forward, and afoot too, — I hate it. 

Enter Gaushili,. 

Gads. Stand. 

Fal. So I do, against my -will. 

Poins. O, ’tis our setter : I know his voice. 

Enter Bardolph. 

Bao'd. Wliat news ? 

Gads. Case ye, case ye ; on with your visors ; 
there’s money of the king’s coming down the hill ; 
’tis going to the king’s exchequer. 

Fal. You lie, you rogue ; ’tis going to the king's 
tavern. 

Gads. There’s enough to make us aU 

Fal. To be hanged. 

P. Hen. Sirs, you four shall front them in the 
narrow lane ; Ned Poins and I will walk lower : 
if they ’scape from your encounter, then they light 
on us. 

Peto. How many he there of them ? 

Gads. Some eight, or ten. 

Fal. Zoimds ! will they not rob us ? 

P. Hen. What, a coward, sir John Paunch ? 

Fal. Indeed, I am not John of Gaunt, your 
grandfather : but yet no coward, Hal. 

P. Hen. Wed, we leave that to the proof. 

Poins. Sirrah Jack, thy horse stands behind the 
hedge ; when, thou need’st Mm, there thou shalt 
find Mm. Farewell, and stand fast. 

Fal. Now cannot I strike Mm, if‘ I should be 
hanged. 

P. Hen. Ned, where are our disguises ? 

Poins. Here, hard by; stand close. 

P- Henry awd Ponvs 

Fal. Now, my masters, happy man he his dole, 
say I ; every man to Ms business. 

Travellers. 

I Trav'. Come, neighbour; the boy shall lead 
our horses down the Mil ; we’U walk afoot awhile, 
and ease our legs. 

'CC 


SCENE II . — The Jtoad by Gadshill. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins ; Bardolph and Peto, 
at some distance. 

Poins. Come, shelter, shelter; I have removed 
Falstaff’s horse, and he frets like a gummed velvet. 

P. Hen. Stand close. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Fal. Poins I Poins, and he hanged I Poins ! 

P. Hen. Peace, ye fat-lddneyed rascal ; What a 
brawling dost thou keep ! 

Fal. Where’s Poins, Hal ? 

P. Hen. He is walked up to the top of the hill ; 
I’li go seek him. IPretends to seek Poins. 

Fal. I am accursed to rob in that tMefs com- 
pany ; Jhe rascal hath removed my horse, and tied 
him I know not where. If I travel hut four foot 
by the squire further afoot, I shall break my wind. 
Well, I doubt not but to die a fair death for all this, 
if I ’scape hanging for killii^ that rogue. I have 
forsworn Ms company hourly any time this two- 
and-twenty years ; and yet I am bewitched with the 
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Thieves. Stand, 

Trav. Jesn bless us ! ^ ^ 

Fal. Strike ; down with them ; cut the villains 
throats : Ah 1 whoreson caterpillars ! bacon-fed 
knaves 1 they hate us, youth : down with them ; 
fleece them. 

1 Trav. 0, we are undone, both we and ours, 
for ever. 

Fal. Hang ye, gorhellied knaves ! Are ye un- 
done ? No. ye fat chuffs ; I would, your store were 
here! On, bacons, on! What, ye knaves? young 
men must live: You are grand-jm*ors, are ye? 
We’U jure ye, i’faith. 

lExmnt Fals. ^c. driving the Travellers out. 

Me-enter Pnrxvcn Henry and Poms, 

P. Hen. The thieves have bound the true men : 
Now could thou and I rob the thieves, and go mer- 
rily to London, it would be argument for a week, 
laughter for a month, and a good jest for ever. 

Poins. Stand close, I hear them coming. 

Re-enter Thieves. 

Fal. Come, my masters, let us share, and then 
to horse before day. An the prince and Poins be 
not two arrant cowards, there’s no equity stirring : 
there’s no more valour in that Poins, than in a wild 
duck. 

P. Hen. Your money. {Rushing out upon them. 

Poins. Villains. 

{As they are sharing, the Prince and Poms set 
upon them. Falstaff, after a Uoio or two, and 
the rest, run away, leaving their booty behind 
them 

F. Hen. Got with much ease. Now merrily to 
horse ; 

I The thieves are scatter’d, and possess’d with fear 
^ So strongly, that they dare not meet each other ; 

I Each takes his fellow for an officer. 

I Away, good Ned. Falstaff sweats to death, 

And lards the lean earth as he walks along : 

Wer’t not for laughing, I should pity him. 
j Poins. How the rogue roar’d ! [Exeunt. 


SCENE HI. — ^Warkvtorth. A Room in the 
Castle. 

Enter Hotspur, reading a letter. 

But., for mine own part, mg lord, I could 

he well contented to he there, in respect of the love 
I hear your house. — He could he contented, — 
Why is he not, then ? In respect of the love he 
bears our house : — he shows in this, he loves his 
own bani better than he loves onr house. Let me 
see some more. The purpose you undertake is 
dangerous ; — Why, that’s certain ; ’tis dangerous 
to take a cold, to sleep, to drink : but I tefi you, 
my lord fool, out of this nettle, danger, we pluck 
this flower, safety. The purpose you undertake, 
is dangerous ; the friends you have named, un.- 
certain ; the time itself, unsorted; andy our whole 
plot too light, for the counterpoise of so great an 
opposition. — Say you so, say you so ? I say unto 
you again, you are a shallow, cowardly hind, and 
you lie. What a lack-brain is this ? By the Lord, 
our plot is a good plot as ever was laid ; our 
friends true and constant: a good plot, good 
friends, and Ml of expectation ; an excellent plot, 
very good friends. WLat a frosty-spirited rogue 
is this ? Why, my lord of York commends the 
plot, and the generffi course of the action. 'Zounds, 
an I were now by this rascal, I could brain him 


^CT II. 

with his lady’s fan. Is there not my father, my 
nncle, and myself? lord Edmund Mortimer’ my 
lord of York, and Owen Glendower? Is there 
not, besides, the Douglas ? Have I not all their 
letters, to meet me in arms by the ninth of the 
next month ? and are they not, some of them set 
forward already? What a pagan rascal is this? 
an infidel ? Ha 1 you shall see now, in very sinl 
cerity of fear and cold heart, will he to the" kino- 
and lay open all our proceedings. O, I coufd 
divide myself, and go to buffets, for moving such a 
dish of skimmed milk with so honourable an 
action 1 Hang him ! Let him tell the king ; We 
are prepared : I will set forward to-night. 

Enter Lady Percy. 

.How now, Kate? I must leave you within these 
two hours. 

Lady. O, my good lord, why are you thus alone ? 
For what offence have I, this fortnight, been 
A banish’d woman from my Harry’s bed ? 

Tell me, sweet lord, what is’t that takes from thee 
Thy stomach, pleasure, and thy golden sleep ? 
Why dost thou bend thine eyes upon the earth ; 
And start so often when thon sitt’st alone ? 

Why hast thon lost the fresh blood in thy cheeks ; 
And given my treasures, and my rights of thee, 

To thick-ey’d musing, and curs’d melancholy ? 

In thy faint slumbers, I by thee have watch’d, 
And heard thee murmur tales of iron wars : 

Speak terms of manage to thy bounding steed; 
Cry, Courage ! — to the field ! And thou hast talk’d 
Of sallies, and retires ; of trenches, tents, 

Of palisadoes, frontiers, parapets ; 

: Of basilisks, of cannon, culverin; 

Of prisoners’ ransome, and of soldiers slain, 

And all the ’currents of a heady fight. 

Thy spirit within thee hath been so at war, 

And thus hath so bestirr’d thee in thy sleep, 

That beads of sweat have stood upon thy brow, 
Like bubbles in a late disturbed stream : 

And in thy face strange motions have appear’d, 
Such as we see when men restrain their breath 
On some great sudden haste. O, what portents 
are these ? 

Some heavy business hath my lord in hand, 

And I must know it, else he loves me not. 

Hot. What, ho 1 is Gilliams with the packet 
gone? 

Enter Servant. 

Serv. He is, my lord, an hour ago. 

Hot. Hath Butler brought those horses from the 
sheriff ? 

Serv. One horse, my lord, he brought even now. 
Hot. What horse ? a roan, a crop-ear, is it not? 
Serv. It is, my lord. 

Hot. That roan shall be my throne. 

Well, I will back Mm straight : O esperance 1 
Bid Butler lead him forth into the park. 

{Exit Servant. 

Lady. But hear you, my lord. 

Hot, What say’st, my lady ? 

Lady. What is it carries you away ? 

Hot. My horse, 

My love, my horse. 

Lady. Out, you mad-headed ape. 

A weasel hath not such a deal of spleen, 

As you are toss’ d with. In sooth, 

I’ll know your business, Hariy, that I will. 

I fear, my brother Mortimer doth stir 
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About Ms title ; and liatb sent for you, ' 

To line Ms enterprise : But if you go 

Iloi. So far afoot, I shall be weary, love. 

Lad^. Come, come, you paraquito, answer me 
Directly to tMs question that I ask. 

In faith, Fll break tby little finger, Harry, 

An if tbou wilt not teU me aE things true. 

Hot. Away, 

Away, you tiiller !— Love ? — I love thee not, 

I care not for thee, Kate : this is no world, 

To play, with mammets, and to tilt with lips : 

We must have bloody noses, and crack'd crowns, 
.A,nd, pass them current too. — Gods me, my 
horse !-— 

What say'st thou, Kate ! what wouldst thou have 
with me ? 

Ladg. Do you not love me ? do you not, indeed ? 
Weil do not then ; for, since you love me not, 

I will not love myse'if. Do you not love me ? 

Nay, tell .me, if you speak in jest, or no. 

Hot. Come, wilt thou see me ride } 

And when I am o’horse-back, I will swear 
I love thee infinitely. But hark you, Kate ; 

I mpt not have you henceforth question me 
Whither I go, nor reason whereabout : 

Whither I must, I must ; and, to conclude, 

This evening must I leave you, gentle Kate. 

I know you wise ; but yet no further wise, 

Than Harry Percy’s wife : constant you are ; 

But yet a woman : and for secrecy, 

No lady closer ; for I well believe. 

Thou wilt not utter what thou dost not know ; 

And so far will I trust thee, gentle Kate ! 

Lady. How ! so far ? 

Hot. Not an inch further. But hark you, Kate 
Whither I go, thither shall you go too ; 

,To-day will I set forth, to-morrow you. — 

Will tills content you, Kate ? 

Lady. It must, of force. 

{^Exeunt. 

4 ^ 

SCENE IV.— Eastcheap. A Room in the 

Boards Head Tavern. 

Enter Prustce Henrv a7id Poins. 

P. Hen. Ned, pr'ythee, come out of that fat 
room,^ and lend me thy hand to laugh a little. 
Poww. Where hast been, Hal? 

F . Hen. With three or four loggerheads, amongst 
three or four score hogsheads. I have sounded the 
very base string of humility. Sirrah, I am sworn 
brother to a leash of drawers ; and can call them all 
by their clirisdan names, as — Tom, Dick, and 
Francis. They take it already upon their salvation, 
that, though I be but prince of Wales, yeti am the 
king of courtesy ; and tell me flatly I am no proud 
Jack, like Falstaff 5 but a Corinthian, a lad of met- 
tle, a good boy,-~by the Lord, so they call me ; 
and when I am king of England, I shall command 
Ml the good lads in Eastcheap. They call— drink- 
ing deep, dyeing scarlet : and when you breathe in 
your watering, tixey cry— hem ! and bid you play 
it off. — ^To conclude, I am so good a proficient in 
one quarter of an hour, that I can drink with any 
tinker in Ms own language during my life. I tell 
thee, Ned, thou hast lost much honour, that thou 
wert not with me in this action. But, sweet Ned, 
— to sweeten which name of Ned, I give thee tMs 
pennyworth of sugar, clapped even now into my 
hand by an under-skinker ; one that never spake , 


other English in Ms life, than — Eight shillings a?id 
sixpence, and are welcome ; with this shrill 
addition, — Anon, anon, sir I Score a pint of bastard 
in the Half -moon, or so. But, Ned, to drive away 
the time till Falstaff come, I pr'ythee, do thou 
stand in some by-room, while I question my puny 
drawer, to what end he gave me the sugar ; and 
do thou never leave calling— Francis, that his tale 
to me may be nothing but — anon. Step aside, 
and I’E show thee a precedent. 

Poins. Francis ! 

P. Hen. Thou art perfect. 

Poins. Francis! Porvs. 

Enter Francis. 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir, — Look down into the 
Pomegranate, Ralph. 

P. Hen. Come hither, Francis. 

Fran. My lord. 

P . Hen. How long hast thou to serve, Francis ? 
Fran. Forsooth, five year, and as much as to — 
Poins. l^JVilhin.'] Francis! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

F. Hen. Five years ! by'r Lady, a long lease for 
the clinking of pewter. But, Francis, darest tbou 
be so valiant, as to play the coward with thy in- 
denture, and to shew it a fair pair of heels, and 
run from it ? 

Fran. O lord, sir ! I’ll be sworn upon all the 
books in England, I could find in my heart — 

Poins. [ JVithin.J Francis ! 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. How old art thou, Francis ? 

Fran. Let me see, — About Michaelmas next I 
shall be — 

Poins. [ fVithm.'} Francis I 

Fran. Anon, sir. — Pray you, stay a little, my 

lord. i 

P. Hen. Nay, but hark you, Francis : For the 
sugar thou gavest me, — 'twas a pennyworth, was't 
not ? 

Fran. O lord, sir 1 I would it had been two. 

P. Hen. I will give thee for it a thousand pound 
ask me when thou wilt, and thou shalt have it. 

Poins. [ Within.'] Francis ! 

Fran. Anon, anon. 

P. Hen. Anon, Francis ? No, Francis : hut to- 
morrow, Francis ; or, Francis, on Thursday ; or, 
indeed, Francis, when thou wilt. But, Francis, — 
Fran. My lord ? 

P. Hen. Wilt thou rob this leathern jerkin, crys- 
tal button, nott-pated, agate-ring, puke-stocking, 
caddis-garter, smooth-tongue, Spanish-pouch, — 
Fran. O lord, sir, who do you mean ? 

P. Hen. Why then, your brown bastard is yom’ 
only drink : for, look you, Francis, your white can- 
vas doublet will sully: in Barbary, sir, it cannot 
come to so much. 

Fran. What, sir? 

Poins. 'iWithin.] Francis ! 

P. Hen. Away, you rogue ; Dost thou not hear 
them call? 

{Mere they both call Mm / the Drawer stands 
amazed, not knowing wMch way to go. 

Enter Vintner. 

Vint. What! stand'st thou still, andhear'st such 
a calling ? Look to the guests within. [^Exii Fran.] 

My lord, old sir John, with half a dozen more, are 
at the door ; Shall I let them in ? 

P. Hen. Let them alone awhile, and then open 
the door. [Exit Vintner.] Poins ! 

C C 3 
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Re-enter Poms. 

Foins, Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, Falstaff, and the rest of the 
thieves are at the door ; Shall we he naerry ? 

Poins. As naerry as crickets, my lad. But hark 
ye ; What cunning naatch have you made with this 
jest of the drawer ? come, what^s the issue ? 

P. Hen. I am now of all humours, that have 
showed themselves humours, since the old days of 
goodman Adam, to the pupil age of this present 
twelve o’clock at midnight. [^Re-enter Francis, 
with wine.l What’s o’clock, Francis ? 

Fran. Anon, anon, sir. 

P. Hen. That ever this fellow should have 
fe’wer words than a parrot, and yet the son of a 
woman! — His industry is — up-stairs, and down- 
stairs ; his eloquence, the parcel of a reckoning. 
I am not yet of Percy’s mind, the Hotspur of the 
north ; he that kills me some six or seven dozen 
of Scots at a breakfast, washes his hands, and says 
to his wife, — Fye upon this quiet life I I ivant 
work. 0 my sweet Harry, says she, how many 
hast thou killed to-day’^ Give my roan horse a 
drench, says he ; and answers, some fourteen, an 
hour after ; a trifle, a trifle. I pr’ythee, call in 
Falstaff : I’ll play Percy, and that damned brawn 
i shall play dame Mortimer his wife. Rivo says the 
drunkard. Call in ribs, call in tallow. 

Enter Falstaff, Gadshill, Bakkolph, and Peto. 

Foins. Welcome, Jack. Where hast thou been? 

Fal. A plague of all cow^ards, I say, and a ven- 
geance too 1 marry, and amen ! — Give me a cup of 
sack, boy. — Ere I lead this life long, I’ll sew 
nether-stocks, and mend them, and foot them too. 
A plague of all cowards !— Give me a cup of sack, 
rogue. — Is there no virtue extant ? [Pe drinks. 

P. Hen. Didst thou never see Titan kiss a dish 
of butter ? pitiful-heai*ted Titan, that melted at the 
sweet tale of the son 1 if thou didst, then behold 
that compound. 

I Fal. You rogue, here’s lime in this sack too : 
There is nothing but roguery to be found in vil- 
lanous man : Yet a coward is worse than a cup of 
sack with lime in it : a villanous coward. — Go thy 
ways, old Jack ; die when thou wilt, if manhood, 
good manhood, be not forgot upon the face of the 
earth, then am I a shotten herring. There live not 
I three good men unhanged in England ; and one of 
I them is fat, and grows old : God help the while ! a 
bad world, I say ! I would I were a weaver ! I could 
sing psalm^ or anything : A plague of all cowards, 
1 say still. 

F.Hen. Hownow, woolsack? what mutteryou? 

Fal. A king’s son ! If I do not beat thee out of 
thy kingdom with a dagger of lath, and diive all thy 
subjects afore thee like a flock of wild geese, I’ll 
never wear hair on my face more. You prince of 
Wales ! 

P. Hen. W'hy, you whoreson round man I what’s 
the matter ? 

Fal. Are you not a coward? answer me to that ; 
and Poins there ? 

Foins. ’Zounds, ye fat paunch, an ye call me 
coward, I’ll stab thee. 

Fal. I call thee coward ! I’ll see thee damned ere 
I caU thee coward : but I would give a thousand 
pound, I could run as fast as thou canst. You are 
straight enough in the shoulders, you care not who 
sees your hack : Call you that, hacking of your 


friends ? A plague upon such backing ! give me 

them that will face me. Give me a cup of sack : 

I am a rogue, if I drunk to-day. 

P. Hen. O villain ! thy lips are scarce wiped 
since thou drunk’ st last. 

Fal. All’s one for that. A plague of all cowards 
still say I. [ife drinkJ. 

F. Hen. V^iat’s the matter ? 

Fal. What’s the matter ? there be four of us here 
have ta’en a thousand pound this morning. 

P, Hen. Where is it, Jack? where is it? 

Fal. Where is it ? taken from us it is ; a hundred 
upon poor four of us. 

P. Hen. What, a himdred, man ? 

Fa.l. I am a rogue, if I were not at half-sword 
with a dozen of them two hours together. I have 
’scaped by miracle. 1 am eight times thrust through 
the doublet ; four, through the hose ; my buckler 
cut through and through ; my sw^ord hacked like a 
hand-saw, ecce signum. I never dealt better since 
I was a man : all would not do. A plague of ail 
cowards ! — Let them speak : if they speak more or 
less than truth, they are villains, and the sons of 
darkness. 

P. Hen. Speak, sirs ; how was it ? 

Gads. We Wr set upon some dozen, 

Fal. Sixteen, at least, my lord. 

Gads. And bound them. 

Pelo. No, no, they were not bound. 

Fal. You rogue, they were bound, every man of 
them ; or I am a Jew else, an Ebrew Jew. 

Gads. As we were shaiing, some six or seven fresh 
men set upon us, 

Fal. And unbound the rest, and then come in 
the other. 

P. Hen. What, fought ye with them all? 

Fal. All ? 1 know not what ye call, all ; but if I 
fought not with fifty of them, I am a bunch of 
radish : if there were not two or three and fifty upon 
poor old Jack, then am I no two-legged creature. 

Foins. Pray God, you have not murdered some 
of them. 

Fal. Nay, that’s past praying for : I have pep- 
pered two of them : two, I am sure, I have paid*, 
tw^o rogues in buckram suits. I tell thee what, 
Hal, — if I tell thee a lie, spit in my face, call me 
horse. Thou knowest my old ward ; — ^here I lay, 
and thus I bore my point. Four rogues in buckram 
let drive at me, — ^ — 

P. Hen. What, four? thou said’st but two, even j 
now. 

Fal. Four, Hal ; I told thee four. ! 

Poins. Ay, ay, he said foui*. i 

Fal. These four came all a-front, and mainly 
thrust at me. I made me no more ado, but took 
all their seven points in my target, thus. 

P. Hen. Seven ? why, there were but four, even 
now. ■ ! 

Fal. In buckram. 

Foins. Ay, four, in buckram suits. 

Fal. Seven, by these hilts, or I am a villain else. 

P. Hen. Pr’ythee, let him alone ; we shall have 
more anon. 

Fal. Dost thou hear me, Hal ? i 

P. Heji. Aj, and mark thee too, Jack, ^ | 

Fal. Do so, for it is worth the listening to. 
These nine in Imckram, that I told thee of,- — - 

P, Hen. So, two more already. 

Fal. Their points being broken,- 

Poins. Down fell their hose. 
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FaL Began to give me ground But I followed 
toe close, came in foot and hand ; and, with a 
thought, seven of the eleven I paid. 

P. Men. O monstrous ! eleven buckram men 
grown out of two ! 

Fai. But, as the de\dl would have it, three mis- 
begotten knaves, in Kendal green, came at my 
back, and let drive at me ; — for it was so dark, 
Hal, that thou could’st not see thy hand. 

P. Men. These lies are like the father that begets 
.them; gross as a mountain, open, palpable. Why, 
thou clay-brained guts ; thou knotty-pated fool : 
thou whoreson, obscenej greasy taliow-keech, 

FaL "What, art thou mad ? art thou mad ? is not 
the truth, the truth? 

P. Men. Wliy,howcould'st thou know these men 
in Kendal green, when it was so dark thou could’st 
not see thy hand ? come tell us your reason ; What 
sayest thou to this ? 

Prims. Come, your reason, Jack, your reason. 

FaL What, upon compulsion ? No ; were I at the 
strappado, or all the racks in the world, I would not 
tell you on compulsion. Give you a reason on 
compulsion 1 if reasons were as plenty as black- 
berries, I would give no man a reason upon com- 
pulsion, I. 

P. Hen. I’ll be no longer guilty of this sin ; this 
sanguine coward, this bed-presser, this horse back- 
breaker, this huge hill of flesh ; 

FaL Away, you starveling, you elf-skin, you dried 
iieaf's-toiigue, bull’s pizzle, you stock-fish, — O, for 
breath to utter what is like thee ! — you tailor’s 
yard, you sheath, you bow-case, you vile standing 
tuck ; 

P. Hen. Well, breathe a while, and then to it 
again ; and when thou hast tired thyself in base 
comparisons, hear me speak but this. 

Poins. Mark, Jack. 

P. Hen. We two saw you four set on four ; you 

bound them, and were masters of their wealth. 

Mark now, how plain a tale shall put you down. — 
Then did we two set on you four : and, with a word, 
out-faced you from your prize, and have it ; yea, and 
can show it you here in the house : — and, FalstafF, 
you carried your guts away as nimbly, with as quick 
dexterity, and roared for mercy, and still ran and 
roared, as ever I heard bull-calf. What a slave art 
thou, to hack thy sword as thou hast done ; and then 
say, it was in fight 1 What trick, what device, what 
starting -hole, canst thou now find out, to hide thee 
from this open and apparent shame ? 

Poins. Come, let’s hear, Jack; W’hat trick hast 
thou now ? 

FaL By the Lord, I knew ye, as well as he that 
made ye. Why, hear ye, my masters : Was it for me, 
to kiU the heir apparent ? Should I turn upon the 
tree prince ? Why, thou knowest, I am as valiant as 
Hercules ; but beware instinct ; the lion will not 
touch the true prince. Instinct is a great matter ; 

I was a coward on instinct. I shall think the better 
of myself, and thee, during my life ; I, for a valiant 
lion, and thou, for a true prince. But, by the Lord, 

lads, I am glad you have the money. Hostess, 

clap to the doors ; watch to-night, pray to-morrow> 
— Gallants, lads, boys, hearts of gold, all the titles 
of good fellowship come to you ! What, shall we be 
merry } shall we have a play extempore ? 

P . Men. Content ; — and the argument shall be, 
thy running away. 

P al Ah ! no more of that, Hal, an thou lovest me. 


Enter Hostess. 

Host. My lord the prince, 

P. Men. How now, my lady the hostess ? what 
say’st thou to me ? 

Host. Marry, my lord, there is a nobleman of the 
court at door, would speak with you : he says, he 
comes from your father. 

P. Hen, Give him as much as will make him a 
royal man, and send him back again to my mother. 

FaL What manner of man is he ? 

Host. An old man. 

FaL WTiat doth gravity out of his bed at mid- 
night ? — Shall I give him his answer ? 

P. Hen. Pr’ythee, do, Jack. 

Fal. ’Faith, and I’ll send him packing. lExit. 

P. Hen. Now, sirs ; by’r Lady, you fought fair; 
— so did you, Peto ; — so did you, Bardolph : you 
are lions too, you ran away upon instinct, you will 
not touch the true prince ; no, — fye ! 

Bal'd. ’Faith, I ran when I saw others run. 

P. Hen. Tell me now in earnest, How came Fal- 
staft’s sword so hacked ? 

Peto. Why, he hacked it with Ms dagger ; and 
said, he would swear truth out of England, but he 
would make you believe it was done in fight ; and 
persuaded us to do the like. 

Bard. Yea, and to tickle our noses with spear- 
grass, to make them bleed; and then to beslubber 
our garments with it, and to swear it \vas the blood 
of true men. I did that I did not this seven year 
before, T blushed to hear his monstrous devices. 

P. Hen. O villain, thou stolest a cup of sack 
eighteen years ago, and wert taken with the manner, 
and ever since thou hast blush’d extempore : Thou 
hadst fire and sword on thy side, and yet thou ran 'st 
away ; What instinct hadst thou for it ? 

Bard. My lord, do you see these meteors ? do 
you behold these exhalations ? 

P. Hen. I do. 

Bard. What think you they portend ? 

P. Hen. Hot livers and cold purses. 

Bard. Choler, my lord, if rightly taken. 

P. Hen. No, if rightly taken, halter. 

Re-enter Valst&.fv, 

Here comes lean Jack, here comes bare-bone. How 
now, my sweet creature of bombast ? How long 
is’t ago, Jack, since thou sawest thine own knee? 

Fal. My own knee? when I was about thy 
years, Hal, I was not an eagle’s talon in the waist ; 

I could have crept into any alderman’s thumb-ring : 
A plague of sighing and grief I it blows a man up 
like a bladder. There’s villanous news abroad : 
here was sir John Bracy from your father ; you 
must to the court in the morning. That same mad 
fellow of the North, Percy ; and he of Wales, that 
gave Amaimon the bastinado, and made Lucifer 
cuckold, and swore the devil his true liegeman 
upon the cross of a W’'elsh hook, — ^Wliat, a plague, 
cMlyouhim? 

Poins. O, Glendower. 

Fal. Owen, Owen ; the same ; — and his son-in- 
law, Mortimer ; and old Northumberland ; and 
that sprightly Scot of Scots, Douglas, that runs 
o’ horseback up a hill perpendicular. 

P. Hen. He that rides at high speed, and with 
his pistol kills a sparrow fiying. 

Fal. You have hit it. 

P. Ben. So did he never the sparrow. 

Fal. Well, that rascal hath good mettle in him : : 
he will not run. ; 
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P. Ben. Why, what a rascal art thou then, to 
praise him so for rminmg. 

Fal O 'horseback, ye cuckoo ! but, afoot, he will 
not budge a foot. 

P. Hen, Yes, Jack, upon instinct. 

Fal I grant ye, upon instinct. Well, he is 
there too, and one Mordake, and a thousand blue- 
caps more : Worcester is stolen away to-night,; 
thy father's beard is turned white with the news : 
you may buy land now as cheap as stinking 
xn s. c 1^1 cr 0 1 * 

P. Hen, Why then, 'tis like, if there come a 
hot June, and this civil buffeting hold, we shall buy 
maidenheads as they buy hob-nails, by the hun- 
dreds. , . 

Fal By the mass, lad, thou sayest true ; it is 
like, we shall have good trading that way. But, 
tell me, Hal, art thou not horribly afeard ? thou 
being heir apparent, could the world pick thee out 
three such enemies again, as that fiend Douglas, 
that spirit Percy, and that devil Glendower ? Art 
thou not horribly afraid 1 doth not thy blood thrill 
at it? 

P. Hen, Not a whit, i'faith ; I lack some of thy 
instinct. 

Fal, Well, thou wilt be horribly chid to-morrow, 
when thou comest to thy father ; if thou love me, 
practise an answer. 

P. Hen. Do thou stand for my father, and 
examine me upon the particulars of my life. 

Fal Shall I ? content : — ^This chair shall be my 
state, this dagger my sceptre, and this cushion my 
crown. 

P. Hen. Thy state is taken for a joint-stool, 
thy golden sceptre for a leaden dagger, and thy 
precious rich crown, for a pitiful bald crown 1 

Fal. Well, an the fire of grace be not quite out 
of thee, now shalt thou be moved. — Give me a cup 
of sack, to make mine eyes look red, that it may 
be thought I have wept; for I must speak in 
passion, and I will do it in king Cambyses' vein. 

P. Hen. Well, here is my leg. 

Fal. And here is my speech : — Stand aside, no- 
bility. 

Host. This is excellent sport, i'faith. 

Fal. Weep not, sweet queen, for trickling tears 
are vain. 

Host. 0 the father, how he holds his counte- 
nance 1 

Fal. For God's sake, lords, convey my tristful 
queen, 

For tears do stop the flood-gates of her eyes. 

Host. 0 rare ! he doth it as like one of these 
harlotry players, as I ever see. 

Fal Peace, good pint-pot ; peace, good tickle- 
brain. — Harry, I do not only marvel where thou 
spendest thy time, but also how thou art accom- 
panied : for though the camomile, the more it is 
trodden on, the faster it grows, yet youth, the more 
it is wasted, the sooner it wears. That thou art 
my son, I have partly thy mother’s word, partly 
my own opinion ; but chiefly, a viilanous trick of 
thine eye, and a foolish hanging of thy nether lip, 
that doth warrant me. If then thou be son to me, 
here lies the point ; — ^Why, being son to me, art 
thou so pointed at? Shall the blessed sun of 
heaven prove a micher, and eat blackberries? a 
question not to be asked. »Shall the son of Eng- 
land prove a tbief, and take purses ? a question to 
i be asked. There is a thing, Harry, which thou 


ACT II. 


hast often heard of, and it is known to many in our 
land by the name of pitch: this pitch, as ancient 
writers do report, doth defile ; so doth the company 
thou keepest : for, Harry, now I do not speak to 
thee in drink, hut in tears ; not in pleasure, but in 

passion ; not in words only, but in woes also : 

And yet there is a virtuous man, whom I have 
often noted in thy company, hut I know not his 
name. 

P. Hen. What manner of man, an it like your 
majesty? 

Fal. A good portly man, i’faith, and a corpu- 
lent ; of a cheerful look, a pleasing eye, and a 
most noble carriage ; and, as I think, his age some 
fifty, or, by'r Lady, inclining to threescore ; and 
now I remember me, his name is Falstaif : if that 
man should be lewdly given, he deceiveth me ; for, 
Harry, I see virtue in his looks. If then the tree 
may he known by the fruit, as the fruit by the 
tree, then, peremptorily I speak it, there is virtue 
in that FaistafF : him keep with, the rest banish. 
And tell me now, thou naughty varlet, tell me, 
where hast thou been this month ? 

P. Hen. Dost thou speak like a king ? Do thou 
stand for me, and I’ll play my father. 

Fal. Depose me ? if thou dost it half so gravely, 
so majestically, both in word and matter, hang me 
up by the heels for a rabbit-sucker, or a poulter's 
hare. 

P. Hen. Well, here I am set. 

Fal. And here I stand judge, my masters, 

P, Hen. Now, Harry ? whence come you ? 

Fal. My noble lord, from Eastcheap. 

P, Hen. The complaints I hear of thee are 
grievous. 

Fal. ’Sblood, my lord, they are false nay, I’ll 
tickle ye for a young prince, i’faith. 

P. Hen. Swearest thou, ungracious hoy ? hence- 
forth ne’er look on me. Thou art violently carried 
away from grace : there is a devil haunts thee, in 
the likeness of a Iht old man : a tun of man is thy 
companion. Why dost thou converse with that 
trunk of humours, that bolting-hutch of beastliness, 
that swoln parcel of dropsies, that huge bombard 
of sack, that stuffed cloak-bag of guts, that roasted 
Manningtree ox with the pudding in his belly, that 
reverend vice, that grey iniquity, that father ruffian, 
that vanity in years 1 Wherein is he good, but 
to taste sack and drink it ? wherein neat and cleanly, 
but to carve a capon and eat it ? wherein cunning, 
but in craft ? wherein crafty, but in villany ? 
wherein viilanous, but in all things? wherein 
worthy, but in nothing ? 

Fal I would your grace would take me with 
you ; MTiom means your grace ? 
i P. Hen. That viilanous abominable misleader 
of youth, Falstaff, that old wliite-bearded Satan. 

Fal My lord, the man I know. 

P, Hen. I know, thou dost. 

Fal. But to say, 1 know more harm in him than 
in myself, were to say more than I know. ^ That 
he is old, (the more the pity,) his white hairs do 
witness it : but that he is (saving your reverence,) 
a whoremaster, that I utterly deny. If sack and 
sugar be a fault, God help the wicked I If to be 
old and merry be a sin, then many an old host that 
I know, is damned : if to be fat, be to be hated, 
then Pharaoh’s lean kiae are to be loved. No, my 
good lord ; banish Feto, banish Bai'dolph, banish 
Poins : but for sweet Jack Falstaft', kind Jack: 
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Faistaif, true Jack Falstaff, valiant. Jack Faistaff,- 
and therefore more valiant, being a.s he is, .old 
Jack Falstaff, banish, not .him thy Harry's com- 
pany, banish not him thy Hanj's company banish 
plump Jack, and banish all the world. 

P. Men, I do, I vdii. lA knocking heard. 

[-ExeMKi Hostess, Francis, and Bakdolph. 

Be~enter Bardolph, running. 

Bard. O, my lord, my lord ; the sheriff, with a 
most monstrous watch, is at the door, 

FaL , Out, you imgue ! play out the play : I have 
.much to say in the behalf of that Falstaff. 

Re-enter Hostess, hastily. 

Most. O Jesu, my lord, my lord ! 

Fai. .Heigh, heigh ! the devil rides upon a 
fiddle-stick ; Wiat's the matter ? 

Most. The sheriff and all the watch are at the 
door : they are come to search the house ; Shall I 
let them in ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? never call a true 
piece of gold, a counterfeit ; thou art essentially 
mad, without seeming so. 

F. Hen. And thou a natural coward, without 
instinct. 

Fal. I deny your major : if you will deny the 
sheriff, so *, if not, let him enter : if I become not 
a cart as well as another man, a plague on my 
bringing up ! I hope, I shall as soon be strangled 
with a halter, as another. 

F. Men. Go, hide thee behind the arras ; — the 
rest walk up above. Now, my masters, for a true 
face, and good conscience. 

Fal. Both which I have had : but their date is | 
out, and therefore Fli hide me. I 

tExeunt all hut the Prince and Foins. I 

F. Men, Call in the sheriff. 


Sher. One of them is 'well known, my gracious 
A gross fat man. [lord ; 

Car. As fat as butter. 

P. Men. The man, I do assure you, is not 
here ; 

For I myself at this time have employ'd him. 

And, sheriff, I will engage my word to thee, 

That I will, by to-morrow dinner-time, 

Send him to answer thee, or any man, 

For any thing he shall be charg'd withal ; 

And so let me entreat you leave the house. 

SAer. I will, my lord : There are two gentlemen 
Have in this robbeiy lost three hundred marks. 

P. Men. It may be so : if he have robb'd these 
He shall be answerable ; and so, farewell, [men, 
Sher. Good night, my noble lord. 

P. Men. I think it is good morrow ; Is ie not ? 
Sher. Indeed, my lord, I think it be two o’clock. 

{Exeunt Sheriif and Carrier. 
P. Men. This oily rascal is known as well as 
Paul’s. Go, call him forth. 

Foins. Falstaff! — fast asleep behind the arras, 
and snorting like a horse. 

P. Hen. Hark, how hard he fetches breath : 
Search his pockets. [PoiNS What hast 

thou found ? 

Foins. Nothing but papers, my lord. 

P. Hen. Let's see what they be : read them. 
Foins. Item, A capon, 2s. 2d. 

Item, Sauce, 4d. 

Item, Sack, two gallons, 5s. 8d. 

Item, Anchovies, and sack after supper, 2s. 6d. 
Item, Bread, a halfpenny. 

P. Men. O monstrous I but one half-pennyworth 
of bread to this intolerable deal of sack I—What 
there is else, keep close ; we'U read it at more ad- 
vantage: there let Mm sleep till day. I'll to the 
court in the morning : we must all to the wmrs, and 
thy place shall be honourable. I'll procure this 
fat rogue a charge of foot ; and, I know, his death 
will be a march of twelve-score. The money shall 
be paid back again with advantage. Be with me 
betimes in the morning ; and so good morrow, 
Poins. 

Foins. Good morrow, good my lord. {Exeunt 


Enter Sheriff and Carrier. 

Now, master sheriff ; what’s your will with 
me ? , 

Sher. First, pardon me, my lord. A hue and 
Hath follow’d certain men unto this house, [cry 
P. Men. What men ? 


ACT III 


The frame and huge foundation of the earth 
Shak’d like a coward. 

Mot. Why, so it would have done 

At the same season, if your mother’s cat had 
But kitten’d, though yourself had ne'er been born. 

Glend. I say, the earth did shake when I w^as 
born. 

Hot. And I say, the earth was not of my mind, 
If you suppose, as fearing you it shook. 

Glend. The heavens were all on fire, the earth 
did tremble. 

Mot. O then the earth shook to see the heavens 
And not in fear of your nativity. [on fire. 

Diseased nature oftentimes breaks forth 
In strange eruptions : oft the teeming earth 
Is with a kind of colic pinch'd and vex'd 
By the imprisoning of unruly wind 
Within her womb j wMch, for enlargement striving. 
Shakes the old beldame earth, and topples down 
Steeples, and moss-gro-wn towers. At your birth. 


SCENE L — Bangor. A Room in Arch- 
ueacon's AToiwi?. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcester, Mortimer, and Glendoweb. 

Mort. These promises are fair, the parties sure, 
And our induction full of prosperous hope. 

Hot. Lord Mortimer, — and cousin Glendower, — 

Will you sit down ? 

And uncle Worcester : — A plague upon it I 
1 have forgot the map. 

Glend. No, here it is. 

Sit, cousin Percy ; sit, good cousin Hotspur : 

For by that name as oft as Lancaster 

Doth speak of you, his cheek looks pale, and, with 

A rising sigh, he wisheth you in heaven. 

Mot. And you in hell, as often as he hears 
Owen Glendower spoke of. 

Glend, i cannot blame him : at my nativity, 
The front of heavei* was full of fiery shapes, 

Of burning cressets ; and, at my birth, 
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act III. 


Our grandam eartli, having this disteniperature, 

In passion shook. 

Glend. Cousin, of many men 

I do not bear these crossings. — Give me my leave 
To tell you once again, — that at my birth, 

The front of heaven was full of fiery shapes : 

The goats ran from the mountains, and the herds 
Were strangely clamorous to the frighted fields. 
These signs have markM me extraordinary ; 
i And all the courses of my life do show, 
i 1 am not in the roil of common men. 

Where is he living,— clipp'd in with the sea 
, That chides the banks of England, Scotland, 

1 Wales, — 

' Which calls me pupil, or hath read to me ? 

I And bring him out, that is but woman’s son, 

I Can trace me in the tedious ways of art, 

I And hold me pace in deep experiments. 

I IIoL I think there is no man speaks better 
j I will to dinner. [Welsh : — ^ — 

’ Mori. Peace, cousin Percy: You will make him 
I mad, 

j Glend, 1 can call spirits from the vasty deep, 
j Hot. Why so can I ; or so can any man : 

) But will they come, when you do call for them ? 

I Glend. Why, I can teach you, cousin, to com- 
I The devil. [mand 

1 Hot. And, I can teach thee, coz, to shame the 
i devil, 

' By telling truth ; Tell truth, and shame the devil. — 
i If thou have power to raise him, bring him hither, 

I And I’ll be sworn, I have power to shame him 
I hence. 

j 0, while you live, tell truth, and shame the devil. — 
j 3fori. Come, come, 
i No more of this unprofitable chat. 

Glend. Three times hath Hemy Bolingbroke 
made head 

ilgainst my power : thrice from the banks of Wye, 
And sandy-bottom’d Severn have I sent him, 
Bootless home, and weather-beaten back. 

Hot. Home, without boots, and in foul weather 
too I 

How 'scapes he agues, in the devil’s name ? 

Glend. Come, here's the map ; Shall we divide 
our right, 

According to our three-fold order ta’en ? 

Mort. The archdeacon hath divided it 
Into three limits, very equally : 

England, from Trent and Severn hitherto. 

By south and east, is to my part assign'd : 

All westward, Wales beyond the Severn shore, 

And aU the fertile land within that bound, 

To Owen Glendower : — and, dear coz, to you, 

The remnant northward, lying off from Trent. 

And our indentures tripartite are drawn : 

Which being sealed interchangeably, 

(A business that this night may execute) 
To-morrow, cousin Percy, you, and I, 

And my good lord of Worcester, will set forth, 

To meet your father, and the Scottish power, 

As is appointed us, at Shrewsbury. 

My father Glendower is not ready yet, 

Nor shall we need his help these fourteen days : — 
Within that space, [to Glend.] you may have 
drawn togetW 

Your tenants, friends, and neighbouring gentlemen. 
Glend. A shorter time shall send me to you, 
lords. 

I And in my conduct shall your ladies come : 


From whom you now must steal, and take no leave • 
For there will be a world of water shed, ’ 

Upon the parting of your wives and you. 

Hot. Methinks, my moiety, north from Burton 
In quantity equals not one of yours : [here 

See how this river comes me cranking in, ~ ’ 

And cuts me, from the best of all my land, 

A huge half-moon, a monstrous cantle out. 

I’ll have the current in this place damm'd up *, 
And here the smug and silver Trent shall run,’ 

In a new^ channel, fair and evenly : 

It shall not wind with such a deep indent, 

To rob me of so rich a bottom here. 

Glend. Not wind } it shall, it must ; you see, it 
Mort. Yea, [^oth. 

But mark how he bears his course, and runs me up 
With like advantage on the other side ; 

Gelding the opposed continent as much. 

As on the other side it takes from you. 

Wor. Yea, but a little charge will trench him 
here, 

And on this north side win this cape of land ; 

And then he runs straight and even. 

Hot. I'll have it so ; a little charge will do it. 
Glend. I will not have it alter’d. 

Hot. Will not you 

Glend. No, nor you shall not. 

Hot. Who shall say me nay ? 

Glend. Why, that will I. 

Hot. Let me not understand you then: 

Speak it in Welsh. 

Glend. I can speak English, lord, as well as you r 
For I was train'd up in the English court ; 

Where, being but young, I framed to the harp 
Many an English ditty lovely '(veil, 

And gave the tongue a helpful ornament ; 

A virtue that was never seen in you. 

Hot. Marry, and I'm glad oft with aU my heart : 
I had rather be a kitten and cry — mew, 

Than one of these same metre ballad-mongers : 

I had rather hear a brazen candlestick turn'd, 

Or a diy wheel grate on an axle-tree ; 

And that would set my teeth nothing on edge, 
Nothing so much as mincing poetry ; 

'Tis like the forc'd gait of a shuffling nag. 

Glend. Come, you shall have Trent turn'd. 
Hot. I do not care : I’ll give thrice so much 
To any well-deserving friend : [land 

But in the way of bargain, mark ye me, 

I'll cavil on the ninth part of a hair. 

Are the indentures drawn? shall wm be gone? 

Glend. The moon shines fair, you may away by 
I’ll haste the writer, and, withal, [night: 

Break with your wives of your departure hence : 

I am afraid, my daughter wrili run mad. 

So much she doteth on her Mortimer. {Exit. 
Mort. Fye, cousin Percy 1 how you cross my 
father I ■ ■ . 

Hot. 1 cannot choose : sometimes he angers me, 
With telling me of the moldwarp and the ant, 

Of the dreamer Merlin, and liis prophecies ; 

I And of a di’agon and a finless fish, 

A clip-wing’d griffin, and a mouiten raven^ 

A couching lion, and a ramping cat, 

And such a deal of skimble-skamble stuff 
As puts me from my faith. I teU you what, — 

He held me, but last night, at least nine hours, 

In reckoning up the several devil’s names, 

That were his lackeys ; I cried, humph,— and well, 
— go to — 
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But marked him not a word. O, lie's as tedious 
A,s is a tired horse, a railing wife ; 

Worse than a smoky house: — I had rather live 
With cheese and garlic, in a T\nndmiil, far, 

Than feed on cates, and have him talk to me, 

In any summer-house in Christendom. 

Morf., In faith, he is a worthy gentleman ; 
Exceedingly well read, and profited 
In strange concealments ; valiant as a lion, 

And wond'rous affable ; and as bountiful 
'As mines of India. . Shall I tell you, cousin ? 

..He holds, your temper in a high respect, 

And curbs himself even of his natural scope, 

When you do cross his humour ; 'faith, he does : 

I -warrant you, that man is not alive, 

Might so have tempted him, as you have done, 
Without the taste of danger and reproof ; 

But do not use it oft, let me entreat you. 

J¥ot. In fiiith, my lord, you are too wiiful- 
blame ; 

And since your coming hither, have done enough 
To put him. quite beside his patience. 

You must needs learn, lord, to amend this fault : 
Though sometimes it show greatness, courage, 
blood, 

(And that’s the dearest grace it renders you,) 

Yet oftentimes it doth present harsh rage, 

Defect of manners, want of government, 

Pride, haughtiness, opinion, and disdain : 

The least of which, haunting a nobleman, 

Loseth men's hearts ; and leaves behind a stain i 


SCENE II, 


“London, Moom m the Palace, 
Enter King Heney, Peince of Wales, and Lords. 

K, Hen, Lords, give ns leave ; the Prince of 
Wales and I 

ist have some conference : But be near at hand, 
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ACT III. 


at- 


would, I 
[could 


For we shall presently have need of you. — 

lExeimt Lords. 

I know not whether God will have it so, 

For some displeasing service I have done. 

That, in his secret doom, out of my blood 
HeTl breed revengement and a scourge for me ; 
But thou dost, in thy passages of life, 

Make me believe,— that thou art only markM 
For the hot vengeance and the rod of heaven, 

To punish my mis-treadings. Tell me else, 

Could such inordinate, and low desires, 

Such poor, such bare, such lewd, such mean 
tempts. 

Such barren pleasm*es, rude society, 

As thou art match'd withal, and grafted to, 
Accompany the greatness of thy blood. 

And hold their level with thy princely heart ? 

P. Hen. So please your majesty, I 
Quit all offences with as clear excuse. 

As well as, I am doubtless, 1 can purge 
Myself of many I am charg’d withal ; 

Yet such extenuation let me beg,_ 

As, in reproof of many tales devis’d, — 

Which oft the ear of greatness needs must hear, — 
By smiling pick-thanks and base newsmongers, 

I may, for some things true, wherein my youth 
Hath faulty wander’d and irregular, 

Find pardon on my true submission. 

K. Hen, God pardon thee ; — ^yet let me wonder, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing [Harry, 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 

Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost. 

Which by thy yormger brother is supplied 5 
And art almost an alien to the hearts 
Of all the court and princes of my blood ; 

The hope and expectation of thy time 
Is rain’d ; and the soul of every man 
Prophetically does forethink thy fall. 

Had I so lavish of my presence been, 

So common-hackney’ d in the eyes of men, 

So stale and cheap to vulgar company ; 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 

Had still kept loyal to possession ; 

And left me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark, nor likelihood. 

By being seldom seen, I could not stir, - 
But, like a comet, I was wonder’d at : 

That men would tell their children, This is he ; 
Others would say , — Where 9 which is Boliiighrolce^ 
And then I stole ail courtesy from heaven, 

And dress’d myself in such humility, 

That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts, 
Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths, 
Even in the presence of the crowned king. 

Thus did I keep my person fresh and new ; 

My presence, like a robe pontifical, 

Ne’er seen, hut wonder’d at : and so my state, 
Seldom, but sumptuous, show^ed like a feast ; 

And won, by rareness, such solemnity. 

The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
With shallow jesters, and rash bavin wits, 

Soon kindled, and soon burn’d ; ’carded his state ; 
Mingled his royalty with capering fools ; 

Had his great name profaned -with their scorns ; 
And gave his countenance, against his name, 

To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 
Of every beardless vain comparative : 

Grew a companion to the common streets, 
Enfeoff’d himself to popularity : 

That being daily swaUowM by men’s eyes, 


They surfeited with honey ; and began 
To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 

So, when he had occasion to he seen, 

He was hut as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyes, 

As, sick and blunted with community. 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 
When it shines seldom in admiring eyes : 

But rather drowz’d, and hung their eye-lids down, 
Slept in his face, and render’d such aspect 
As cloudy men use to their adversaries ; 

Being with his presence glutted, gorg’d, and full. 
And in that very line Harry, stand’st thou ; 

For thou hast lost thy princely privilege, 

With vdle participation ; not an eye 
But is a-weary of thy common sight, 

Save mine, which hath desir’d to see thee more ; 
Which now doth that I would not have it do, 
Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 

P. Hen. I shall hereafter, my thrice-gracious 
Be more myself. [lord, 

K. Hen. For all the world, 

As thou art to this hour, was Richard then 
When I from France set foot at Ravenspurg ; 

And even as I was then, is Percy now. 

Now by my sceptre, and my soul to boot. 

He hath more worthy interest to the state, 

Than thou, the shadow of succession ; 

For, of no right, nor colour like to right, 

He doth flu fields with harness in the realm j 
Turns head against the lion’s armed jaws ; 

And, being no more in debt to years than thou, 
Leads ancient lords and revereM bishops on, 

To bloody battles, and to bruising arms. 

VTiat never-dying honour hath he got 
Against renowned Douglas ; w’hose high deeds, 
Whose hot incursions, and great name in arms, 
Holds from all soldiers chief majority, 

And military title capital, 

Through all the kingdoms that acknowledge Christ? 
Thrice hath this Hotspur Mars in swathing clothes, 
This infant warrior, in his enterprises 
Discomfited great Douglas ; ta’en him once, 
Enlarged him, and made a friend of him, 

To fill the mouth of deep defiance up, 

And shake the peace and safety of our throne. 
And what say you to this ? Percy, Northumberland, 
The archbishop’s grace of York, Douglas, Mortimer, 
Capitulate against us, and are up. 

But wherefore do I tell these news to thee ? 

Why, Harry, do I tell tliee of my foes, 

Which art my near’st and dearest enemy ? 

Thou that art like enough, — through vassal fear, 
Base inclination, and the start of spleen, — 

To fight against me under Percy’s pay. 

To dog his heels, and court’sy at his frowns, 

To show how much degenerate thou art. 

P. Hen. Do not think so, you shall not find 
it so ; 

And God forgive them, that have so much sway’d 
Your majesty’s good thoughts away from me ! 

I win redeem all this on Percy’s head, 

And, in the closing of some glorious day, 

Be bold to tell you, that I am your son ; 

When I will wear a garment all of blood, 

And stain my favours in a bloody mask, 

Which, wash’d away, shall scour my shame with it 
And that shall be the day, whene’er it lights, 
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That this same child of honour and renown, 

This gallant Hotspur, this all-praised knight, 

And your unthought-of Harry, chance to meet ; 
For every honour sitting on his helm, 

^ Would they were multitudes ; and on my head 
My , shames redoubled ! for the time will come, 
That I shall make this northern youth exchange 
His glorious deeds for my indignities. 

Percy is but my factor, good my lord. 

To engross up glorious deeds on my behalf ; 

And I will call Mm to so strict account, 

That he shall render eveiy glory up, 

Yea, even the slightest worship of his time, 

Or i will tear the reckoning from his heart. 

This, in the name of God, I promise here : 

The which if he be pleas’d I shall perform, 
j I do beseech your majesty, may salve 
The long-grown wounds of my intemperance : 

4 If not, the end of life cancels aU bands ; 

1 And I will die a hundred thousand deaths, 

Ere break the smallest parcel of this vow. 

K. Hen. A hundred thousand rebels die in 
this : — 

Thou shait have charge, and sovereign trust, herein. 
Enter Blunt. 

How now, good Blunt? thy looks are full of speed. 
Blunt, So hath the business that I come to 
speak of. 

Lord Mortimer of Scotland hath sent word, — 
That Douglas, and the English rebels, met, 

The eleventh of this month at Shrewsbury : 

A mighty and a fearful head they are, 
if promises be kept on every hand, 

As ever offer'd foul play in a state. 

K, Hen. The daii of Westmoreland set forth 
to-day ; 

With him my son, lord John of Lancaster ; 

For this advertisement is five days old : — 

On Wednesday next, Harry, you shall set 
Forward ; on Thursday, we ourselves will march : 
Our meeting is Bridgnorth : and, Harry, you 
Shall march through Glostershii-e ; by wliich ac- 
count, 

Our business valued, some twelve days hence 
Our general forces at Bridgnorth shall meet. 

Our hands are full of business : let's away ; 
Advantage feeds him fat, while men delay. 

[^Exeunt 

SCENE III — Eastceteap. A Room in the 
I Boards Head Tavern. 

1 Enter Falstafp and Babdolph. 

j Bed. Bardolph, am I not fallen away vilely since 
this last action ? do I not bate ? do I not dwindle ? 
MTiy, my skin hangs about me like an old lady's 
loose gown ; I am wither’d like an old apple- John. 
Well, I’ll repent, and that suddenly, while I am in 
some liking ; I shall be out of heart shortly, and 
then I shall have no strength to repent. An I have 
not forgotten what the inside of a church is made 
or, I am a pepper-corn, a brewer's horse ; the inside 
; of a church I Company, vilianous company, hath 

! been the spoil of me. 

! Bard. Sir John, you are so fretfid, you cannot 
j live long. 

I Fal. my, there is it come, sing me a bawdy 
song ; make me merry. I was as virtuously given, 
g^^tleman need to be ; virtuous enough : swore 
ii-tie ; diced, not above seven times a week ; went 


to a bawdy-house, hot above once in a quarter — of 
an hour ; paid money that I borrowed, three or four 
times ; lived well, and in good compass : and now 
I live out of all order, out of all compass. 

Bard. Wliy you are so fat, sir John, that you 
must needs be out of all compass ; out of all rea- 
sonable compass, sir J ohn. 

Fal. Do tbou amend thy face, and I'll amend 
my life: Thou art our admiral, thou bearest the- 
lantern in the poop, — but 'tis in the nose of thee ; 
thou art the knight of the burning lamp. 

Bard. Why, sir J ohn, my face does you no harm . 

Fal. No, I'll be sworn ; I make as good use of 
it as many a man doth of a death’s head, or a 
memento mori : I never see thy face, but I think 
upon heU-fire, and Dives that lived in purple ; for 
there he is in his robes, burning, burning. If 
thou wert any way given to virtue, I would swear 
by thy face ; my oath should be, By this fire : but 
thou art altogether given over ; and wert indeed, 
but for the light in thy face, the son of utter dark- 
ness. When thou ran'st up Gads-hill in the night 
to catch my horse, if I did not think thou hadst 
been an ignis fatuusj or a ball of wildfire, there's 
no purchase in money. O, thou art a perpetual 
triumph, an everlasting bonfire-light ! Thou hast 
saved me a thousand marks in links and torches, 
walking with thee in the night betwixt tavern and 
! tavern : but the sack that thou hast drunk me, 

I would have bought me lights as good cheap, at the 
dearest chandler's in Europe. I have maintained 
that salamander of yours with fi.re, any time this 
two and thirty years ; Heaven reward me for it ! 

Bard. ’Sblood, I would my face were iu your 
belly! 

Fal. God-a-mercy ! so should I be sure to be 
heart-burn'd. 

Enter Hostess. 

How now, dame Partlet the hen ? have you in- 
quired yet, who picked my pocket ? 

Host. Why, sir John ! what do you think, sir 
J ohn ? do you think I keep thieves in my house ? 

I have searched, I have inquired, so has my hus- 
band, man by man, boy by boy, servant by ser- 
vant : the tithe of a hair was never lost iu my house 
before. 

Fal. You lie, hostess ; Bardolph was shaved, and 
lost many a hair : and I’ll be sworn, my pocket was 
picked ; Go to, you are a woman, go. 

Host. Who, I ? I defy thee : I was never called 
so in mine own house before. 

Fal. Go to, I know you well enough. 

Host. No, sir John; you do not know me, sir 
John : I know you, sir John : you owe me money, 
sir J ohn, and now you pick a quarrel to beguile me 
of it : I bought you a dozen of shirts to your back. 

Fal. Dowlas, filthy dowlas : I have given them 
away to bakers' wives, and they have made bolters 
of them. 

Host. Now, as I am a true woman, holland of 
eight shillings an eU. You owe money here besides , 
sir John, for your diet, and by-drinkings, and 
money lent you, four and twenty pound. 

Fal. He had Ms part of it ; let him pay. 

Host. He ? alas, he is poor ; he hath nothing. 

Fal. How! poor? look upon his face ; What 
call you rich ? let them coin Ms nose, let them coin 
his cheeks; I'll not pay a denier. What, will 
you make a younker or me ? shall I not take mine 
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Fal. Why, Hal, thou knowest, as thou art hut 
man, I dare : but, as thou art prince, I fear thee 
as I fear the roaring of the lion’s whelp. ’ 

P. Hen. And why not, as the lion ? 

Fal. The king himself is to be feared as the 
lion : Dost thou think, I’ll fear thee as 1 fear thy 
father ? nay, an I do, I pray God, my girdle break I 

P. Hen. O, if it should, how would thy guts fall 
about thy knees ! But, sirrah, there’s no room for 
faith, truth, nor honesty, in this bosom of thine • 
it is all filled up with guts and midriff. Charge an 
honest woman with picking thy pocket ! Why, thou 
whoreson, impudent, embossed rascal, if there were 
any thing in thy pocket but tavern-reckonings^ 
memorandums of bawdy-houses, and one poor pen- 
ny-worth of sugar-candy, to make thee long-winded: 
if thy pocket v/ere enriched with any other injuries 
but these, I am a villain. And yet you wall stand 
to it ; you will not pocket up wrong : Art thou not 
ashamed ? 

Fal. Dost thou hear, Hal? thou knowest, in the 
state of irmocency, Adam fell; and what should 
poor Jack Falstaff do, in the days of villany ? Thou 
seest I have more flesh than another man; and 

therefore more frailty. You confess, then, you 

picked my pocket ? 

P. Hen. It appears so by the story. 

Fal. Hostess, 1 forgive thee : Go, make ready 
breakfast ; love thy husband, look to thy servants', 
cherish thy guests ; thou shalt find me tractable to 
any honest reason : thou seest, I am pacified. — 
Still ? — Nay, pr’ytiiee, he gone. {.Exit Hostess.] 
Now, Hal, to the news at couit ; For the robbery, 
lad, — How is that answered ? 

P. Hen. O, my sweet beef, J must still be good 
angel to thee : — The money is paid back again. 

Fal. 0, I do not like that paying back, ’tis a 
double labour. 

P. Hen. I am good friends with my father, and 
may do any thing. 

Fal. ‘Rob me the exchequer, the first thing thou 
doest, and do it with unwashed hands too. 

Bard. Do, my lord. 

P. Hen. I have procured thee, Jack, a charge 
of foot. 

^Fal. I would, it had been of horse. Where 
shall I find one that can steal well ? 0 for a fine 
thief, of the age of two-and-twenty, or thereabouts! 
I am heinousiy unprovided. Well, God be thanked 
for these rebels, they oflend none but the virtuous ; 
I laud them, I praise them. 

P. Hen. Bardolph. 

Bard. My lord. 

P. Hen, Go bear this letter to lord John of 
Lancaster, 

My brother John ; this to my lord of Westmore- 
land. — 

Go, Poins, to horse, to horse ; for thou, and I, 
Have thirty miles to ride yet ere dinner time.—— 
Jack, 

Meet me to-morrow Fthe Temple-hall : 

At two o’clock i’the afternoon : 

There shalt thou know thy charge ; and there re- 
Money, and order for their furniture. [eeive 
The land is burning ; Percy stands on high ; 

And either they, or we, must lower lie. 

{Excimt PiimcB, Poins, and Babdolph. 

FaL Rare words i brave world I -Hostess, 

my breakfast : come : — 

O, I could wish, this tavern were my drum. 


ease in mine inn, but 1 shall have my pocket 
picked ? I have lost a seal-ring of my grandfather’s, 
worth forty mark. 

Host. 0 Jesu ! I have heard the prince tellliim, 
I know not how oft, that that ring wms copper. 

Fal. How ! the prince is a Jack, a sneak-cup ; 
and, if he were here, I would cudgel him like a 
dog, if he would say so. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins, marching. Falstaff 

meets the Prince, placing on his truncheon, like ajife. 

Fal. How now, lad ? is the wind in that door, 
i’faith ? must we all march ? 

Bard. Yea, two and two, Newgate -fashion. 

Host. My lord, I pray you, hear me. 

P. Hen. What sayest thou, mistress Quickly? 
How does thy husband ? I love him well, he is an 
honest man. 

Host. Good my lord, hear me. 

Fal Pr’ythee, let her alone, and list to me. 

P. Hen. What sayest thou, Jack ? 

Fal. The other night I fell asleep here behind 
the arras, and had my pocket picked : this house 
is turned bawdy-house, they pick pockets. 

P. Hen. "What didst thou lose, Jack ? 

Fal. Wilt thou believe me, Hal ? three or four 
bonds of forty pound a-piece, and a seal-ring of 
my grandfather’s. 

P. Hen. A trifle, some eight-penny matter. 

Host. So I told him, my lord; and I said, I 
heard your grace say so : And, my lord, he speaks 
most vilely of you, like a foul-mouthed man as he 
is ; and said he would cudgel you. 

P. Hen. What 1 he did not ? 

Host. There’s neither faith, truth, nor woman- 
hood in me else. 

Fal. There’s no more faith in thee than in a 
stewed prune ; nor no more truth in thee, than in 
a drawn fox ; and for womanhood, maid Marian 
may he the deputy’s udfe of the ward to thee. Go, 
you thing, go. 

Host. Say, what thing ? what thing ? 

Fal. What thing? why, a thing to thank God on. 

Host. I am no thing to thank God on, I would 
thou should’ st know it ; lam an honest man’s wife : 
and, setting thy knighthood aside, thou art a knave 
to call me so. 

Fal. Setting thy womanhood aside, thou art a 
beast to say otherwise. 

Host. Say, what beast, thou knave thou ? 

Fal What beast ? why an otter. 

P. Hen. An otter, sir John ! why an otter ? 

Fal. Why ? she’s neither fish nor flesh ; a man 
knows not where to have her. 

Host. Thou art an unjust man in saying so ; 
thou or any man knows where to have me, thou 
knave thou 1 

P. Hen. Thou sayest tnie, hostess ; and he slan- 
ders thee most grossly. 

Host. So he doth you, my lord ; and said this 
other day, you ought him a thousand pound. 

P. Hen. Sirrah, do I owe you a thousand pound ? 

Fal. A thousand pound, Hal? a million: thy 
love is worth a million ; thou owest me thy love. 

Host. Nay, my lord, he call’d you Jack, and 
said, he would cudgel you. 

Fal Did I, Bardolph? 

Bard. Indeed, sir John, you said so. 

Fal, Yea ; if he said, my ring was copper. 

P. Hen. I say, Tis copper : Barest thou be as 
good as thy word now ? 
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! SCENE I. — The Rebel Cmnp near Shkewsburv. 
I Enter Hotspur, Wop.cester, and Douglas. 

j Hot. Well said, my noble Scot: If speaking 
I In tbis fine age, were not tlionglit fiattery, 
j Sticli attribution slioiild tlie Douglas have, 
j As not a soldier of tiiis season^s stamp 
I Sbouid go so general current throngh tbe world. 

I IJy Leaven, I cannot flatter : I defy 
I , TLe tongues of soothers ; but a braver place 
I In iiiV lu-art’s love, hath no man than your.'elf ; 

Nay, task me to the word ; approve me, lord. ■ 

I Doug. Thou art the king of Jionour : 
i No man so potent breatiies upon the ground, 

; But I will beard him. 

Hot. Do so, and Tis well : — 

) Enter a r^Teiscnger, K'/th letters. 

I What letters hast thou there ? — I can hut thank 
j you. 

! Mess. These letters come from your father, — 

I Hoi. Letters from him ! why comes he not him- 
j self ? 

I^Iess. He cannot come, my lord ; he’s grievous 
sick. 

Hot. 'Zounds ! how has he the leisure to be sick, 
In such a justling time ? Who leads his power ? 
Under w^hose government come they along ? 

Mess. His letters bear his mind, not I, my lord. 
Wor. I prhd;hee, tell me, doth he keep his bed.^ 
Mess. He did, my lord, four days ere I set forth ; 
And at the time of may departure thence. 

He was much fear'd by his physicians. 

Wor. I wmuld, the state of time had first been 
Ere he by sickness had been visited ; [whole, 
His health was never better worth than now. 

Hot. Sick now ! droop now ! this sickness doth 
The very life-blood of our enterprise : [infect 

'Tis catching hither, even to our camp. 

He writes me here, — that inward sickness — 

I And that his friends by deputation could not 
{ So soon be drawn ; nor did he think it meet, 

I To lay so dangerous and dear a trust 
I On any soul removed, but on his own. 

I Yet doth he give us bold advertisement, — 
j That with our small conjunction, we should on, 

I To see how fortune is dispos'd to us ; 

! For, as he writes, there is no quailing now ; 

■ Because the king is certainly possess'd 
Of all our purposes. What say you to it ? 
i Wor. Your father's sickness is a maim to us. 

; Hot. A perilous gash, a very limb lopp'd off 
I And yet, in faith, 'tis not ; his present want 
j Seems more than we shall find it : — Were it good, 

, To set the exact wealth of all our states 
i All at one cast ? to set so rich a main 
J On the nice hazard of one doubtful hour ? 

I It were not good : for therein should we read 
' The very bottom and the soul of hope ; 

The very list, the very utmost bound 
, Of ail our fortunes. 

Doug. ^ 'Faith, and so we should ; 

W here now remains a sweet reversion : 

We may boldly spend upon the hope of what 
Is to come in : 

A comfort of retirement lives in this. 

Hot. A rendezvous, a home to fly unto, 


If that the devil and mischance look big ! 

Upon the maidenhead of our affairs. ! 

Wor. But yet, I would your father had been ' 
The quality and hair of our attempt [here, j 

Brooks no division : It wiE be thought ' 

By some, that know not why he is away, 

That vdsdoin, loyalty, and mere dislike 
Of our proceedings, kept the earl from hence ; 

And think, bow such an apprehension 
May turn the tide of fearful faction, 

And breed a kind of question in our cause : 

For, well you know, we of the offering side 
Must keep aloof from strict arbitrement ; 

And stop all sight-holes, every loop, from whence ; 
The eye of reason may pry in upon us : i 

This absence of your father's draws a curtain, I 

That shows the ignorant a kind of fear j 

Before not dreamt of. | 

Hot. You strain too far. | 

I, rather, of his absence make this use ; — 1 

It lends a lustre, and more great opinion, i 

A larger dare to our great enterprise, | 

Than if the earl were here : for men must think, j 
If we, without his help, can make a head ! 

To push against the kingdom ; with his help, j 

We shall o'erturn it topsy-turvy down.. — j 

Yet all goes well, yet all our joints are whole. ! 

Doug. As heart can think : there is not such a i 
word I 

Spoke of in Scotland, as this term of fear. ; 

Enter Sir Richard Vernon. i 

Hot. My cousin Vernon ! welcome, by my soul. 
Ver. Pray God, my news be worth a welcome, 
lord. 

The earl of Westmoreland, seven thousand strong, i 
Is marching hitherwards ; with him, prince John, j 
Hot. No harm : What more ? i 

Ver. And further, I have learn’d,— 

The king himself in person is set forth, | 

Or hitherwards intended speedily, I 

With strong and mighty preparation. \ 

Hot. He shall be welcome too. Where is his son, j 
The nimble-footed mad-cap prince of Wales, i 

And his comrades, that daff’d the world aside, | 
And bid it pass ? j 

Ver. All furnish’d, all in arms, . 

All plum'd like estridges, that wing the wind ; 

Bated like eagles having lately bath’d ; j 

Glittering in golden coats, like images ; | 

As full of spirit as the month of May, i 

And gorgeous as the sun at midsummer ; 

Wanton as youthful goats, wild as young bulls. | 

I saw young Harry, — with his beaver on, j 

His cuisses on his thighs, gallantly arm’d, — ; 

Rise from the ground like feather'd Mercury, j 

And vaulted with such ease into his seat, ' j 

As if an angel dropp’d down from the clouds, [ 

To turn and wind a fiery Pegasus, 

And witch the w'orld with noble horsemanship. 

Hot. No more, no more ; worse than the sun in 
March, 

This praise doth nourish agues. Let them come 
They come like sacrifices in their trim. 

And to the fire-ey'd maid of smoky war, 

All hot, and bleeding, will we offer them : 

The mailed Mars shall on his altar sit, 


J 
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and a half in aU my company ; and the half-shirt is 
two napkins, tacked together, and thrown over the 
shonlders like a herald’s coat without sleeves ; and 
the shirt, to say the truth, stolen from my host at 
Saint Alban’s, or the red-nose inn-keeper of Daia- 
try : But that’s aU one ; they’ll find linen enough 
on every hedge. ° 

Enter Prince Henry and Westmoreland. 

P. Hen. How now, blown Jack ? how now oifilP 

FaL What, Hal? How now, mad wag? Vhat a 
devil dost thou in Warwickshire? — My good lord 
of Westmoreland, I cry you mercy ; I thouo-ht 
your honour had already been at Shrewsbury. ^ ’ 

JVesi. ’Faith, sir John, ’tis more than time that 
I were there, and you too ; but my powers are there 
already : The king, I can tell you, looks for us all ; 
we must away all night. 

FaL Tut, never fear me ; lam as vigilant, as a 
cat to steal cream. 

P. Hen. I think, to steal cream indeed ; for thy 
theft hath already made thee butter. But tell me 
Jack ; Whose fellows are these that come after ? 

FaL Mine, Hal, mine. 

P. Hen. I did never see such pitiful rascals. 

FaL Tut, tut ; good enough to toss : food for 
powder, food for powder ; they’ll fill a pit, as well 
as better : tush, man, mortal men, mortal men. 

West. Ay, but, sir John, methinks they are ex- 
ceeding poor and bare ; too beggarly. 

FaL ’Faith, for their poverty, — I know not where 
they had that : and for their bareness, — I am sure, 
they never learned that of me. 

P. He7i. No, I’ll be sworn ; unless you call 
three fingers on the ribs, bare. But, sirrah, make 
haste : Percy is already in the field. 

FaL What, is the king encamped ? 

West. He is, sir John ; I fear, we shall stay too 
long. 

FaL Well, 

To the latter end of a fray, and the beginning of a 
feast, 

Fits a dull fighter, and a keen guest. lExeunt. 


Up to the ears in blood. I am on fire, 

To hear this rich reprisal is so nigh, 

And yet not ours Come, let me take my horse, 
Who is to bear me, like a thunderbolt, 

Against the bosom of the prince of Wales : 

Harry to Harry shall, hot horse to horse, 

Meet, and ne’er part, tiU one drop down a corse.- 
0, that Glendower were come ‘ 

Ver. 


There is more news : 
I learn’d in Worcester, as I rode along, 

He cannot draw his power this fourteen days. 
Douff. That’s the worst tidings that I hear of yet. 
Wor. Ay, by my faith, that bears a frosty sound. 
Hoi. What may the king’s whole battle reach 
Per. To thii'ty thousand. [unto? 

Hot. Forty let it he ; 

My father and Glendower being both away, 

The powers of us may serve so great a day. 

Come, let us make a muster speedily : 

Doomsday is near ; die all, die merrUy. 

Doug. Talk not of dying ; I am out of fear 
Of death, or death’s hand, for this one half year. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE II. — A public Road near Coventry. 

Enter Falstapf and Bardolph. 

FaL Bardolph, get thee before to Coventry ; fill 
me a bottle of sack : our soldiers shall march through : 
we’ll to Sutton- Colfield to-night. 

Bard. Will you give me money, captain ? 

FaL Lay out, lay out. 

Bard. This bottle makes an angel. 

FaL An if it do, take it for thy labour ; and if it 
make twenty, take them all, I’ll answer the coinage. 
Bid my lieutenant Peto meet me at the town’s end. 

Bard. I will, captain : farewell. {Exit. 

FaL If I be not ashamed of my soldiers, I am 
a souced gurnet. I have misused the king’s press 
damnably. I have got, in exchange of a hundred 
and fifty soldiers, three hundred and odd pounds. 


I press me none but good householders, yeomen’s 
sons : inquire me out contracted bachelors, such 
as had been asked twice at the bans ; such a com- 
modity of warm slaves, as had as lief hear the devil 
as a drum ; such as fear the report of a caliver, worse 
than a struck fowl, or a hurt wild-duck. I pressed 
me none but such toasts and butter, with hearts in 
their bellies no bigger than pins’ heads, and they 
have bought out their services ; and now my whole 
charge consists of ancients, corporals, lieutenants, 
gentlemen of companies, slaves as ragged as Laza- 
rus in the painted cloth, where the glutton’s dogs 
licked his sores : and such as, indeed, were never 
soldiers ; but discarded unjust serving-men, young- 
er sons to younger brothers, revolted tapsters, and 
ostlers trade-faUen; the cankers of a calm world, 
and a long peace ; ten times more dishonourable 
ragged than an old faced ancient : and such have I, 
to fill u|l the rooms of them that have bought out 
their services, that you would think, that I had a 
hundred and fifty tattered prodigals, lately come 
from swine-keeping, from eating draff and husks. 
A mad feUow met me on the way, and told me, I 
had unloaded all the gibbets, and pressed the dead 
bodies. No eye hath seen such scarecrows. I’ll 
not march through Coventry with them, that’s flat ; 

^Nay, and the villains march wide betwixt the 
legs, as if they had gyves on ; for, indeed, I had the 
most of them out of prison. There’s but a shirt 


SCENE III. — The Rebel Camp near Shrews- 
bury. 

Enter Hotspur, Worcbstbr, Douglas, and Vernon. 
Hot. We’B fight with him to-night. 

Wor. It may not he. 

You give Mm then advantage. 

Ver. Not a whit. 

Hot. Why say you so ? looks he not for supply? 
Ver. So do we. 

Hoi. His is certain, ours is doubtful. 

5* . Wor. Good cousin, be advis’d ; stir not to-night. 
Ver. Do not, my lord. 

Doug. You do not counsel well ; 

You speak it out of fea.r, and cold heart. 

Ver. Do me no slander, Douglas : by my life, 
(And I dare well maintain it with ray life,) 

If well-respected honour bid me on, 

I hold as little counsel with weak fear. 

As you, my lord, or any Scot that lives ; — 

Let it he seen to-morrow in the battle, 

Which of us fears. 

D07zg. Y'ea, or to-night. 

Ver. Content. 

Hoi. To-night, say I. 

Ver. Come, come, it may not be. 
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I wonder mucli, being men of such great leading, 
That 5^11 foresee not what Impediments 
Drag back our expedition : Certain horse 
Of my cousin .Vernon’s are not yet come up : 

Your uncle Worcester’s horse came but to-day ; 
And now thek pride and mettle is asleep, 

Their courage with hard labour tame and dull, 
That not a horse is half the half himself. 

Hoi, So, are the horses of the enemy 
In general, journey-bated, and brought low ; 

The better part of ours is full of rest. 

Wor. The number of the king exceedeth ours ; 
For God’s sake, cousin, stay till all come in. • 

ITke trumpet sounds a parlet/. 
Enter Sir Walter Blunt. 

Ehmt. 1 come with gracious offers from the king, 
If you Touchsafe me hearing and respect. 

Hoi. Welcome, sir Walter Blunt; And ’would 
to God, 

You were of our determination ! 

- Some of us love you well : and even those some 
Envy your great deseiwing, and good name ; 
Because you are not of our quality, 

But stand against us like an enemy. 

Blunt. And God defend, but still I should stand 
So long as, out of limit, and true rale, [so, 

You stand against anointed majesty I 
But, to my charge. — The king hath sent to know 
The nature of your griefs ; and whereupon 
You conjure from the breast of civil peace 
Such bold hostility, teaching his duteous land 
Audacious cruelty : If that the king 

Have any way your good deserts forgot, 

Which he confesseth to be manifold, — 

He bids you name y«ur griefs ; and, with all speed, 
You shall have your desires, with interest ; 

And pardon absolute for yourself, and these, 

Herein misled by your suggestion. 

Hot. The king is land ; and, well we knowr, the 
king 

Knows at what time to promise, when to pay. 

My father, and my uncle, and myself, 

Did give him that same royalty he wears : 
And,.~when he was not six-and-twenty strong, 
Sick in the w'orld’s regard, wrretched and low, 

A poor unminded outlaw sneaking home, — 

My father gave him welcome to the shore ; 

And, — when he heard Mm swear and vow to God, 
He came but to be duke of Lancaster, 

To sue his livery, and beg his peace ; 

Vith tears of innocency, and terms of zeal, — 

My father, in kind heart and pity mov’d, 

Swore him assistance, and perform’d it too. 

Now, when^the lords, and barons of the realm 
Perceiv’d Northumberland did lean to him, 

The more and less came in with cap and knee ; 

Met him in boroughs, cities, villages ; 

Attended him on bridges, stood in lanes, 

Laid gifts before him, proffer’d Mm their oaths, 
Gave him their heirs ; as pages follow’d Mm, 

Even at the heels, in golden multitudes. 

He presently, — as greatness knows itself, — 

Steps me a little higher than his vow 
Made to my father, while his blood was poor, 

Upon the naked shore at Ravenspurg ; 

And now, forsooth, takes on Mm to reform 
Some certain, edicts, and some strait decrees, 

That lie too heavy on the commonwealth : 

Cries out upon abuses, seems to weep 
Over Ms country’s wrongs ; and, by this face, 


This seeming brow of justice, did he win 
The hearts of ail that he did angle for. 

Proceeded farther ; cut me off the heads 
Of all the favourites, that the absent king 
In deputation left behind him here, 

When he was personal in the Irish war. 

Blunt. Tut, I came not to hear this. 

Hot, ^ ^ Then, to the point. 

In short time after, he depos’d tbe king ; 

Soon after that, depriv’d him of bis life ; 

And, in the neck of that, task’d the whole state : 
To make tha ' worse, suffer’d his kinsman March 
(VTio is, if every owner were well plac’d, 

Indeed his king,) to be incag’d in Wales, 

There without ransome to lie forfeited : 

Disgrac’d me in my happy victories ; 

Sought to entrap me by intelligence ; 

Rated my uncle from the council-board ; 

In rage dismiss’d my father from the court ; 

Broke oath on oath, committed wrong on wTong : 
And, in conclusion, drove us to seek out 
This head of safety ; and, withal, to pry 
Into his title, the which we ffnd 
Too indirect for long continuance. 

Blunt. Shall I return this answer to the king 
Hot, Not so, sir Walter ; we’ii withdraw awrhile. 
Go to the king ; and let there be impawn’d 
Some surety for a safe return again, 

And in the morning early shall mine uncle 
Bring him our purposes : and so farewell. 

Blunt. I would, you would accept of grace and love. 
Hot. And, may be, so we shall. 

’Pray heaven, you do ! 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. — York. A Room in the Arch- 
bishop’s House. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, and a Gentleman. 

Arch. Hie, good sir Michael ; bear this sealed 
brief, 

With winged haste, to the lord mareschal ; 

This to my cousin Scroop ; and all the rest 
To whom they are directed : if you knew" 

How much they do import, you would make haste. 

Gent. My good lord, 

I guess their tenor. 

Arch. Like enough, you do. 

To-morrow, good sir Michael, is a day, 

WTterein the fortune of ten thousand men 
Must ’bide the touch : For, sir, at Shrewsbuiy, 

As I am truly given to understand, 

The king, with mighty and quick-raised powder, 
Meets with lord Harry: and I fear, sir Michael, — 
What with the sickness of Northumberland, 

(Whose power was in the first proportion,) 

And what with Owen Glendower’s absence, thence, 
(Who with them was a rated sinew too, 

And comes not in, o’er-ruled by prophecies,) — i 

I fear, the power of Percy is too weak * 

To wage an instant trial with the king. 

Gent. Why, good my lord, you need not fear; | 
And Mortimer. [there’s Douglas, 

Arch. No, Mortimer’s not there. 

Gent. But there is Mordake, Vernon, lord Harry 

Percy, [ 

And there’s my lord of Worcester ; and a head ; 
Of gaUant warriors, noble gentlemen. i 

Arch. And so there is : but yet the king hath { 
drawn . ■ 
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For it iOi’Ci rercy tunvc uub, cac uuc ivixig 
Dismiss liis power, lie means to visit ns, — 

For he hath heard of onr confederacy, 

And 'tis hut wisdom to make strong against him ; 
Therefore, make haste : I must go write again 
To other friends ; and so farewell, sir Michael. 

[Exeunt, severally. 


The icing’s Camp near Shrews- 
bury. 

P.Y, Prince Henry, Prince John o/ Lai 
^"^aster,' Walter Blunt, and Sir John Palstaff. 

K Ben. How bloodily the svtn begins to peer 
Above yon bnsky hill 1 the day looks pale 

At his distemperature. 


SCENE I, 


P.Hen. The southern wind 

Dotli play the trumpet to his purposes ; 

And, by his hollow whistling in the leaves, 

Foretells a tempest, and a blustering day. 

K. Hen. Then with the losers let it sympathize , 
For nothing can seem foul to those that win.-— 

Trumpet Ewier Worcester Vernon. 

How now, my lord of Worcester? ’tis not weH, 

That you and I should meet upon sjmh terms 
As now we meet : You have deceiv’d our trust ; 

And made ns doif our easy robes of peace, 

To crush our old Hmbs in ungentle steel: 

This is not well, my lord, this is not well. 

What say you to’t? will you again nnknit 
This churlish knot of all-ahhorred war ? 

And move in that obedient orb again, 

Where you did give a fair and natural light ; 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A nrodigy of fear, and a portent 
Of broached mischief to the unborn times . 

JF’or. Hear me, my Mege : 

For mine own part, 1 could be well content 
To entertain the lag* end of my life 
With quiet hours ; for, 1 do protest, 

1 have not sought the day of this dislike. 

K. Hen. You have not sought it ! how comes i 

then ? v u 3 - 4 . 

Fal RebeUion lay in his way, and he found it. 

F. Hen. Peace, chewet, peace. 

Wot. It pleas’dyour majesty, to turn your looks 
Of favour, from myself, and aU our house ; 

And yet I must remember you, my lord, 

We were the first and dearest of your friends. 

For you, my staff of office did I break . , 

In Richard’s time ; and posted day and night 
To meet you on the way, and kiss your hand, 
When yet you were in place and in account 
Nothing so strong and fortunate as I. 

It was myself, my brother, and his son, 

That brought yon home, and boldly did outdare 
The dangers of the time : You swore to us,— 
And you did swear that oath at Doncaster,- 
That you did nothing purpose ’gainst the sta,te ; 
Nor cldm no farther than your new-fall n right, 
The seat of Gaunt, dukedom of Lancaster : 

To this we swore our aid. But, in short space, 
It rain’d down fortune showering on your head ; 

I And such a fiood of greatness fell on yon, * ^ 
What with oux help ; what with the absent king ; 


And, being fed by us, you us’d us so _ 

As that ungentle gull, the cuckoo’s bird, 
Useth the sparrow : did oppress our nest ; 
i Grew by our feeding to so great a bulk, 

1 That even our love durst not come near your i 
" ‘ but with nimble winj 


For fear of swallowing , 

enforc’d, for safety sake, to ny 
Out of your sight, and raise this present head : 
Whereby we stand opposed by such means 

As you yourself have forg’d against yourself; 

By unkind usage, dangerous countenance, 

And violation of all faith and troth ^ 

Sworn to us in your younger efiterpnse. 

JC. Hen. These things, indeed, you have artn 
culated, 

Proclaim’d at market-crosses,^ read in 'churches ; 
To face the garment of rebellion 
With some fine colour, that may please the eye 
Of fickle changelings, and poor discontents, 
Which gape, and rub the elbow, at the news 
Of hurlyburly innovation : 

\.nd. never yet did insurrection want 
Such water-colours, to impaint his cause ; 

Nor moody beggars, starving for a time 
Of nellraell havoc and confusion. 


We were 


This present enterprise set on liis neaa, 

I do not think a braver gentleman, 

More active-valiant, or more valiant-young, 

More daring, or more bold, is now alive. 

To grace this latter age with noble deeds. 

For my part, I may speak it to my shame, 

I have a truant been to chivalry ; 

And so, I hear, he doth account me too : 

Yet this before my father’s majesty,-— 

I am content, that he shall take the odds 
Of his great name and estimation ; ^ ^ 

And will, to save the blood on either siae, 

Tiw fortune with him in a single fight. 

K. Hen. And, prince of Wales, so ^ , 
Albeit, considerations infinite ’ 

Do make against it r—No, good ’ ^ ’ 

We love our people well ; even those we love, 
That are misled upon your cousin’s part : 
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Fer. Deliver what you will, I’ll say, 'tis so. 


will they take the ofter of our grace, 
Both he, and they, and you, yea, every mai 
Shall he my friend again, and FU be his : 
So tell your cousin, and bring me word 
What he will do But if he will not yield, 
Behuke and dread correction wait on us, 
And they shall do their office. So, be gon 
We will not now be troubled with reply : 
We offer fair, take it advisedly. 

[luvciint n-oRCESTER and 
P. Ben. It will not be accepted, on my 
The Douglas and the Hiitsynir both togeth 
Are confident against the world in arms. 
AT. Ben. Hence, therefore, every ieadei 


Here comes your 

Enter Hotspuu and Douglas; and Officers aart SolJicrs 
behind. 

Bot. My uncle is return’d : — Deliver up 
My lord of Westmoreland. — Uncle, w'hat ne^vs ? 
Wor. The king will bid you battle presently. 
Dong, Defy him by the lord of Westmoreland. 
Bot. Lord Douglas, go you and tell him so. 


cousin. 


Hot. Did you beg any r Hod lorbid ! 

I For. I told him gently of our grievances, 

Of bis oatli-breakiiig ; which he meiidecl thus, — 
By now forswearing that he is forsworn : 

He calls us rebels, traitors ; and will scourge 
With haughty arms this hateful name in us. 

Ite-etUer Douglas. 

Dong. Arm, gentlemen ; to arms ! for I have 
A brave defiance in King Henry’s teeth, [thrown, 
And Westmoreland, that was engag’d, did bear it; 
Which cannot choose hut bring liiui quickly on. 
JVor. The Prince of W'ales stepp’d forth before 
the king, 

And, nephew, challeng’d you to single fight. 

Bot. O, ’would the quarrel lay upon our heads ; 
And that no man might draiv short breath to-day, 
But I, and Harry Monmouth ! Tell me, tell me, 
How show’d his tasking ? seem’d it in contempt^ 
Per. No, by my soul; I never ia my life, 

Did hear a challenge urg’d more mode.stly, 

Unless a brother should a brother dare 
To gentle exercise and proof of arms. 

He gave you all the duties of a man ; 

Trimm’d up your praises with a princely tongue ; 
Spoke your deservings like a chronicle ; 

Making you ever better than his praise, 

By still dispraising praise, valued witli you : 

And, which became him like a prince indeed, 


SCENE 

Enter Wobcestkr and Vernon. 

TFor. O, no, my nephew must not know, sir 
The liberal kind offer of the king. [ Richard, 

Per. ’Twere best, he did. 

Wor. Then arc w'e all undone. 

It is not possible, it cannot be, 

The king sliould kee]> his w'ord in loving us ; 

He will suspect us still, and find a time 
To punish this offence in other faults ; 

Suspicion shall he all .stuck full of eyes : 

For treason is but trusted like the fox ^ 

Who, ne’er so tame, so cherish’d, and lock’d up, 
Will have a wild trick of -his ancestors. * 

Look how we can, or sad, or merrily, 
Interpretation will mis-quote our looks ; 

And we shall feed like oxen at a stall,* 

The better cherish’d, still the nearer death. 

My nephew’s trespass may be well forgot, 

It hath the excuse of youth, and heat of blood ; 
And an adopted name of privilege, — 

A hare-brain’d ITotspur, govern’d by a spleen : 
All his offences live upon my head, 

And on his father’s ; — ^we did train him on ; 

And, his corruption being ta’en from us, 

We, as the spring of all, shall pay for all. 
Therefore, good cousin, let not Harry know. 

In any case, the offer of the king- 
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Enter another Messenger, 

3fess. My lord, prepare : the king comes on 
apace. 

Hot, I thank him, that he cuts me from my 
For I profess not talking ; only this [tale, 

Let each man do his best : and here draw I 
A sword, whose temper I intend to stain 
"With the best blood that I can meet withal 
111 the adventure of this perilous day. 

Now,— Esperaace !— Percy !— and set on,— 

Sound all the lofty instmments of war, 

And by that musick let us ail embrace : 

For, heaven to earth, some of us never shall 
A second time do such a courtesy. 

[The trumpets sound. They embrace, and exeunt. 


SCENE lll.'—Plainnear Shrewsbury. 

.Excurswns, atul parties fighting. Alarum to the battle. 
Then enter Doulgas and Blunt, meeting. 

Blunt. What is thy name, that in the battle thus 
Thou Grossest me ? What honour dost thou seek 
Upon my head 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas ; 

And I do haunt thee in the battle thus, 

Because some tell me that thou art a king. 

Blunt, They tell thee true. 

Doug, The lord of Stafford dear to-day hath 
bought 

Thy likeness ; for, instead of thee, king Harry, 
The sword hath ended him : so shall it thee, 
Unless thou yield thee as my prisoner. 

Blunt. I was not born a yielder, thou proud 
Scot; 

And thou shalt find a king that will revenge 
Lord Stalford’s death. 

{They fight, and Blunt is slain. 
Enter Hotspur. 

Hot, 0 Douglas, hadst thou fought at Holmedon 
I never had triumphed upon a Scot. [thus, 

JDoug, All’s done, all’s won ; here breathless lies 
the king. 

Hot, Where? 

Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas ? no, I know this face full 
well: 

A gallant knight he was, his name was Blunt ; 
Semblably furnish’d like the king himself. 

Doug. A fool go with thy soiil, whither it goes ! 
A borrow’d title hast thou bought too dear. 

Why didst thou tell me that thou wert a king ? 
Hot, The king hath many marching in his coats. 
Doug. Now, by my sword, I will kill all his 
coats ; 

I’ll murder all his wardrobe, piece by piece. 

Until I meet the king. 

Hot. Up, and away ; 

Our soldiers stand full fairly for the day. [Exeunt. 
Other alarums. Enter Palstakf. 

Pal. Though I could ’scape shot-free at London, 
I fear the shot here ; here’s no scoring, but upon the 
pate. — Soft! who art thon? Sir Walter Blunt; — 
there’s honour for you : Here’s no vanity ! — I am as 
hot as molten lead, and as heavy too : God keep 
lead out of me ! I need no more weight than my 
own bowels — I have led my raggamufiins where 
they are peppered : there’s but three of my hundred 
and fifty left alive ; and they are for the town’s end, 
to beg during life. But who comes here 


Enter Prince Henry. 

jP. Hen. What, stand’ st thou idle here? lend 
me thy sword : 

Many a nobleman lies stark and stiff 
Under the hoofs of vaunting enemies, 

Whose deaths are unreveng’d : Pr’ythee, lend thy 
sword. 

Pal 0 Hal, I pr’ythee, give me leave to breathe 
awhile. — Turk Gregory never did such deeds in 
arms, as I have done this day. I have paid Percy, 
I have made him sure. 

P. Hen. He is, indeed : and living to kill thee. 
Lend me thy sword, I pr’ythee. 

Pal. Nay, before God, Hal, if Percy be alive, 
thou get'st not my sword ; but take my pistol, if 
thou wilt. 

P. Hen. Give it me ; What, is it in the case ? 
Pal. Ay, Hal; ’tis hot, ’tis hot; there’s tlmt 
will sack a city. 

[7'Iie Prince draws out a bottle of sack. 
F, Hen. Wliat, is’t a time to jest and dally now ? 

[T'hrows it at Mm, and exit. 
Pal, Well, if Percy be alive, I’ll pierce him. If 
he do come in my way, — so : if he do not, if I come 
in his willingly, let him make a carbonado of me. 
I like not such grinning honour as sir Walter hath : 
Give me life : which if I can save, — so ; if not, ho- 
nour comes uniooked for, and there’s an end. 

[Exit, 


SCENE IV. — Another pari of the Field. 

Alarums. Excursions. Enter the’KmOf, Prince Henry, 
Prince John, Westmoreland. ^ ■ 

K. Hen. I pr’ythee, 

Harry, withdraw thyself ; thou bleed’st too much 
Lord John of Lancaster, go you with him. 

P. John. Not I, my lord, unless I did bleed too. 
P. Hen. I do beseech your majesty, make up, 
Lest your retii-ement do amaze your friends. 

K. Hen. I will do so : — 

My lord of Westmoreland, lead him to his tent. 
West. Come, my lord, I will lead you to your 
tent. 

P. Hen. Lead me, my lord? I do not need your 
help : 

And heaven forbid, a shallow scratch should drive 
The prince of Wales from such a field as this ; 
Whei'e stain’d nobility lies trodden on, 

And rebels’ arms trifimph in massacres I 

P. Johii^ We breathe too long : — Come, cousin 
Westmoreland, 

Our duty this way lies ; for God’s sake come. 

John Westmoreland. 
P. Hen. By heaven, thou hast deceiv’d me, 
Lancaster, 

I did not think thee lord of such a spirit : 

Before, I lov’d thee as a brother, John ; 

But now, I do respect thee as my soul I 
K. Hen. I saw him hold lord Percy at the point, 
With lustier maintenance than I did look for 
Of such an ungrown wfxrrior. 

P. Hen. O, this boy, 

Lends mettle to us all. [Exit. 

Alarums, Enter Douglas. 

Doug. Another King ! they grow like Hydra’s 
I am the Douglas, fatal to all those [heads : 

That wear those colours on them. — ^What art thoit, 
That counterfeit’st the person of a king ? 
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K. The king himself ; who, Douglas, 

grieves at heart, 

So many of his shadows thou hast met, 

And not the very king. I have two boys, 

Seek Percy, and thyself, about the field ; 

But, seeing thou faiPst on me so luckily, 

I will assay thee ; so defend thyself ! 

Botig. I fear, thou art another counterfeit ; 

And yet, in faith, thou bear’st thee like a king : 
But mine, I am sure, thou art, -whoe'er thou be, 
And thus I win thee ! 

[ThiVj fight i the King being in danger, enter 
Prince Hbnrv. 

jP. IlerL Hold up thy head, vile Scot, or thou art 
Ne'ver to hold it up again ! the spirits [like 

Of Shirley, Stafford, Ihunt, are in my arms : 

It is the prince of Wales that threatens thee ; 

Who never promiseth, but he means to pay. 

I'rheg fight ; Dovqlas jUcs. 
Cheerly, my lord ; How fores your grace ? — 

‘ Sir Nicholas Gawsey hath for succour sent. 

And so hath Clifton ; I’ll to Clifton straight. 

E. Hen. Stay, and breathe awdiile ; 

Thou hast redeem'd thy lost ojiinion; 

And show’d, thou mak'st some tender of my life, 
In this fair rescue thou hast brought to me, 

P. Hen. O heaven ! they did me too much injury, 

' That ever said, I hearken’d for your death. 

I If it -^t^ere so, I might have- let alone 
The insulting hand of Douglas over you ; 

Which would have been as speedy in your end, 

As all the poisonous potions in the world, 

And sav’d the treacherous labour of your son. 

E. Hen. Make up to Clifton, ITl to sir Nicholas 
Gawsey. , {Exit King llKNav. 

Enter Hotspur. 

Hot If I mistake not, thou art Harry Mon- 
mouth. 

P. Hen. Thou speak’st as if I would deny my 
Hot. My name is liarry Percy. [name. 

P. Hen. Wliy, then I see 

A very valiant rebel of the name. 

I am the prince of Wales ; and think not, Percy, 
To share with me in glory any more : 

Two stars keep not their motion in one sphere ; 
Nor can one England brook a double reign, 

Of Harry Percy, and the prince of Wales. 

Hot. Nor shall it, Harry, for the hour is come 
To end the one of us : And 'would to God, 

Thy name in arms were now as great as mine ! 

P. Hen. I'll make it greater, ere I part from 
And all the budding honours on thy crest, [thee; 
rU crop, to make a garland for my head ! 

Hot 1 can no longer brook thy vanities ! 

{Thegfght. 

Enter Falstaff. 

Pal "Well said, Hal! to it, Hal! — Nay, you 
shall find no boy's play here. J can tell you. 

Enter Douglas ; hefighu with Falstaff, who fathf down 
as If he were dead, and exit Douglas. Hotspur is wounded, 
and falls. 

Hot O, Harry, thou hast rohb'd me of ray 
I better brook the loss of brittle life, [youth ; 
Than those proud titles thou hast won of me ; 

They "wound my thoughts, worse than thy sword 
my ffesh : 

But thought’s the slave of life, and life time's fool : 
And time, that takes survey of ail tlie world, 

Must have a stop* O, I could prophesv. 

But that the eai4y and cold hand If death 


: Lies on my tongue:— No, Percy, thou art dust, 

; And food for {Dies. 

I F. Hen. For worms, brave Percy : Fear thee 
well, great heart ! — 

I Tll-wcav’d ambition, how much art thou shrunk ! 
When that this body did contain a spirit, 

A kingdom for it was too small a bound ; 

But now, two paces of the vilest earth 

Is room enough : — This earth that hears thee dead 

Bears not jdive so stout a gentleman. 

If thou wert sensible of courtesy, 

I should not make so dear a show of zeal : — 

Blit let my favours hide thy mangled face ; 

And, even in thy behalf, I’ll thank myself 
For doing these fair rites of tenderness. 

Adieu, and take thy praise with thee to heaven ! 
Thy ignominy sleep with thee in the grave, 

But not remember’d in thy epitaph ; — 

{He sees Falstaff on the ground. 
What ! old acquaintance ! could not all this flesh 
Keep in a little life? Poor Jack, farewell ! 

I could have better spar’d a better man. 

O, I should have a heavy miss of thee, 

If I were much in love with vanity. 

Death had not struck so fat a deer to-day, 

Though many dearer in this bloody fray ; — 
Embowel!’ d will I see thee by and by : 

Till then, in blood by noble Percy lie. {Exit. 

Pal [Jifsing slowlg.} Embowelled I — if thou em- 
bowel me to-day, I’ll give you leave to powder me, 
and eat me too, to-morrow. 'Sblood; ’twas time 
to counterfeit, or that hot termagant Scot had paid 
me scot-and-lot too. Counterfeit ? I lie, I am no 
counterfeit : To die is to be a counterfeit ; for he is 
but the counterfeit of a man, who hath not the life 
of a man : but to counterfeit dying, when a man 
thereby liveth, is to be no counterfeit, but the true 
and perfect image of life indeed. The better part 
of valour is — discretion ; in the which better part, 
I have saved my life. 'Zounds; I am afraid of this 
gunpowder Percy, though he be dead : How, if he 
should counterfeit too, and rise ? I am afraid, he 
would prove the better counterfeit. Therefore ITl 
make him sure : yea, and I’ll swear I killed him. 
Why may not he rise, as well as I? Nothing con- 
futes me but eyes, and nobody sees me. Therefore, 
sirrah, [stabbing him.] -with a new wound in your 
thigh, come you along with me. 

Hotspur on Ms back. 

Re-enter Prince IlENRy and Prince John. 

P. Hen. Come, brdther John, full bravely hast 
Thy maiden sword. [thou flesh'd 

P. John. But, soft ! whom have we here ? 
Did you not tell me this fat man was dead? 

F. Hc7i. I did ; I saw him dead, breathless and 

Upon the ground. [bleeding 

Art thou alive ? or is it phantasy 
That plays upon our eyesight ? I pr'ythee speak ; 
We will not trust our eyes, without our ears 
Thou art not what thou seem'st; 

Fal No, that’s certain; I am not a double man ; 
but if I be not Jack Falstaff, then am I a Jack. 
There is Percy : [throwing the boig doion.] if your 
father will do me any honour, — so ; if not, let him 
kill the next, Percy himself. I look to be either earl 
or duke, I can assure you. 

P. Hen. Why, Percy I killed myself, and saw 
thee dead. 

Pal. Didst thou ? — Lord, lord, how this world 
is given to lying !t~I grant you I was down, and 
D D 2 



ff like a Christian, thou hadst truly borne 
B^wLxt our armies true inteUigence. ^ 
Wor. What I have done, my safety urg d m 
And I embrace this fortune patiently. 

Since not to be avoided it falls on me. 

K Hen- Bear Worcester to the death; 
Vernon too : 

other offenders we will pause up™.— 

^ lExcimt Worcester and Vernon , gu 

How goes the held? , . ^ t 

P Hen. The noble Scot, lord Douglas, 

he saw 

The fortune of the day quite turn d from hii 
The noble Percy slain, and all his men 
Upon the foot of fear,— -hed with the lest , 
And, falling from a hill, >e was so bruis d, 
That the pursuers took him. At my tent 
The Douglas is and I beseech your grace, 

T mav dispose of him. 


• but we rose botn ar 
hour by Shrewsbury 
-so; if not, let them, 
;rour; bear the sin «P0n tbOT 
. -A- death, I gave him 
• if the man were alive, 
would make him eat a piece 

V.ft strangest tale that e er I 

fellow, brother 


out of breath; and so was he 
an instant, and fought a long 

clock. If I may be believed - 

that should reward vm — , 
own heads. I’ll tahe it upon my 
this wound in the thigh . i 

and would deny it, I i 

of mv sword. 

P,John, This is the strange, 
heard, 

P. Hen. This is the strange 

Come brfnjyrtg^g^ ” 

FrSy part, if a lie may do thee grace 
ru^.iiyt with the happiest termj I 


With all my heart. 

Plen. Then, brother John of Lancaster, to you 
honourable bounty shall belong . 

0 the Douglas, and deliver him 

;o his pleasure, ransomless, and free : 
valour, shown upon our crests to-day, 

1 taught us how to cherish such high deeds, 
a in the bosom of our adversaries. 

. Hen. Then this remains, — that we divide our 

sonTohm and my cousin Westmoreland, 
York shall bend you, with your dearest 


SCENE n.-Another part oj 

rr^I-aHheUiouffudreh^ 

LS Worcester ! did we -ot 
1 onri tprms of love to all of you. 
d v^ould’st thou turn our offers contrary . 

the tenor of thy kinsman s trust . 

'ree knights upon our party slain to-day, 
noble earl, and many a creature else, 
id been alive this hour, 



SECOND PART OF 


KING HENRY l\ 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Travers and Morton., Domestics of Northumberland. 
Faestaff, Bardolph, Pistol, mid Page. 

Poms and Peto, Attendants on Prince Henry. 
Shallow and Silence, Country Justices, 

I>AVY, Servant to Shallow. 

Mouldy, Shadow, Wart, Feeble, and Bullcalf, 
Recruits. 

Fang and Snare, Sheriff’s Officers. 

Rumour. 

A Porter. 

A Dancer, Speaker of the Epilogue. 


King H.enby the Fourth. 

Henry, Prince of Wales, afterwards King Y 
Henry V. I 

TmuAB, Duke of Clarence, I 

Prince John of Lancaster, afterwards V 
(^KeiwyT.) Duke of Dedf or d, j 

Prince Humphrey ofGloster, afterwards | 
(2 Henry V.) Duke of Gloster, J 

Earl op Warwick, 
earl of WESTMOREL.AND, I 
Gow.er, f 

HaRCOUET, j 

Lord Chief JmTics of the King’s Bench. 

A Gentleman attending on the Chief Justice. 
Earl of Northumberland, 

Scroop, Archbishop of York, 

Lord jMowbray, 

Lord Hastings, 

Lord Bardolph, 

Sib John Coleville 


Lady Northumberland. 
Lady Percy, 

Hostess Q,uickly. 

Doll Te.\r-sheet. 


Enemies to the King. 


Lords and other Attendants ; Officers, Soldiers, Mes* 
senger, Drawers, Beadles, Grooms, &c. 


SCENE, — England, 


INDUCTION. 


Warkworth. Before Northumberland’s 
Castle, 

Enter Rumour, painted full of tongues. 

Mum. Open your ears; — for which of you will 
stop 

The vent of hearing, when loud Rumour speaks ? 

I, from the orient to the drooping west, 

Making the wdnd my post-horse, still unfold 
The acts commenced on this ball of earth : 

Upon my tongues continual slanders ride ; 

The which in every language I pronounce, 

Stuffing the ears of men with laise reports. 

I^speak of peace, while covert enmity, 

Under the smile of safety, wounds the world : 

And who but Rumour, who but only I, 

Make fearful musters, and prepar’d defence ; 

"Vi'hilst the big year, swoFn with some other grief, 
Is thought with child by the stern tyrant war,— 
And no such matter ! Rumour is a pipe 
Blown by surmises, jealousies, conjectures ; 

And of so easy and so plain a stop, 

That the blunt monster with uncounted heads. 

The still- discordant wavering multitude, 


Can play upon it. — But what need I thus 
Aly well-known body to anatomize 
Among my household ? Why is Rumour here I 
I run before king Hariy’s victory ; 

Who, in a bloody field by Shrewsbury, 

Hath beaten down young Hotspur, and his troops, 
Quenching the flame of bold rebellion 
Even with the rebels’ blood. .But what mean I 
To speak so true at first ? my office is 
To noise abroad,— that Harry Monmouth fell 
Under the wrath of noble Hotspur’s sword ; 

And that the king before the Douglas’ rage 
Stoop’d his anointed head as low as death. 

This have I rumour’d through the peasant towns 
Between that royal field of Shrev?sbury 
And this worm-eaten hold of ragged stone, 

Where Hotspur’s father, old Northumberland, 

Lies crafty-sick : the posts come tiring on, 

And not a man of them brings other new^s 
Than they have iearn’d of me ; From Rumour’s 
tongues 

They bring smooth comforts false, worse than true 
wrongs. iExit 


ACT 


That the lord Bardolph doth attend him here. 
Pori, His lordship is walk’d forth into the 
orchard ; 

Please it your honour, knock but at the gate, 

And he himself will answer. 
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a witness’d usurpation, - 


Enter Nobthumberi^nd. 

Here comes tlie earL 
,at Bews, lord Bardolph ? every minute 
i father of some stratagem : \ 

i wild ; contention, Hhe a horse 
_ madly hath broke loose, 

down all before him. ^ 

Noble earl, 

from Shrewsbury, 
heaven will ! . 

As good as heart can wish : 

[cr is almost wounded to the death ; 

“the fortune of 

'hand of Douglas: young pnnce John, 

and Stafford, fled the field ; 

brawn, the hulk sir John, 

O, such a day, 

foilow’i and so fairly won, 
to dignify the times, 

13 this deriv’d ? 
from Shrewsbury ? 
lord, that ' came 


Should be the father 
The times are wild ; 

Full of high feeding,^ 

And bears d ' 

Bard. 

I bring you certain news 
JVortk. Good, an ^ " 

Bard. 

The kinj 

I And, in ^ .. 

Prince Harry slam outright 

Kill’dby theh^..d.l 
And Westmoreland, 

And Harry Monmouth’s 
Is prisoner to your son : 

So fought, so 1 

Came not, till now. 

Since Csesar’s fortunes I 
North. 

Saw you the field ? 


How is 

came you hv, 

Bard. I spake with one, my 
from thence ; 

A gentleman well bred, and of go< 

That freely render'd me these ne\ 

North. Here comes my servan 
I sent 

On Tuesday last to listen after news. 

^ Bmd. My lord, I over-rode him on the way ; 

And he is furnish’d with no certainties, 

More than he haply may retail from me. 

Tbavees. 

North. Now, Travers, what good tidings come 

with you ? , t 

Tra. My lord, sir John Umfrevile turn d me back 
With joyful tidings ; and, being better hors , 
Out-rode me. After him, came, spurring haid, 

A gentleman almost forspent with speed. 

That stopp’d by me to breathe his bloodied horse : 
He ask’d the way to Chester ; and ot him 
I did demand, what news from Shrewshmy. 

He told me, that rebeUion had had luck, 

And that young Harry Percy’s spur was cold : 

With that, he gave his able horse the head. 

And, bending forward, struck bis armed heels 
Against the panting sides of his poor jade 
Up to the rowel-head ; and starting so, 

He seem’d in running to devour the way. 

Staying no longer question. 

North. Hal 

Said he, young Harry Perc^y s spur was cold . 

Of Hotspur, coldspur ? that rebelhon 
Had met ill luck ! 

Bard. My lord, I’ll tell you what r 

If my y oung lord your son have not the day , 

Upon mine honour, for a silken point 
I’ll give my barony : never talk of it. ^ 

North. Why should the gentleman, that rode by 
Give then such instances of loss ? [Travers, 

Bard. 

He was some hilding fellow, that had stol n 
The horse he rode on ; and, upon my life, 

Snoke at a venture. — Uookl here. comes more news. 


And make thee rich tor doing me sucn wiong. 

Mor. You are too great to he my me gainsaid ; 
Your spirit is too true, your fears too certain. ^ 
North. Yet, for all this, say not that Y^ercy s 
I see a strange confession in thine eye : idead. 

Thou shak’st thy head ; and hold st it fear or sm, 

To speak a truth. If he be slain, say so : ^ 

The tongue offends not, that reports his death : 

And he doth sin, that doth belie the dead ; 

Not he, which says the dead is not alive. 

Yet the first bringer of unwelcome news 
Hath but a losing office and his tongue 
Sounds ever after as a sullen bell, 

Remember’d knolUng a departing friend. 

Bard. I cannot tbink, my lord, your son is dead. 
Mor. I am sorry, I should force you to believe- 
That, which I would to heaven I had not seen : 

But these mine eyes saw Mm m bloody state, 

Rend’ ring faintquittance, wearied and out-breath ^ 

To Plarry Monmouth; whose swift wrath beat down 

The never-daunted Percy to the earth, j 

From whence 'with life he never more sprung up. | 

In few, his death (whose spirit lent a to | 

Even to the dullest peasant in the camp,) 1 

Being bruited once, took fire and heat away 
PrA-m the hest-temner’d courage in Ms troops . 


So looks the strond, whereon the imperious flood 
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Of tliose that turn’d their backs ; and, in Ills flight, 
StumbHng in fear, was took. The sum of all 

jg that the king hath won ; and hath sent out 

’speedy power to encounter you, my lord, 

Under the conduct of young Lancaster, 

And Westmoreland : this is the news at full. 
JSforth. For this I shall have time enough to 
mourn. 

In poison there is physic ; and these news, 

Having been well, that would have made me sick, 
Being sick, have in some measure made me well : 
And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken’d joints, 
Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper’s arms : even so my limbs, 
Weaken’d with grief, being now enrag’d with grief, 
Are thrice themselves : hence, therefore, thou nice 
crutch; 

A scaly gauntlet now, with joints of steel, 

Must glove this hand : and hence, thou sickly 
quoif; 

Thou art a guard too wanton for the head, 

Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron ; And approach 
The rugged’ st hour that time and spite dare bring, 
To frowm upon the enrag’d jNorthumberland : 

Let heav’n kiss earth I Now let not Nature’s hand 
Keep the wild flood confin’d ! let order die ! 

And let this world no longer be a stage, 

To feed contention in a lingering act ; 

But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Keign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end, 

And darkness be the burier of the dead I 

Tra. This strained passion doth you wTong, my 
lord. 

Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from your 
honour. 

3for. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health ; the which, if you give o’er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 

You cast the event of war, my noble lord, 

And summ’d the account of chance, before you 
said, — ■ 

Let us make head. It was your presurmise, 

That, in the dole o’ blows your son might drop : 
Y’ou knew, he walk’d o’er perils, on an edge, 

More likely to fall in, than to get o’er : 

You were advis’d, Ms flesh wms capable 
Of wounds, and scars ; and that his forward spirit 
Would lift him wdiere most trade of danger rang’d; 
Yet did you say, — Go forth ; aud none of this, 
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 
The stifl-borne action; What hath then befallen, 
Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth, 
More than that being which was like to be ? 

Bard. We aU, that are engaged to this loss, 
Knew that we ventur’d on such dangerous seas, 
That, if we wrought our life, ’twas ten to one : 

And yet we ventur’d, for the gain propos’d 
Chok’d the respect of likely peril fear'd ; 

And, since we are o’erset, venture again. 

Come, vre will all put forth ; body and goods. 

Mot. ’Tis more than time ; And, my most noble 
lord, 

I hear for certain, and do speak the truth, 

The gentle archbishop of Y’^ork is up, 

With well-appointed powers : he is a man, 

Who with a double surety binds his followers, 

My lord your son had only but the corps. 


But shadows, and the shows of men, to fight : 

For that same word, rebellion, did divide 
The action of their bodies from their souls ; 

And they did fight with queasiness, constrain’d, 

As men drink potions ; that their weapons only 
Seem’d on our side, but, for their spirits and souls, 
This word, rebellion, it had froze them up, 

As fish are in a pond : But now the bishop 
Turns insurrection to religion : 

Suppos’d sincere and holy in his thoughts, 

He’s follow’d both with body and with mind ; 

And doth enlai-ge his rising with the blood 
Of fair king Richard, scrap’d from Pomfret stones ; 
Derives from heaven Ms quarrel, and liis cause : 
Tells them, he doth bestride a bleeding land, 
Gasping for life under great Bolingbroke ; 

And more, and less, do flock to follow him. 

North. I knew of this before ; but, to speak 
truth. 

This present grief hath wip’d it from my mind. 

Go in with me : and counsel every man 
The aptest way for safety, and revenge : 

Get posts, and letters, and make Mends with speed ; 
Never so few, and never yet more need. lEjsemit. 


SCENE II. — London. A Street. 

Enter Sir John Falstafp, with Ms Page hearing Ms 
sword and buckler, 

FaL Sirrah, you giant, what says the doctor to 
my water ? 

Page. He said, sir, the water itself was a good 
healthy water : but for the party that owed it, he 
might have more diseases than he knew of. 

FaL Men of all sorts take a pride to gird at me : 

The brain of this foolish-compounded clay, man, 
is not able to vent anything that tends to laughter, 
more than I invent, or is invented on me ? I am 
not only witty in myself, but the cause that Mt is 
in other men. I do here walk before thee, like 
a sow, that hath overwhelmed all her litter but one. 

If the prince put thee into my service for any other 
reason than to set me off, why then I have no judg- 
ment. Thou w’^horeson mandrake, thou art fitter 
to be worn in my cap, than to wait at my heels. 

I w'as never manned with an agate till now ; but I 
will set you neither in gold nor silver, but in vile 
apparel, aud send you back again to your master, 
for a jewel ; the juvenal, the prince, your master, 
whose chin is not yet fledged. I will sooner have 
a heard grow in the palm of my hand, than he shall 
get one on his cheek ; and yet he will not stick to 
say, Ms face is a face-royal : God may finish it when 
he will, it is not a hair amiss yet : he may keep it 
still as a face-royal, for a barber shaE never earn 
sixpence out of it; and yet he will be crowing, as 
if he had writ man ever since his father was a 
bachelor. He may keep Ms own grace, but he is 
almost out of mine, I can assure Mm.- — -What 
said master Dumbletoii about the satin for my short 
cloak, and slops ? 

Page. He said, sir, you should procure him 
better assurance than Bardolpli : he would not take 
Ms bond and yours ; he liked not the security. | 

Pal. Let Mm be damned like the glutton ! may 
Ms tongue be hotter 1 — A whoreson Acliitophel I 
a rascaliy yea-forsooth knave! to bear a gentleman 
in hand, and then stand upon security 1— -The 
whoreson smooth-pates do now wear nothing but | 

high shoes, and bunches of keys at their girdles ; 
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and if a man is thorongli with them in honest talcing 
Tip, then they must stand upon — security. I had 
as lief they would put ratsbane in my mouth, as 
oifer to stop it with security. I looked he should 
have sent me two and twenty yards of satin, as I 
am a true knight, and he sends me security. Well, 
he may sleep in security ; for he hath the horn of 
abundance, and the lightness of his wife shines 
through it : and yet cannot he see, though he have 

his own lantern to light him. Where’s Bar- 

dolph? 

Page. He’s gone into Smithfield to buy your 
worship a horse. 

Fal. I bought him in Paul’s, and he’ll buy me a 
horse in Smithfield : an I could get me but a wife, 
in the stews, I w^ere manned, horsed, and wived. 

Enter the Lord Chief Justice, and an Attendant. 

Page. Sir, here comes the nobleman that com- 
mitted the prince for striking him about Bar dolph. 

Fal. Wait close, I will not see him. 

Ch. Just. What’s he that goes there ? ^ 

Atten. Falstaff, an’t please your lordship. 

Ch. Just. He that was in question for the 
robbei*y ? 

Atten. He, my lord; hut he hath since done 
good service at Shrewsbury; and, as I hear, is now 
going with some charge to the lord J ohn of Lan- 
caster. 

Ch. Just. What, to York? Call him back again. 

Atten. Sir John Falstaff ! 

Pal Boy, tell him, I am deaf. 

Page* You must speak louder ; my master is 
deaf. 

Ch. Just. I am sure, he is, to the hearing of any 
thing good. — Go, pluck him by the elbow ; I must 
speak with him. 

Atten. Sir John, 

Fal What ! a young knave, and beg 1 Is there 
not wars? is there not employment? Doth not the 
king lack subjects ? Do not the rebels need soldiers ? 
Though it be a shame to be on any side hut one, it 
is worse shame to beg than to he on the worst side, 
were it worse than the name of rebelhon can tell 
how to make it. 

Atten. You mistake me, sir. 

Fal Why, sir, did I say you were an honest 
man ? setting my knighthood and my soldiership 
aside, I had lied in my throat if I had said so. 

Atten. I pray you, sir, then set your knighthood 
and your soldiership aside ; and give me leave to tell 
you, you lie in your throat, if you say I am any 
other than an honest man. 

Fal. I give thee leave to tell me so 1 I lay aside 
that which grows to me ! If thou get’st any leave of 
me, hang me; if thou takest leave, thou wert 
better be banged ; You hunt-counter, hence 1 
avaunt ! 

Atten. Sir, my lord would speak with you. 

Ch. Just. Sir John Falstaff, a word with you. 

Fal. My good lord ! — God give your lordship 
good time of day. I am glad to see your lordship 
abroad : I heard say your lordship was sick : I hope, 
your lordship goes abroad by advice. Your lord- 
ship, though not clean past your youth, hath yet 
some smack of age in you, some relish of tlie sait- 
ness of time ; and I most humbly beseech your lord- 
ship, to have a reverend care of your health. 

Ch. Just. Sir John, I sent for you before your 
expedition to Shrewsbury, 


Fal An’t please your lordship, I hear, his ma- 
jesty is returned with some discomfort from "Wales. 

Ch. Just. I talk not of his majesty : — You would 
not come when I sent for you. 

Fal And I hear moreover, his highness is fallen 
into this same whoreson apoplexy. 

Ch. Just. Well, heaven mend him ! I pray, let 
me speak with you. 

Fal This apoplexy is, as I take it, a kind of 
lethargy, an’t please your lordship; a kind of 
sleeping in the blood, a whoreson tingling. 

Ch. Just. What tell you me of it.? be it as it is. 

Fal It hath its original from much grief ; from 
study, and perturbation of the brain: I have read 
the cause of his effects, in Galen ; it is a kind of 
deafness. 

Ch. Jizst. I think, you are fallen into the disease ; 
for yon hear not what I say to you. 

Fal Very well, my lord, very well: rather, a’nt 
please you, it is the disease of not listening, the 
malady of not marking, that I am troubled withal. 

‘ Ch. Just. To punish you by the heels, would 
amend the attention of your ears ; and I care not, 
if I do become your physician. 

Fal. I am as poor as Job, my lord; but not so 
patient : your lordship may minister the potion of 
imprisonment to me, in respect of poverty ; but 
how I should be your patient to follow your pre- 
scriptions, the wise may make some dram of a 
scruple, or, indeed, a scruple itself. 

Ch. Just* I §ent for you wdien there were mat- 
ters against you for your life, to come speak with 
me. 

Fal. As I was then advised by my learned counsel 
in the laws of this land-service, did not come. 

Ch. Just. Well, the truth is, sir John, you live 
in great infamy. 

Fal. He that buckles him in my belt, cannot 
live in less. 

Ch. J usf. Your means are very slender, and your 
waste is great. 

Fal I would it were otherwise ; I would my 
means were greater, and my waist slenderer, 

Ch. Just. You have misled the youthful, prince. 

Fal The young prince hath misled me : I am 
the fellow with the great belly, and he my dog. 

Ch. Just. Well, I am loath to gidl a new-healed 
wound ; your day’s service at Shrewsbury hath a 
little gilded over your night’s exploit onGads-hill: 
you may thank the unquiet time for your quiet o’er- 
posting that action. 

Fal My lord ? 

Ch. Just. But since all is well, keep it so ; wake 
not a sleeping wolf. 

Fal To wake a wolf, Is as bad as to smell a fox. 

Ch. Just, What ! you are as a candle, the better 
part burnt out. 

Fal A wassel candle, my lord ; all tallow ; if 
I did say of wax, my growth would approve the 
truth. 

Ch. Just. There is not a white hair on your face, 
but should have his effect of gravity. 

Fal His effect of gravy, gravy, gravy. 

Ch. Just. Y^ou follow the young prince up and 
down, like his ill angel. 

Fal Not so, my lord ; your ill angel is light ; 
but, I hope, he that looks upon me, will take me 
without weighing ; and yet, in some respects, J 
grant, I cannot go, I cannot tell : Virtue is of so 
little regard in these coster-monger times, that true 
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valour is turned bear-lierd : Pregnancy is made a 
tapster, and hath his quick wit wasted in giving 
reckonings : all the other gifts appertinent to man, 
as the malice of this age shapes them, are not worth 
a gooseberry. You, that are old, consider not the 
capacities of us that are young : you measure the 
heat of our livers with the bitterness of your galls : 
and we that are in the vaward of our youth, I must 
confess, are wags too. 

Ch. Just. Do you set down your name in the 
scroll of youth, that are written down old with all 
the characters of age ? Have you not a moist eye? 
a dry hand ? a yellow cheek? a white beard ? a de- 
creasing leg ? an increasing belly ? Is not your voice 
broken? your wund short? your chin double? your 
wit single ? and every part about you blasted with 
antiquity ? and will you yer call yourself young? 
Fye, fye, fye, sir John ! 

Fal. My lord, I was born about three of the 
clock in the afternoon, with a white head, and some- 
thing a round belly. For my voice, — I have lost 
it with hoilalng, and singing of anthems. To ap- 
prove my youth further, I will not : the truth is, I 
am only old in judgment and understanding ; and 
he that will caper with me for a thousand marks, 
let him lend me the money, and have at him. For 
the box o’the ear that the prince gave you — he 
gave it like a rude prince, and you took it like a 
sensible lord. I have checked him for it ; and the 
young lion repents : marry, not in ashes, and sack- 
cloth ; but in ne-w silk, and old sack. 

Ch. Just. Well, heaven send the prince a better 
companion 1 

Ful. Heaven send the companion a better prince ! 

I cannot rid my hands of him. 

Ch. Just. Well, the king hath severed you and 
prince Harry ; 1 hear, you are going with lord John 
of Lancaster, against the archbishop, and the earl 
of Northumberland. 

FaL Yea ; I thank your pretty sweet wit for it. 
But look you pray, all you that kiss my lady peace 
at home, that our armies join not in a hot day i 
for, by the Lord, I take but two shirts out with me* 
and I mean not to sweat extraordinarily : if it be 
a hot day, an I brandish any thing but my bottle, 

I would I might never spit white again. There is 
not a dangerous action can peep out Iris head, but 
I am thrust upon it : ^YeiI, 1 cannot last ever : But 
It was always yet the trick of our English nation, 

It they have a good thing, to make it too common. 

It you will needs say, I am an old man, you should 
give me rest. I would to God, my name were not 
so terrible to the enemy as it is. I were better to 
be eaten to death with rust, than to be scoured to 
notinng writli perpetual motion. 

Ch. Just. Well, be honest, be honest ; And God 
Diess your expedition ! 

W"rii your lordship lend me a thousand 
pound, to furnish me forth ? 
j Ch.Just Not a penny, not a penny; you are 
I too impatient to bear crosses. Fare you well: 

1 tommend me to my cousin W^estmoreland. 

^ Justice; md Attendant. 

If I do, fillip me with a three-man beetle. 

^ more separate age and covetous- 

fi, Til young limbs and lechery : 

m gout galls the one, and the pox pinches the 
*— Boy degrees prevent my curses. 

Sir? 


F al. What money is in my purse ? 

Page. Seven groats and two-pence. 

Fal l can get no remedy against this consump- 
tion of the purse ; borrowing only lingers and lingers 

it out, but the disease is incurable Go hear this 

letter to my lord of Lancaster ; this to the prince • 
this to the earl of W'estmoreland ; and this to old 
mistress Ursula, whom I have weekly sworn to 
marry since I perceived the first w^hite hair on^my 
-I About it ; you know where to find me. 

Page.] A pox of this gout ! or, a gout of 
tins pox ! for the one, or the other, plays the rogue 
with my great toe. It is no matter, if I do halt : I 
have the w^ars for my colour, and my pension sliall 
seem the more reasonable : A good wit will make use 
of any thing ; I will turn diseases to commodity. 

\^EsciL 


SCENE III. — York. A Room in the Arch- 
bishop Palace. 


Enter the Archbishop o/ York, the Lords Hastings, 
mowBRAY, and Bardolph. 

Arch. Thus have you heard our cause, and known 
our means ; 

And, my most noble friends, I pray you all, 

Speak plainly your opinions of our hopes : — 

And first, lord marshal, wdiat say you to it ? 

Moioh. I well allow the occasion of our arms ; 
But gladly would be better satisfied, 

How, in our means, we should advance ourselves 
To look with forehead bold and big enough 
Upon the power and puissance of the king. 

Hast. Our present musters grow upon the file 
To five and twenty thousand men of choice ; 

And our supplies live largely in the hope 
Of great Northumberland, whose bosom burns 
W'ith an incensed fire of injuries. 

Bard. The question then, lord Hastings, standeth 
thus ; 

Wliether our present five and twenty thousand 
IMay hold up head without Northumberland. 

Hast. W^ith him, we may. 

^ard. Ay, marry, there’s the point ; 

But if without him we be thought too feeble, 

My judgment is, we should not step too far 
Till we had his assistance by the hand ; 

For, in a theme so bloody-fac’d as this, 

Conjecture, expectation, and surmise 
Of aids uncertain, should not be admitted. 

Arch. ’Tis very true, lord Bardolph; for, in- 
deed, 

It was young Hotspur’s case at Shrewsbury. 

Bard. It was, my lord ; who lin’d himself with 
Eating the air on promise of supply, [hope, 

Flattering himself with project of a power 
Much smaller than the smallest of his thoughts : 
And so, with great imagination. 

Proper to madmen, led his powers to death, 

And, winking, leap’d into destruction. 

Hast. But, by your leave, it never yet did hurt, 
To lay down likelihoods, and forms ofliope- 

Bard. Yes, in this present quality of war ; 

Indeed the instant action, (a cause on foot,) 

Lives so in hope, as in an early spring 

We see the appearing buds; which, to prove fruit, 

Hope gives not so much warrant, as despair, 

That frosts will bite them. When we mean to 
build, 

We first survey the plot, then draw the model ; 
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And wlien we see the ligtire of the house, 

Then mnst we rate the cost of the erection : 
Which if we find outweighs ability, 

What do we then, but draw anew the model 
In fewer offices ; or, at least, desist 
To build at all ? Much more, in this great work, 
(Which is, almost, to pluck a kingdom down, 

And set another up,) should we survey 
The plot of situation, and the model ; 

Consent upon a sure foundation ; 

Question surveyors ; know our own estate, 

How able such a work to undergo, 

To weigh against his opposite ; or else, 

We fortify in paper, and in figures, 

Using the names of men, instead of men : 

Like one, that draws the model of a house 
Beyond his power to build it ; who, half through, 
Gives o’er, and leaves his part-created cost 
A naked subject to the weeping clouds, 

And waste for churlish winter’s tyx*anny. [birth,) 
Hast. Grant, that our hopes (yet likely of fair 
Should be still-horn, and that we now possess’d 
The utmost man of expectation ; 

I think, we are a body strong enough, 

Even as we are, to equal with the king. 

Bard> What! is the king but five and twenty 
thousand ? 

Hast. To us, no more ; nay, not so much, lord 
Bardolph. 

For his divisions, as the times do brawl, 

Are in three heads ; one power against the French, 
And one against Glendower ; perforce, a third 
Must take up us : So is the unfirm king 
In three divided ; and his coffers sound 
With hollow poverty and emptiness. 

Arch. That he should draw his several strengths 
And come against us in full puissance, [together, 
Need not be dreaded. 

Hast. If he should do so, 


ACT 

SCENE I. — London. A Street. 

Enter Hostess ; Fang, and Ms Boy, with her ; and Snare 
following. 

Host. Master Fang, have you entered the action ? 

Fang. It is entered. 

Host. Where is your yeoman ? Is it a lusty yeo- 
man.^ will ’a stand to’t? 

Fang. Sirrah, where’s Snare ? 

Host. O lord, ay : good master Snare. 

Snare. Here, here. 

Fang. Snare, wq must arrest sir John Falstaff. 

Host. Yea, good master Snare ; I have entered 
him and all. 

Snare. It may chance cost some of us our lives, 
for he wdll stab. 

Host. Alas the day ! take heed of him ; he stab- 
bed me in mine own house, and that most beastly : 
in good faith, ’a cares not what mischief he doth, if 
his weapon be out : he will foin like any devil ; he 
will spare neither man, woman, nor child. 

Fang. If I can close with him, I care not for his 
thrust. 

Host. No, nor I neither : I’ll be at your elbow. 

Fang. An I hut fist him once ; an ’a come but 
within my vice 

Host. 1 am undone by his going ; I warrant you, 


He leaves his back unarm’d, the French and Welsh 
Baying him at the heels : never fear that. 

Bard. Who, is it like, should lead his forces 
hither ? 

Hast. The duke of Lancaster, and Westmore- 
land ; 

Against the AYelsh, himself, and Harry Monmouth : 
But who is substituted ’gainst the French, 

I have no certain notice. 

Arch. ^ Let us on ; 

And publish the occasion of our arms. 

The commonwealth is sick of their own choice, 
Their over-greedy love hath sixrfeited : — 

An habitation giddy and nnsure 

Hath he, that buildeth on the vulgar heart. 

O thou fond many ! with wdiat loud applause 
Didst thou beat heaven wdth blessing Bolingbroke, 
Before he was what thou would’ st have him be ! 
And being now trimm’d in thine own desires, 
Thou, beastly feeder, art so Ml of Mm, 

That thou provok’st thyself to cast him up. 

So, so, thou common dog, didst thou disgorge 
Thy glutton bosom of the royd Richard ; 

And now thou would’st eat thy dead vomit up, 
And howl’st to find it? What trust is in these 
times ? 

They that, when Richard liv’d, would have him die, 
Are now become enamour’d on his grave t 
Thou, that threw’st dust upon Ms goodly head, 
When through proud London he came sighing on 
After the admired heels of Bolingbroke, 

Cry’st now, O earth., yield tis that king again, 

And take thou this ! O thoughts of men accurst ! 
Past, and to come, seem best; things present, 
worst. 

Mowh. Shall we go draw our numbers, and set 
on ? 

Hast We are time’s subjects, and time bids be 
gone. iEoseimi. 


II. 

he’s an infinitive thing upon my score : — Good 
master Fang, hold him sure good master Snare, 
let Mm not ’scape. He comes continually to Pie- 
corner, (saving your manhoods,) to buy a saddle ; 
and he’s indited to dinner to the luhbar’s head in 
Lumbert-sti*eet, to master Smooth’s the silkman : 
I pray ye, since my exion is entered, and my case 
so openly known to the world, let him be brought 
in to his answer, A hundred mark is a long loan 
for a poor lone woman to bear : and I have borne, 
and borne, and borne ; and have been fubbed off, 
and fubbed off, and fubbed off, from this day to 
that day, that it is a shame to be thought on. 
There is ng, honesty in such dealing ; unless a 
woman should be made an ass, and a beast, to 

bear every knave’s wrong. 

Enter Sir John Falstaff, Pago, and Bardolph. 
Yonder he comes ; and that arrant malmsey-nose 
knave, Bardolph, with him. Do your offices, do 
your offices, master Fang, and master Snare ; do 
me, do me, do me your offices. 

Fat How now ? whose mare’s dead ? what’s the 
matter ? 

Fang. Sir Jolm, I arrest you at the suit of mis- 
tress Quickly. 

Fal. Away, varlets ; — Draw, Bardolph ; cut 
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me off the villain’s head ; throw the quean in the 
channel. 

Host Throw me in the channel ? I’ll throw 
thee in the channel ! Wilt thou ? wnit thou ? thou 
bastardly rogue. ! — Murder, murder ! O thou honey- 
siiclde villain ! wilt thou kill God’s officers, and 
the king’s t 0 thou honey-seed rogue ! thou art a 
honey-seed ; a man queller, and a woman queller. 

Fal. Keep them off, Bardolph. 

Fang. A rescue ! a rescue ! 

Host. Good people, bring a rescue or turn. 

Thou wo’t, wo’t thou ? thou wo’t, wo’t thou? do, 
do, thou rogue 1 do, thou hemp-seed ! 

Fal Away, you scullion ! you rampallian ! you 
fustilarian 1 I’ll tickle your catastrophe. 

Enter the Lord Chief Jitstioe, attendeil. 

Ch. Just. What’s the matter? keep the peace 
here, ho ! 

Host. Good my lord, be good to me j I beseech 
you, stand to me ! 

Ch. Just. B.OW now, sir John? what, are you 
brawling here ? [ness ? 

Doth this become your place, your time, and busi- 

You should have been well on your way to York. 

Stand from him, fellow. W^herefore hang’st thou 
on him ? 

Host. O, my most worshipful lord, an’t please 
your grace, I am a poor widow of Easteheap, and 
he is arrested at my suit. 

Ch. J%ist. For what sum ? 

Bast. It is more than for some, my lord ; it is 
for all, all I have ; he hath eaten me out of house 
and home j he hath put all my substance into that 
fat belly of Ms : — but I will have some of it out 
again, or I’ll ride thee o’nights, like the mare. 

Fal I think, I am as like to ride the mare, if I 
have any vantage of ground to get up. 

Ch. Just. How comes this, sir John ? Fye ! what 
man of good temper w'ould endure this tempest of 
exclamation ? Are you not ashamed, to enforce a 
poor widow to so rough a course to come by her 
own? 

Fal What is the gross sum that I owe thee ? 

Host. Marry, if thou wert an honest man, thy- i 
self, and the money too. Thou didst swear to me 
I upon a parcel-gilt goblet, sitting in my Doij)hin- ] 
chamber, at the round table, by a sea-coal fire, < 


upon Wednesday in Whitsun-week, when the prince 
broke thy head for liking his father to a singing- 
man of Windsor ; thou didst swear to me then, as 
1 was washing thy wound, to marry me, and make 
me my lady thy wife. Canst thou deny it? Did not 
goodwife Keech, the butcher’s wife, come in then, 
and call me gossip Q,uick.ly ? coming in to borrow a 
mess of vinegar ; telling us, she had a good dish of 
prawns ; whereby thou didst desire to eat some : 
whereby I told thee, they were ill for a'green wound? 
And didst thou not, when she was gone dowTU stairs, 
j uesiremetobe no more so familiarity with such poor 
people ; saying, that ere long they should call me 
madam ? And didst thou not kiss me, and bid me 
fetch thee thirty shillings ? I put thee now to thy 
bo^-oath ; deny it, if thou canst ! 

Fal My lord, this is a poor mad soul : and she 
says, up and down the town, that her eldest son is 
you : she hath, been in good case, and, the 
distracted her. But for these 
agaffist ^ beseech you, I may have redress 

JusU Sir John, sir John, I am well acquainted 


le with your manner of wrenching the true can=;p 
the false way. It is not a confident brow, nor the 
w throng of words that come with such more than 
u impudent sauemess from you, can thrust me from a 
A 5^’^^sideration ; you have, as it appears to me, 

d practised upon the easy yielding spirit of this wo I 
a man, and made her serve youi* uses both in purse 
and person. 

Host. Yea, in troth, my lord. 

Ch. Just. Pr’ythee, peace Pay her the debt 
you ow-e her, and unpay the viliany you have done 
, with her ; the one you may do with sterling monev, 
and the other with current repentance. 

^ ^ undergo this sneap 

without reply. You call honourable boldness, im- 
pudent sauciness : if a man wuil make court’sv, and 
i say nothing, heisvirtuous: No, myiord, mylm^le 

duty remembered, I will not be your suitor : I say 
L to you, I do desire deliverance from these officers 
being upon hasty employment in the king’s affairs.’ 

L C/2.. Just. You speak as having power to do 

f effect of your reputation, 

and satisfy the poor woman. 

Fal Come hither, hostess. iTaking her aside. 
Enter Gower. 

Ch.Just. Now, master Gower: What news’ 
Goto. The k-ing, my lord, and HaiTy prince of 
wales, 

Are near at hand : the rest the paper tells. 

F al As I am a gentleman ; 

Host. Nay, you said so before. 

Fal. As I am a gentleman; Come, no more 

words of it. 

Host. By tMs heavenly gi-ound I tread on, I 
must be fam to pawn both my plate, and the ta- 
pestry of my dining-chambers. 

Fal Glasses, glasses, is the only drinking : and 
for thy walls,--a pretty slight di'ollery, or the story 
of the prodigal, or the German hunting in water- 
work, is worth a thousand of these bed-hangings 
and these fly-bitten tapestries. Let it be ten 
pound if thou canst. Come, an it were not for thy 
humours, there is not a better wench in England. 
Go, wash thy face, and draw thy action : Come, 
thou must not be in this humour with me ; dost 
I not know me ? Come, come, I know thou wast set 
on to this. 

Flost. Pray thee, sir John, let it be but twenty 
nobles ; i’faith I am loath to pawn my plate, in good 
earnest, la. ^ 

F al. Let it alone ; I’ll make other shift : you’ll 
be a fool still. 

Host. Well, you shall have it, though I pawn 
my gown. I hope, you’ll come to supper : You’ll 
pay me altogether ? 

Fal. WiU I live ? — Go, with her, with her ; Uo 
Bardolph.] hook on, hook on. 

Host. Will you have Doll Tear-sheet meet vou 
at supper ? 

Fal. No more words, let’s have her. 

iExeunt Hostess; Bardolph, Officers, and Page. 
Ch.Just. I have heard better news. 

Fal. W’hat’s the news, my good lord ? 

Ck. JusL Where lay the king last night? 

Gow. At Basingstoke, my lord. 

Fal. I hope, my lord, all’s weU: What’s the 
news, my lord ? 

Ch. JusL Come all his forces back ? 

Gow. No; fifteen hundred foot, five hundred j 
horse, j 
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Are marcb.’d np to my lord of Lancaster, 

Against Norttiumberland, and the archbishop. 

Fal. Comes the king back from Wales, my noble 

lord ? /, f w . 

Ch. Just, Yon shall haTe letters of me presently . 
Come, go along with me, good master Gower. 

Fal. My lord ! 

Ch, Just. What^s the matter ? 

Fal. Master Gower, shall I entreat you with me 

to dinner? j 4 i T 

Gow, I must wait upon my good lord here : i 

thank you. good sir John. 

Ch, Just. Sir John, you loiter here too long, 
being you are to take soldiers up in counties as 

you go. /-I 5 

Fal. W^ill you sup wdth me, master Gower 
Ch, Just. What foolish master taught you these 
manners, sir John ? 

Fal. Master Gower, if they become nae not, he 
was a fool that taught them me.— This is the right 
fencing grace, my lord ; tap for tap, and so part 

Ch. Just. Now the Lord lighten thee 1 thou art 
, j, T [Exeunt. 

a great fool. 


SCENE n. — The same. Another Street. 

Enter Prince Henry and Poins. 

F. Ben. Trust me, I am exceeding weary. 

Poim. Is it come to that? I had thought, weari- 
ness durst not have attached one of so high bloou. ] 
P. Be7i. Taith it does me ; though it discolours 
the complexion of my greatness to acknowledge it. 
Doth it not show vilely in me, to desire small beer ? 

Poins. Why, a prince should not be so_ loosely 
studied, as to remember so weak a composition. 

P. Hen. Belike then, my appetite was not 
princely got ; for, by my troth, I do now remember 
the poor creature, small beer. But, indeed, these 
humble considerations make me out of love wdth 
my greatness. What a disgrace is it to me, to 
remember thy name ? or to know thy face to- 
morrow ? or to take note how many pair of silk 
stockings thou hast ; vix. these, and those that 
were the peach-colour’ d ones ? or to bear the in- 
ventory of thy shirts ; as, one for superfluity, and 
one other for use ?— but that, the tennis court- 
keeper knows better than I ; for it is a low ebb of 
linen with thee, when thou keepest not racket there ; 
as thou hast not done a great while, because the rest 
of thy low-countries have made a shift to eat up 
thy holland : and God knows, whether those that 
bawl out the ruins of thy linen, sliaU inherit Ms 
kingdom : but the midwives say, the children are 
not in the fault ; whereupon the world increases, 
and kindreds are mightily strengthened, ! 

Poins. How iH it follows, after you have la- 
boured so hard, you should talk so idly i Tell me, 
how many good young princes would do so, their 
fathers being so sick as yours at this time is ? 

P. Hen. Shall I tell thee one thing, Poins ? 
Poins. Yes; and let it be an excellent good 
I thing. 

P. Hen. It shall serve among wits of no higher 
breeding than thine. 

Poins. Go to ; I stand the push of your one 
thing that you will tell. 

P. Hen. Why, I tell thee,— it is not meet that 
I should be sad, now my father is sick : albeit I 
could tell to thee, (as to one it pleases me, for 


fault of a better, to call my friend,) I could be sad 
and sad indeed too. 

Poins. Very hardly upon such a subject. 

P. Hen. By this hand, thou think’ st me as far 
in the devil’s book, as thou, and FalstafF, for obdu- 
racy and persistency : Let the end try the man. 
But I tell thee, — my heart bleeds inwardly, that 
my father is so sick : and keeping such vile com- 
pany as thou art, hath in reason taken from me all 
ostentation of sorrow. 

Poins. The reason ? 

P. Hen. Wiioi would’ st thou think of me, if I 
should weep ? 

Poins. I would think thee a most princely hy- 
pocrite. 

P. Hen. It would be eveiy man’s thought : and 
thou art a blessed fellow, to think as every man 
thinks : never a man’s thought in the world keeps 
the road- way better than thine ; every man would 
think me an hypocrite indeed. And what accites 
your most worshipful thought, to think so ? 

Poins. Why, because you have been so lewd, 
and so much engraffed to Falstaff. 

P. Hen. And to thee. 

Poins. By this light, I am well spoken of, I can 
hear it with my own ears : the worst that they can 
say of me is, that I am a second brother, and that 
I am a proper fellow of my hands ; and those two 
things, I confess, I cannot help — By the mass, 
here comes Bardolph. 

P. Hen. And the boy that I gave Falstaff ; he 
had him from me Christian : and look, if the fat 
villain have not transformed him to an ape. 

Enter Barbolfh and Page. 


Bard. ’Save yoiu' grace 1 
P. Hen. And yours, most noble Bardolph I 
Bard. Come, you virtuous ass, {to the Page.] 
you bashful fool, must you be blushing ? wherefore 
blush you now ? What a maidenly man-at-arms are 
you become ? Is it such a matter, to get a pottle- 
pot’s maidenhead ? 

Page. He called me even now, my lord, through 
a red lattice, and I could discern no part of his 
face from the window: at last, I spied his eyes; 
and, methought, he had made two holes in the 
ale-vv’ife’s new petticoat, and peeped through. 

P. Hen. Hath not the boy profited ?_ _ 

Bard. Away, you whoreson upright rabbit, away . 
Page, Away, you rascally Althea’s dream, away. 
P.''jlen. Instruct us, boy : What dream, hoy ? 
Page. Marry, my lord, Althea dreamed she was 
delivered of a fire-brand ; and therefore I call him 
her dream. 

i P. Hen, A crown*’ s worth of good interpretation. 

! -There it is, boy. /u'm ^n.7/. 

Poins. O, that this good blossom could be kept 
from cankers l—Well, there is sixpence to preserve 
thee. 

Bard. An you do not make him he hanged among 
you, the gallows shall have wi'ong. ,1,5 

P. Hen. And how doth thy master, Bardolph. 
Bard. Well, my lord. He heard of your grace s 
coming to town ; there’s a letter tor you. 

Poins. Delivered with good respect.— And fiow 
doth the martlemas, your nnxster ? 

Bard. In bodily health,, sir. 

Poins. Man7, the immortal part needs a phy- 
sician: but that- moves not him; though that he 
sick, it dies not. 
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P. Ben, I do allow this wtni to be as familiar 
with me as my dog : and he holds liis place ; for, 
look you, how" he writes. 

Poms. [/^£?ad6'.] John Falstaff, kmglit, 

Everyman must know that, as oft as he has occasion 
to name himself. Even like those that are kin to 
the king ; for they never prick their finger, but 
they say, There is some of the king's blood spilt ! — 
Boiv comes that? says he, that takes upon him 
not to conceive : the answ^er is as ready as a 
borrower's cap ; I am the kiufs poor cousin, sir. 

P. Hen. Nay, they w"ill be kin to us, or they 
will fetch it from Japhet. But the letter : — 

Poins. Sir John Falstaff, knight, to the son of 
the king, nearest his father, ilarrg prince of 
Wales, greeting.--~W\iy, this is a certificate. 

P. Hen. Peace ! 

Poins. I will imitate the honourable Romam in 
brevity : he sure means brevity in breath ; short- 
winded. — I commend me to thee, I commend thee 
and I leave lliee. Be not too familiar with Poins ; 
for he misuses thy favours so much, that he swears 
thou art to marry his sister Nell. Repent at idle 
times as tho u 7naifst, mid so farewell. 

Thine, by yea and no, (which is as 
much as to say, as thou usest him,) 
Jack Falstafl, with my faniiliai's ; 
John, with my brothers and sistei's ; 

and sir John with all Europe. 

My lord, I will steep this letter in sack, and make 
him eat it. 

P. He7i. That’s to make him eat tw-enty of his 
words. But do you use me thus, Ned must I 
marry your sister ' 

Poins. May the wench have no worse fortune ! 
but I never said so. 

^ P. Hen. Well, thus w"e play the fools with the 
time ; and the spirits of the wise sit in the clouds, 
and mock us. — Is your master here ia London ? 

Bard. Yes, my lord. 

P. Hen. Where sups he.^ doth the old boar ' 
feed m the old frank ? 

.Sard At the old place, my lord ; in Eastcbeap. 

P . Ben. What company } ’ 

Page. Ephesians, my lord ; of the old churcdi. 

; P. Ben. Sup any women with him ? i 

{ None, my lord, but old mistress Quick! V, { 
i and mistress DoU Tear-sheet. 

. P. Hen. What pagan may tliat be? ] 

: Page. A proper gentlewoman, sir, and a kins- ' 

j woman of my master’s. j 

j P. Ben. Even such kin, as the parish heifers ] 
I are to the town bull. — Shall we steal upon them, 
Ned, at supper ? \ 

Poins. 1 am your shadow, my lord ; IMl follow 1 
you. ^ 

j P. Ben. Sirrah, you boy,— and Bardolph no 1 
; j;ord to your master, that I am yet come to town : i 
j there s for your silence. 

Bard. I have no tongue, sir- j 

Page. And for mine, sir,— I will govern it \ 

Bardolph E 

Page.] ^This Doil Tear-sheet should be some C 
roaci, ^ 

foins. l warrant you, as common as the wav 
between Saint Alban’s and London. •'p 

see Falstaff bestow him- I-] 
eir to-night m his true colours, and not ourselves 

''ve'- .seen,' 
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Poins. Put on two leather jerkins, and aprons, 
and wait upon him at his table as drawers. 

_ P. Ben. From a god to a bull ? a heavy descen- 
sion . It was Jove’s case. From a prince to a pren- 
tice ? a low transformation ! that shall be mine : 

purpose must weigh with 
the foUy.— FoUow me, Ned. 


i SCENE III.—Warkworth. Before the Castle. 
^ Enter North mjBERLAND, Lady Northumberland, 
and Lady Percv. ’ 

r ^ l”’^y loving wife, and gentle 

Give even way unto my rough affiiirs : [daughter 
1 ut not you on the visage of the times, 

And be, like them, to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. I have given over, I will speak no 
more 

■Do what you will ; your wisdom be your guide. 

Afor/A. Alas, svreet wife, my honour is at pawn ; 
And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. O, yet, for God’s sake, go not to these 
wars ! 

The time was, father, that you broke your word, 
■\Vhen you were more endear’d to it than now ; ’ 
Vhen your own Percy, wiieii my heart’s dear Harry 
I brew many a northw^ard look, to see his father ' 
Bring up his powders ; but he did long in vain. 

Who then persuaded you to stay at home ? 

There were tw-o honours lost; yours, and your son’s. 
For yours— may heavenly glory brighten it ! 

For his, — it stuck upon him, as the sun 
Li the grey vault of heaven : and, by his light, 

■Did all the chivalry of England move 
To do brave acts ; he was, indeed, the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves. 

He had no legs, that practis’d not his gait : 

And speaking thick, which nature made his blemish, 
Became the accents of the valiant ; ! 

For those that could speak low, and tardily, I 

Would turn their own perfection to abuse," j 

To seem like him : So that, in speech, in gait, I 
In diet, in affections of delight, i 

In military rules, humours of blood, I 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, j 

That fashion’d others. And him, O w"ondrous 
O miracle of men him did you leave, [him I 
(Second to none, unseconded by you,) j 

To look upon the hideous god of war i 

In disadvantage ; to abide a field, I 

W here nothing but the sound of Hotspur’s name 
Did seem defensible : — so you left him : i 

Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong. 

To hold your honour more precise and nice i 

With others, than wdth Mm ; let them alone ; i 

The marshal, and the archbishop, are strong : ' 

Ilad my sw-eet Harry had but half their numbers, 
To-day might I, hanging on Hotspur’s neck. 

Have talk’d of Monmouth’s grave. 

North. Beshrew your heart, 

Pair daughter ! you do draw my spiritsTrom me. 
With new lamenting ancient oversights. 

But I must go, and meet with danger there ; 

Or it will seek me in another place, 

And find me worse provided. 

Lady N. O, fiy to Scotland, 

Till that the nobles, and the armed commons, 

Have of their puissance made a little taste. 

Lady P. If they get ground and vantage of the 

king, ' 
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Then ioin you with them, like a rih of steel, 

To mike sLngth stronger ; but 

Tirst let them tij themselves ; So did your so , 

He was so suffer’d ; so came I » 

And never shall have length of life enough, 

To rain upon remembrance with mine eyes, 

m?T grow and spront as high as heaven, 
For recordation to my noble husband. 

North. Come, come, go in with me : tis with 
my mind, , , . v , 

As with the tide sweU’d up unto its j 

That makes a stiil-stand. running neither way. 
Fain would I go to meet fbe archbishop, ^ 

But many thousand reasons hold me back 

I will resolve for Scotland ; there am 1, 

Till time and vantage crave my company. lEx 


SCENE IV London. A Room in the Boar 

Head Tavern^ in Eastcheap. 


Enter Two Drawers. 

1 Draw. What the devil hast thou brought 

there? apple-Johns? thou know st sir John cannot 

endure an apple-John. rirince 

2 Draw. Mass, thou gayest true : The prmce 

once set a dish of apple-Johns before torn, and toW 
him, there were five more sir Johns : and, Pitting 
off his hat,' said, I will now take my leave of time 
sh dry, round, old, withered krngfits. It angere 
him to the heart : but he hath forgot that. ^ 

1 Dratv. Why then, cover, and set them down . 

And see if thou canst find out Sneak s noise ; mis- 
tress Tear-sheet would fain hear some musick. 
Despatch The room where they supped, is too 
hot ; they’ll come in straight. _ 

2 Draw. Sirrah, here will be the pnnce, and 
master Poins anon : and they will put on 

our jerkins, and aprons; and sir John must not 
know of it : Bardolph hath brought word. 

1 Draw. By the mass, here will he old utis . it 

will be an excellent stratagem. , _ , , r-!t 

2 Draw. I’ll see, if I can find out SneaK. 

Enter Hostess and Doll Tear-skeet. 

Host. I'faith, sweet heart, methiiiks now you are 
in an excellent good temperality : your pulsidge 
beats as extraordinarily as heart would desire ; and 
your colour, I warrant you, is as red as any rose : 
But. i’faith, you have drunk too much canaries ; 
and that’s a marvellous searching wine, and it 
perfumes the blood ere one can say, —'What s this 
How do you now ? 

Doll Better than I was. Hem. 

Host. Why, that’s well said; a good hearts 
worth gold. ““Look, here comes sir John. 

Enter Falstaff, singing. 

Fal. When Arthur first in Empty the 

jordan.—^Tif^ was a worthy king ; [Exit Drawer.] 

—How now, mistress DoU ? 

Host Sick of a calm : yea, good sooth. 

Fal. So is all her sect ; an they be once m a 

calm, they are sick. „ *. 

Doll You muddy rascal, is that all the comfort 

you give me? „ , 

Fal You make fat rascals, mistress Dod- 
DolL X make them! gluttony and diseases make 
them ; 1 make them not. 

Fal If the cook help to make the gluttony, you 


help to make the diseases, Doll : we catch of you, 
Doll, we catch of you ; grant that, my poor virtue, 

grant that. . , 

Doll Ay, marry ; our chains, and our jewels. 
Fal Your brooches, pearls, and oivclies ; — ^for 
to serve bravely, is to come halting off, you know : 
To come off the breach with his pike bent bravely, 
and to surgery bravely ; to venture upon the charged 

chambers bravely : ^ 

Boll Hang yourself, you muddy conger, hang 
yourself ! 

Host. By my troth, this is the old fashion ; you 
two never meet, but you fall to some discord : you 
are both, in good troth, as rheumatick as two dry 
toasts ; you cannot one bear with another’s con- 
firmitik. What the good-year I one must bear, 
and that must be you : [to Doll.] you are the 
weaker vessel, as they say, the emptier vessel. 

Doll Can a weak empty vessel bear such ahuge 
full hogshead ? there’s a whole merchant’s venture 
of Bourdeaux stuff in him ; you have not seen a 
I hulk better stuffed in the hold.— Come, I’ll be 
I friends with thee, Jack : thou art going to the 
wars ; and whether I shall ever see thee again, or 
no, there is nobody cares. 


Be-enter Drawer. 

Draw. Sir, ancient Pistol’s below, and would 

speak with you. ^ ^ 

Doll Hang him, swaggering rascal ! let him not 
come hither : it is the foul mouth’dst rogue in 

England. , , . . , 

Host. If he swagger, let him not come here ; 
no, by my faith ; I must live amongst my neigh- 
bours; I'll no swaggerers: I am in good name and 
fame with the very best : — Shut the door there 
comes no swaggerers here ; I have not lived all 
this while, to have swaggering now shut the 
door, I pray you. 

Fal Dost thou hear, hostess ? — ^ 

Host. Pray you, pacify yourself, sir John; there 
comes no swaggerers here. ^ 

Fal Dost thou hear ? it is mine ancient. 

Host. Tilly-fally, sir John, never tell me ; your 
ancient swaggerei- comes not in my doors. X was 
before master Tisick, the deputy, the other day; 
and, as he said to me,— it was no longer ago than 
Wednesday last, — Neighbour Quickly, says he ; 
master Dumb, our minister, was by then ;— 
bottr Quickly, says he, receive those that are amt I 
for saith he, you are in an ill name now he said 
so, I can tell Whereupon ; /or, says he, you are an 
honest woman, and well thought on therefore take 
heed what guests you receive: Hecewe, says he, no 

swaggering companions There comes non 

here ;— you would bless you to hear what he sad . 
— no, I’ll no swaggerers 1 

Fal He’s no swaggerer, hostess; a tamecheatei, 

he ; you may stroke him as gently as a 
hound : he will not swagger with a Larbary hen, if 
her feathers turn back in any show of resistance.— 
Call him up, drawer. i 

Host. Cheater, call you him? 
man my house, nor no cheater : But I do 
swaggering; by my troth, i am tne wos > , 

one says — swagger: feel, masters, how 
look you, I warrant you. 

Doll So you do, hostess. 

Host. Doll yea, in veiy truth, do I, an tweie 

an aspen leaf: I cannot abide swaggerers. 
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Enter Pistol, Bardolph, and Page. 

PisL ^Save you, sir John ! 

Fal. Welcome, ancient Pistol. Here, Pistol, I 
charge yon with a cup of sack : do yon discharge 
upon mine hostess. 

Fist, I will discharge upon her, sir John, with 
two bullets. 

Fal She is pistol-proof, sir ; yon shall hardly 
offend her. 

Host. Come, Fil drink no proofs, nor no bullets : 
ril drink no more than will do me good, for no 
man’s pleasure, 1. 

Fist, Then to you, mistress Dorothy ; I will 
charge you. 

Doll. Charge me ? I scorn you, scurvy companion. 
What ! you poor, base, rascally, cheating, lack-linen 
mate ! Away, you mouldy rogue, aw'ay ! I xmi meat 
for your master. 

Fist, I know you, mistress Dorothy. 

JDoU. Away, you cut-purse rascal! you filthy 
hung, away ! by this wine, Pll thrust my knife in 
your mouldy chops, an you play the saucy cuttle 
with me. Away, you bottle-ale rascal ! you bas- 
ket-hilt stale juggler, you! — Since wiien, I pray 
you sir } — What, with tw^-o points on your shoulder 
much I 

Fist. I will murder your ruff for this. 

Fal. No more, Pistol ; I wmuld not have you go 
off here : discharge yourself of our company, Pistol. 

Host. No, good captain Pistol ; not here, sweet 


Most O my word, captain ; there’s none such 
here. What the good-year ! do you think, I would 
deny her ? for God’s sake, be quiet. 

PisL Then, feed and be fat, my fair Calipolis : 
Come, give’s some sack. 

Sifortuna me iormenta., sperato me contenta.-— 
Fear w^e broadsides ? no, let the fiend give fire : 
Give me some sack ; — and, sw^eetheart, lie thou 
there. doivn ins sword. 

Lome we to full points here; and are eUceteras 
nothing ? 

Fal. Pistol, I would be quiet. - 
PisL Sweet knight, I kiss thy neif ; What ! we 
have seen the seven-stars. 

Boll. Thrust him down stairs ; I cannot endure 
such a fustian rascal. 

Fist. Thrust him down stairs ! know we not 
Galloway nags ? 

Fal. Quoit him down, Bardolph, like a shove- 
groat shilling: nay, if he do nothing but speak 
nothing, he shall be nothing here. 

Bm'd. Come, get you down stairs. 

Fist. What ! shall we have incision ? shall we 

imbrue ? [^Snat chi n<] vp his sicord. 

Then death rock me asleep, abridge my doleful 
days ! 

\Miy then, let grievous, ghastly, gaping wounds 
Untwine the sisters-three ! Come, Atronos, I sav ' 


ten times better than the nine worthies. — ^Ah, v 
lain! 

Fal. A rascally slave! I will toss the rogue 


a blanket. 

Doll. Do, if thou darest for thy heart 


it on my 
:he rogue 



P. Hen. Peto, how now ? what news ? 

PeL The king your father is at Westminster ; 
And there are twenty weak and wearied posts, 
Come from the north : and, as I came along, 

I met, and overtook, a dozen-captains, 
Bare-headed, sweating, knocking at the taverns, 
And asking every one for sir John Falstaff. 

P. Hen, By heaven, Poins, I feel me much to 
So idly to profane the precious time ; [blame, 
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Enter behind, Prince Henry and Poins, disguised 
like Drawers. 

Pal. Peace, good Doll! do not speak like a death’s- 
head : do not bid me remember mine end. 

Doll Sirrah, what humour is the prince of? 

Fal. A good shallow young fellow: he wmuld 
have made a good pantler, he would have chipped 
bread well. 

Doll They say, Poins has a good wit. 

Fal. He a good wit? hang him, baboon! his 
wit is as thick as Tewksbury mustard ; there is no 
more conceit in him, than is in a mallet. 

Doll Why does the prince love him so then ? 

Pal Because their legs are both of a bigness : 
and he plays at quoits well ; and eats conger and 
fennel ; and drinks off candles’ ends for fiap-dra- 
goiis ; and rides the wild mare with the boys ; and 
jumps upon joint-stools : and swears with a good 
grace ; and wears his boot very smooth, like unto 
the sign of the leg ; and breeds no bate with telling 
of discreet stories, and such other gambol -faculties 
he hath, that show a weak mind and an able body, 
for the which the prince admits him : for the prince 
himself is such another ; the weight of a hair will 
turn the scales between their avoirdupoise. 

P. Hen. Would not this nave of a wheel have 
his ears cut off ? 

Poins. Let’s beat him before his whore. 

P. Hen, Look, if the withered elder hath not 
his poll clawed like a parrot. 

Poins, Is it not strange, that desire should so 
many years outlive performance ? 

Fal. Kiss me, Doll. 

P. Hen. Saturn and Venus this year in conjunc- 
tion ! what says the almanack to that ? 

Poins. And, look, whether the fiery trigon, his 
man, be not lisping to his master’s old tables 5 his 
note-book, his counsel-keeper. 

Fal, Thou dost give me flattering busses. 

Doll Nay, truly ; I kiss thee with a most con- 
stant heart. 

Fal I am old, I am old. 

Doll I love thee better than I love e’er a scurvy 
young boy of them all. 

Fal What stuff wilt have a kirtle of? I shall 
receive money on Thursday ; thou shalt have a cap 
to-morrow. A merry song, come : it grows late, 
we’ll to bed. — Thou’lt forget me, when I am gone! 

Doll By my troth thou’lt set me a weeping, an 
thou sayest so : prove that ever I dress myself 
handsome till thy return Well, hearken the end. 

Fal Some sack, Francis. 

P. Hen. Poins. Anon, anon, sir. ^Advancing. 

Fal Ha! a bastard son of the king’s? — And 
art not thou Poins his brother ? 

P. Hen. Why, thou globe of sinful continents, 
what a life dost thou lead ? 

Fal. A better than thou; I am a gentleman, 
thou art a draw^er. 

P. Hen. Very true, sir ; and I come to di'aw 
you out by the eai'S. 

Host. 0, the lord preserve thy good grace ! by 
my troth, welcome to London. — Now the Lord 
bless that sweet face of thine ! O Jesu, are you 
come from Wales ? 

Fal. Thou whoreson mad compound of majesty, 
— ^by this light flesh and corrupt blood, tlrou art 
welcome. [^Leaning his hand upon Doll. 

Doll How* you fat fool, I scorn you. 

Poins. My lord, he will drive you out of your 


revenge, and turn all to a merriment, if you take 
not the heat. 

P. Hen. You whoreson candle-mine, you, how 
vilely did. you speak of ‘me even now, before this 
honest, virtuous, civil gentlewoman ? 

Host ’Blessing o’your good heart! and so she 
is, by my troth. 

Fal. Didst thou hear me ? 

P. Hen. Yes ; and you knew me, as you did 
when you ran away by Gads-hill : you knew, I was 
at your back : and spoke it on purpose, to try my 
patience. 

Fal^ No, no, no, not so ; I did not think, thou 
wast wdthin hearing. 

P. Hen. I shall drive you then to confess the 
wilful abuse ; and then I know how to handle you. 

Fal. No abuse, Hal, on mine honour ; no abuse. 

P. Hen. Not ! to dispraise me ; and call me 

pantier, and bread-chipper, and I know not what ? 

Fal No abuse, Hal. 

Poins. No abuse ! 

Fal. No abuse, Ned, in the world; honest Ned, 
none. I dispraised him before the wicked, that the 

wicked might not fall in love with him : in which 

doing, I have done the part of a careful friend, and 
a true subject, and thy father is to give me thanks 
for it. No abuse, Hal ; — none, Ned, none no, 
boys, none. 

P. Hen. See now, whether pure fear, and entire 
cowardice, doth not make thee wrong this virtuous 
gentlewoman to close with us ? Is she of the wick- 
ed ? Is thine hostess here of the wicked ? or is the 
boy of the wicked ? Or honest Bardolph, whose 
zeal burns in his nose, of the wicked ? 

Poins. Answer, thou dead^elm, answer, 

Fal, Theflend hath pricked down Bardolph, ir- 
recoverable ; and liiil face is Lucifer’s privy-kitchen, 
where he doth nothing but roast malt-worms. For 
the boy, — there is a good angel about him ; but the 
devil outbids him too. 

P. Hen. For the w^omen, 

Fal For one of them, — she is in hell already, 
and burns, poor sotil ! For the other,— I owe her 
money; and whether she be damned for that, I 
know not. 

Host. No, I warrant you. 

Fal No, I think thou art not ; I think, thou art 
quit for that : Marry, there is another indictment 
upon thee, for suffering flesh to be eaten in thy 
house, contrary to the law ; for the •which, I think, 
thou wilt howl. 

Host Ail victuallers do so : What’s a joint of 
mutton or two in a whole Lent ? 

P. Hen. You, gentlewoman, 

Doll What says your grace ? 

Fal. His grace says that which his flesh rebels 
against. 

Host. Who knocks so loud at door ? look to the 
door, there, Francis. 
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■When tempest of commotion, like the south 
Borne with black vapour, doth begin to melt, 

And drop upon our bare unarmed heads. 

Give me my sword, and cloak Falstaft’, good night. 
[Exeunt Prince Henry, Poins, Peto, and Bardolph. 
Fal. Now comes in the sweetest morsel of the 
night, and we must hence, and leave it unpicked. 
[Knocking heard.] More knocking at the door ? 

Re-enter Bardolph. 

How now ? what's the matter ? 

Bm’d, lou must away to court, sir, presently ; 
a dozen captains stay at door for you. 

FaL Pay the musicians, sirrah. Page.] — 

Farewell, hostess ;~fiirewell, Doll. — You see, my 
good wenches, how men of merit are sought j|fter : 
the undeserver may sleep, when the man of action 


is called on. Farewell, good wenches : If I be not 
sent away post, I will see you again ere I go. 

Doll. I cannot speak; — If my heart be not 
ready to hurst : — Well, sweet Jack, have a care of 
thyself. 

Fal, Farewell, farewell. 

[_Exeimt FAI.STAFF and Bardolph, 

Host. Well, fare thee vrell : I have known thee 
these twenty- nine years, come peascod time ; but 
an honester and truer-hearted man, — WYli, fare 
thee well. 

Bard. [ WitMnS] Mistress Tear-sneet, 

Host. What's the matter ? 

Bard. [ Withm.] Bid mistress Tear-sheet come 
to my master. 

Host. O run, Doll, run ; run, good Doll. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE I. — A Room in the Palace. 

Enter King Henry iithis nightgown, with a Pngc. 

K. Hen. Go, call the earls of Surrey and of 
Warwick ; 

But, ere they come, bid them o'er-read these 
letters, 

And well consider of them : Makegood speed. 

[Exit Page. 

How many thousand of my poorest subjects 
Are at this hour asleep I — Sleep, gentle sleep, 
Nature’s soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 

That thou no more wilt weigh my eye-lids down, 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness } 

Why, rather, sleep, |iest thou in smoky cribs, 

Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, 

And hush’d with buzzing night-dies to thy slumber ; 
Than in the perfum’d chambers of the great, 

Under the canopies of costly state, 

And lull’d with sounds of sweetest melody ? 

0 thou dull god, why liest thou with the vile, 
in loathsome beds ; and leav’st the kingly couch, 

A watch-case, or a common ’laruni bell ? 

Wilt thou upon the high and giddy mast 
Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperious surge ; 

And in the visitation of the winds, 

Who take the rufiSan billows by the top, 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deaf’ning clamours in the slippery clouds, 
That, with the burly, death itself awakes ? 

Can’st thou, O partial sleep 1 give thy repose 
To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude ; 

And, in the calmest and most stillest night, 

With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king ? Then, happy low, lie down ! 
Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown. 

JErticr Warwick Surrey. 

War. Many good morrows to your majesty i 
K. Hen. Is it good morrow, lords ? 

War. ’Tis one o’clock, and past. 

K. Hen. W-hy then, good morrow to yon all, my 
lords. 

Have you read o’er the letters that I sent you ? 
War. "We have, my liege. 

K. Hen. Then you perceive, the body of our 
kingdom 

How foul it is ; what rank diseases grow, 

And with what danger, near the heart of it. 


War. It is hut as a body, yet, distemper’d ; 
Which to his former strength may be restor’d, 

With good advice, and little medicine ; 

My lord Northumberland will soon be cool’d. 

K. Hen. O heaven !. that one might read the 
book of fate ; 

And see the revolution of the times 

Make mountains level, and the continent 

(Weary of solid firmness,) melt itself 

Into the sea 1 and, other times, to see 

The beachy girdle of the ocean 

Too wide for Neptune’s hips ; how chances mock, 

And changes fill the cup of alteration 

With divers liquors ! O, if this were seen, 

The happiest youth, — viewing his progress through, 
What perils past, what crosses to ensue, — 

Would shut the book, and sit him down and die. 
'Tis not ten years gone, 

Since Richard, and Northumberland, great friends, 
Did feast together, and, in two years after, 

Were they at wars : It is but eight years, since 
This Percy was the man nearest my soul ; 

Who like a brother toil’d in my afiairs. 

And laid his love and life under my foot ; 

Yea, for my sake, even to the eyes of Richard, 
Gave him defiance. But which of you was by, 
(You, cousin Nevil, as I may remember,) 

[To Warwicil. 

WYien Richard,— with his eye brimfidl of tears, 
Then check’d and rated by Northumberland, — 
Did speak these words, now prov’d a prophecy ? 
Northumberland., thou ladder, by the which 
My cousin Boling broke ascends my throne 
Though then, heaven knows, I had no such intent; 
But that necessity so bow’d the state, 

That I and greatness were compell’d to kiss : 

The time shall come, thus did he follow it, 

The time will come, that foul sin, gathering head , 
Shall break into eorrwption : — so went on, 
Foretelling this same time’s condition, 

And the ^.vision of our amity. 

War, There is a history in all men’s lives, 
Figuring the nature of the times deceas’d : 

The which observ’d, a man may prophecy. 

With a near aim, of the main chance of things 
As yet not come to life ; which in their seeds, 

And weak beginnings, lie intreasured. 

Such things become the hatch and brood of time “ 
EE' 
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Asd, by tbe necessary form of this, 

King Richard might create a perfect guess, ^ 

That great Northumberland, then false to him, 
'Would, of that seed, grow to a greater falseness ; 
Which should not find a ground to root upon, 
Unless on you. 

K. Men. Are these things then necessities ? 
Then let us meet them like necessities : — ■ 

And that same word even now cries out on us ; 
They say, the bishop and Northumberland 
Are fifty thousand strong. 

JVar. It cannot be, my lord ; 

Rumour doth double, like the voice and echo, 

The numbers of the fear’d Please it your grace, 
To go to bed ; upon my life, my lord. 

The powers that you already have sent forth. 

Shall bring this prize in very easily. 

To comfort you the moi*e, I have receiv’d 
A certain instance, that Giendower is dead. 

Your majesty hath been this fortnight ill ; 

And these unseason’d hours, perforce, must add 
Unto your sickness* 

K. Hen. I will take your counsel ; 

And, were these inward wars once out of hand, 

We would, dear lords, unto the Holy Land. 

lExetmt 


SCENE 11 . — Court before Justice Shallow’s 
House in Gloucestershire. 


Enter SuALinw and Silence, meetings Mouldy, Shadow, 
Wart, Feeble, Bull-calf, and Servants behind, 

Shal. Come on, come on, come on ; give me 
your hand, sir, give me your hand, sir : an early 
stirrer, by the rood. And how doth my good cousin 
Silence ? 

Sil. Good morrow, good cousin Shallow. 

Shal And how doth my cousin, your bedfellow ? 
and your fairest daughter, and mine, my god- 
daughter Ellen ? 

Sil. Alas, a black ouzel, cousin Shallow 

Shal. By yea and nay, sir, I dare say, my cousin 
William is become a good scholar : He is at Oxford, 
still, is he not ? 

Sil Indeed, sir ; to my cost. 

Shal. He must then to the inns of court shortly : 
I was once of Clement’s-inn ; where, I think, they 
will talk of mad Shallow yet. 

Sil. You were called — ^lusty Shallow, then, cousin. 

Shal. By the mass, I was called any thing ; and 
I would have done any thing, indeed, and roundly 
too. There was I , and little John Doit of Stafford- 
shire, and black George Bare, and Francis Pickbone, 
and Will Squele a Cotswold man, — ^youhad not four 
such swinge-buckiers in all the inns of court again : 
and, I may say to you, we knew where the hona- 
rohas were ; and had the best of them all at com- 
mandment. Then was Jack Falstaff, now sir John, 
a boy ; and page to Thomas Mowbray, duke of 
Norfolk. 

Sil. This sir John, cousin, that comes hither 
anon about soldiers ? 

ShaL The same sir John, the very same. I saw 
him break Skogan’s head at the court gate, when he 
was a crack, not thns high : and the very same day 
did I fight with one Sampson Stockfish, a fruiterer, 
behind Gray’s inn. O, the mad days that I have 
spent ! and to see how many of mine old acquaint- 
ance are dead! 

Sil. We shall all follow, cousin. 


Shal. Certain, ’tis certain ; very sure, very sure . 
death, as the Psalmist saitli, is certain to ail ; all 
shall die.— How a good yoke of bullocks at Stam- 
ford fair 1 

Sil Truly, cousin, I was not there. 

Shal. Death is certain — Is old Double of your 
town living yet ? 

Sil. Dead, sir. 

Shal. Dead ! — see, see ! — he drew a good bow • 
And dead! — he shot a fine shoot John of Gauni 
loved him well, and betted much money on his head. 
Dead ! — he would have clapp’d i’the clout at twelve 
score ; and carried you a forehand shaft a fourteen 
and fourteen and a half, that it would have done a 
man’s heart good to see. — — How a score of ewes 
now ? 

SU. Thereafter as they he ; a score of good ewes 
may be worth ten pounds. 

Shal And is old Double dead ! 

Enter Bardolph, and one with Mm .. 

Sil. Here come two of sir John Falstaff’s men, 
as I think. 

Bard. Good morrow, honest gentlemen : I be- 
seech you, which is justice Shallow. 

Shal. I am Robert Shallow, sir ; a poor esquire 
of this county, and one of the king’s justices of the 
peace : What is your good pleasure with me ? 

Bard. My captain, sir, commends him to you : 
my captain, sir John Falstaff : a tall gentleman, by 
heaven, and a most gallant leader. 

Shal. He greets me well, sir ; I knew him a 
good backsword man : Plow’- doth the good knight ? 
may I ask, how my lady his wife doth ? 

Bard. Sir, pardon ; a soldier is better accom- 
modated, than with a wife. 

Shal. It is well said, in faith, sir; and it is w^ell 
said indeed too. Better accommodated I — ^it is 
good ; yea, indeed, it is : good phrases are sm*ely, 
and ever were, very commendable. Accommo- 
dated I — it comes from accommodo : yqtj good ; a 
good phrase. 

Bard. Pardon me, sir : I have heard the word. 
Phrase, call you it } By this good day, I know 
not the phrase : but I will maintain tlue word with 
my sword, to be a soldier-like word, and a word of 
exceeding good command. Accommodated ; That 
is, wdien a man is, as they say, accommodated : or, 
when a man is, — being, — ^whereby, — he may be 
thought to be accommodated ; which is an excellent 
thing. 

Enter Falstaff. • 

Shal. It is very just : — Look, here comes good 
sir John. — Give me your good hand, give me your 
worship’s good hand : By my troth, you look well, 
and bear your years very well : welcome, good sir 
John. 

Fal I am glad to see you well, good master 
Robert Shallow : — Master Sure-card, as I think.^ 

Shal. No, sir John ; it is my cousin Silence, in 
commission with me. 

Fal. Good master Silence, it well befits you 
should be of the peace. 

SIL Your good -worship is -welcome. 

Fal Fyel this is hot weather. — Gentlemen, 
have you provided me here half a dozen sufficient 
men? 

Shal. Marry, have "we, sir. 'Will you sit ? 

Fal Let me see them, I beseech you. 

Shal Where’s the roll? where’s the roll? 
where’s the roll ? — Let me see, let me see. So, 
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so. so, so : Yea, marry, sir : — Ralph Mouldy : — 
let them appear as I caU ; let them do so, let them 
so.— Let me see ; Where is Mouldy ? 

Moul Here, au’t please you. 

Shal. What think you, sir J oliii ? a good limbed 
fellow : young, strong, and of good friends. 

Fal. Is thy name Mouldy ? 

3fotiL Yea, aiiR please you. 

Fal 'Tis the more time thou w*ert used. 

Shal Ha, ha, ha! most excellent., Rfaith! 
things that are mouldy, lack use: Very singular 
<?oodI — In faith, well said, sir John; very well 


Fal Prick him. [To Shallow. 

3£otd. I was pricked well enough before, an you 
could have let me alone ; my old dame will be un- 
done now, for one to do her husbandry, and her 
drudgery : you need not to have pricked me ; there 
are other men htter to go out than I. 

Fal Go to ; peace. Mouldy, you shall go. 
Mouldy, it is time you were spent. 

Moul Spent ! 

Shal Peace, fellow, peace ; stand aside ; Know 
you where you are ?— For the other, sir John : — 
let me see ; — Simon Shadow ! 

Fal Ay many, let me have him to sit under ; 
he’s like to be a cold soldier, 

Shal Where’s Shadow ? 

Shad. Here, sir. 

Fal Shadow, whose son art thou ? 

Shad. My mother’s sir. 

Fal Thy mother’s son 1 like enough ; and thy 
father’s shadow : so the son of the female is the 
shadow of the male : It is often so, indeed ; but 
not much of the father’s substance. 

Shal Do you like him, sir John ? 

Fal. Shadow will serve for summer, — prick 
him for v/e have a number of shadows to fill up 
the muster-book. 

Shal Thomas Wart ! 

Fal Where’s he ? 

Wart. Here, sir. 

Fal Is thy name Wart } 

Wart. Yea, sir. 

Pal Thou art a very ragged wart. 

Shal Shall I prick Mm, sir John ? 

Fal It \yere superfluous ; for his apparel is 
built upon his back, and the wdiole frame stands 
upon pins : prick him no more. 

Shal Ha, ha., ha !— you can do it, sir ; you can 
do it : I commend you well.—Francis Feeble ! 

Pee. Here, sir. 

Pal What trade art thou, Feeble ? 

Pee. A woman’s tailor, sir. 

Shal Shall I prick him, sir ? 

Pal You may : but if he had been a man’s 
tailor, he would have pricked you.— Wilt thou 
make as many holes in an enemy’s battle, as thou 
hast done in a woman’s petticoat ! 

Pee. I will do my good will, sir ; you can have 
no more. 

Pal Well said, good woman’s tailor ! well said, 
^Jourageous Feeble ! Thou wilt be as valiant as the 
wrathful dove, or most magnanimous mouse. — 
Pnidc the woman’s tailor well, master Shallow ; 
aeep, master Shallow. 

Pee^. I would, Wart might have gone, sir. 

^Fall would, thou wert, a maa'’s tailor; that 
mou might’st mend him, and make him fit to go. 

1 cannot put him to a private soldier, that is the 


.c at. i^ome, tiiou slialt go to the wars m a gown ; 
we will have away thy cold ; and I will take such 
order, that thy friends shall ring for thee. — Is here 
all ? 

Shal. Here is two more called than your number ; 
you must have but four here, sir and so, I pray 
you, go in with me to dinner. 

Fal Come, I will go drink with you, but I can- 
not tarry dinner. I am glad to see you, in good 
troth, master Shallow. 

Shal O, sir John, do you remember since wc 
lay all night in the windmill in Saint George’s 
fields f 

Fal No more of that, good master Shallow, no 
more of that 

Shal. Ha, it was a merry night. And is Jane 
Night-work alive } 

Fal She lives, master Shallow. 

Shal. She never could away with me. 

Fal. Never, never: she would always say, she 
could not abide master Shallow. 

Shal. By the mass, I could anger her to the 
heart. She was then a bona-roba. Doth she hold 
her own well ? 

Fal Old, old, master Shallow. 

Shal. Nay, she must be old ; she cannot choose 
but be old ; certain, she’s old ; and had Robin 
Night-work by old Nightwork, before I came to 
Clement’s inn. 

Sil. That’s fifty-five year ago. 

Shal Ha, cousin Silence, that thou hadst seen 
that that this knight and I have seen !-— Ha, sir, 
John, said I w'ell } 

Fal. We have heard the chimes 
master Shallow. 

Shal. That we have, that we have, that we have 
in faith, sir John, we have ; our watch-word was 
Mem, boys I — Come, let’s to dinner ; coi 
to dinner; — O, the days that we have 
Come, come. 

Falstapf, Shallow, and Silknck. 

Bull. Good master corporate Bardolph, stand 
my friend; and here is four Harry ten shillings 
in French crowns for you. In very truth, sir, I 
had as lief be hanged, sir, as go : and yet, for mine 
own part, sir, I do not care : but, rather, because I 
am unwilling, and, for mine own part, have a 
desire to stay with my friends ; else, sir, I did not 
care, for mine own part so much. 

jBuf#. Goto; stand aside, 

Mouh And good master corporal captain, for 
my old dame’s sake, stand my iriend ; she has no- 


Lt midnight. 


seen 
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body to do any thing about her, when I am gone ; 
and she is old, and cannot help herself : you shall 
have forty, sir. 

Bard. Go to ; stand aside. 

Fee. By my troth I care not ; — a man can die 
but once ; — 'We owe God a death ; — I’ll ne’er bear 
a base mind : — an’t be my destiny, so ; an’t be not, 
so : No man’s too good to serve his prince ; and, 
let it go which way it will, he that dies this year, 
is quit for the next. 

Bard. Well said ; thou’rt a good fellow. 

Fee. ’Faith, I’ll bear no base mind. 

Re-enter Falstaff and Justices. 

Fal. Come, sir, which men shall I have ? 

Shal. Four of which you please. i 

Bard. Sir, a word with you I have three pound 

to free Mouldy and BuU-calf. 

FaL Go to ; well. 

Shal. Come, sir John, which four will you have ? 

Fal. Do you choose for me. 

Shal Marry then,— Mouldy, BuU-calf, Feeble, 
and Shadow. 

Fal Mouldy, and BuU-calf For you. Mouldy, 
stay at home still ; you are past service : and, for 
your part, BuU-calf,— grow tiU you come unto it ; 

I wiU none of you. 

Shal Sir John, sir John, do not yourself wrong ; 
they are your likeliest men, and I would have you 
served with the best. 

Fal Will you tell me, master Shallow, how to 
choose a man } Care I for the limb, the thewes, 
the stature, bulk, and big assemblance of a man ! 
Give me the spirit, master Shallow. — Here’s W’^art ; 
— you see what a ragged appearance it is ; he shall 
charge you, and discharge you, with the motion of 
a pewterer’s hammer ; come off, and on, swifter 
than he that gibbets on the brewer’s bucket. And 
this same half- faced feUow, Shadow, — give me this 
man ; he presents no mark to the enemy ; the foe- 
man may with as great aim level at the edge of a 
penknife : And, for a retreat, — how swiftly will 
this Feeble, the woman’s tailor, run oft' ? 0, give 
me the spare men, and spare me the great ones. — 
Put me a caliver into Wart’s hand, Bardolph. 

Bard, Hold, Wart, traverse ; thus, thus, thus. 

Fal Come, manage me your caliver. — So : — 
very weU : — go to : — very good : — exceeding good. 

' — 0, give me always a little, lean, old, chapped, 
bald shot. — WeU said, i’faith, Wai*t ; thou’rt a 
good scab : hold, there’s a tester for thee. 

Shal. He is not his craft’s master, he doth not 
do it right. I remember at Mile-end green, (when 
I lay at Clement’s inn, — I was then Sir Dagonet 
in Arthur’s show,) there was a little quiver fellow, 


and ’a would manage you his piece thus: and ’a 
would about, and about, and come you in, and 
come you in : rah., tah, iah^ would ’a say ; bounce 
would ’a say; and away again would ’a’ go, and 
again would ’a come : — I shall never see such a 
fellow. 

Fal These fellows will do well, master Shallow. 
— God keep you, master Silence ; I will not use 
many words with you : — Fare you well, gentlemen 
both ; I thank you : I must a dozen mile to-night. 
— Bardolph, give the soldiers coats. 

Shal. Sir John, heaven bless you, and prosper 
your affairs, and send ns peace ! As you return, 
visit my house ; let our old acquaintance be lel 
newed : peradventure, I will with you to the court. 

Fal. I would you would, master Shallow. 

Shal Go to ; I have spoke, at a word. Fare 
you well. lExeunt Shallow and Silence. 

Fal Fare you well, gentle gentlemen. On, Bar- 
dolph ; lead the men away. [Exeunt Bardolph, 
Recruits, &c.] As I return, I will fetch off these 
justices ; I do see the bottom of justice Shallow. 
Lord, lord, how subject we old men are to this vice 
of lying ! This same starved justice hath done 
nothing but prate to me of the. wildness of Ms 
youth, and the feats he hath done about Turnbull- 
street ; and every third word a lie, dner paid to 
the hearer than the Turk’s tribute. I do remember 
him at Clement’s inn, like a man made after 
supper of a cheese-paring : when he was naked, he 
was, for all the world, like a forked radish, with a 
head fantastically carved upon it with a knife : he 
was so forlorn, that his dimensions to any tMck 
sight were invisible: he was the very Genius of 
famine ; yet lecherous as a mqnkey, and the whores 
called him — mandrake : he came ever in the rear- 
ward of the fashion ; and sung those tunes to the 
over-scutched hnswifes that he heard the carmen 
whistle, and sware — they were his fancies, or his 
good-nights. And now is this Vice’s dagger be- 
come a squire ; and talks as familiarly of John of 
Gaunt, as if he had been sworn brother to him ; 
and I’ll be sworn he never saw him hut once, 
in the Tilt-yard ; and then he hurst his head, 
for crowding among the marshal’s men. I saw 
it; and told John of Gaunt, he beat his own 
name ; for you might have truss’d Mm, and all his 
apparel, into an eel-skin ; the case of a treble haut- 
boy was a mansion for him, a court ; and now has 
he land and beeves. Well, I will be acquainted 
with him, if I return : and it shall go hard, but I 
will make him a philosopher’s two stones to me : If 
the young dace he a bait for the old pike, I see no 
reason, in the law of nature, but I may snap at him. 
Let time shape, and there an end. [Exit. 


ACT IV. 


SCENE 1 . — A Forest in Yorkshire. 

Enter the Archbishop of York, Mowbray, Hastings, 
and others. 

Arch, What is this forest call’d? 

Hast. ’Tis Gualtree forest, an’t shall please your 
grace. 

Arch, Here stand, my lords: and send dis- 
coverers forth, 

To know the numbers of our enemies. 

Hast. We have sent forth already. 


Arch. ’Tis well done. 

My friends, and brethren in these great affairs, 

I must acquaint you that I have receiv’d 
New-dated letters from Northumberland ; 

Their cold intent, tenour and substance, thus : — 
Here doth he wish his person, with such powers 
As might hold sortance with his quality, 

The which he could not levy ; whereupon 
He is retir’d, to ripe his growing fortunes, 

To Scotland: and concludes in hearty prayers, 
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That your attempts may omiive the hazard, 

And fearful meeting of their opposite. 

Movjb, Thus do the hopes we have in him touch 
And dash themselves to pieces. [ground, 

Enter a Messenger. 

Jlast. Now, what news } 

Mess, West of this forest, scarcely off a mile, 

In goodly form comes on the enemy : 

And, by the ground they hide, I judge their number 
Upon, or near, the rate of thirty thousand. 

Mowb, The just proportion that we gave them 
Let us sway on, and face them in the field, [out. 
Enter WBSTi\ioR.E:LANn. 

Arch. What well-appointed leader fronts us 
here ? 

Mowh. I think it is my lord of AVestmoreland. 
West, Health and lair greeting from our general. 
The prince, lord John and duke of Lancaster. 

Arch, Say on, my lord of Westmoreland, in 
What doth concern your coming } [peace ; 

West. Then, my lord, 

Unto your grace do I in chief address 
• The substance of my speech. If that rebellion 
Came like itself, in base and abject routs, 

Led on by bloody youth, guarded with rage, 

And countenanc’d by boys and beggary ; 

I say, if damn’d commotion so appear’d, 

In Ms true, native, and most proper shape, 

You, reverend father, and these noble lords, 

Had not been here, to dress the ugly form 

Of base and bloody insurrection 

With your fair honours. You, lord archbishop, — 

Whose see is by a civil peace maintain’d ; 

Whose beard the silver hand of peace liath touch’d; 
Whose learning and good letters peace hath tutor’d ; 
Whose white investments figmre innocence, 

The dove and very blessed spirit of peace, — 
Wherefore do you so ill translate yourself, 

Out of the speech of peace, that bears such grace, 
Into the harsh and hoist’ rous tongue of war ? 
Turning your books to graves, your ink to blood, 
Your pens to lances ; and your tongue divine 
To a loud trumpet, and a point of war ? 

Arc/i, W^herefore do 1 this? — so the question 
stands. 

Briefly to this end ; — ^We are all diseas’d ; 

And, with our surfeiting, and wanton hours, 

Have brought ourselves into a burning fever, 

And we must bleed for it : of which disease 
Our late king, Richard, being infected, died. 

But, my most noble lord of Westmoreland, 

I take not on me here as a physician ; 

Nor do I, as an enemy to peace, 

Troop in the throngs of military men : 

But, rather, show a while like fearful war, 

To diet rank minds, sick of happiness ; 

And purge the obstructions, which begin to stop 
Our very veins of life, Hear me more plainly. 

I have in equal balance Justly weigh’d 
What wrongs onr arms may do, what wrongs we 
suffer, 

And find oxir griefs heavier than onr offences. 

"ile see which way the stream of time doth run, 
And are enforc’d from our most quiet sphere 
By the I’ough torrent of occasion : 

And have the summary of all our griefs, 

When time shah serve, to show in articles ; 
which, long ere this, we offer’d to the king, 

And might by no suit gain our audience : 


WTien we are wrong’d, and would unfold our griefs, 
"We are denied access unto his person ' 

Even by those men that most have done us wrono^. 
The dangers of the days but newly gone, 

(WTiose memory is written on the earth 
With yet-appearing blood,) and the examples 
Of every minute’s instance, (present now,) 

Have put ns in these ill-heseeming arms : 

Not to break peace, or any branch of it ; 

But to establish here a peace indeed, 

Concurring both in name and quality 

West. W'henever yet was your appeal denied ? 
\Yherein have you been galled by the king ? 

"What peer hath been suborn’d to grate on yon ? 
That you should seal this lawless bloody book 
Of forg’d rebellion with a seal divine, 

And conseci'ate commotion’s bitter edge ? 

Arch. My brother general, the commonwealth, 
To brother born an household cruelty, 

I make my quarrel in particular. 

W est. There is no need of any such redress ; 
Or, if there were, it not belongs to you. 

Moivb. Why not to him, in part ; and to us all, 
That feel the bruises of the days before ; 

And suffer the condition of these times 
To lay a heavy and unequal hand 
Upon our honours ? 

West. O my good lord Mowbray, 

Construe the times to theii' necessities, 

And you shall say indeed, — it is the time, 

And not the king, that doth you injuries. 

Y^et, for your part, it not appears to me, 

Either from the king, or in the present time, 

That yon should have an inch of any ground 
To build a grief on : Were you not restor’d 
To all the duke of Norfolk’s seigniories, 

Your noble and right well-rememher’d father’s ? 
Moiob. What thing, in honour, had my father 
lost, 

That need to be reviv’d, and breath’d in me ? 

The king, that lov’d him, as the state stood then, 
Was, force perforce, compell’d to banish him, 

And then, when Harry Bolingbroke, and he, — 
Being mounted, and both roused in their seats, 
Their neighing coursers daring of the spur, 

Their armed staves in charge, their beavers down, 
Their eyes of Are sparkling through sights of steel, 
And the loud trumpet blowing them together ; 
Then, then, when there was nothing could have staid 
My father from the breast of Bolingbroke, 

O, when the king did throw his warder down, 

His own life hung upon the staff he threw : 

Then threw he down himself ; and all their lives, 
That, by indictment, and by dint of sword, 

Have since miscarried under Bolingbroke. 

West. You speak, lord Mowbi-ay, now you know 
not what ; 

The earl of Hereford was reputed then 
In England the most valiant gentleman ; 

Who knows, on whom fortune would then have 
smil’d? 

But, if your father had been victor there. 

He ne’er had borne it out of Coventry : 

For ail the country in a general voice. 

Cried hate upon him ; and all their prayers, and 
.. love,’- ■■ 

Were set on Hereford, whom they doted on, 

And bless’d, and grac’d indeed, more than the king. 
But this is mere digression from my purpose. — 
Here come I from our princely general, 
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To know your griefs ; to tell you from Ms grace, 
That lie will give you audience and wherein 
It shall appear that your demands are just, 

You shall enjoy them; every thing set off, 

That might so much as think you enemies. 

Mowb. But he hath forc’d us to compel this 
And it proceeds from policy, not love. [offer ; 

West, Mowbray, you oveiween to take ic so ; 
This offer comes from mercy, not from fear : 

For, lo ! within a ken, our army lies : 

Upon mine honour, all too confident 
To give admittance to a thought of fear. 

Our battle is more full of names than yours, 

Our men more perfect in the use of arms. 

Our armour all as strong, our cause the best ; 
Then reason wills, our hearts should be as good : — 
Say you not then, our offer is compell’d. 

Mowb, Well, by my will, we shall admit no 
parley. 

West. That argues but the shame of your of- 
A rotten case abides no handling. [fence, 

Hast. Hath the prince John a full commission, 
In very ample virtue of his father, 

To hear, and absolutely to determine 
Of what conditions we shall stand upon ? 

West. That is intended in the general’s name : 
I muse, you make so slight a question. 

Arch. Then take, my lord of Westmoreland, 
this schedule ; 

For this contains our general grievances : — 

Each several article herein redress’d ; 

All members of oui* cause, both here and hence, 
That are insinew’d to this action, 

Acquitted by a true substantial form ; 

And present execution of our wills 
To us, and to our pm‘poses, consign’d : 

We come within our awful banks again. 

And knit our powers to the arm of peace. 

West. TMs will I show the general. Please 
you, lords, 

In sight of both our battles we may meet : 

And either end in peace, which heaven so frame ! 
Or to the place of difference call the swords 
Which must decide it. 

Arch. My lord, we wiU do so. 

lExU aVest. 

Mowb. There is a thing within my bosom tells 
That no conditions of our peace can stand, [me. 
Hast. Fear you not that : if we can make our 
peace 

Upon such large terms, and so absolute. 

As our conditions shall consist upon. 

Our peace shall stand as firm as rocky mountains. 

Mowb. Ay, but our valuation shall be such, 
That every slight and false-derived cause, 

Yea, every idle, nice, and wanton reason. 

Shall, to the king, taste of this action : 

That, were our royal faiths martyrs in love, 

We shall be winnow’d with so rough a wind, 

That even our com shall seem as light as chaff, 
And good from bad find no partition. 

Arch. No, no, my lord ; Note tMs,— the king 
is weaiy 

Of dainty and such picking grievances : 

For he hath found, — to end one doubt by death, 
Kevives two greater in the heirs of life. 

And therefore wiU he wipe his tables clean ; 

And keep no tell-tale to Ms memory, 

That may repeat and history his loss 

To new remembrance : For full well he knows. 
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He cannot so precisely weed this land, 

As Ms misdoubts present occasion : 

His foes are so enrooted with his friends, 

That, plucking to unfix an enemy, 

He doth unfasten so, and shake a friend. 
vSo that this land, like an offensive wife, 

That hath enrag’d him on to offer strokes ; 

As he is striking holds his infant up, 

And hangs resolv’d correction in the arm 
That was uprear’d to execution. 

Hast. Besides the king hath wasted all Ms rods 
On late offenders, that he now doth lack 
The very instruments of chastisement : 

So that Ms power, like to a fangless lion, 

May offer, but not hold. 

Arch. ’Tis very true : — 

And therefore be assur’d, my good lord marshal, 
If we do now make our atonement w-ell, 

Our peace will, like a broken limb united, 

Grow stronger for the breaking. 

Mowb. Be it so, 

Here is return’d my lord of Westmoreland. 

Re-enter AVestmoreland. 

West. The prince is here at hand : Pleaseth your 
lordship, 

To meet his grace just distance ’tween our armies ? 
Mowb. Your grace of York, in God’s name then 
set forward. 

Arch. Before, and greet Ms grace : — my lord, 
w^e come. lExeimt. 


Enter, from one side, Mowbray, the ARCHBrsHo?, Hast- 
ings, and others ; from the other side, Prince John t)/ 
Lancaster, Westmoreland, OfiBcers, and Attondanis. 

P. John. You are well encounter’d here, my 
cousin Mowbray : 

Good day to you, gentle lord archbishop : 

And so to you, lord Hastings, — and to all. — 

My lord of York, it better show’d with you, 

When that your flock, assembled by the bell 
Encircled you, to hear with reverence 
Your exposition on the holy text; 

Than now to see you here an iron man, 

Cheering a rout of rebels Avith your drum, 

Turning the word to sword, and life to death. 

That man, that sits within a monarch’s heart, 

And ripens in the sunshine of his favour. 

Would he abuse the countenance of the king, 

Alack, what mischiefs might he set abroach, 

In shadow of such greatness! With you, lord 
bishop, 

It is even so ; — ^Who hath not heard it spoken, 

How deep you were within the books of God } 

To us, the speaker in his parliament ; 

To us, the imagin’d voice of God himself ; 

The very opener and intelligencer, 

Between the grace, the sanctities of heav'cn, I 

And our dull workings : O, who shall believe, 

But you misuse the rcA^erence of your place; 
Employ the countenance and grace of heaven, 

As a false favourite doth his prince’s name, 

In deeds dishonourable.^ You have taken up, 

Under the counterfeited zeal of God, 

The subjects of his substitute, my father ; 

And, both against the peace of heaven and him, 
Have here up-swarm’d them. 

Arch. Good my lord of Lancaster, 

I am not here against your lather’s peace : ' 


SCENE 11 . — Another pari of the Forest. 
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Bttfc, as I told my lord of Westmoreland, 

The time misorder’d doth, in common sense, 
Crowd ns, and crush ns, to this monstrous form, 
To hold onr safety up. I sent your grace 
The parcels and particulars of onr grief ; 

The which hath been with scorn shovhi from the 
court, 

Wliereon this Hydra son of war is born : 

Whose dangerous eyes may well be charm’d asleep, 
With grant of our most just and right desires ; 

And true obedience of this madness cur’d, 

Stoop tamely to the foot of majesty. 

Mowb. If not, we ready are to try our fortunes 
To the last man. 

Hast. And though we here Ml down, 

We have supplies to second our attempt ; 

If they miscarry, theirs shall second them : 

And so, success of mischief shall be born ; 

And heir from heir shall hold this quarrel up, 
Whiles England shall have generation. 

:P.John. You are too shallow, Hastings, much 
too shallow, 

To sound the bottom of the after-times. 

West. Pleaseth your grace, to answer them 
directly, 

How far-forth you do like their articles ? 

P. John. I like them all, and do allow them 
well: 

And swear here, by the honour of my blood, 

My father’s purposes have been mistook ; 

And some about him have too lavishly 
Wrested his meaning and authority. — 

My lord, these griefs shall be with speed redress’d; 
Upon my soul, they shall. If this may please you, 
Discharge your powers unto their several counties, 
As we will ours : and here, between the armies, 
Let’s drink together friendly, and embrace ; 

That ail their eyes may bear those tokens home, 

Of our restored love, and amity. 

Arch. I take your princely word for these re- 
■ dresses. 

P. John. 1 give it you, and will maintain my 
And thereupon I drink unto your grace. [word : 
Hast. Go, captain, mi Officer.] and deliver 
to the army 

This news of peace ; let them have pay, and part : 
iknowj it will well please them ; Hie thee, captain. 

Officer. 

Arch. To you, my noble lord of Westmoreland. 
West. I pledge your grace : And, if you knew 
what pains 

I have bestow’d, to breed this present peace, 

Y ou would drink freely : but my love to you 
Shall show itself more openly hereafter. 

Arch. I do not doubt you. 

West. I am glad of it : — 

Health to my lord, and gentle cousin, Mowbray. 

Mowb. You wish mehejilth in very happy season: 
For I am, on the sudden, something ill. 

Arch. Against ill chances, men are ever merry ; 
But heaviness foreruns the good event. 

West. Therefore be merry, coz; since sudden 
sorrow , 

Serves to say thus, — Some good thing comes to- 
morrow. 

Ao'ch. Believe me, I am passing light in spirit. 
Mowb. So much the worse, if your own rule be 
true. within. 

P , John. The word of peace is render’d ; Hark, 
how they shout I 


Mowb. This had been cheerful, after victory. 
Arch, A peace is of the nature of a conquest ; 
For then both parties nobly are subdued, 

And neither party loser. 

P. John. Go, my lord, 

And let our army be discharged too. — 

\Exit WiSSTMOa ELAND. 

And, good my lord, so please you, let om* trains 
March by us, that we may peruse the men 
We should have cop’d withal. 

Arch. Go, good lord Hastings. 

And, ere they be dismissed, let them march by. 

[^ExU JIast/ngs. 

P. John. I trust, my lords, we shall lie to-night 
together 

Rc-en ter Westmoue land. 

Now, cousin, wherefore .stands our army still ? 

West. The leaders, having charge from you to 
Will not go off until they hear you speak, [stand, 
P. John. They know their duties. 

Re-enter Hastings. 

Hast. My lord, our army is dispers’d already ; 
Like youthful steers unyok’d, they take their courses 
East, west, nortli, south ; or, like a school broke up, 
Each hurries toward his home, and sporting-place. 

West. Good tidings, my lord Hastings ; for the 
I do arrest thee, traitor, of high treason : [which 
And you, lord archbishop, — and you, lord Mow- 
Of capital treason I attach you both. [bray, 

Mow. Is this proceeding just and honourable ? 
West. Is your assembly so ? 

Arch. Will you thus break your faith ? 

P. John. I pawn’d thee none ; 

I promis’d you redress of these same grievances, 
Whereof you did complain ; which, by mine honour^ 
I will perform with a most Christian care. 

But, for you, rebels, — look to taste the due 
Meet for rebellion, and such acts as yours. 

Most shallowly did you these arms commence, 
Fondly brought here, and foolishly sent hence. — 
Strike up our drums, pursue the scatter’d straj'' ; 
Heaven, and not we, bath safely fought to-day. — 
Some guard these traitors to the block of death ; 
Treason’s true bed, andyielder up of breath. 

lExennt. 


SCENE III. — Another part of the Forest. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter F ai.stafv and Colevile. 
mectmg. 

Fal. What’s your name, sir ? of what condition 
are you ; and of what place, I pray ? 

Cole. I am a knight, sir; and my name is — 
Colevile of the dale. 

Fal. Well then, Colevile is your name ; a knight 
is your degree ; and your place, the dale : Colevile 
shall still be your name ; a traitor your degree ; 
and the dungeon your place,: — a place deep enough ; 
so shall you still be Colevile of the dale. 

Cole. Are not you sir John Falstaff 

Fal. As good a man as he, sir, whoe’er I am. 
Do ye yield, sir ? or shall I sweat for you ? If I do 
sweat, they are drops of thy lovers, and they w^eep 
for thy death; therefore rouse up fear and trem- 
bling, and do observance to my mercy. 

Cde, I think you are sii* John Falstaff ; and, in 
that thought, yield me, 

Fal. X have a whole school of tongues in this 
belly of mine : and not a tongue of them ail speaks 
any other word but my name. An I had but a 
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belly of any indifferency, I were simply the most 
active fellow in Europe : My womb, my womb, my 
womb undoes me. — Here comes our general. 

Enter Prince John of Lancastert Westmoreland, and 
others. 

P. John. The heat is past, follow no further 
now 

Cali in the powers, good cousin Westmoreland, — 

\_Exit West. 

Now, FalstafF, where have you been all this while ? 
When every thing is ended, then you come : 

These tardy tricks of yours will, on my life, 

One time or other break some gallows’ back. 

FaL I would be sorry, my lord, but it should be 
thus ; I never knew yet, but rebuke and check was 
the reward of valour. Do you think me a swallow, 
an arrow, or a bullet } have I, in my poor and old 
motion, the expedition of thought ? T have speeded 
hither with the very extremest inch of possibility ; 
I have foundered nine-score and odd posts : and 
here, travel-tainted as I am, have, in my pure and 
immaculate valour, taken sir John Colevile of the 
dale, a most furious knight, and valorous enemy : 
But what of that ? he saw me, and yielded ; that I 
may justly say with the hook-nosed fellow of Rome, 
1 came, saw, and overcame. 

P. John, it was more of Ms courtesy than your 
deserving. 

Fal. I know not ; here he is, and here I yield 
him : and I beseech your grace, let it be booked 
with the rest of this day's deeds ; or, by the lord, 
I will have it in a particular ballad else, with mine 
own picture on the top of it, Colevile kissing my 
foot : To the which course, if I be enforced, if you 
do not all show like gilt two-pences, to me ; and I, 
in the clear sky of fame, o’ershine you as much as 
the full moon doth the cinders of the element, 
which show like pins' heads to her ; believe not the 
word of the noble : Therefore let me have right, 
and let desert mount. 

P. Jo/m. Thine’s too heavy to mount. 

Fal. Let it shine then. 

P. John. Thine’ s too thick to shine. 

Fal. Let it do something, my good lord, that 
may do me good, and call it what you will. 

P, John. Is thy name Colevile ? 

Cole. It is, my lord. 

P. John. K famous rebel art thou, Colevile. 

Fal. And a famous true subject took him. 

Cole. I am, my lord, but as my betters are, 

That led me Mther ; had they been rul'd by me, 
You should have won them dearer than you have. 

Fal. I know not how they sold themselves : but 
thou, like a kind fellow, gavest thyself away ; and 
I thank thee for thee. 

iJe-ewicT Westmoreland, 

P. John. Now, have you left pursuit ? 

West. Retreat is made, and execution stay’d. 

P. John. Send Colevile, with his confederates, 
To York, to present execution ; — 

Blunt, lead him hence ; and see you guard him sure. 

[Exeunt some with Colevjxe. 
And now despatch we toward the court, my lords ; 
I hear, the king my father is sore sick : 

Our news shall go before us to his majesty, — 
Which, cousin, you shall bear, — to comfort him ; 
And we with sober speed will follow you. 

Fal. My lord, I beseech you, give me leave to 
go through Glostershire ; and, when you come to 


court, stand, my good lord, ’pray, in your good re- 
port. 

P . J ohn. Fare you well, Falstaff : I, in my con- 
Shall better speak of you than you deserve, [dition, 

Fal. I would, you bad but the wit; 'twere better 
than your dukedom.— Good faith, this same young 
sober-blooded boy doth not love me; nor a man 
cannot make him laugh but that's no marvel, 
he drinks no wine. There's never any of these 
demure boys come to any proof ; for thin drink 
doth so over-cool their blood, and making many 
hsh-meals, that they fall into a kind of male green- 
sickness ; and then, when they marry, they get 

wenches : they are generally fools and cowards ; 

whieli some of us should be too, but for inflam* 
mation. A good sherris-sack hath a two-fold opera- 
tion in it. It ascends me into the brain ; dries me 
there all the foolish, and dull, and crudy vapours 
which environ it : makes it apprehensive, quick, 
forgetive, full of nimble, fiery, and delectable 
shapes : which deliver’d o’er to the voice, (the 
tongue,) which is the birth, becomes excellent wit. 
The second property of your excellent sberris is, — 
the w^arming of the blood ; which, before cold and 
settled, left the liver white and pale, which is the 
badge of pusillanimity and cowardice : but the 
sherris warms it and makes it course from the in- 
wards to the parts extreme. It illumineth the face ; 
which, as a beacon, gives warning to all the rest of 
this little kingdom, man, to arm : and then the vital 
commoners, and inland petty spirits, muster me ail 
to their captain, the heart ; who, great, and puffed 
up with this retinue, doth any deed of courage; 
and this valour comes of sherris : So that skill in 
the weapon is nothing without sack ; for that sets 
it a-work : and learning a mere hoard of gold kept 
by a devil ; till sack commences it, and sets it in 
act and use. Hereof comes it, that prince Harry 
is valiant : for the cold blood he did naturally in- 
herit of Ms father, he hath, like lean, steril, and 
bare laud, manured, husbanded, and tilled, with 
excellent endeavour of drinking good, and good 
store of fertile sherris ; that he is become very hot, 
and valiant. If I had a thousand sons, the first 
human principle I would teach them, should be, — 
to forswear thin potations, and addict themselves 
to sack. 

Bardolph. 

How now, Bardolph 

Bard. The army is discharged all, and gone. 

Fal. Let them go. I’ll through Glostershire; 
and there will I visit master Robert Shallow, esquire : 

1 have him already tempering between my finger 
and my thumb, and shortly will I seal with him. 
Come away. [Exeunt, | 

j 

SCENE lY- — Westminster. A Room in the ! 

Palace.. 

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Prince Humphrey, 
Warwick, and ottiers. 

K. Hen. Now, lords, if heaven doth give ‘‘suc- 
cessful end 

To this debate that bleedeth at our doors, 

We will our youth lead on to higher fields, 

And draw no swords but what are sanctified. 

Our navy is address'd, our power collected, 

Our substitutes in absence well invested, 

And every thing lies level to our wish : 
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Only, we w’ant a little personal strength ; 

And pause us, till these rebels, now afoot, 

Come underneath the yoke of goveniment. 

TYar. Both which, we doubt not but your naajesty 
Shall soon enjoy. 

K. Hen. Humphrey, my son of Gloster, 

Where is the prince your brother ? 

jP. Humph. I think, he’s gone to hunt, my lord, 
at W^indsor. 

K. Hen, And how accompanied ? 

P. Humph, I do not know, my lord. 

K. Hen. Is not his brother, Thomas of Clarence, 
with, him 

P. Humph. No, my good lord ; he is in presence 
'here. 

CU, What would my lord and father? 

. ■ K* Hen. Nothing but well to thee, Thomas of 
Clarence. 

How chance, thou art not with the prince thy 
brother? 

He loves thee, and thou dost neglect him, Thomas ; 
Thou hast a better place in his affection, 

Than ail thy brothers : cherish it, my boy ; 

And noble offices thou may’st effect 
Of mediation, after I am dead, 

.Between his greatness and thy other brethren ; — 
Therefore omit him not ; blunt not his love : 

Nor lose the good advantage of his grace, 

By seeming cold, or careless of his will. 

For he is gracious, if he be observ'd ; 

He hath a tear for pity , and a hand 
Open as day for melting charity : 

Yet notwithstanding, being incens'd, he’s flint ; 

As humorous as winter, and as sudden 
As flaws congealed.in the spring of day. 

His temper, therefore, must be well obseiw’d : 
Chide him for faxdts, and do it reverently, 

When you perceive his blood inclin’d to mirth : 
But, being moody, give him line and scope ; 

Till that Ms passions, like a whale on ground, 
Confound themselves with working. Learn this, 
Thomas, 

And thou shaft prove a shelter to thy friends ; 

A hoop of gold, to bind thy brothers in ; 

That the united vessel of their blood, 

Mingled with venom of suggestion, 

(As, force perforce, the age will pour it in,) 

Shall never leak, though it do work as strong 
As aconitum, or rash gunpowder. 

Cki. I shall observe him with all care and love. 
K. Hen. Why art thon not at Windsor with him, 
Thomas ? 

Cla. He is not there to-day ; he dines in London. 
K. Hen. And how accompanied? can’st thou 
tell that ? 

Cla. YTth Poins, and other his continual fol- 
lowers. 

K. Hen. Most subject is the fattest soil to weeds; 
And he, the noble image of my youth, 

Is overspread with them : Therefore my grief 
Stretches itself beyond the hour of death ; 

The blood weeps from m3r heart, when I do shape. 
In forms imaginary, the unguided days, 

And rotten times, that you shall look upon 
When I am sleeping with my ancestors. 

For when his headstrong riot hath no curb, 

When rage and hot blood are his counsellors, 
When means and lavish mannex'S meet together, 

O, with what wings shall his affections fly 
Towards fronting peril and oppos’d decay I 


Wor. My gracious lord, you look beyond him 
The pi'ince but studies his companions, [quite : 
Like a strange tongue : wherein, to gain the lau- 
giiage, 

’Tis needful, that the most immodest word 
Be look’d upon, and learn’d ; wdiich once attain’d, 
Your highness knows, comes to no further use, 
But to be known, and hated. So, like gross terms, 
The prince will, in the perfectness of time, 

Cast off his followers : and their memory 
Shall as a pattern or a measure live, 

By which his grace mxist mete the lives of others ; 
Turning past evils to advantages. 

K. Hen. ’Tis seldom, when the bee doth leave 
her comb 

In the dead carrion. — ^W'ho's here? Westmore- 
land ? 

Enter Westmorelano. 

TVest. Health to my sovereign! and new happi- 
Added to that that I am to deliver I [ness 

Prince John, your son, doth kiss your grace’s hand : 
Mowbray, the bishop Scroop, Hastings, and all, 
Are brought to the correction of your law ; 

There is not now a rebel’s sword unsheathed, 

But peace puts forth her olive every where : 

The manner hoxv this action hath been borne, 

Here at more leisure may your highness read ; 
With every course, in his particular. 

K. Hen, O W^estmoi'eland, thou art a summer 
bird, 

Which ever in the haunch of winter sings 
The lifting up of day. Look I here’s more news. 
Enter Harcoukt. 

Har. From enemies heaven keep your majesty ; 
And, when they stand against yon, may they fall 
As those that I am come to tell you of ! 

The earl Northumberland, and the lord Bardolph, 
With a great power of English, and of Scots, 

Are by the sheriff of Yorkshire overthroxvn : 

The manner and true order of the fight, 

This packet, please it yoxi, contains at large. 

K. Men. And wherefore should these good news 
make me sick ? 

Will fortune never come with both hands full, 

But write her fair words stiU in foulest letters ? 

She either gives a stomach, and no food, — 

Such are the poor, in health ; or else a feast, 

And takes away the stomach, — such are the rich, 
That have abundance, and enjoy it not. 

I should rejoice now at this happy news ; 

And now my sight fails, and my brain is giddy ; — 
O me ! come near me, now I am much ill. lSivoo?u\ 
P. Humph. Comfort, your majesty ! 

Cla. O my royal father ! 

West. My sovereign lord, cheer up youi’self, 
look up I 

War. Be patient, princes ; yon do know, these fits 
Are with his highness very ordinary. 

Stand from him, give him air; he’ll straight be well. 
Cla. No, no ; he cannot long hold out these 
pangs ; 

The incessant care and labour of his mind 
Hath wrought the mtxre, that should confine it in, 
So thin, that life looks through, and will break out. 
P. Humph. The people fear me ; for they do 
observe 

Unfathered heirs, and loathly birds of nature : 

The seasons change their manners, as the year 
Had found some months asleep, and leap’d tbem 

over..'-' "■■■■■■ ■ ■ 
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ACT IF. 


Cla, The river hath thrice flow'd, no ebb between ; 
And the old folk, time's doting chronicles, 

Say, it did so, a little time before 
That our great grandsire, Edward, sick'd and died. 
War. Speak lower, princes, for the king recovers. 
F. Humph. This apoplex will, certain, be his end. 
K. Hen. I pray you, take me up, and bear me 
Into some other chamber : softly, pray. [hence 
[They convey the King into an inner pari of 
the o'oom, and place Mm on a bed. 

Let there be no noise made, my gentle friends ; 
Unless some dull and favom*abie hand 
Will whisper music to my weary spirit. 

War. Call for the music in the other room, 

K. Hen. Set me the crown upon my piUow here. 
Cla. His eye is hollow, and he changes much. 
War. Less noise, less noise. 

Enter Prince Henky. 

P. Hen. Who saw the duke of Clarence ? 
Cla. I am here, brother, full of heaviness. 

F. Hen. How now ! rain within doors, and none 
How doth the king ? [abroad ! 

P. Humph. Exceeding ill. 

F. Hen, Heard he the good news yet ? 

Tell it him. 

' P. Humph. He alter'd much upon the hearing 
P. Hen. If he be sick [it. 

With joy, he will recover without physic. 

War. Not so much noise, my lords ; — sweet 
prince, speak low; 

The king your father is dispos'd to sleep. 

Cla. Let us withdraw into the other room. 

War. Will’t please your grace to go along with us ? | 
P. Hen. No ; I will sit and watch here by the 
king. [^Excunt all hut P. Henky. : 

Why doth the crown lie there upon his pillow, 

Being so troublesome a bedfellow 1 
O polish'd perturbation ! golden care ! 

That keep’st the ports of slumber open wide 
To many a watchful night !— sleep with it now ! 

Yet not so sound, and half so deeply sweet, 

As he, whose brow, with homely biggin hound, 
Snores out the watch of night. O majesty ! 

When thou dost pinch thy bearer, thou dost sit 
Like a rich armour worn in heat of day, 

That scalds with safety. By his gates of breath 
There lies a downy feather, which stirs not : 

Did he suspire, that light and weightless down 
Perforce must move. — My gracious lord I my fa- 
This sleep is sound indeed ; this is asleep, [ther ! — 
That from this golden rigol hath divorc’d 
So many English kings. Thy due, from me, 

Is tears, and heavy sorrows of the blood ; 

Which nature, love, and filial tenderness, 

Shall, 0 dear father, pay thee plenteously : 

My due, from thee, is this imperial crown ; 

Y^iich, as immediate from thy place and blood, 
Derives itself to me. Lo, here it sits, — 

[Enttzny it on Ms head. 
Which heaven shall guard : And put the world's 
whole strength 

Into one giant arm, it shall not force 
This lineal honour from me : This from thee 
Will I to mine leave, as 'tis left to me. lExit. 
K. Hen. Wdivwick I Gioster ! Clarence ’ 

Re-enter Wakwick, and the rest. 

Cla. Doth the king call ? 

War. What would yom* majesty ? How fai’es 
your grace ? ? 

K. Hen. Why did you leave me here alone, my | 


Cla. We left the prince my brother , here, my 
Who undertook to sit and watch by you. [lieo-e 
K. Hen. The prince of Wales Wliere is he } 
let me see him ; 

He is not here. 

War. This door is open ; he is gone this way. 
P. Humph. He came not through the chamber 
where we stay'd, • 

K. Hen. Where is the crown? who took it from 
my pillow ? [l^ere. 

War. When we withdrew, my liege,, w^e left it 

E. Hen. The prince hath ta'ea it hence ; go, 

seek him out. ^ 

Is he so hasty, that he doth suppose 
My sleep my death 

Find him, my lord of Warwick ; chide Mm hitliar. 

[_Exit Warotcio 

This part of his conjoins with my disease, 

And helps to end me. — See, sons, what things you 
How qnickly nature falls into revolt, [are ! 

Wien gold becomes her object ! 

For this the foolish over-careful fathers 
Have broke their sleep with thoughts, their brains 
Their bones with industry, [with care, 

For this they have engrossed and pil’d up ^ 

The canker'd heaps of strange-achieved gold ; 

For this they have been thonghtfui to invest 
Their sons with arts, and martial exercises : 

When, like the bee, tolling from every flower 
The virtuous sweets ; [honey, 

Our thighs pack'd with wax, our mouths with 
We bring it to the hive ; and, like the bees, 

Are murder'd for our pains. This bitter taste 
Yield his engrossments to the ending father. — 
Re-enter Warwick. 

Now, where is he that will not stay so long 
Till his friend sickness. hath determin’d me? 

War. My lord, I found the prince in the next 
room. 

Washing with kindly tears his gentle cheeks ; 

With such a deep demeanour in great sorrow, 

That tyranny, which never quaff'd but blood, 
Would, by beholding him, have wash'd his knife 
With gentle eye-drops. He is coming hither. 

K. Hen. But wherefore did he take away the 
crown? 

Re-enter Prince Heivky. 

Lo, where he comes, ^ — Gome hither to me, Harry : — 
Depart the chamber, leave us here alone. 

lExeunt Ciarence, Prince Humphrey, Lords, 

P. Hen, I neverthought to hear you speak again. 
K. Hen. Thy wish was father, Harry, to that 
I stay too long by thee, I weary thee, [thought : 
Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair, 

That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours 
Before thy hour be ripe ? O foolish youth ! 

Thou seek'st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little ; for my cloud of dignity 
Is held from falling with so weak a wind, 

That it will quickly drop ; my day is dim. 

Thou hast stol’n that, wMieh, after some few hours, 
Were thine without offence ; and, at my death, 
Thou hast seal’d up my expectation : 

Thy life did manifest, thou lov'dst me not, 

And thou wilt have me die assur’d of it. 

Thou Md'st a thousand daggers in. thy thoughts ; 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 

To stab at half an hour of my life. 

What ! canst thou not forbear me half an hour ? 
Then get thee gone ; and dig my grave thyself ; 
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Pleading so wisely in excuse of it. 

Come liitlier, Harry, sit thou by my bed ; 

And hear, I think, the xery latest counsel 
That ever I shall breathe. Heaven knows, my son, 
By what by-paths, and indirect crook’d ways, 

I met this crown ; and I myself know well, 

How troublesome it sat upon my head : 

To thee it shall descend with better quiet, 

Better opinion, better confirmation ; 

For all the soil of the achievement goes 
With me into the earth. It seem’d in me, 

But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous hand ; 
And I had many living, to upbraid 
My gain of it by their assistances ; 

Wliich daily grew to quarrel, and to bloodshed, 
Wounding supposed peace: all these bold fears, 
Thou see’st, with peril I have answered : 

For all my reign hath been hut as a scene 
Acting that argument ; and now my death 
Changes the mode : for what in me was purchas’d, 
Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort ; 

So thou the garland wear’st successively. 

Yet, though thou stand’st more sure than I could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green ; 
And all thy friends, which thou must make tl\y 
friends, 

Have but their stings and teeth newl 3 r ta’en out ; 
By whose fell working I was first advanc’d, 

And by whose power I well might lodge a fear 
To be again displac’d : which to avoid, 

1 cut them off : and had a purpose now 
To lead out many to the Holy Land ; 

Lest rest, and lying stiU, might make them lock 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy course, to busy giddy minds 
With foreign quarrels ; that action, hence borne out, 
May waste the memory of the former days. 

More would I, but my lungs are wasted so, 

That strength of speech is utterly denied nie. 

How came I by the crown, O God, forgive ! 

And grant it may with thee in true peace live ! 

P. Hen. My gracious liege, 

You won it, w’^ore it, kept it, gave it me ; 

Then plain, and right, must my possession be : 
Which I, with more than with a common pain, 
’Gainst all the world will rightfully maintain. 

Eviter Prince John of Lancaster, Warwick, Lords, 
a7id others. 

K. Il€7i. Look, look, here comes my John of 
Lancaster. 

P. John. Health, peace, and happiness, to my 
royal father ! 

K. Hen. Thou bring’st me happiness, and peace, 
son John ; 

But health, alack, with youthful wings is flown 
From this bare, wither’d trunk : upon thy sight, 

My worldly business makes a period. 

Where is my lord of Warwick 

P. Hen. My lord of Warwick ! 

K. Hen. Both any name particular belong 
Unto the lodging where I first did swoon ? 

War. ’Tis call’d Jerusalem, my noble lord. 

K. Hen. Laud he to God J— even there my life 
must end. 

It hath been prophesied to me many years, 

I should not die but in Jerusalem ; 

Which vainly I suppos’d, the Holy Land - 
But, bear me to that chamber ; there I’U lie ; 

In that Jerusalem shall Harry die. IBweunt. 


And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear, 

That thou art crowmed, not that I am dead. 

Let aB the tears that should bedew my hearse, 

Be drops of balm, to sanctify thy head : 

Only compound me with forgotten dust ; 

Give that, which gave thee life, unto the worms. 
Pluck down my officers, break my decrees ; 

For now a time is come to mock at form, 

Harry the fifth is crown’d : — Up, vanity ! 

Down, royal state ! all you sage coimseBors, hence ! 
And to the English court assemble now, 

From every region, apes of idleness ! 

Now, neighbour confines, purge you of your scum ; 
Have you a ruffian, that will swear, drink, dance, 
Revel the night; rob, murder, and commit 
The oldest sins the newest kind of ways } 

Be happy, he will trouble you no more : 

England shall double gild his treble gilt : 

England shall give him office, honour, might : 

For the fifth Harry from curb’d license plucks 
The muzzle of restraint, and the wild dog 
Sh{ill flesh his tooth in every innocent. 

0 my poor kingdom, sick with civil blows ! 

When that my care could not withhold thy riots, 
YBiat wilt thou do, when riot is thy care ? 

0, thou wilt be a wilderness again, 

Peopled with wolves, thy old inliabitants ! 

P. He‘n. O, pardon me, my liege ! but for my 
tears, IKneelmg.. 

The moist impediments unto my speech, 

1 had forestall’d this dear and deep rebuke, 

Ere you with grief had spoke, and I had heard 
The course of it so far. There is your crown ; 
And He that wears the crown immortally, 

Long guard it yoprs ! If I affect it more, 

Than as your honour, and as your renown, 

Let me no more from this obedience rise, 

(Which my most true and inward duteous spirit 
Teacheth,) this prostrate and exterior bendmg.I 
Heaven witness with me, when I here came in 
And found no course of breath within your majesty, 
How cold it struck my heart ! If I do feign, 

0, let me in my present wildness die ; 

And never live to show the incredulous world 
The noble change that I have purposed ! 

Coming to look on jmu, thinking you dead, 

(And dead almost, my liege, to think you wei'C,) 

I spake unto the crown as having sense, 

And thus upbraided it. The cai^e on thee depending. 
Hath fed upon the body of my father ; 

Therefore, thou, best of gold, art worst of gold. 
Other, less fine in carat, is more precious, 
Preserving life in med’ eine potable : 

But thou, most fine, most honouP d, most re7io ton* d. 
Hast eat thy bearer up. Thus, my most royal liege, 
Accusing it, I put it on my head ; 

To try with it, — as with an enemy, 

That had before my face murder’d my father, — 
The quarrel of a true inheritor. 

But if it did infect my blood with joy, 

Or swell my thoughts to any strain of pride ; 

If any rebel or vain spirit of mine 
Bid, with the least affection of a welcome, 

Give entertainment to the might of it, 

Let God for ever keep it from my head ! 

And make me as the poorest vassal is, 

That doth with awe and terror kneel to it I 
K. Hen. O my son ! 

Heaven put it in thy mind to take it hence, 

That thou miglit’st win the more thy father’s love, 
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low. Bardolph, look to our horses. [J^;.reun0 
Bardolph and Page.] If I were sawed into 
quantities, I should make four dozen of such 
bearded hermit’s-staves as master Shallow. It is 
a wonderful thing, to see the sembiahle coherence 
of his men’s spirits and his : They, by observino- 
him, do bear themselves like foolish justices ; he*^ 
by conversing with them, is turned into a justice- 
iike serving-inan ; their spirits are so married in 
conjunction with the participation of society, that 
they flock together in consent, like so many wild- 
geese. If I had a suit to master Shallow, I would 
humour Ms men, with the imputation of being 
near their master : if to his men, I would curry 
with master Shallow, that no man could better 
command his servants. It is certain, that either 
wise bearing, or ignorant carriage, is caught as 
men take diseases, one of another : therefore, let 
men take heed of their company. I will devise 
matter enough out of this Shallow, to keep prince 
Harry in continual laughter, the wearing-out of 
six fashions, (which is four terms or two actions.) 
and he shall laugh without intenmttums. O, it is 
much, that a lie, with a slight oath, and a jest, 
with a sad brow, will do with a fellow that never 
had the ache in his shoulders ! 0, you shall see 

him laugh, till his face be like a wet cloak ill 
laid up. 

ShaL [Within.] Sir John! 

Fal. I come, master Shallow ; I come, master 
Shallow. iBxit Falstaff. 


SCENE I. — Gloucestershire. A Hall in 

Shallow’s House. 

Enter Shallow, Falstaff, Bardolph, anc! Page. 

Shal. By cock and pye, sir, you shall not away 
to-night. What, Davy, I say ! 

Fal. You mustexcuse me, master Robert Shallow. 

Shal. I will not excuse you ; you shall not he ex- 
cused ; excuses shall not be admitted ; there is no 
excuse shall serve ; you shall not be excused. — 
Why, Davy I 

Enter Davy. 

Davy. Here, sir. 

Shal. Davy, Davy, Davy, — ^let me see, Davy ; 
let me see : — yea, marry, William cook, bid him 
come hither. — Sir John, yon shall not be excused. 

Davy. Marry, sir, thus ; — those precepts cannot 
be served : and, again, sir, — Shall we sow the 
head-land with wheat ? 

Shal. W^ith red wheat, Davy. But for William 
cook ; Are there no young pigeons ? 

Davy. Yes, sir. Here is now the smithes 

note, for shoeing, and plough-irons. 

Shal. Let it be cast and paid : — sir John, you 
shall not be excused. 

Davy. Now, sir, a new link to the bucket must 
needs be had : — And, sir, do you mean to stop any 
of WiUiam's wages, about the sack he lost the other 
day at Hinckley fair ? 

Shal. He shall answer it : Some pigeons, 

Davy ; a couple of short-legged hens ; a joint of 
mutton ; and any pretty little tiny kickshaws, tell 
W^iUiam cook. 

Davy. Doth the man of war stay all night, sir? 

Shal. Yes, Davy. I mil use him well ; A friend 
i’the com't is better than a penny in purse. Use Ms 
men well, Davy ; for they are arrant knaves, and 
will backbite. 

Davy. No worse than they are hack -bitten, sir; 
for they have marvellous foul linen. 

Shal. Well conceited, Davy. About thy business, 
Davy. 

Davy. I beseech you, sir, to countenance William 
Visor of Wlncot against Clement Perkes of the 
Mil. 

Shal. There are many complaints, Davy, against 
that Visor ; that Visor is an arrant knave, on my 
knowledge. 

Davy. I grant your worship, that he is a knave, 
sir : but, yet, God forbid, sir, but a knave should 
have some countenance at Ms friend’s request. An 
honest man, sir, is able to speak for himself, when 
a knave is not. I have served your worsMp truly, 
sir, this eight years ; and if I cannot once or twice 
in a quarter bear out a knave against an honest man, 
1 have but a very little credit with your worsMp. 
Ihe knave is mine honest friend, sir ; therefoi’e, I 
beseech your worship, let him be countenanced. 

Shal. Go to; I say, he shall have no wrong. 
Look about, Davy. [Exit Davy.] Where are you, 
sir John? Come, off with your boots.— -Give me 
your hand, master Bardolph. 

Bard. 1 am glad to see your worship. 

Shal. I thank thee with all my heart, kind master 
Bardolph and welcome, my tall fellow. [To the 
Page.] Come, sir John. .lExU Sbalww. 

Fat. m follow you, good master Robert Sha!- 


SCENE 11. — Westminster. A Boom in the 
Palace. 

Enter Warwick and the Lord Chief Justice. 

W ar. How now, my lord chief justice ? whither 
Ch. J list. How doth the king ? [away ? 

JVar. Exceeding well ; his cares are now all 
Ch. Just. I hope, not dead. [ended. 

War. He’s walk’d the way of nature ; 

And, to our purposes, he lives no more. 

Ch. Just. I would Ms majesty had call’d me with 
The service that I truly did his life, [him : 

Hath left me open to all injuries. 

War. Indeed, I think the young king loves you 
not. 

Ch, Just I know he doth not ; and do arm myself 
To welcome the condition of the time ; 

Which cannot look more hideously upon me 
Than I have drawn it in my fantasy. 

Enter Prince John, Prince IluMPHREy, Clarence, 
Westmoreland, and others. 

War. Here come the heavy issue of dead Harry; 
O, that the living Harry had the temper 
Of him, the worst of these three gentlemen I 
How many nobles then should hold their places, 
That must strike sail to spirits of vile sort ! 

Ch. Just. Alas ! I fear, ail ^vill be overturn’d. 
P. John. Good morrow, cousin Warwick. 

P. Humph., Cla. Good morrow, cousin. 

P. JoJm, We meet like men that had forgot to 
speak. 

War. We do remember ; but our argument 
Is all too heavy to admit much talk. 

P. John. Well, peace be with Mm that hath 
made us heavy ! 
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That guards the peace and safety of your person ; 
Nay, more ; to spurn at your most royal image. 
And mock your workings in a second body? 
Question your royal thoughts, make the case yours j 
Be now the father, and propose a son : 

Hear your own dignity so much profanhl, 

See your most dreadful laws so loosely slighted, 
Behold yourself so by a son disdained ; 

And then imagine me taking your part, 

And, in your power, soft silencing your son : 

After this cold considerance sentence me ; 

And, as you are a king, speak in your state, 

What I have done, that misbecame my place, 

My person, or my liege's sovereignty. 

King. You are right, justice, and you weigh 
this well ; 

Therefore still bear the balance, and the sword j 
And I do wash y our honours may increase, 

Till yon do live to see a son of mine 
Offend you, and obey you, as I did. 

So shall I live to speak my father’s words : — 
Happy am J, tfiat have a man so bold. 

That dares do justice 07i my pQ^oper son ; 

And not less happy, having such a sofi, 

That would deliver tip his greatness so 

Into the hands of justice. — You did commit me : 

For which, I do commit into your hand 

The unstained sword that you have us’d to bear ; 

With this remembrance,— -That you use the same 

With the like bold, just, and impartial spirit, 

As you have done ’gainst me. There is my hand; 
Youjshali be as a father to my youth : 

My voice shall sound as you do prompt mine ear ; 
And I will stoop and humble my intents 

To your well practis’d, wise directions. 

And, princes all, believe me, I beseech you ; — 

My father is gone wild into his grave, 

For in his tomb lie my affections ; 

And with his spirit sadly I survive, 

To mock the expectation of the world ; 

To frustrate prophecies ; and to raze out 
Rotten opinion, who hath writ me down 
After my seeming. The tide of blood in me 
Hath proudly flow’d in vanity, till now : 

Now doth it turn, and ebb back to the sea ; 

Where it shall mingle with the state of floods, 

And flow henceforth in formal majesty. 

Now call we our high court of parliament : 

And let us choose such limbs of noble counsel, 
That the great body of our state may go 
In equal rank with the best govern’d nation : 

That war, or peace, or both at once, may be 

As things acquainted and faftiliar to us ; 

In which you, father, shall have foremost hand, 

[To the Lobb Chisf tFusTicj®, 
Our coronation done, we will accite, 

As I before remember’d, aU our state,: 

And (God consigning to my good intents,) 

No prince, nor peer, shall have just cause to say, — 

Heaven shorten Harry’s happy life one day. 

[Exeunt 


Ch. Just. Peace be with us, lest we be heavier ! 
P. Humph. O, good my lord, you have lost a 
friend, indeed : 

And I dare swear, you borrow not that face 
Of seeming sorrow ; it is, sure, your own. 

P. John. Though no man be assur’d what grace 
to find, 

You stand in coldest expectation : 

I am the sorrier ; ’would ’twere otherwise. 

Cla. Well, you must now speak sir John Falstaff 
fair ; 

Which swims against your stream of quality. 

Ch. Just. Sweet princes, what I did, I did in 
honour, 

Led by the impartial conduct of my soul ; 

And never shall you see, that I mil beg 
A ragged and forestall’d remission.— 

If truth and upright innocency fail me, 
ril to the king my master that is dead, 

And tell him who hath sent me after him. 
rjVai'. Here comes the prince. 

Enter King Henry V. 

cih Just. Good morrow ; and Heaven save your 
majesty ! 

King. This new and gorgeous garment, majesty, 
Sits not so easy on me as you think. — 

Brothers, you mix your sadness with some fear ; 
This is the English, not the Turkish court; 

Not Amurath an Amuratli succeeds, 

But Harry Harry : Yet be sad, good brothers, 

For, to speak truth, it very well becomes you ; 
Sorrow so royally in you appears, 

That I will deeply put the fashion on, 

And wear it in my heart. Why then, be sad : 

But entertain no more of it, good brothers, 

Than a joint burden laid upon us all. 

For me, by heaven, I bid you be assur’d, 

I’ll be your father and your brother too ; 

Let me but bear your love, I’ll bear your cares. 
Yet weep, that Harry’s dead ; and so will I ; 

But Harry lives, that shall convert those, tears, 

By number, into hours of happiness. 

P. Johny cf c. We hope no other from yonr 
majesty. 

King. You all look strangely on me and you 
most ; [To the Chief Justice. 

You are, I think, assur’d I love you not. 

Ch. Just, I am assur’d, if I be measur’d rightly, 
Yor majesty hath no just cause to hate me. 

King, No ! 

How might a prince of my great hopes forget 
So great indignities you laid upon me ? 

What ! rate, rebuke, and roughly send to prison 
The immediate heir of 'England 1 Was this easy ? 
May this be wash’d in Lethe, and forgotten ? 

Ch. Just. I then did nse the person of your 
The image of his power lay then in me : [father, 
And, in the administration of Ms law, 

Whiles I was ])usy for the commonwealth, 

Your highness pleased to forget my place, 

The majesty and power of law and justice, 

The image of the king whom I presented, 

And struck me in my very seat of judgment ; 
Whereon, as an ofiender to your father, 

I gave bold way to my authority, 

And did commit you. If the deed were ill, 

Be you contented, wearing now the garland, 

To have a son set your decrees at nought ; 

To pluck down justice from your awful bench ; 

To trip the course of law, and blunt the sword 


SCENE HI. — Gloucestershire. The Garden 
of Shallow’s House. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Silence, Babi)Oli>h, the 
Page, and Davy. 

Shal Nay, you shall see mine orchard : where^ 
in an arbour, we will eat a last year’s pippin of my 
own graffing, with a dish of carraways and so 
forth ; — come, cousin Silence *, — and then to bed* 
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FaL ’Fore God, you haye here a goodly dwell- 
ing, and a rich. 

Shal Barren, barren, barren ; beggars all, beg- 
gars all, sir John: — marry, good air. — Spread, 
Davy ; spread, Davy ; Well said, Davy. 

Fal. This Davy seiwes you for good uses ; he is 
your serving-man, and your husbandman. 

Shal. A good varlet, a good varlet, a very good 
varlet, sir John.— By the mass, I have drunk too 

much sack at supper : A good varlet. Now 

sit down, now sit down : — come, cousin. 

SiL Ah, sirrah! quoth-a, — we shall 

Do nothing but eat^ and makegood cheer [Singing. 
And praise heaven for the merry year ; 

When flesh is cheap and females dear^ 

And lusty lads roam here and there^ 

So merrily. 

And ever among so merrily. 

Fal. There’s a merry heart ! — Good master Si- 
lence, I’ll give you a health for that anon. 

Shal. Give master Bardolph some wine, Davy. 
Davy. Sweet sir, sit ; [seating Bardolph and 
the Page at another table.} I’ll he with you anon : 

— most sweet sir, sit. Master page, good master 

page, sit : proface ! What you want in meat, we’ll 
have in drink. But you must bear ; The heart’s all. 

[Esit. 

Shal. Be merry, master Bai’dolph ; — and my 
little soldier there, be merry. 

Sd. Bemerry,hemer‘i'y,mywife^s as all ; [Singing. 
For women are shrews, both short and tall ; 

’ Tis merry in hall, when beards wag all, 

And welcome merry shroveAide. 

Be merry, be merry, Sec. 

Fal. I did not think, master Silence had been a 
man of this mettle. 

Sil. Who I I have been merry twice and once, 
ere now. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. There is a dish of leather-coats for you. 

ISetting them before Bardolph. 

Shal. Davy, — 

Davy. Y our worship ? — I’ll be with you straight. 
[To Bard.] — A cup of wine, sir ? 

Sil. A cup of wine, that's brisk and fine, 

And drink unto the leman mine ; [Singing. 

And a merry heart lives long-a. 

Fal. Well said, master Silence. 

Sil. And we shall be merry ; — ^now comes in the 
sweet of the night. 

Fal Health and long life to you, master Si- 
lence. 

Sil. Fill the cup, a%d let it come ; 

I’ll pledge you a mile to the bottom. 

Shal. Honest Bardolph, welcome : If thou 
wantest any thing, and wdt not call, beshrew thy 
heart.— Welcome, my little tiny thief; [to the 
Page.] and welcome, indeed, too. — I’ll drink to 
master Bardolph, and to all the cavaleroes about 
Loudon. 

Davy. I hope to see London once ere I die. 
Bard. An I might see you there, Davy,— 

Shal By the mass, you’ll crack a quart together. 
Ha 1 will you not, master Bardolph ? 

Bard. Yes, sir, in a pottle-pot. 

Shal. I thank thee : — The knave will stick by 
thee, I can assure thee that : he will not out ; he 
is true bred. 

Bard. And I’D, stick by him, sir. 

Shal Why, there spoke a king. Lack nothing : 

be merry. [Knocking heard.} Look who’s at door 
there : Ho ! who knocks ? lExit Davy. 

Fal. Y/hy, now you have done me right. 

[To Silence, who drinks a hum, per. 

Sil. Do 'me right, [Singing. 

And dub me knight : i 

Samingo. | 

Is’t not so ? 

Fal ’Tis so. 

Sil Is’t so ? Why, then say, an old man can do 
somewhat. 

Re-enter Davy. 

Davy. An it please your worship, there’s one 
Pistol come from the court with news. 

Fal From the court? let him come in.-— 

Enter Pistol. 

How now, Pistol? 

Fist. God save you, sir John ! 

Fal. What wind blew you hither. Pistol ? 

Fist. Not the ill wind wliich blows no man to 
good. — Sweet knigbt, thou art now one of the 
greatest men in the realm. 

Sil. By’r Lady, I think ’a be, but goodman Puff 
of Barson. 

Fist Puff.? 

Puff’ in thy teeth, most recreant coward base ! — 

Sir John, I am thy Pistol, and thy friend, 

And helter-skelter have I rode to thee ; 

And tidings do I bring, and lucky joys, 

And golden times, and happy news of price. 

Fal. I pr’ythee now, dehver them like a man of 
this world. 

Fist. A foutra for the world, and worldlings 

I speak of Africa, and golden jo 3 '"s. [base i 

Fal 0 base Assyrian knight, what is thy news .? 
Let king Cophetua know the truth thereof. 

Sil And Robin Hood, Scarlet, and John. [Sings. 
Fist. Shall dunghill curs confront the Helicons ? 
And shall good news be baffled ? 

Then, Pistol, lay thy head in Furies’ lap. 

Shal. Honest gentleman, I know not your 
breeding. 

Fist. Why then, lament, therefore. 

Shal. Give me pardon, sir; — If, sir, you come 
with news from the court, I take it, there is but 
two ways ; either to utter them, or to conceal them. 

I am, sir, under the king, in some authority. 

Fist. IJnder which king, Bezonian? speak, or die. 
Shal Under king Hany. 

Put. Harry the fourth? or fifth ? 

Shal. Harry the fourth. 

Fist. A foutra for thine office 1 — 

Sir John, thy tender lambkin now is king ; 

Harry the fifth’s the man. I speak the truth : 

When Pistol lies, do this ; and fig me, like 

The bragging Spaniard. 

Fal Wliat 1 is the old king dead ? 

Fist. a\s nail in door : the things I speak, are 
just, 

Fal. Away, Bardolph; saddle my horse. — j 
Master Robert Shallow, choose what office thou j 
wilt in the land, ’tis thine. — Pistol, I wiD double- i 
charge thee with dignities. ^ i 

Bard. 0 joyful day ! — I would not take a knight- 
hood for my fortune. 

Fisl What ? I do bring good news 

Fal Carry master Silence to bed — Master Shal- 
low, my lord ShaUow, be what thou wilt, I am 
fortune’s steward. Get on thy boots : we’D ride 
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if I liad had time to have made new liveries, I 
v/ould have bestowed the thousand pound I bor- 
rowed of yon. [To Shallow.] But 'tis no matter; 
this poor show doth better : this doth infer the 
zeal I had to see him. 

Shal. It doth so. 

Fal, It shows my earnestness of affection. 

Shal. It doth so. 

Fal. My devotion. 

Shal. It doth, it doth, it doth. 

Fal. As it were, to ride day and night ; and not 
to deliberate, not to remember, not to have patience 
to shift me. 

Shal. It is most certain. 

Fal. But to stand stained with travel, and sweat- 
ing whth desire to see him : thinking of nothing 
else ; putting all affairs else in oblivion ; as if there 
were nothing else to be done, but to see him. 

Pist. ’Tis semper idem^ for absque hoc nihil esi : 
Tis all in every part 
Shal. ’Tis so, indeed. 

Pist. My knight, I wall inflame thy noble liver, 
And make thee rage. 

Thy Doll, and Helen of thy noble thoughts. 

Is in base durance, and contagious prison ; 

HauFd thither 

By most mechanical and dirty hand : — 

Rouse up revenge from ebon den with fell Alecto’s 
snake, 

For Doll is in ; Pistol speaks nought but truth . 
Fal. I will deliver her. 

IShouts within, and the trumpets sotmd, 
Pist. There roar’d the sea, and trampet-clangor 
sounds. 

Enter the King and his Train, the Chief Justice among 
than. 

Fal. God save thy grace, Idng Hal 1 my royal 
Hal? 

Pist. The heavens thee guard and keep, most 
royal imp of fame ! 

Fal. God save thee, my sweet boy I 
King. My lord chief justice, speak to that vain 
man. 

Ch. Just. Have you your wits ? know you what 
'tis you speak ? 

Fal. My king 1 my Jove ! I speak to thee, my 
heart 1 

King. I know thee not, old man: Fall to thy 
prayers ; 

How ill white hairs become a fool, and jester ! 

I have long dream’ d of such a kind of man, 

So surfeit-swell’d, so old, and so profane ; 

But, being awake, I do despise my dream. 

Make less thy body, hence, and more thy grace ; 
Leave gormandizing ; know, the grave doth gape 
For thee thrice wider than for other men : — 

Reply not to me with a fool-horn jest ; 

Presume not, that I am the thing I was : 

For heaven doth know, so shall the world perceive, 
That I have turn’d away my former seif ; 

So will I those that kept me company. 

When thou dost hear I am as 1 have been, 
Approach me ; and thou shalt be as thou wast, 

The tutor and the feeder of my riots : 

Till then, I banish thee, on pain^of death,-— 

As I have done the rest of my misleaders, — 

Not to come near our person by ten mile. 

For competence of life, I will allow you, 

That lack of means enforce you not to evil : 

And, as we hear you do reform yourselves, 


all night:— O, sweet Pistol Away, Bardolpii. 
XMxit Baud.] — Come, Pistol, utter more to me ; 
and, withal, devise something, to do thyself good 
—Boot, boot, master Shallow : I know the young 
king is sick for me. Let us take any man’s horses ; 
the laws of England are at my commandment. 
Happy are they which have been my friends ; and 
woe to my lord chief justice ! 

Pist. Let vultures rile seize on his lungs also ! 
Where is the life that late I led, say they ; 

here it is ; Welcome these pleasant days. 

l.Ea:cu'nt. 


SCENE IV. — London. A Street. 

Enter Beadles, dragging in Hostess Quickly, and Doll 
Tear-sheet. 

Host. No, thou arrant knave ; I would I might 
die, that I might have thee hanged : thou hast 
drawn my shoulder out of joint. 

1 Bead. The constables have delivered her over 
to me : and she shall have whipping- cheer enough, 
I warrant her ; there hath been a man or two lately 
killed about her. 

Doll. Nut-hook, nut-hook, yon lie. Come on ; 
I’ll tell thee wdiat, thon Aamned tripe-visaged 
rascal ; an the child I now go with, do miscarry, 
thou hadst better thou hadst struck thy mother, 
thou paper-faced villain. 

Host. O the Lord, that sir John were come ! he 
would make this a bloody day to somebody. But 
I pray God the fruit of her womb miscarry ! 

1 Bead. If it do, you shall have a dozen of 
cushions again ; you have but eleven now. Come, 
I charge you both go ‘^ith me ; for the man is dead, 
that you and Pistol beat among you. 

Boll. Ill teU thee what, thou thin man in a 
censer! I will have you as soundly swinged for 
this, you blue-bottle rogue ! you filthy famished 
correctioner : if you be not swinged, I’ll forswear 
half-kirtles. 

1 Bead. Come, come, you she knight-errant, 
come, 

Bost. 0, that right should thus overcome might ! 
Well ; of sufferance comes ease. 

Bolt Gome, you rogue, come ; bring me to a 
justice. 

Bost. Ay ; come, you starved blood-hound. 

BoU. Goodman death 1 goodman bones ! 

Thon atomy thou ! 

Boll. Come, you thin thing ; come, you rascal! 

1 Bead. Very well. [_Exeunt. 


SCENE V , — A public Place near Westminster 
Abbey.' 

Enter two Grooms, streieing rushes. 

1 Groom. More rushes, more rushes. 

2 Groom. The trumpets have sounded twice. 

1 Groom. It will be two o’clock ere they come 
from the coronation : Despatch, despatch. 

[Exeunt Gxooms. 

Enter Falstaff, Shallow, Pistol, Baedolph, and the 
Page. 

Fal. Stand here by me, master Robert Shallow ; 
I win make the king do you grace : I will leer upon 
Mm, as ’a comes by ; and do but mark the counte- 
nance that he will give me. 

Pist. God bless thy lungs, good knight. 

F at Come here, Pistol ; stand behind me. — O, 
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We win, — according: to your strength, and quali- 
ties, — 

Give you advancement. — Be it your charge, my 
lord, 

To see performed the tenor of our word, — 
get on. [Exeunt King and Ms Train, 

Fal. Master Shallow, I owe you a thousand 
pound. 

Shal. Ay, marry, sir John ; which I beseech you 
to let me have home with me. 

Fal. That can hardly be, master Shallow. Do 
not you grieve at this ; I shall be sent for in private 
to him : look you, he must seem thus to the %voiid. 
Fear not your advancement ; I will be the man yet, 
that shall make you great. 

Shal I cannot perceive how j unless you give me 
your doublet, and stuff me out with straws ^ I be- 
seech you, good sir John, let me have five hundred 
of my thousand. 

Fal. Sir, I will be as good as my word ; this that 
you heard, was but a colour. 

Shal. A colour, I fear, that you will die in, sir 
John. 

Fal. Fear no colours; go with me to dinner. 
Come, lieutenant Pistol ; — come, Bardolph : — I 
shall be sent for soon at night. 


Re-enter Prince John, the Chief Justice, Officers, %c. 

Cli. Just. Go, carry sir John Falstafi* to the Fleet ; 
Take all his company along with him. 

Fal. My lord, my lord, 

Ch. Just. I cannot now speak : I will hear you 
soon. 

Take them away. 

Fist. Sifortiina me torment a, spero me eonienta. 

lExeimt Fal. Shal. Pist. Bark, page, and Officers, 
P. J ohn. I like this fair proceeding of the king’s ; 
He hath intent, his wonted followers 
Shall all be very well provided for ; 

But all are banish’d, till their conversations 
Appear more wise and modest to the world. 

Ch. Just. And so they are. 

P.JoJm. The king hath call’d his parliament, 
my lord. 

Ch. Just. He hath. 

P.John. I will lay odds, — that, ere this year, 
expire, 

We bear our civil swords, and native fire, 

As far as France : I heard a bird so sing, 

Whose music, to my thinking, pleas’d the king. 
Come, will yon hence 


EPILOGUE . — Spoken by a Dancer. 


First, my fear ; then my court’ sy : last, my 
speech. My fear is, your displeasure ; my court’sy , 
my duty ; and my speech, to beg your pardons. If 
you look for a good speech now, you undo me : for 
what I have to say, is of mine ovm making ; and 
what, indeed, I should say, will, I doubt, prove 
mine own marring. But to the purpose, and so to 
the venture. — Be it known to you, (as it is very well,) 
I was lately here in the end of a displeasing play, 
to pray your patience for it, and to promise you a 
better. I did mean, indeed, to pay you with this ; 
which, if, like an ill venture, it come unluckily 
home, I break, and you, my gentle creditors, lose. 
Here, I promised yon, I would be, and here I 
commit my body to your mercies : bate me some, 
and I will pay you some, and, as most debtors do, 
promise you infinitely. 

If my tongue cannot entreat you to acquit me, 


will you command me to use my legs ? and yet that 
were but light payment, — to dance out of your debt. 
But a good conscience will make any possible satis- 
faction, and so will I. All the gentlewomen here 
have forgiven me ; if the gentlemen will not, then 
the gentlemen do not agree with the gentlewomen, 
which was never seen before in such an assembly. 

One word more, I beseech you. If you be not 
too much cloyed with fat meat, our humble author 
will continue the story, with Sir John in it, and 
make you merry with fair Katharine of France : 
where, for anything I know, Falstaff shall die of 
a sweat, unless already he be killed with your hard 
opinions; for Oldcastle died a martyr, and this is 
not the man. My tongue is weary ; when my legs 
are too, I will bid you good night : and so kneel 
down before you; — but, indeed, to pray for the 
queen. 
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SCENE, — At the heginning of the Play, lies in England ; but afterwards wholly in France. 


Enter Chorus. 

Clior. O, for a muse of fire, that would ascend 
The brightest heaven of invention ! 

A kingdom for a stage, princes to act, 

And monarchs to behold the swelling scene ! 

Then should the warlike Harry, like himself, 
Assume the port of Mars ; and, at his heels, 
Leash’d in like hounds, should famine, sword, and 
fire, 

Crouch for employment. But pardon, gentles all, 
The flat unraised spirit, that hath dar'd, 

On this unworthy scaflbld, to bring forth 
So great an object ; Can this cockpit hold 
The vasty fields of France ? or may we cram 
Within this wooden O, the very casques, 

That did affright the air at Agincourt ? 

0, pardon ! since a crooked figure may 
Attest, in little place, a million ; 


And let us, ciphers to fhis great accompt. 

On your imaginary forces work : 

Suppose, within the girdle of these walls 
Are now confin’d two mighty monarchies, 

Whose high upreared and abutting fronts 
The perilous, narrow ocean parts asunder. 

Piece out our imperfections with your thoughts ; 
Into a thousand parts divide one man. 

And make imaginary puissance ; 

Think, when we talk of horses, that you see them 
Printing their prond hoofs i’the receiving earth : 
For ’tis your thoughts that now must deck our 
kings, 

Carry them here and there ; jumping o’er times ; 
Turning the accomplishment of many years 
Into an hour-glass ; For the which supply, 

Admit me chorus to this history ; 

Who, prologue-like, your humble patience pray, 
Gently to hear, kindly to judge, our play. 


ACT I. 


SCENE 1 . — London. An Ante-chamber in the 
King’s Palace. 

Enter the Archbishop op Canterbury, and Bishop op Ely. 

Cant. My lord, I’ll teii you, — that self bill is 
- . . "^rg’d. 

Which, in the eleventh year o’ the last king’s reign 
Was like, and had indeed against us pass’d, 

But that the scambling and unquiet time 
Hid push it out of further question. 

Piy. But how, my lord, shall we resist it now ? 
w 1 thought on. If it pass against us, 

vv e lose the better half of our possession : 


For all the temporal lands, which men devout 
By testament have given to the church. 

Would they strip from us ; being valued thus, — 
As much as would maintain, to the king’s honour, 
Full fifteen earls, and fifteen hundred knights ; 

Six thousand and two hundred good esquires ; 
And, to relief of lazars, and weak age, 

Of indigent faint souls, past corporal toil, 

A hundred alms-houses, right well supplied ; 

And to the coffers of the king beside, 

A thousand pounds by the year : Thus runs the bill. 
Ely, This would drink deep. 

. . - 



KING HENRY V 


ACT» I. 


Cant. ^Twould drink the cup and all. 

Ely. But what prevention ? 

Cant. The king is full of grace, and fair regard. 
Ely. And a true lover of the holy church. 

Cant. The courses of his youth promis’d it not. 
The breath no sooner left his father’s body, 

But that his wildness, mortified in him. 

Seem’d to die too : yea, at that very moment. 
Consideration like an angel came, 

And whipp’d the offending Adam out of him ; 
Leaving his body as a paradise, 

To envelop and contain celestial spirits. 

Never was such a sudden scholar made : 

Never came reformation in a flood, 

With such a heady current, scouring faults ; 

Nor never Hydra-headed wilfulness 
So soon did lose his seat, and all at once, 

As in this king. 

Ely. We are blessed in the change. 

Cant. Hear him but reason in divinity, 

And, all-admiring, with an inward wish 

You would desire, the king were made a prelate : 

Hear him debate of commonwealth affairs. 

You would say, — it hath been all-in-all his study ; 
List his discourse of war, and you shall hear 
A fearfLil battle render’d you in music : 

Turn him to any cause of policy, 

The Gordian knot of it he will unloose, 

Familiar as his garter ; that, when he speaks. 

The air, a charter’d libertine, is still, • 

And the mute wonder lurketh in men’s ears, 

To steal his sweet and honeyed sentences ; 

So that the art and practick part of life 
Must be the mistress to this theorick : 

Which is a wonder, how" his grace should glean it. 
Since his addiction was to courses vain : 

His companies unletter’4 rude, and shallow ; 

His hours fill’d up wuth riots, banquets, sports ; 
And never noted in him any study, 

Any retirement, any sequestration 
From open haunts and popularity. 

Ely. The strawberry grows underneath the nettle, 
And w"holesome berries thrive and ripen best, 
Neighbour’d by fruit of baser quality : 

And so the prince obscur’d his contemplation 
Under the veil of wildness ; which, no doubt, 

Grew" like the summer grass, fastest by night, 
Unseen, yet crescive in his faculty. 

Cayd, It must he so ; for miracles are ceas’d ; 
And therefore we must needs admit the means, 
How things are perfected. 

Ely. But, my good lord, 

How now for mitigation of this bill 
Urg’d by the commons } Doth his majesty 
Incline to it or no ? 

Cant. He seems indifferent ; 

Or, rather, swaying more npon our part, 

Than cherishing the exhibitors against us : 

For I have made an offer to his majesty, — 

Upon our spiritual convocation ; 

And in regard of causes now in hand, 

Which I have open’d to his grace at large, 

As touching France, — to give a greater sum 
Than ever at one time the clergy yet 
Did to his predecessors part withal. 

Ely. How did this offer seem receiv’d,my lorcl.^ 
Cant. With good acceptance of his majesty ; 
Save, that there was not time enough to hear 
(As I perceiv’d, his grace would fain have done,) 
The severals, and ui&idden passages, 


Of his true titles to some certain dukedoms • 

And, generally, to the crown and seat of France, 
Deriv’d from Edward, his great grandfather. 

Ely. WHiat was the impediment that broke this off? 
Cant. The French ambassador, upon that instant, 
Crav’d audience : and the iionr, I think, is come ' 
To give him hearing : Is it four o’clock? ’ 

It is. 

Cant. Then go w^e in, to know his embassy ; 
Which I could, with a ready guess, declare, 

Before the Frenchman speak a‘ word of it. 

Ely. I’ll wait upon you ; and I long to hear it. 

l^Exeunt. 



SCENE II. — The same. A Room of State in 
the same. 

Enter Kino Hen-ry, Gloster, Bedford, Exeter, War- 
wick, Westmoreland, and Attendants. 

K. Hen. Where is my gracious lord of Canter- 
bury ? 

Exe. Not here in presence. 

K. Hen. Send for him, good uncle. 

West. Shall we call in the ambassador, my liege? 
K. Hen. Not yet, my cousin; we would be re- 
solv’d, 

Before we hear him, of some things of weight. 

That task our thoughts, concerning us and France. 
Enter Archbishop of Canterbury, ami Bishop of Ely. 

Ca7it. God and his angels guard your sacred 
And make you long become it ! [throne, 

K. Hen, Sure, we thank you. 

My learned lord, we pray yon to proceed ! 

And justly and religiously unfold, 

Why the law Salique, that they have in' France, 

Or should, or should not, bar us in our claim. 

And God forbid, my dear and faithful lord, 

That you should fashion, rest, or bow your reading, 
Or nicely charge your understanding sond 
With opening titles miscreate, wdiose right 
Suits not in native colours ■with the truth ; 

For God doth know, how many, now in health, 
vShall drop their blood in approbation 
Of wjiat your reverence shall incite us to : 

Therefore take heed Imw you impawn our person, 
How you awake the sleeping sword of war : 

We charge you, in the name of God, take heed : 

For never two such kingdoms did contend. 

Without much fall of blood ; whose guiltless drops 
Are every one a woe, a sore complaint, 

’Gainst him whose ■wrongs give edge unto the 
That make such waste in brief mortality, [swords 
Under this conjuration, speak, my lord : 

And we will hear, note, and believe in heart, 

That what you speak is in your conscience wash’d 
As pure as sin with baptism. 

Cant. Theii hear me, gracious sovereign, — and | 
you peers, 

That owe your lives, your faith, and seiuuces, 

To this imperial throne -There is no bar 
To make against your highness’ claim to France, 

But this, which they produce from Pharamond ~ 

In terram Salicam muUeres ne succedant-, 

No looman shall succeed in Salique land • 

Which Salique land the French unjustly gloze 
To be the realm of France, and Pharamond 
The founder of this law and female bar. 

Yet their ovai authors faithfully affirm, 

That the land Salique lies in. Germany, 

Between the fl.oods of Sala and of Elbe : 
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Ely. Awake remembrance of these valiant dead, 
And with yonr puissant arm renew their feats : 
You are their heir, you sit upon their throne ; 

The blood and courage, that renowned them, 

Runs in your veins ; and my thrice-puissant liege 
Is in the very May-morn of liis youth, 

Ripe for exploits and mighty enterprises. 

Exe. Your brother kings and monarchs of the 
Do all expect that you should rouse yourself, [earth 
As did the former lions of your blood. 

West. They know, your grace hath cause, and 
means, and might ; 

So hath your highness ,* never king of England 
Had nobles richer, and more loyal subjects ; 

Whose hearts have left their bodies herein England, 
And lie pavilion’d in the fields of France. 

Cant. O, let their bodies follov/, my dear liege, 
With blood, and sword, and fire, to win your right : 
In aid whereof, we of the spiritualty 
Will raise your highness such a mighty sum, 

As never did the clergy at one time 
Bring in to any of your ancestors. 

K. Hen. We must not only arm to invade the 
French ; 

But lay down our proportions to defend 
Against the Scot, who will make road upon us 
With all advantages. 

Cant. They of diose marches, gracious sovereign, 
Shall be a wall sufficient to defend 
Our inland fi*om the pilfering borderers. 

K. Hen. We do not mean the coursing snatchers 
But fear the main intendment of the Scot, [only, 
Who hath been still a giddy neighbour to us ; 

For you shall read, that my great grandfather 
Never went with his forces into France, 

But that the Scot on his unfurnish’d kingdom 
Came pouring, like the tide into a breach, 

With ample and brim fulness of bis force ; 

Galling the gleaned land with hot essays : 

Girding with grievous siege, castles arid towns ; 
That England, being empty of defence, 

Hath shook, and trembled at the ill-neighbourliood. 
Cant. She hath been then more fear’d than 
harm’d, my liege : 

For hear her but exam pled by herself, — 

When all her chivaliy hath been in France, 

And she a mourning widow of her nobles, 

She hath herself not only well defended, 

But taken, and impounded as a stray. 

The king of Scots ; whom she did send to France, 
To fill king Edward’s fame with prisoner kings ; 
And make your chronicle as rich with praise, 

As is the ooze and bottom of the sea 
With sunken wreck and sumless treasuries. 

West. But there’s a saying, very old and true, — 
If that you will France ivin^ 

Then with Scotland first begin ; 

For once the eagle England being in prey. 

To her unguarded nest the weasel Scot 
Comes sneaking, and so sucks her princely eggs ; 
Playing the mouse, in absence of the cat, 

To spoil and havoc more than she can eat. 

Exe. It follows then, the cat must stay at home : 
Yet that is but a cui's’d necessity ; 

Since we have locks to safeguard necessaries, 

And pretty traps to catch the petty thieves. 

While that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 

The advised head defends itself at home : 

For government, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keep in one concent ; 

F F 2 


Where Charles the great, having subd- 
There left behind and settled certain 
Who, holding in disdain the Germar 
For some dishonest manners of tlieii 
Establish’d there this law, — to wit, 
Should be inheritrix in Salique l;md 
Ydiich Salique, as I said, “ ' ' 

Is at this day in Germ; 

Thus doth it well appear, 

Was ,iiot devised for the i 
Nor did the French poss; 

Until four hundred one 
After defmiction of kin‘ 

Idly suppos’ 


:wixt Elbe and Saia, 
lany called — Meisen. 
q the Salique law 
realm of France ; 

Bess the Salique land 
■and -twenty years 
j Pharamond, 

Idly suppos’d the founder of this law ; 

Who died within the year of our redemption 
Four hundred twenty-six ; and Charles the great 
Subdued the Saxons, and did seat the French 
Beyond the river Sala, in the year 
Eight hundred five. Besides, their writers say, 
King Pepin, which deposed Childerick, 

Did, as heir general, being descended 
Of Blithild, which was daughter to king Clothair, 
Make claim and title to the crown of France. 

Hugh Capet also, — that usurp’d the crown 
Of Charles the duke of Lorrain, sole heir male 
Of the true line and stock of Charles the great, — 
To fine his title with some show of truth, 

(Though, in pure truth, it was corrupt and naught,) 
Convey’d himself as heir to the lady Lingare, 
Daughter to Chaiiemain, who was the son 
To Lewis the emperor, and Lewis the son 
Of Charles the great. Also king jCewis the tenth, 
Who was sole heir to the usurper Capet, 

Could not keep quiet in his conscience, 

Wearing the crown, of, France, till satisfied 
That fair queen Isabel, his grandmother, 

Was lineal of the lady Ermengare, 

Daughter to Charles the foresaid duke of Lorrain : 
By the which marriage, the line of Charles the 
Was re-united to the crown of France, [great 
So that, as clear as is the summer’s sun, 

King Pepin’s title, and Hugh Capet’s claim, 

King Lewis Ms satisfaction, all appear 
To hold in right and title of the female : 

So do the kings of France unto this day ; 

Howbeit they would hold up this Salique law, 

To bar your highness claiming from the female ; 
And rather choose to hide them in a net, 

Than amply to imbare their crooked titles 
Usurp’d from you and your progenitors. 

K. Hen. May I, with right and conscience, make 
this claim ? 

Cant. The sin upon my head, dread sovereign 1 
For in the book of Numbers is it writ, — 

When the son dies, let the inheritance 
Descend unto the daughter. Gracious lord, 

Stand for yom own ; unwund your bloody flag ; 
Look back unto your mighty ancestors : 

Go, my dread lord, to your great grandsire’s tomb, 
From w^om you claim ; invoke Ms warlike spirit, 
And your great uncle’s, Edward the black prince ; 
Y ho^ on the French ground play’d a tragedy, 
Making defeat on the full power of France ; 

Yhiies Ms most mighty father on a hill 
Stood smiling, to behold Ms lion’s whelp 
Forage in blood of French nobility, 

0 noble English, that could entertain 

with half their forces the full pride of France ; 

And let another half stand laughing by. 

Ail out of work, and cold for action ! 
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CoBgruing in a fall and natural close, 

Like music. 

Cant. True : therefore doth heaven divide 
The state of man in divers functions, 

Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 

To which is fixed, as an aim or butt, 

Obedience : for so work the honey bees ; 
Creatures, that, by a rule in nature, teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 

They have a king, and officers of sorts : 

Where some, like magistrates, correct at home ; 
Others, like merchants, venture trade abroad ; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings, 

Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds ; 

Which pillage they with merry march bring home 
To the tent-royal of their emperor ; 

Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 
The singing masons building roofs of gold ; 

The civil citizens kneading up the honey ; 

The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate : 

The sad-ey’d justice, with his surly hum, 
Delivering o’er to executors pale 
The lazy yawning drone. I this infer^ — 

That many things, having full reference 
To one concent, may work contrariously ; 

As many arrows, loosed several ways, 

Fly to one mark ; 

As many several ways meet in one town ; 

As many fresh streams run in one self sea ; 

As many lines close in the dial’s centre ; 

So may a thousand actions, once afoot, 

End in one purpose, and be all w^ell borne 
Without defeat. Therefore to France, my liege. 
Divide your happy England into four ; 

Whereof take you one quarter into France, 

And you withal shall make all Gallia shake. 

If we, with thrice that power left at home, 

Cannot defend our own door from the dog, 

Let us be worried ; and our nation lose 
The name of hardiness, and policy. [Dauphin. 
JT. Hen. Call in the messengers sent from the 
lExit an Attendant. T?ic King ascends Ms throne. 
Now are we well resolv’d ; and, — by God’s help ; 
And yours, the noble sinews of our power,-— 
France being ours, we’E bend it to our awe, 

Or break it all to pieces : Or there we’ll sit. 
Ruling, in large and ample empery, 

O’er France, and all her almost kingly dukedoms ; 
Or lay these bones in an unworthy ura, 

Tombless, with no remembrance over them : 
Either our history shall, with full mouth, 

Speak freely of our acts ; or else our grave. 

Like Turkish mute, shall have a tongueless mouth, 
Not worshipp’d with a waxen epitaph. 

Kn ter Ambassadors fl/Krance. 

Now are we well prepar’d to know the pleasure 
Of our fair cousin Dauphin ; for, we hear, 

Your greeting is from him, not from the king. 

Anib. May it please your majesty, to give us leave 
Freely to render what we have in charge ; 

Or shall we sparingly show you far off 
The Dauphin’s meaning, and our embassy ? 

K. Hen. We a?e no tyrant, but a Christie king; 
Unto whose grace our passion is as subject. 

As are our wretches fetter’d in our prisons : 
Therefore, with frank and with uncurbed plainness 
Tell us the Dauphin’s mind. 

Jm&. Thus then, in few. 

Your highness, lately sending into France, 
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Did claim some certain dukedoms, in the right 
Of your great predecessor, king Edward the third. 
In answer of which claim, the prince our master * 
Says, — that you savour too much of your youth ; 
And bids yon be advis’d, there’s nought in France 
That can be with a nimble galliard won ; 

You cannot revel into dukedoms there ; 

He therefore sends you, meeter for your spirit, 
This tun of treasure ; and, in lieu of this, ’ 
Desires you, let the dukedoms, that you claim 
Hear no more of you. This the Dauphin speaks. 
JfC. Hen. What treasure, uncle } 

Tennis-balls, my liege. 
E. Hen. We are glad, the Dauphin is so pl5i- 
sant with us ; 

His present, and your pains, we thank you for ; 
When we have match’d our rackets to these balls, 
We will, in France, by God’s grace, play a set, 
Shall strike his father’s crown into the hazard ; 
Tell him, he hath made a match wdth such a wrangler, 
That all the courts of France will he disturb’d 
With chaces. And we understand him well, 

How he comes o’er us with our mlder days, 

Not measuring what use we made of them. 

We never valu’d this poor seat of England ; 

And therefore, living hence, did give ourself 
To barbarous license ; As ’tis ever common, 

That men are merriest when they are from home. 
But tell the Dauphin, — I will keep my state ; 

Be like a king, and show my sail of greatness, 
When I do rouse me in my throne of France : 

For that I haveiaid by my majesty, 

And plodded like a man for working-days ; 

But I will rise there with so full a glory, 

That I will dazzle all the eye.s of France, 

Yea, strike the Dauphin blind to look on us. 

And tell |be pleasant prince,- — this mock of his 
Hath turh’d his halls to gun -stones ; and his soul 
Shall stand sore charged for the wasteful vengeance 
That shall fiy with them : for many a thousand 
widows , 

Shall this his mock mock out of their dear husbands ; 
Mock mothers from their sons, mock castles down ; 
And some are yet ungotten, and unborn, 

That shall have cause to curse the Dauphin’s scorn. 
But this lies all within the will of God, 

To whom I do appeal; And in whose name, 

Tell you the Dauphin, I am coming on, 

To venge me as I may, and to put forth 
My rightful hand in a weil-hallow’d cause, 

So, get you hence in peace ; and tell the Dauphin, 
His jest will savour but of shallow wit, 

When thousands weep, more than did laugh at it.— 
Convey them with safe conduct. — Fare you well. 

[ Exeunt Ambassadors. 

Exe. This was a meriy message. 

K. Hen. We hope to make the sender blush at it. 

[_Descendsfrom his throne. 
Therefore, my lords, omit no happy hour, 

That may give furtherance to our expedition ; 

For we have now no thought in us but France ; 
Save those to God, that run before our business. 
Therefore, let our proportions for these wars 
Be soon collected ; and all things thought upon. 
That may, with reasonable swiftness, add 
More feathers to our wings ; for, God before, 
We’U chide this Dauphin at his father’s door. 
Therefore, let every man now task his thought, 
That this fair action may on foot he brought. 

^Exeunt 
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I will do as I may : that is my rest, that is the ren- 
dezvous of it. 

Bard. It is certain, corporal, that he is married 
to Nell Uuickly : and, certainly, she did you wrong ; 
for you were troth-plight to her. 

Nym. I cannot tell ; things must be as they 
may ; men may sleep, and tlaey may have their 
throats about them at that time ; and, some say, 
knives have edges. It must be as it may : though 
patience be a tired mare, yet she will plod. There 
must be conclusions. " Well, I cannot tell. 

Enter Pistol and Mrs. Quicfa.Y. 

Bard. Here comes ancient Pistol, and his wife : — 
good corporal, be patient here. — How now, mine 
host Pistol ? 

Pist. Base tike, calPst thou me — host ? 

Now, by this hand I swear, I scorn the term ; 

Nor shall my Nell keep lodgers. 

Quick. No, by my troth, not long : for we can- 
not lodge and board a dozen or fourteen gentle- 
women, that live honestly by the prick of their 
needles, but it will be thought we keep a baivdy- 
house straight. [Nym draws his s7V07'd.'] O well-a- 
day, Lady, if he be not drawn now ! O Lord ! here’s 
corporal Nym’s — now shall we have wilful adultery 
and murder committed. Good lieutenant Bardolph, 
— good corporal, offer nothing here. 

Myyn. Pish. 

Pist, Pish for thee, Iceland dog ! thou prick- 
eared cur of Iceland. 

Quick. Good corporal Nym, show the valour of 
a man, and put up thy sword. 

Nym. Will you shog off ? I would have you solus. 

iSJicatMng his sioord. 

Pist. Solus, egregious dog } O viper vile ! 

The solus in thy most marvellous face } 

The solus in thy teeth, and in thy throat, 

And in thy hateful lungs, yea, in thy maw, perdy ; 
And, which is worse, within thy nasty mouth ! 

I do retort the solus in thy bowels ; 

For I can take, and Pistol’s cock is up, 

And dashing fire will follow. 

Nym. I am not Barhason, you cannot conjure 
me. I have an humour to knock you indifferently 
well : if you grow foul with me, Pistol, I will scour 
you with my rapier, as I may, in fair terms : if you 
w'ould walk off, I would prick your guts a little, 
in good terms, as I may ; and that’s the humour 
of it. 

Pist, O braggard vile, and damned furious 


Enter Chorus. 

Chor. Now ail the youth of England are on fire. 
And silken dalliance in the wardrobe lies ; 

Now thrive the armourers, and honour’s thought 
Reigns solely in the breast of every man : 

They sell the pasture now, to buy the horse ; 
Following the mirror of all Christian kings, 

With winged heels, as English Mercuries. 

For now sits Expectation in the air ; 

And hides a sword, from hilts unto the point, 

With crowns imperial, crowns and coronets, 
Promis’d to Harry, and his foliow^ers. 

The French, advis’d by good intelligence 
Of this most dreadful preparation, 

Shake in their fear ; and with pale policy 
Seek.to divert the English purposes. 

O England !— model to thy inward greatness. 

Like little body with a mighty heart, — 

What might’st thou do, that honour would thee do, 
Wei’e all thy children kind and natural 1 
Blit see thy fault ! France hath in thee found out 
A nest of hollow bosoms, which he fills 
With treacherous crowns ; and tliree corrupted 
men,—-' 

One, Richard earl of Cambridge ; and the second, 
Hem*y lord Scroop of Masham ; and the third. 

Sir Thomas Grey, knigbt of North'^miberland, — 
Have, for the gilt of France, (0 guilt, indeed !) 
Confirm’d 'conspiracy with fearful France ; 

And by their hands this grace of kings must die, 
(If hell and treason hold their promises,) 

Ere he take ship for France, and in Soutliampton. 
Linger your patience on ; and ivell digest 
The abuse of distance, while we force a play. 

The sum is paid ; the traitors are agreed ; 

The king is set from London ; and the scene 
Is now transported, gentles, to Southampton : 
There is the playhouse now, there must you sit ; 
And thence to France shall we convey you safe, 
And bring you back, charming the narrow seas 
To give you gentle pass ; for, if we may. 

We’ll not offend one stomach with our play. 

But, tiU the king come forth, and not till then, 
Unto Southampton do we shift our scene. iExit. 


The grave doth gape^ and doting death is near ; 
Therefore exhale. [Pistol and Nym draw. 

Bard. Hear me, hear me what I say : he that 
strikes the first stroke, 111 run him up to the hilts, 
as I am a soldier. 

Pist. An oath of mickle might ; and fury shall 
abate. 

Give me thy fist, thy fore-foot to me give ; 

Thy spirits are most tail. 

Nym. I will cut thy throat, one time or other, 
in fair terms ; that is the humour of it. 

PisL Coupe le gorge, that’s the word ? — I thee 
defy again. 

O hound of Crete, think’st thou my spouse to get? 




SCENE II. — Southampton. A Council Chamher. 
Euler EsiiTBit, Bedford, and WESTJioftKLAND. 

Bed. ’Fore God, his grace is bold, to trust these 
traitors. 

Exc, They shall be apprehended by and by. 
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No ; to the spital go, 

And from the powdering tub of infamy 
Fetch forth the lazar kite of Cressid’s kind, 

Doll Tear-sheet she by name, and her espouse : 

1 have, and I will hold, the quondam Quickly 
For tlie only she ; oxid—Pauca, there's enough. 

Enter the Boy. 

Boij, Mine host Pistol, you must come to my 
master, — and you, hostess ; — he is very sick, and 
would to bed.— Good Bardolph, put thy nose be- 
tween his sheets, and do the office of a warming- 
pan : 'faith, he’s very ill. 

Bard. Away, you rogue. 

Quick, By my troth, he’ll yield the crow a pud- 
ding one of these days ; the king has killed his 
heart. — Good husband, come home presently. 

lEx'cunt Mrs. Quickly awl Boy. 

Bard. Come, shall I make you two friends ? We 
must to France together ; Why, the devil should 
we keep knives to cut one another’s throats? 

PisL Let floods o’erswell, and fiends for food 
howl on ! 

aVym. You’ll pay me the eight shillings I won 
of you at betting ? 

PisL Base is the slave that pays. 

Nyyn. That now 1 will have; that’s the humour 
of it. 

Pist. As manhood shall compound ; Push home. 

Bard. By this sword, he that makes the first 
thrust I’ll kill him ; by this sword, I will. 

Fist. Sword is an oath, and oaths must have 
their course. 

Bard. Corporal Nym, an thou wilt be friends, 
be friends : an thou wilt not, why then be enemies 
with me too. Pr’ythee, put up. 

Nym. 1 shall have my eight shillings, I won of 
you at betting ? 

Pist. A noble slialt thou have, and present pay ; 
And liquor likewise will I give to thee, 

And friendship shall combine, and brotherhood : 
I’ll live by Nym, and Nym shall live by me ; — 

Is not this just } — for I shall sutler be 
Unto the camp, and profits will accrue. 

Give me thy hand. 

Nym. I shall have my noble ? 

Fist. In cash most justly paid. 

Nym. Well then, that’s the humour of it. 

Re-enter 3Irs, Quickly. 

Quick. As ever you came of women, come in 
quickly to Sir John. Ah, poor heart I he is so 
shaked of a burning quotidian tertian, that it is 
most lamentable to behold. Sweet men, come to 
him. 

Nym, The king hath run bad humours on the 
knight, that’s the even of it. 

Pist. Nym, thou hast spoke the right ; 

Flis heart is fracted, and corroborate. 

N^n. The king is a good king : but it must be 
as it may ; he passes some humours, and careers. 

Pist. Let ns condole the knight ; for, lambkins, 
we will live. lExeunL 


fVest. How smooth and even they do bear them- 
As if allegiance in their bosoms sat, [selves ! 
Crowmed with faith, and constant loyalty. 

Bed. The king hath note of all that they intend. 
By interception wliich they dream not of. 

Exe. Nay, but the man that was his bedfellow. 
Whom he hath cloy’d and grac'd with princelv 
favours, — 

That he should, for a foreign purse, so sell 
His sovereign’s life to death and treachery 1 

'lYunipet sounds. Enter King nK.vRY,Srnoop, Cambridge 
Grey, Lords, Attendants. 

K. Hen. Now^ sits the wind fair, and we will 
aboard. 

My lord of Cambridge, — and my kind lord of 
Masham, — 

And you, my gentle knight,— give me your thoughts : 
Think you not, that the powers w’'e bear with us, 
Will cut their passage through the force of France; 
Doing the execution, and the act, 

For which we have in head assembled them ? 
Scroop. No doubt, my liege, if each man do his 
best. 

K. Hen. I doubt not that since we are well per- 
suaded, 

We carry not a heart with us from hence, 

That grow'S not in a fair consent wnth ours ; 

Nor leave not one behind, that doth not wish 
Success and conquest to attend on us. 

Cam. Never was monarch better fear’d, and 
lov’d 

Than is your majesty ; there’s not, I think, a sub- 
That sits in heart-grief and imeasiness [iect, 
Under the sweet shade of your government. 

Grey. Even those, that were your father’s ene- 
mies, 

Have steep’d their galls in honey ; and do serve 
With hearts create of duty and of zeal. [you 
K. Hen. We therefore have great cause of 
thankfulness ; 

And shall forget the office of our hand, 

Sooner than quittance of desert and merit, 
xiccording to the weight and worthiness. 

Scroop. So service shall with steeled sinews toil ; 
And labour shall refresh itself with hope, 

To do your grace incessant services. 

K. Hen, We judge no less. — Uncle of Exeter, 
Enlarge the man committed yesterday. 

That rail’d against our person; we consider, 

It was excess of wdne that set him on; 

And, on his more advice, we pardon him. 

Scroop. That’s mercy, but too much security : 
Let him be punish’d, sovereign ; lest example 
Breed, by his sufferance, more of such a kind. 

K. Hen. O, let us yet be merciful. 

Cam. So may your highness, and yet punish too. 
Grey. Sir, you show great mercy, if you give 
him life, 

After the taste of much correction. 

K. He 7 i. Alas, your too much love and,cat|e of 
Are heavy orisons ’gainst this poor wretch. 

If little faults, proceeding on distemper, 

Shall not be wink’d at, how shall we stretch our eye, 
When capital crimes, chew’d, swallow’d, and di- 
gested, 

Appear before us ? — We’Ii yet enlarge that man, ^ 
Though Cambridge, Scroop, and Grey, — in their 
dear care, 

And tender preservation of oar person, — 
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Would IiaTC liim punisli'd. And now to onr 
French causes ; 

■^^10 are the late commissioners ? 

Cam. I, one, my lord ; 
l^oiir highness bade me ask for it to-day. 

Sofoop- So did yon me, my liege. 

Grey. And me, my royal sovereign, 

K. 'Men. Then, Richard, earl of Cambridge, 
there is yours : — 

There yours, lord Scroop of Masham — and, sir 
knight, 

Grey of Northumberland, this same is yours — 

Read them, and know, I know your worthiness — 
My lord of Westmoreland, — and uncle Exeter, — 
We will aboard to-night. — Why, how now, gentle- 
, men ? 

What see you in those papers, that you lose 
So much complexion } — look ye, how they change ! 
Their cheeks are paper. — Why, what read you 
there, 

That hath so cowarded and chas'd your blood 
Out of appearance ? 

Cam. I do confess my fault ; 

And do submit me to your highness' mercy. 

Grey. Scroop. To which we ail appeal. 

K. Hen. The mercy, that was quick in us but 
late, 

By your own counsel is suppress'd and kill’d: 

You must not dare, for shame, to talk of mercy ; 

For your own reasons turn into your besoms. 

As dogs upon their masters, worrying them. — 

See you, my princes, and my noble peers, 

These English monsters ! My lord of Cambridge 
here, — 

You know how apt Gur love was, to accord 
To furnish him with, ail appertinents 
Belonging to his honour 5 and tliis man 
Hath, for a few light crowns, lightly conspir'd, 

And sworn unto the practices of France, 

To kill us here in Hampton : to the which, 

This knight, no less for bounty bound to us 
Than Cambridge is, — hath likewise sworn. — But 0 ! 
What shall I say to thee, lord Scroop ; thou cruel, 
Ingrateful, savage, and inhuman creature I 
Thou, that did'st bear the key of all my counsels, | 
That knew'st the very bottom of my soul, I 

That almost might’st have coin'd me into gold, 
Would’ st thou have practis'd on me for thy use ? 
May it be possible, that foreign hire 
Could out of thee extract one spark of evil, 

That might annoy my finger? ’tis so strange, 

That, though the truth of it stands off as gross 
As black from white, my eye will scarcely see it. 
Treason, and mnrder, ever Icept together, 

As two yoke-devils sworn to eithei’'s purpose, 

W orking so grossly in a natural cause, 

That admiration did not whoop at them ; 

But thou, 'gainst all proportion, didst bring in 
W onder, to wait on treason, and on murder : 

And whatsoever cmining fiend it was, 

That wrought upon thee so preposterously, 

H'ath got the voice in hell for excellence : 

And other devils, that suggest by treasons, 
l)o botch and bungle up damnation 
With patches, colours, and with forms being fetch’d 
Brom glistering semblances of piety ; 

But he, that temper'd thee, bade thee stand up. 

Gave thee no instance why thou sliould’st do trea- 
Unless to dub thee with the name of traitor, [son. 

If that same demon, that hath gall’d thee thus, 


Should with his lion gait walk the whole world, 

He might return to vasty Tartar back, 

And tell tne legions — I can never wun 
A son! so easy as that Englishman’s. 

O 5 how hast thou with jealousy infected 
The sweetness of affiance ! Show men dutiful ? 
Why, so didst thou ; Seem they grave and learned 
Why, so didst thou : Come they of noble family ? 
Why, so didst thou : Seem they religious.^ 

Why, so didst thou : Or, are they spare in diet : 
Free from gross passion, or of mirth, or anger ; 
Constant in spirit, not swerving with the blood ; 
Garnish’d and deck'd in modest complement ; 

Not working with the eye, without the ear, 

And, but in purged judgment, trusting neither ? 
Such, and so finely bolted, didst thou seem : 

And thus thy fall hath left a kind of blot, 

To mark the full-fraught man, and best indued, 
With some suspicion. I will weep for thee ; 

For this revolt of thine, methinks, is like 

Another fall of man Their faults are open, 

Arrest them to the answer of the law ; — 

And God acquit them of their practices ! 

JSx'e. I arrest thee of high treason, by the name 
of Richard earl of Cambridge. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Henry lord Scroop of Masham. 

I arrest thee of high treason, by the name of 
Thomas Grey, knight of Northumberland. 

Scroop. Our pui*poses God justly hath discover’d ; 
And I repent my fault, more than my death ; 
Which I beseech your highness to forgive, 
Although my body pay the price of it. 

Cam. For me, — the gold of France did not se- 
Although I did admit it as a motive, [duce ; 

The sooner to effect what I intended : 

But God be thanked for prevention ; 

Which I in sufferance heartily will rejoice, 
Beseeching God, and you, to pardon me. 

Grey. Never did faithful subject more rejoice 
At the discovei'y of most dangerous treason, 

Than I do at this hour joy o’er myself. 

Prevented from a damned enterprise : 

My fault, but not my body, pardon, sovereign. 

K. Hen. God quit you in his mercy ! Hear your 
sentence. 

You have conspir’d against our royal person, 
Join'd with an enemy proclaim’d, and from his 
coffers 

Receiv’d the golden earnest of our death ; 

Wherein you would have sold your king to slaughter, 
His princes and his peers to seiwitude, 

His subjects to oppression and contempt, 

And his whole kingdom unto desolation. 

Touching our person, seek we no revenge ; 

But we our kingdom’s safety must so tender, 
Whose ruin you three sought, that to her laws 
We do deliver you. Get you therefore hence, 

Poor miserable wretches, to your death : 

The taste whereof, God, of his mercy, give you 
Patience to endure, and true repentance 
Of all your dear offences !■— Bear them hence. 

{Exeunt Conspirators, guarded. 
Now, Lords, for France ; the enterprise whereof 
Shall be to you, as us, like glorious. 

We doubt not of a fair and lucky w^ar ; 

Since God so graciously hath brought to light 
This dangerous treason, larking in our way, 

To hinder our beginnings, we doubt not now% 

But every i*ub is smoothed on our way. 
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Then, forth, dear countrymen ; let us deliver 
Our puissance into the hand of God, 

Putting it straight in expedition. 

Cheerly to sea ; the signs of war advance : 

Ko king of England, if not king of France. 

lExetmt 


Bard. Farewell, hostess. \_Kissing Ur. 

Nym. I cannot kiss, that is the humour of it ; 
but adieu. ’ 

Pist. Let housewifery appear ; keep close, I thee 
command. 

Quick. Farewell ; adieu. \_Exeunt. 


SCENE III.— London. Mrs. Quickly’s House 
in Eastcheap. 

Enter Pistol, Mrs. Quickly, Nym, Bardolph, and Boy. 

Quick. Pr’ytkee, honey-sweet husband, let me 
bring thee to Staines. 

Pist. No ; for my manly heart doth yearn. — 
Bardolph, be blithe Nym, rouse thy vaunting 
veins ; 

Boy, bristle thy courage up ; for Falstaff he is dead. 
And we must yearn therefore. 

Bard. ’Would, I were with him, wheresome’er 
he is,-— either in heaven, or in hell ! 

Quick. Nay, sure, he’s not in heU ; he’s in Ar- 
thur’s bosom, if ever man went to Arthur’s bosom. 
’A made a finer end, and went away, an it had been 
any christom child ; ’a parted even just between 
twelve and one, e’en at turning o’ the tide : fgr after 
I saw him fumble with the sheets, and play with 
flovrers, and smile upon his fingers’ ends, I knew 
there was but one way ; for his nose was as sharp as 
a pen, and ’a babbled of green fields. How now, 
sir John ? quoth I : what, man 1 be of good cheer. 
So ’a cried out — God, God, God ! three or four 
times : now I, to comfort him, bid him ’a should 
not think of God ; I hoped, there was no need to 
trouble himself with any such thoughts yet : So ’a 
bade me lay more clothes on his feet : I put my hand 
into the bed, and felt them, and they were as cold as 
any stone ; then I felt to his knees, and so upward, 
and upward, and all was as cold as any stone. 

N ym. They say, he cried out off sack. 

Quick. Ay, that ’a did. 

Ba?'d. And of women. 

Quick. Nay, that ’a did not. 

Boy. Yes, that ’a did ; and said, they were devils 
incarnate. 

Quick. ’A could never abide carnation ; ’twns a 
colour he never liked. 

Boy. ’A said once, the devil would have him 
about women. 

Quick. ’A did in some sort, indeed, handle 
women : but then he was rheumatic ; and talked 
of the whore of Babylon. 

Boy. Do you not remember, ’a saw a flea stick 
upon Bardolph’s nose ; and ’a said, it was a black 
soul burning in hell-fire ? 

Bard. Well, the fuel is gone, that maintained 
that fire ; that’s ail the riches I got in his service. 

Nym. Shall we shog off } the king will be gone 
from Southampton. 

Pist. Come, let’s away. — My love, give me thy 
Look to my chattels, and my moveables : [lips. 

Let senses rule; the word is, Pitch and pay ; 
Trust none ; 

For oaths are straws, men’s faiths are wafer*.cakes, 
And hold-fast is the only dog, my duck ; 

Therefore caveto be thy counsellor. 

Go, clear thy chrystals. — ^Yoke-fellows in arms, 
Let us to France I like horse-leeches, my boys ; 

To suck, to suck, the very blood to suck ! 

Boy. And that is but unwholesome food, they 

Fist. Touch her soft mouth, and march, [say. 


SCENE IV. — France. A Room in the French 
King’s Palace. 

Enter the French King, attended; the Dauphin, the B tske 
OF Burgundy, the Constable, and others. 

Fr. King. Thus come the English with ful] 
power upon us ; 

And more than carefully it us concerns, 

To answer royally in our defences. 

Therefore the dukes of Berry, and of Bretagne, 

Of Brabant, and of Orleans, shall make forth, 

And you, priuce Dauphin, — with aU sweet de- 
spatch, 

To line and new repair our towns of war 
With men of courage, and with means defendant : 
For England his approaches makes as fierce, 

As waters to the sucking of a gulph. 

It fits us then, to he as provident 
As fear may teach us, out of late examples 
Left by the fatal and neglected English 
Upon our fields. 

Dau. My most redoubted father, 

It is most meet we arm us ’gainst the foe *. 

For peace itself should not so dull a kingdom, 
(Though war, nor no known quarrel, were in 
question,) 

But that defences, musters, preparations, 

Should be maintain’d, assembled, and collected, 
As were a war in expectation. 

Therefore, I say, ’tis meet we all go forth, 

To view the sick and feeble parts of France ; 

And let us do it with no show of foar ; 

No, with no more, than if we heard thatEngland 
Were busied with a Whitsun morris-dance ; 

For, my good liege, she is so idly king’d, 

Her sceptre so fantastically borne 

By a vain, giddy, shallow, humorous youth, 

That fear attends her not. 

Co?i. O peace, prince Dauphin 

You are too much mistaken in this king : * 

Question your grace the late ambassadors,— 

With what great state he heard their embassy, 
How well supplied with noble counsellors, 

How modest in exception, and withal 
How terrible in constant resolution, — 

And you shall find, his vanities fore-spent 
Were but the outside of the Roman Brutus, 
Covering discretion with a coat of folly ; 

As gardeners do with ordure hide those roots 
That shah first spring, and be most delicate. 

Dau. Well, ’tis not so, my lord high coiistablq 
But. though we think it so, it is no matter: 

In cases of defence, ’tis best to weigh 
The enemy more mighty than he seems, 

So the proportions of defence are fill’d 
Which, of a weak and niggardly projection, 

Doth, like a miser, spoil his coat, with scanting 
A little cloth. 

Ft. King, Think we king Hariy strong ; ^ 

And, princes, look you strongly arm to meet him. 

' The kindred of him hath been flesh’d upon us ; 

' And he is bred out of that bloody strain. 
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That haunted ns in onr familiar paths : 

Witness our too mudi memorable shame, 

When Cressy battle fatally was struck, 

And all our princes captiv’d, by the hand 
Of that black name, Edward black prince of Wales ; 
Whiles that his mountain sire, — on mountain 
standing, 

Up in the air, crown’d mth the golden sun, 

Saw his heroical seed, and smil’d to see him 
Mangle the work of nature, and deface 
The patterns that by God and by French fathers 
Had twenty years been made. This is a stem 
Of that victorious stock ; and let us fear 
The native, mightiness and fate of him. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Ambassadors from Henry King of England 
Do crave admittance to your majesty. 

Fr. King. We’ll give them present audience. 
Go, and bring them. 

lExeunt Mess, mul certain Lords. 
You see, this chase is hotly follow’d, friends. 

Ban. Turn head, and stop pursuit : for coward 
dogs 

Most spend their mouths, when what they seem to 
threaten. 

Runs far before them. Good my sovereign. 

Take up the English short ; and let them know 
Of what a monarchy you are the head : 

Self-love, my liege, is not so vile a sin 
As self-neglecting. 

Re-enter Lords, with Exeter and Train. 

Ft, Sing. From our brother England } 
Exe. From him ; and thus he greets your ma- 
jesty. -» 

He wills you, in the name of God Almighty, 

That you divest yourself and lay apart 
The borrow’d glories, that, by gift of heaven, 

By law of nature, and of nations, ’long 
To him, and to his heirs j namely, the crown, 

And all wide stretched honours that pertain. 

By custom and the ordnance of times 

Unto the crown of France. That you may know, 

’Tis no sinister, nor no awkward claim, 

Tick’d from the worm-holes of long-vanish’d days, 
Nor from the dust of old oblivion rak’d, 

He sends you this most memorable line, 

- IGives a paper. 

in every branch truly demonstrative ; 

Willing you, overlook this pedigree : 

And, when you find him evenly deriv’d 
From his most fam’d of famous ancestors, 

Edward the Third, he bids you then resign 
lour crown and kingdom, indirectly held 
From him the native and true challenger. 

Ft. Or else what follows? 


Exe. Bloody constraint ; for if you hide the 
crown 

Even m youi hearts, there will he iftlce for it ^ 

And therefore in fierce tempest is he comin^^ * 

In thunder, and in earthquake, like a Jove t* 
(That, if requiring fail, he will compel ;) 

And bids you, in the bowels of the Lord, 

Deliver up the crown ; and to take mercy 
On the poor souls, for whom this hungry war 
Opens his vasty jaws : and on your head 
Turns he the widows’ tears, the orphans’ cries, 
The dead men’s blood, the pining maidens’ groans 
For husbands, fathers, and betrothed lovers. 

That shall be swallowed in this controversy. 

This is his claim, Ms threat’ning, and my message ; 
Unless the Dauphin be in presence here, 

To whom expressly I bring greeting too. 

Fr. King. Forus, we will consider of this further: 

To-morrow shall you bear our full intent 
Back to our brother England. 

Daw. Poj. Dauphin, 

I stand here for him ; What to him from England? 
Exe. Scorn, and defiance ; slight regard, con- 
tempt. 

And any thing that may not misbecome 
The mighty sender, doth he prize you at. 

Thus says my king : and, if your father’s highness 
Do not, in grant of aU demands at large. 

Sweeten the bitter mock you sent his majesty, 

He’ll call you to so hot an answer for it, 

That caves and womby vaultages of France 
Shall chide your trespass, and return your mock 
In second accent of his ordnance. 

Daw. Say, if my father render fair reply, 

It is against my will : for I desire 
Nothing but odds with England ; to that end, 

As matching to liis youth and vanity, 

I did present him with those Paris balls. 

Exe. He’ll make your Paris Louvre shake for it. 
Were it the mistress court of mighty Europe : 

And, be assur’d, you’ll find a difference, 

(As we, his subjects, have in wonder found,) 
Between the promise of his greener days, 

And these he masters now ; now he weighs time, 
Even to the utmost grain ; which you shall read 
In your own losses, if he stay in France. 

Fr. King. To-morrow shall you know our mind 
at full. 

Exe. Despatch us with all speed, lest that our 
king 

Come here himself to question our delay ; 

For he is footed in this land already. 

Fr. King. You shall he soon despatch’d, with 
fair conditions : 

A night is but small breath, and little pause, 

To answer matters of this consequence. [,Exe2c7it. 



ACT III. 


Enter Chorus. 

tho.^ Thus with imagin’d wing our swift scene 
in motion of no less celerity [flies, 

1 ban that of. thought. Suppose that you have seen 
iiie well appointed king at Hampton pier 
Embark his royalty ; and Ms brave fleet 
With silken streamers the young Phoebus fanning, 
imy with your fancies ; and in them behold, 


Upon the hempen tackle, ship-boys climbing : 

» Hear the shrill whistle, wMch doth order give 
To sounds confus’d : behold the threaden sails, 
Borne with the invisible and creeping wind, 

Draw the huge bottoms through, the furrow’d sea, 
Breasting the lofty surge : 0, do but think, 

You stand upon the rivage, and behold 
A city on the inconstant billows dancing ; 





SCENE ll.— The same. 

Forces pass over f then enter Nym, Barbolph, PistoLj 
anilBoy. 

Bard. On, on, on, on, on I to the breach, 
the breach I 
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For so appears this fleet majestical, 

Holding due course to Harfleur. FoUow, follow : 
Grapple your minds to sternage of this navy ; 

And leave your England, as dead midnight, still, 
Guarded with grandsires, babies, and old women, 
Either past, or not aiTived to, pith and puissance: 
For who is he, whose chin is but enrich’d 
With one appearing hair, that will not follow 
These cull’d and choice-di'avm cavaliers to France ? 
Work, vv^ork, your thoughts, and therein see a 
Behold the ordnance on their carriages, [siege : 
With fatal mouths gaping on girded Harfleur. 
Suppose, the ambassador from the French comes 
Tells Harry— that the king doth offer him [back ; 
Katharine his daughter ; and with her, to dowry, 
Some petty and unprofitable dukedoms. 

The offer likes not : and the nimble gunner 
With linstock now the devilish cannon touches, 

’[Alaruni; and chambers e/a off. 
And down goes all before them. Still be kind, 
And eke out our performance with youi* mind. 

lExit. 


SCENE l.—The sarne. Before Haufleur. 
Alarums. Enter King Henry, Exeter, Bedford, 
Gloster, and Soldiers, ivith scaling ladders. 

K. Hen. Once more unto the breach, dear friends, 
once more ; 

Or close the wull up with our English dead ! 

In peace, there’s nothing so becomes a man, 

As modest stillness, and humility : 

But when the blast of war blows in our ears, 

Then imitate the action of the tiger ; 

Stiffen the sinews, summon up the blood, 

Disguise fair nature with hard-favour’d rage : 

Then lend the eye a terrible aspect ; 

Let it pry through the portage of the head, 

Like the brass cannou ; let the brow o’erwlielm it, 
As fearfully, as doth a galled rock 
O’erhang and jutty his confounded base, 

Swill’d with the wild and wasteful ocean. 

Now set the teeth, and stretch the nostril wide ; 
Hold hard the breath, and bend up every spirit 
To his full height ! — On, on, you noblest English, 
Whose blood is fet from fathers of war-proof ! 
Fathers, that, like so many Alexanders, 

Have, in these parts, from morn till even fought, 
And sheath’d their swords for lack of argument. 
Dishonour not your mothers ; now attest, 

That those, whom you call’d fathers, did beget 
Be copy now to men of grosser blood, [you ! 
And teach them how to war! — And you, good 
yeomen, 

Whose limbs were made in England, show us here 
The mettle of your pasture : let us swear 
That you are worth your breeding : which I doubt 
For there is none of you so mean and base, [not ; 
That hath not noble lustre in your eyes. 

I see you stand like greyhounds in the slips, 
Straining upon the start. The game’s afoot ; 
Follow your spirit : and, upon this charge, 

Cry — God for Harry ! England ! and Saint Geoi'ge ! 

{Exeunt. Alarum, and chambers go off. 


’Pray thee, corporal, stay; the knocks 
are too hot ; and, for mine own part, I have not a 
case of lives : the humour of it is too hot, that is 
the very plain- song of it. 

Pist. The plain- song is most just ; for humours 
do abound ; 

Knocks go and come ; God’s vassals drop and die ; 
And sword and shield, 

In bloody field, 

Doth win immortal fame. 

Boy. ’Would I were in an alehouse in London ! 

I would give all my fame for a pot of ale, and 

Pist. And I : [safety. 

If wishes would prevail with me, 

My purpose should not fail with me, 

But thither would I hie. 

Boy. As duly, but not as truly, as bird doth 
sing on bough. 

Enter Fluellen. 

Flu. Got’s plood ! — Up to the preaches, you 
rascals 1 will you not up to tlie preaches ? 

{Driving them forward. 

Pist. Be merciful, great duke, to men of mould! 
Abate thy rage, abate thy manly rage ! 

Abate thy rage, great duke ! 

Good, bawcock, bate thy rage ! use lenity, sweet 
chuck ! 

Nym. These be good humours ! — your honour 
wins bad humours. 

{Exeunt Nym, Pistol, and Bardolph, 
followed by Fluellen. 

Boy. As young as I am, I have observed these 
three swashers. I am boy to tliem all three : but 
all they three, though they would serve me, could 
not be man to me ; for, indeed, three such anticks 
do not amount to a man. For Bardolph, — he is 
white-liver’ d, and red-faced ; by the means whereof, 

’a faces it out, but fights not. For Pistol, — he hath 
a killing tongue, and a quiet sword; by the means 
whereof ’a breaks words, and keeps whole weapons. 
For Nym, — he hath heard, that men of few words 
are the best men ; and therefore he scorns to say 
his prayers, lest ’a should be thought a coward ; but 
his few bad words are match’d with as few good 
deeds ; for ’a never broke any man’s head but his 
own; and that was against a post, when he was 
drunk. They will steal any thing, and call it,-- 
pnrehase. Bardolph stole a lute-case ; bore it 
twelve leagues, and sold it for three halfpence. 
Nym and Bardolph are sworn brothers in filching; 
and in Calais they stole a fire-shovel ; I knew, by 
that jjiece of Service, the men would carry coals. 
They would have me as familiar with men’s pockets, 
as their gloves or their handkerchiefs ; which makes 
much against my manhood, if I should take froni 
another’s pocket, to put into mine ; for it is plain 
pocketing up of wrongs. I must leave them, and 
seek some better service : their villany goes against 
my weak stomach, and therefore 1 must cast it up. 

{Exit Boy. 

Fluellen, Gownn following. 

Gow. Captain Fluellen, you must come presently 
to the mines ; the duke of Gloster would speak v/ith 
you. , , ... 

Flu. To the mines ! tell you the duke, it is not 
so good to come to the mines : For, look you, the 
mines is not according to the disciplines of the war ; 
the concavities of it is not sufficient ; for, look yoi^ , 
th’ athversaiy (you may discuss unto the auke, look j 
1 you,) is dight himself four 3?'ards under the countei- j 
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mines ; b)?- Cbesliu, I think, ’a will plow up all, if 
there is not better directions. 

Goto. The duke of Gloster, to whom the order 
of the siege is given, is altogether directed by an 
Irishman ; a very valiant gentleman, itfaith. 

Fhi. It is captain Macmorris, is it not } 

Gow. I think, it be. 

Flu, By Cheshu, he is an ass, as in the ’orld: 

I will verify as much in his peard : he has no more 
directions in the true disciplines of the wars, look 
you, of the Roman disciplines, than is a puppy-dog. 

Enter MACMORRfS and Jaiviv, at a distance. 

Gow. Here comes ; and the Scots captain, 
captain Jainy, with him. 

Flu. Captain Jamy is a marvellous falorous gen- 
tleman, that is certain ; and of great expedition, 
and knowledge, in the ancient wars, upon my par- 
ticular knowledge of his directions : by Cheshu, he 
will maintain his argument as w'^ell as any military 
man in the 'orld, in the disciplines of the pristine 
wars of the Romans, | 

Jamy. I say, gud-day, captain Fluellen. i 

F/w. God-den to your worship, goot captain 
Jamy. 

Gow. How now, captain Macmorris ? have you 
quit the mines ? have the pioneers given o'er } 

Mac. By Chrish la, tish ill done : the work ish 
give over, the trumpet sound the retreat. By my 
hand, I swear, and by my father’s soul, the vrork ish 
ill done ; it ish give over : I would have blowed up 
the town, so Chrish save me, la, in an hour. O, 
tish ill done, tish ill done ; by my hand, tish ill 
done ! 

Flu. Captain Macmorris, I peseech you now% 
will you voutsafe me, look you, a few disputations 
with you, as partly touching or concerning the dis- 
ciplines of the war, the Roman wars, in the way of 
argument, look you, and friendly communication ; 
partly, to satisfy my opinion, and partly, for the 
satisfaction, look you, of my mind, as touching the 
direction of the military discipline ; that is the point. 

Jamy. It sail be very gud, gud feith, gud captains 
bath : and I sail quit you with gud ieve, as 1 may 
pick occasion ; that sail I, marry. 

Mac. It is no time to discourse, so Chrish save 
me, the day is hot, and the weather, and the w^ars, 
and the king, and the dukes ; it is no time to dis- 
course. The town is beseech’ d, and the trumpet 
calls us to the breach : and we talk, and, by Chrish, 
do nothing ; 'tis shame for us all : so God sa' me, 
'tis shame to stand still ; it is shame, by my hand : 
and there is throats to be cut, and w^orks to be 
done ; and there ish nothing done, so Chrish sa' 
me, la. 

Jamy. By the mess, ere theise eyes of mine take 
themselves to slumber, aile do gude service, oraiie 
hgge i’the grund for it ; ay, or go to death ; and 
aile pay it as valorously as I may, that sal I surely 
do, that is the brejff and the long: Mary, I wad 
full fain heard some question ’tween you 'twmy. 

Pill. Captain Macmorris, I think, look you, 

1 under your correction, there is not many of your 
j nation 

Mao, Of my nation ? What ish my nation : ish 
a villain, and a bastard, and a knave, and a rascal? 
What ish my nation. ? Who talks of my nation.^ 

Plu. Look you, if you take the matter othemise 
than is meant, captain Macmorris, peradventure, I 
shall think you do not use me wdth that affability 
as in discretion you ought to use me, look you ; 


being as goot a man as yourself, both in the dis- 
ciplines of wars, and in the derivation of my birth, 
and in other particidarities. 

Mac. I do not know you so good a man as my- 
self : so Chrish save me, I will cut off }'Our head. 

Gow. Gentlemen both, you will mistake each 
other. 

Jamy. Au ! that’s a foul fault. 

lA parley sounded. 

Go 2 v. The town sounds a parley. 

P'lu. Captain Macmorris, when there is more 
better opportunity to be required, look you, I will 
be so bold as to tell you, I know the disciplines of 
war : and there is an end. [E.veunt. 


SCENE III. — The same. Before the Gates of 
Harfleur, 

Tlie Governor and some Citizens on the walls • the English 
Forces Mow. Enter King Henry and his Train'. 

K. Hen. How yet resolves the governor of the 
towm ? 

This is the latest parle we will admit : 

Therefore, to our best mercy give yourselves ; 

Or like to men proud of destruction, | 

Defy us to our worst : for, as I am a soldier, ! 

(A name, that, in my thoughts, becomes me best,) | 
If I begin the battery once again, i 

I will not leave the half-achieved Harfleur, i 

Till in her ashes she lie buried. | 

The gates of mercy shall be all shut up ; j 

And the flesh’d soldier, — -rough and hard of heart, — 

In liberty of bloody hand, shall range 
With conscience wide as hell ; mowing like grass 
Your fresh-fair virgins and your flowering infants. 
What is it then to me, if impious war, — 

Array’d in flames, like to the prince of fiends, — 

Do, with his smirch’d complexion, all fell feats 
Enlink’d to waste and desolation ? 

What is’t to me, when you yourselves are cause, 

If your pure maidens fall into the hand 
Of hot and forcing violation ? 

What rein can hold licentious wickedness, 
lYhen down the hill he holds his fierce career ? 

We may as bootless spend onr vain command 
Upon the enraged soldiers in their spoil, 

As send precepts to the Leviathan 

To come ashore. Therefore, you men of Harfleur, 

Take pity of your town, and of your people, 

Whiles yet my soldiers are in my command ; 

Whiles yet the cool and temperate wind of grace 
O’erbiows the filthy and contagious clouds 
Of deadly murder, spoil, and viilany. 

If not, why, in a moment, look to see 
The blind and bloody soldier with foul hand , 

Defile the locks of your shrill- shrieking daugliters ; 
Your fathers taken by the silver beards, 

And their most reverend heads dash’d to the walls ; 
Your naked infants spitted upon pikes ; 

Wliiles the mad mothers with their howls confus’d 
Do break the clouds, as did the wives of Jewry 
At Herod's bloody-hunting slaughtermen. 

What say you ? will you yield, and this avoid ? 

Or, guilty in defence, be thus destroy’d ? 

Gov. Our expectation hath this day an end : 

The Dauphin, whom of succour we entreated, 

Returns us— that his powers are not yet ready 
To raise so great a siege., Therefore, dread king. 

We yield our town, and Uves, to thy soft mercy : 


444 


KING HENRY V. 


ACT 111. 


Enter our gates ; dispose of us, and ours ; 

For we no longer are defensible. 

K. Hen. Open your gates. — Come, uncle Exeter, 
Go you and enter Harfleur ; there remain, 

And fortify it strongly ’gainst the French : 

Use mercy to them ail. For us, dear uncle, — 

The 'winter coming on, and sickness growing 
Upon our soldiers, — -we’ll retire to Calais. 

To-night in Harfleur will we be your guest ; 
To-morrow for the march are 'we addrest. 

^Flourish. The King, S^c. enter the Toivn. 


SCENE IV. — Rouen. A Eooyn in the Palace. 

Enter KAtharine and Alice. 

Kath. Alice, tu as est'e en Angleterre, ct tu 
paries Uen le language. 

Alice. Un peu, madame. 

Kath. Je te prie iidenseigner ; ilfaut que j'ap- 
preiine a parler. Comment appellez vous la. main, 
cii Anglois 9 

Alice. La main 9 elle est appellee, de hand. 

Kaih. De hand. Etlesdoigts9 

Alice. Les doigts 9 ma foy, je ouhlis les doigts • 
mais je m.e souviendray. Les doigts 9 je pense 
qu'ils sont appelU de Ingres ; o?ty, de flngres. 

Kath. La main, de hand ; les doigts, de flngres. 
Je pense, que je suis le bon escoHer. J-ay gagnt 
deu^ mots d'' Anglois vistement. Comment appellez 
mus les ongles9 

Alice. Les angles 9 les appellons, de nails. 

Kaih. De naUs. Escoutez ; dites moy, si je 
parle bien: de hand, de flngres, de nails. 

Alice . C'est bien dit, madaine ; il est fort bon 
Anglois. 

Kath. Dites moy en Angois, le bras. 

Alice. De arm, madame. 

Kath. Et le coude. 

Alice. De elbow. 

Kath. De elbow. Je m^en faitz la repetition de 
i07.is les mots, que vous m'avez appj'is des d present. 

Alice. II est trop difficile, madame, comnie je 
pense. 

Kath. Esccusez moy , Alice ; Escoutez: Dehand, 
de flngre, de nails, de arm, de bilbow. 

Alice. De elbow, madame. 

Kath. 0 Seigneur Dieu ! je m^en oublie : De 
eloow. Comment appellez vous le col9 

Alice. De neck, madame. 

Kath. De neck : Et le menton 9 

Alice. De chin. 

Kath. Dc sin. Le col^ de neck : le menton, de 
sin. 

Alice. Ouy. Satif vostre honneur . en veriti, 
vous prononces les mots tmssi droids que les natifs 
d' Angleterre. 

Kath. Je ne double point dlapprendre par la 
grace de Dieu ; et enpeu de temps. 

Alice. NAvez votes pas deja oublie ce queje vous 
ay enseignei' 9 

Kath. Non, je reciicray a vous promplement. 
De hand, de flngre, de mails, — 

Alice. De nails, madame. 

Kaih. De nails, de arme, de ilbow. 

Alice. Sauf vostre honneur, de elbow. 

Kath. Ainsi dis je ; de elbow, de neck, et de 
sin : Comment appellez vom le pieds et la robe 9 

Alice, De foot, madame ; et de con, 

Kath. De foot, et de con ? 0 Seigneur Dieu I 


oes so7it mots de son ma,uvais, corruptible, grosse, et 
impudique,et ^lonpour les dames d honneur d’user : 
Je ne voudrois prononcer ces mots devant les 
Seig^ieuTs de France, pour tout le monde. II faut 
de foot, et de con, neant-moins. Je reciter ai une 
autre fois ma legon emsemble : De hand, de flngre 
de nails, de arm, de elbow, de neck, de sin*^ de 
foot, de con. ’ 

Alice. Excellent, madame ! 

Kath. C'est assez pour une fois ; alloiis nous a 
disner. lExeunt. 


SCENE V. — The same. Another Room in the 
same. 

Enter the French King, the Dauphin, Duke of Bourbon, 
the Constable oe France, and others. * 

Ft. King. ’Tis certain he hath pass’d the river 
Somme- 

Con. And if he be not fought vrithal, my lord, 
Let us not live in France ; let us quit all, 

And give our vineyards to a barbarous people. 

Dau. O Dieu vivani f shall a fe-w sprays of us, — 
The emptying of our Ihthers’ luxury, 

Our scions, put in wdld and savage stock, 

Spurt up so suddenly into the clouds, 

And overlook their grafters ? 

Four. Normans, but bastard Normans, Norman 
bastards 1 

Mori de ma< vie ! if they march along 
Unfought withal, but 1 will sell my dukedom, 

To buy a slobbery and a dirty farm 
In that nook-shotten isle of x\lbion. 

Con. Dieu de halailles ! where have they this 
mettle } * 

Is not their climate foggy, raw, and dull } 

On whom, as in despite, the sun looks pale, 

Killing their fruit with frowns I Can sodden water, 
A drench for snr-reigii’d Jades, their barley broth, 
Decoct their cold blood to such valiant heat ? 

And shall our quick blood, spirited with wine, 

Seem frosty ? (), for honour of our land, 

Let us not hang like roping icicles 
Upon our houses’ thatch, whiles a more frosty 
peo|)le 

Sweat drops of gallant youth in our rich fields ; 
Poor — we may call them, in their native lords. 

Dau. By fliitli and honour, 

Our madams mock at us ; and plainly say, 

Our mettle is bred out, and they will give 
Their bodies to the lust of English youth, 

To new^'-store France with bastard \varriors. 

Bour, They bid us — to the English dancing- 
schools, 

And teach lavoltas high, and swift corantos ; 
Saying, our grace is only in our heels, 

And that we are most lofty runaways. 

Ft. King. Where is Montjdy, the herald? speed 
him hence ; 

Let him greet England with our sharp defiance. — ■ 
Up, princes ; and, with spirit of honour edg’d, 
More sharper than, your swords, hie to the field : 
Charles De-ia-bret, high constable of France ; 

You dukes of Orleans, Bourbon, and of Berry, 
Alen^on, Brabant, Bar, and Burgundy : 

Jaques Chatillon, Rambures, Vaudemont, 
Beaumont, Grandprd, lioussi, and Fauconberg, 
Foix, Lestrale, Bouciqualt, and Charolois ; 

High dukes, great princes, barons, lords, and 
knights, 
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For your great seats, now quit you of great shames, 
Bar Harry England, that sweeps through our land 
With pennons painted in the blood ot Harfleur : 
Rush on his host, as doth the melted snow 
Upon the valleys : whose low vassal seat 
The Alps doth spit and void his rheum upon : 

Go dovm upon him,— you have power enough,— 
And in a captive chariot, into Rouen 
Bring him our prisoner. 

This becomes the great. 
Sorry am I, his numbers are so few, 

His soldiers sick, and famish’d in their march ; 
For, I am sure, when he shall see our aripy, 

He’ll drop his heart into the sink of fear : 

And, for achievement, offer us his ransome. 

Er. King. Therefore, lord constable, haste on 
Alontjdy ; 

And let him say to England, that we send 
To know what willing ransome he will give. — 
Prince Dauphin, you shall stay with us in Rouen. 
Ban. Not so, I do beseech jmur majesty. 

Ft. King. Be patient, for you shall remain with 
us. — 

Now, forth, lord constable, and princes all ; 

And quickly bring us word of England’s fall. 

[Exeunt. 


is make a most excellent description of fortune : 
fortune, look you, is an excellent moral. 

Put. Fortune is Bardolph’s foe, and frowns on 
him ; 

For he hath stol’n a pix^ and hanged must ’a be. 

A damned death ! 

Let gallows gape for dog, let man go free, 

And let not hemp his wind-pipe suffocate : 

But Exeter hath given the doom of death, 

For pix of little price. 

Therefore, go speak, the duke will hear thy voice ; 
And let not Bardolph’s vital thread be cut 
With edge of penny cord, and \ale reproach : 

Speak, captain, for his life, and I will thee requite. 

Flu. Ancient Pistol, I do partly understand your 
meaning. 

Pist. Why then rejoice therefore. 

Flu. Certainly, ancient, it is not a tiling to re- 
joice at : for if, look yon, he were my brother, I 
would desire the duke to use his goot pleasure, and 
put him to executions ; for disciplines ought to be 
used. 

Die and be damn’d; and j'lpo for thy 

Flu. It is vrell. [friendship. 

Fist. The hg of Spain ! [Exit Pistol. 

Flu. Veiy good. 

Goiv. Wniiy, this is an arrant counterfeit rascal ; 

I remember him now ; a bawd ; a ciitpurse. 

Flu. I’ll assure you, ’a utter’d as prave ’ords at 
the pridge, as you shall see in a summer’s day : 
But it is very well ; what he has spoke to me, that 
is well, I warrant you, when time is serve. 

Gow. Why, ’tis a gull, a fool, a rogue ; that now 
and then goes to the wars, to grace himself, at his 
return into London, under the form of a soldier. 
And such fellows are perfect in great commanders’ 
names : and they will learn you, by rote, where ser- 
vices were done ; — at such and such a sconce, at 
such a breach, at such a convoy ; who came off 
bravely, who was shot, who disgraced, what terms 
the enemy stood on ; and this they con perfectly in 
the phrase of war, which they trick up with new- 
tuned oaths : And what a beard of the general’s cut, 
and a horrid suit of the camp, will do among foam- 
ing bottles, and ale-washed wits, is wonderful to be 
thought on ! but you must learn to know such slan- 
ders of the age, or else you may be marvellous mis- 
took. 

Flu. I tell you what, captain Gower ; — I do per- 
ceive, he is not the man that he would gladly make 
show to the ’orld he is ; if I find a hole in his coat, 
I win tell him my mind. [Drum heard.'\ Hark 
you, the king is coming ; and I must speak with 
Mm from the pridge. 

Enter King Henrv, Gloster, mid Soldiers. 

Flu. Got pless your majesty 1 

K. Hen. How now, Fluelien ? earnest thou from 
the bridge ? 

• Flu. Ay, so please your majesty. The duke of 
Exeter has very gallantly maintained the pridge : 
the French is gone off, look you ; and there is gal- 
i lant and most prave passages : Marry, th’athversary 
was have possession of the pridge ; but he is en- 
forced to retire, and the duke of Exeter is master 
of the pridge : I can tell your majesty, the duke is 
a prave man. 

K. Hen. What men have you lost, Fluelien ? 

jF 7«. The perdition of th’athversary hath been 
very great, very reasonable great I marry, for my 


SCENE VI. — The English Camp in Picardy. 

Enter Gower and Fldellen. 

Qow. How now, captain Fluelien ? come you 
from the bridge ? 

Flu. I assure you, there is very excellent service 
committed at the pridge. 

Gow, Is the duke of Exeter safe ? 

Flu. The duke of Exeter is as magnanimous as 
Agamemnon ; and a man that I love and honour 
with my soul, and my heart, and my duty, and my 
life, and my livings, and my uttermost powers : he 
is not, (God be praised and plessed !) any hurt in 
the ’orld ; but keeps the pridge most valiantly, with 
excellent discipline. There is an ensign there at the 
pridge, — I think, in my very conscience, he is as 
valiant as Mark Antony; and he is a man of no 
estimation in the ’orld: but I did see him do 
gallant service. 

Goto. What do you call him ? 

Flu, He is called — ancient Pistol. 

Gow, I know him not. 

Enter Pistol. 

Flu. Do you not know him ? Here comes the 
man. 

Pist. Captain, I beseech thee to do me favoui’s : 
The duke of Exeter doth love thee well. 

Flu. Ay, I praise Got ; and I have merited some 
love at his hands. 

Fist. Bardolph, a soldier, firm and sound of 
Of buxom valour, hath, — by cruel fate, [heart, 

And giddy fortune’s furious fickle wheel, 

That goddess blind, 

That stands upon the rolling restless stone, — 

Flu. By your patience, ancient Pistol. Fortune 
is painted plind, wdth a muffler before her eyes, to 
signify to you that fortune is plind : And she is 
painted also with a wheel ; to signify to you, which 
is the moral of it, that she is turning, and incon- 
stant, and variations, and mutabilities : and her foot, 
look you, is fixed upon a spherical stone, which 
rolls, and rolls, and rolls : — In good truth, the poet 
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part, I think the duke hath lost never a man, but 
one that is like to he executed for robbing a church, 
one Bardolph, if your majesty know the man ; his 
face, is all bubukles, and whelks, and knobs, and 
flames of hre ; and his lips plow^s at his nose, and 
it is like a coal of fire, sometimes plue, and some- 
times red ; but his nose is executed, and his fire’s 
out. 

K. lien. We would have all such offenders so 
cut off : — and we give express charge, that, in our 
marches through the country, there be nothing 
compelled from the villages, nothing taken but paid 
for ; none of the French upbraided, or abused in 
disdainful language ; For when lenity and cruelty 
play for a kingdom, the gentler gamester is the 
soonest winner. 

Tucket sounds. Enter Montjoy. 

Mont. You know me by my habit. 

K. Hen. Well then, I know thee ; What shall 
I know of thee ? 

Mont. My master’s mind. 

K. Hen. Unfold it. 

Mont. Thus says my king ; — Say thou to Harry 
of England, Though we seemed dead, we did but 
sleep ; Advantage is a better soldier than rashness. 
Tell him, we could have rebuked him at Haiiieur : 
but that wm thought not good to bruise an injury, 
till it were full ripe : — now we speak upon our cue, 
and our voice is imperial : England shall repent 
his folly, see his weakness, and admire our suffer- 
ance. Bid him, therefore, consider of his ransome : 
which must proportion the losses we have borne, 
the subjects we have lost, the disgrace we have 
digested ; which, in weight to re-answer, his petti- 
ness would bow under. For our losses, bis exche- 
quer is too poor ; for the effusion of our blood, the 
muster of his kingdom too faint a number ; and for 
our disgrace, his own person, kneeling at our feet, 
but a weak and worthless satisfaction. To this 
add — defiance ; and tell him, for conclusion, he 
hath betrayed his followers, whose condemnation is 
pronounced. So far my king and master ; so much 
my office. 

K. Hen. What is thy name ? I know thy quality. 

Mont. Montjoy. 

K. Hen. Thou dost thy office fairly. Turn thee 
back, 

And tell thy king, — I do not seek him now ; 

But could be willing to march on to Calais 
Without impeachment ; for, to say the sooth, 
(Though ’tis no wisdom to confess so much 
Unto an enemy of craft and vantage,) 

My people are with sickness much enfeebled ; 

My numbers lessen’d ; and those few I have, 
Almost no better than so many French : 

Who when they were in health, I tell thee, herald, 
I thought, upon one pair of English legs 
Did march three Frenchmen — ^Yet, forgive me, 
God, 

That I do brag thus ! — this your air of France 
Hath blown that vice in me ; I must repent. 

Go, therefore, tell thy master, here I am ; 

My ransome, is this frail and worthless ti*unk : 
llviy army, hut a weak and sickly guard ; 

Yet, God before, teU him we wOi come on, 

Though France himself, and such another neigh- 
bour, 

Stand in our way. There’s for thy labour, Montjoy. 
Go bid thy master weU advise himself : 

If we may pass, we will ; if we be hinder’d, 
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We shall your tawny ground with your red blood 
Discolour : and so, Montjoy, fare you well. 

The sum of all our answ^er is but this : 

We would not seek a battle, as we are ; 

Nor as we are, say, we will not shun it ; 

So tell your master. 

Mont. I shall deliver so. Thanks to your hiyli- 

[ii’aay Montjoy. 

Glo. I hope, they will not come upon us now. 
K. Hen. We are in God’s hand", brother, not 
in theirs. 

March to the bridge; it now draws toward night,— ■ 
Beyond the river we’ll encamp ourselves ; 

And on to-morrow bid them march away. 

{.Exeunt. 


SCENE Vn. — The French Camp, near Agin- 

COUllT. 

Enter the Constablk of France, the Lord IlAMEimEs, the 
Dokf. of Orleans, Dauphin, and others. 

Con. Tut! I liave the best armour of the world. 
- — ’Would it were day ! 

OrL You have an excellent armour ; but let my 
horse have his due. 

Co7i. It is the best horse of Europe. 

Crl. Will it never be morning ? 

Dan. My lord of Orleans, and my lord high-con- 
stable, you talk of horse and armour,’ — 

Orl. You are as well provided of both as any 
prince in the world. 

Bau. What a long night is this ! 1 will not 

change my horse with any that treads but on four 
pasterns. Ca, ha I He bounds from the earth, as 
if his entrails were hairs ; ie cheval volant, the Pe- 
gasus, qui a les narines de feu i Wlien I bestride 
him, I soar, I am a hawk : he trots the air ; the 
earth sings when he touches it ; the basest horn of 
his hoof is more musical than the pipe of Hermes. 

Orl. He’s of the colour of the nutmeg. 

Bail. And of the heat of the ginger. It is a 
beast for Perseus : he is pure air and lire ; and the 
dull elements of eartli and wniter never appear in 
him, hut only in patient stillness, while his rider 
mounts him : he is, indeed, a horse ; and all other 
jades you may call — beasts. 

Con. Indeed, my lord, it is a most absolute and 
excellent horse. 

Ban. It is the prince of palfreys ; his neigh is 
like the bidding of a monarch, and his countenance 
enforces homage. 

Or/. No more, cousin. 

Ban. Nay, the man hath no wit, that cannot, 
from the rising of the lark to the lodging of the 
iamb, vary deserved praise on my palfrey: it is a 
theme as ffuent as the sea ; turn the sands into 
eloquent tongues, and my horse is argument for 
them all : ’tis a subject for a sovereign to reason 
on, and for a sovereign’s sovereign to ride on: and 
for the world (familiar to us, and unknown,) to lay 
apart their particular functions, and wonder at him. 
I once writ a sonnet in his praise, and began thus : 
Wonder of 7iatuTe , — 

Orl, I have heard a sonnet begin so to one’s 
mistress. 

Ban. Then did they imitate that which I com- 
posed to my courser ; for my horse is my mistress. 

0/7. Your mistress bears w^ell. 

Bau. Me well ; which is the prescript praise and 
perfection of a good and particular mistress. 
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Co?i. Ma foij ! tlie other day, metlioiiglit, your 
mistress shrewdly shook your hack. 

Ban. So, perhaps, did yours. 

Con. Mine was not bridled. 

Bau, O! then, belike, she was old and gentle; 
and you rode, like a Kerne of Ireland, your French 
hose oft’, and in your straight trossers. 

Con. You have good judgment in horsemanship. 

Ban. Be warned by me then : they that ride so, 
and ride not warily, fall into foul bogs ; I had 
rather have my horse to my mistress. 

Con. I had'as lief have my mistress a jade. 

Ban. I tell thee, constable, my mistress wears 
her own hair. 

Con. I could make as true a boast as that, if I 
had a sow to my mistress. 

Bim» Le chieri est retourne d son propre vomis- 
sement, ct la truie lavee au bourhier ; thou makest 
use of any thing. 

Con. Yet do I not use my horse for ray mis- 
tress; or any such proverb, so little kin to the 
purpose. 

Mam. My lord constable, the armour that I saw 
in youi’ tent to-night, are those stars, or suns, upon 
it ? 

Con. Stars, my lord. 

Bau. Some of them wdll fall to-morrow, I hope. 

Co?i. And yet my sky shall not want. 

Bau. That may be, for you bear a many super- 
ftuously; and ’twere more honour some were 


Con. Even as your horse hears vour praises ; 
who would trot as well, were some “OT your brags 
dismounted. 

Bau. ’Would I wqre able to load him with his 
desert ! Will it never be day? I will trot to-morrow 
a mile, and my way shall be paved with English 
faces. 

Con. I will not say so, for fear I should be faced 
out of my way : But I would it were morning, for 
I would fain be about the ears of the English. 

Earn. Who will go to hazard with me for twenty 
English prisoners ? 

Con. You must first go yourself to hazard, ere 
you have them. 

Bau, ’Tis midnight, I’ll go arm myself. lEait. 

Orl. The Dauphin longs for morning. 

Ram. He longs to eat the English. 

Con. I think, he will eat a,U he kills. 

Orl. By the white hand of my lady, he’s a gal- 
lant prince. 

Con. Swear by her foot, that she may tread out 
the oath. 

Orl. He is, simply, the most active gentleman 
of France. 

Con. Doing is activity; and he will still be 
doipg. 

Orl. He never did harm, that I heard of. 

Con, Nor will do none to-morrow : he will keep 
that good name still. 


Orl. I know Mm to be valiant. 

Con. I was told that, by one that knows him 
better than you. 

OrL Wliat’s he ? 

Co?i. Many, he told me so himself : and he said, 
he cared not vrho knew it. 

Orl. He needs not, it is no hidden virtue in him. 

Co?i. By my faith, sir, but it is ; never anybody 
saw it, but his lackey ; ’tis a hooded valour ; and, 
when it appears, it will bate. 

Orl. Ill will never said well. 

Con. I will cap that proverb with — There is flat- 
tery in friendship. 

Orl. And I will take up that with — Give the 
devil his due. 

Con. W’^ell placed ; there stands your friend for 
the devil : have at the very eye of that proverb, with 
— A pox of the devil. 

Orl. You are the better at proverbs, by how much 
—A fooFs bolt is soon shot. 

Con. You have shot over. 

Orl. ’Tis not the first time you were overshot. 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord high constable, the English lie 
within fifteen hundred paces of your tent. 

Con. Wlio hath measured the ground ? 

Mess. The lord Grandpree* 

Con. A valiant and most expert gentleman. — 
Would it were day I — Alas, poor Harry of England ! 
he longs not for the dawning, as we do. 

Orl. What a wretched and peevish fellow is this 
king of England, to mope with Ms fat-brained fol- 
lowers so far out of his knowledge ! 

Co7i. If the English had any apprehension, they 
would run away, 

Orl. That they lack ; for if their heads had any 
intellectual armour, they could never wear such 
heavy head-pieces. 

Ram. That island of England breeds very valiant 
creatures ; their mastiffs are of unmatchable cou- 
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Orl. Foolish curs! that run winking into the 
mouth of a Russian Bear, and have their heads 
crushed like rotten apples : You may as well say, — 
that’s a valiant flea, that dare eat his breakfast on 
the lip of a lion. 

Con. Just, just ; and the men do sympathize 
with the mastiffs, in robustious and rough coming 
on, leaving their wits with their wives : and then 
give them great meals of beef, and iron and steel, 
they will eat like wolves, and fight like devils. 

Orl. Ay, but these English are shrewdly out of 
beef. 

Con. Then we shall find to-morrow — they have 
only stomachs to eat, and none to fight. Now is it 
time to arm. Come, shall we about it ? 

Orl. It is now two o’clock : but, let me see, — by 
"We shall have each a hundred Englishmen, [ten, 

iKveunt 


ACT 


Enter Chorus. 

C/zor. Novr entertain conjecture of a time, 

When creeping murmur, and the poring dark, ^ 
Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 

From camp to camp, through the foul womb of 
The hum of either army stilly sounds, [night, 


IV. 

That the fix’d sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other’s watch : 


Fire answers fire : and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other’s umber’d face : 

Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs 
Hercmg the night’s duH ear ; and from the tents, 
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The armourers, accomplishing the knights, 

With busy hammers closing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, 

And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul, 

The conhdent and over-lusty French 
Do the low-rated English play at dice ; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 

Who, like a foul and ugly udtch, doth limp 
So tediously away. The poor condemned English, 
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 
Sit patiently, and inly ruminate ^ 

The morning’s danger ; and their gestute sad, 
Investing lank-lean cheeks, and war-worn coats, 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 
So many horrid ghosts. 0, now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this min’d band, ^ 

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 
Let him cry — Praise and glory on his head ! 

For forth he goes, and visits all his host ; 

Bids them good-morrow, with a modest smile : 
And calls them — brothers, friends, and country- 
Upon his royal face there is no note, [men. 

How dread an army hath enrounded him ; 

Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 
Unto the weary and all-watched night : 

But freshly looks, and overbears attaint, 

With cheerful semblance, and sweet majesty ; 

That every wretch, pining and pale before. 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks : 

A largess universal, like the sun, 

His liberal eye doth give to every one, 

Thawing cold fear. Then mean, and gentle all, 
Behold, as may unworthiness define, 

A little touch of Harry in the night : 

And so our scene must to the battle fly ; 

Where, (0 for pity !) we shall much disgrace — 
With four or five most vile and ragged foils, 

Right ill dispos'd in brawl ridiculous, — 

The name of Agincourt : Yet, sit and see ; 
Minding true things, by what their mockeries be. 

lExit, 

SCENE l.'-^The English Camip at Agincoukt. 
EnUr King IlEimY, Bedford, and Glosteb. 

K. Ben, Gloster, 'tis true, that we are in great 
danger ; 

The greater therefore should our courage be. — 
Good morrow, brother Bedford. — God Almighty ! 
There is some soul of goodness in things evil, 
Would men observingly distil it out ; 

For our bad neighbour makes us early stirrers, 
Wliich is both healthful, and good husbandry ; 
Besides, they are our outward consciences. 

And preachers to us all ; admonishing, 

That we should dress us fairly for our end. 

Thus may we gather honey from the weed, 

And make a moral of the devil himself. 

Enter Ebpingham. 

Good morrow, old sir Thomas Erpingham : 

A good soft pillow for that good white head 
Were better than a churlish turf of France. 

Erp. Not so, my liege ; this lodging likes me 
Since I may say— -now lie I like a king. [better, 
iT. Hen, 'Tis good for men to love their present 
Upon example ; so the spirit is eased : [pains, 

And, when the mind is quicken'd, out of doubt, 
The organs, though defunct and dead before, 


Break up their drowsy grave, and newly move 
With casted slough and fresh legerity. 

Lend me thy cloak, sir Thomas.— Brothers both, 
Commend me to the princes in our camp ; ^ 

Do my good morrow to them ; and, anon, 

Desire them all to my pavilion. 

Glo. We shall, my liege. 

{^Exeunt Glosteb and Bedford. 

Erp. Shall I attend your grace ? 

K. Hen. No, my good knight ; 

Go with my brothers to my lords of England : 

I and my bosom must debate a while, 

And then I would no other company. 

Erp. The Lord in heaven bless thee, noble Harry ! 

[Exit Erpingham. 

K. Hen. God-a-mercy, old heart ! thou speakest 
cheerfully. 

Enter Pistol. 

Pist. Qui va la 9 

K. Hen. A friend. 

Pist. Discuss unto me ; Art thou officer ? 

Or art thou base, common, and popular t 

K. Hen. 1 am a gentleman of a company. 

Pist. Trailest thou the puissant pike } 

K. Hen. Even so : What are you ? 

Pist. As good a gentleman as the emperor. 

K.^ Hen. Then you are a better than the king. 

Pist. The king’s a bawcock, and a heart of gold, 
A lad of life, an imp of fame ; 

Of parents good, of fist most valiant : 

I kiss his dirty shoe, and from my heart-strings 
I love the lovely bully. What’s thy name ? 

K. Hen. Harry le Roy. 

Pist. Le Roy f a Cornish name; art thou ,ol 
Cornish crew } , 

K. Hen. No, I am a Welshman. 

Pist. Knowest thou Fluellen ? 

K. Hen. Yes. 

Pist. Tell him, I’ll knock his leek about his pate, 
Upon Saint Davy's day. 

K. Hen. Do not you wear your dagger in your 
cap that day, lest he knock that about yours. 

Pist. Art thou his friend ? 

K. Hen. And his Idnsman too. 

Pist. The ./rr/o for thee then I 

K. Hen. I thank you : God be with you ! 

Pist. My name is Pistol called. 

K. Heri. It sorts well with your fierceness. 

Enter FLinsLLEN and Gower, severally. 

Goto. Captain Fluellen ! 

Flu. So ! in the name of Cheshu Christ, S|5eak 
lower. It is the greatest admiration in the univeisal 
'orld, when the true and auncient prerogatifes and 
laws of the wars is not kept : if you would take the 
pains but to examine the wars of Pompey the Great, 
you shall find, I warrant you, that there is no tiddle 
taddle, or pibble pabble, in Pompey’ s camp ; I war- 
rant you, you shall find the ceremonies of the wars, 
and the cares of it, and the forms of it, and the 
sobriety of it, and the modesty of it, to be other- 
wise. ■ ■ ' ' ■ ■ ■ _ : . 

Gow-. Wliy, the enemy is loud ; you heard him 
all night. 

Flu. If the enemy is an a.ss, and a fool, and a 
prating coxcomb, is it meet, think you, that we should 
also, look you, be an ass^ and a fool, and a prating 
coxcomb ; in your own conscience now ? 

Gow. I will speak lower. 

Flu, I pray you, and beseech ^mu, that you will. 

[Exewit Goweb and Fltiellen. 
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K. Hen. Tlioiigli it appear a little out of fasliiou, 
There is inucli care and valour in this Welshman. 

Entev Bates, Couet. and Williams. 

Court. Brother John Bates, is not that the morn- 
ing which breaks yonder ? 

Bates. I think it he : hut we have no great cause 

to desire the iippi’oach of day. _ 

Will. We see yonder the beginning of the day, 
but, I think, we shall never see the end of it. — 
Who goes there ? ^ 

K. Hen. A friend. 

Will. Under what captain serve you ? 

K. Hen. Under sir Thomas Erpingham. 

Will. A good old commander, and a most kind 
gentleman : I pray you, what thinks he of our 

^^^K^.Hen. Even as men wrecked upon a sand, that 
look to he washed off the next tide. 

Bates. He hath not told his thought to the king? 

K. Hen. No ; nor it is not meet he should. For, 
though I speak it to you, I think, the king is but a 
man, as I am ; the violet smells to him, as it doth 
to me ; the element shows to him, as it doth to me ; 
all his senses have but human conditions : his ce- 
remonies laid by, in his nakedness he appears but a 
man ; and though his affections are higher mounted 
than ours, yet, when they stoop, they stoop with the 
like wing ; therefore when he sees reason of fears, 
as we do, his fears, out of doubt, be of the same 
relish as ours are : Yet, in reason, no man should 
possess him with any appearance of fear, lest he, by 
showing it, should dishearten his army. 

Bates. He may show wdiat outward courage he 
will: but, I believe, cold a night as Tis, he could 
wish himself in the Thames up to the neck ; and so 
I would he were, and I by him, at all adventures, 
so we were quit here. 

' K. Hen. By my troth, I will speak my conscience 
of the king; I think, he would not wish himself 
anj where but where he is. 

Bates. Then, ’would he were here alone ; so should 
he be sure to be ransomed, and a many poor men’s 
lives saved. 

K. Hen. I dare say, you love him not so ill, to 
wish him here alone : howsoever you speak this, to 
feerother men’s minds : Methmks, I could not die 
any where so contented, as in the king’s company ; 
his cause being just, and his quarrel honourable. 

Will. That’s more than we know. 

Bates. Ay, or more than we should seek after ; 
for we know enough, if we know we are the king’s 
subjects ; if his cause be wrong, our obedience to 
the king wipes the crime of it out of us. 

Will. But if the cause be not good, the king 
himself hath a heavy reckoning to make ; when all 
those legs, and arms, and heads, chopped off in a 
I oattle, shall join together at the latter day, and cry 
I all — We died at such place ; some, swearing ; some, 
i crying for a surgeon ; some, upon their wives left 
I poor behind them ; some, upon the debts they owe ; 

I some, npon their children rawly left. I am. afeard 
; there are few die vrell, that die in battle ; for how 
can they charitably dispose of any thing, when blood 
is their argument ? Now, if these men do not die 
well, it v/ill be a black matter for the king that led 
them to it ; whom to disobey, were against aH pro- 
portion of subjection. 

K. lien. So, if a son, that is by his father sent 
about merchandise, do sinfully miscarry upon the 


sea, the imputation of his wickedness, by your rule, 
should be imposed upon his father that sent him, : 
or if a servant, under his master’s command, trans- 
porting a sum of money, he assailed by robbers, and 
die in many irreconciled iniquities, you may call 
the business of the master the author of the ser- 
vant’s damnation : — But this is not so : the king is 
not hound to answer the particular endings of his 
soldiers, the father of his son, nor the master of his 
servant; for they purpose not their death, when 
they purpose their services. Besides, there is no 
king, be his cause never so spotless, if it come to 
the arhitrement of swords, can try it out with all 
unspotted soldiers. Some, peradventure, have on 
them the guilt of premeditated and contrived mur- 
der ; some, of beguiling virgins with the broken 
seals of perjury ; some, making the wars their bul- 
wark, that have before gored the gentle bosom of 
peace with pillage and robbery. Now, if these men 
have defeated the law, and outrun native punish- 
ment, though they can outstrip men, they have no 
wings to fly from God : war is his beadle, war is 
his vengeance ; so that here men are punished, for 
before -breach of the king’s laws, in now the king’s 
quarrel : where they feared the death, they have 
borne life away ; and where they would be safe, 
they perish ; Then if they die unprovided, no more 
is the king guilty of their damnation, than he was 
before guilty of those impieties for the which they 
are now visited. Every subject’s duty is the king’s ; 
but every subject’s soul is his ovm. Therefore 
should every soldier in the wars do as every sick 
man in his bed, wash every mote out of his con- 
science : and dying so, death is to him advantage ; 
or not dying, the time was blessedly lost, -wherein 
such preparation was gained : and, in him that 
escapes, it were not sin to think, that making God 
so free an offer, he let him outlive that day to see 
his greatness, and to teach others how they should 
prepare. 

Will. ’Tis certain, eveiy man that dies ill, the 
ill is upon his own head ; the king is not to answer 
for it. 

Bates. I do not desire he should answer for me ; 
and yet I determine to fight lustily for him. 

K. Hen. I myself heard the king say, he would 
not bc' ransomed. 

Will Ay, he said so, to make us fight cheerfully ; 
but, when our throats are cut, he may be ransomed, 
and we ne’er the wiser. 

K. Hen. If I live to see it, I will never trust his 
word after. 

Will. ’Mass, you’ll pay him then I That’s a peril- 
ous shot out of an elder gun, that a poor and private 
displeasure can do against a monarch ! you may as 
wen go about to turn the sun to ice, with fanning 
in his face with a peacock’s feather. You’ll never 
trust his word after I come, ’tis a foolish saying. 

K. Hen. Yoiir reproof is something too round ; 
I should be angry with you, if the time were con- 
venient. 

Will Let it be a quai-rel between us, if you live. 

K. Hen. 1 embrace it. 

WUL How shall I know thee again? 

K. Hen. Give me any gage of thine, and I will 
wear it in my bonnet : then, if ever thou darest 
acknowledge it, I will make it my quarrel. 

Will Here’s my glove ; give me another of thine. 

k. Hen, There. .r 

Will This will I also wear in my cap ; it ever 
G G 
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thou come to me and say, after to-morrow, This is 
my glove, hy this hand, I will take thee a box on the 
ear. 

K. Hen. If ever I live to see it, I will challenge it. 
Will Thou darest as well be hanged. 

K. Hen. Well, I will do it, though I take thee 
in the king’s company. 

Will. Keep thy word : fare thee well. 

Bates. Befriends, you English fools, befriends ; 
we have French quarrels enough, if you could tell 
how to reckon. 

E. Hen. Indeed, the French may lay twenty 
French crowns to one, they will beat us ; for they 
bear them on their shoulders : But it is no English 
treason, to cut French crowns ; and, to-morrow, the 
king himself will be a clipper. lExeunt Soldiers. 
Upon the king 1 let us our lives, our souls, 

Our debts, our careful wives, our children, and 
Our sins, lay on the king ; — ^we must bear all. 

0 hard condition ! twin-born with greatness, 
Subjected to the breath of every fool, 

Whose sense no more canfeel but his own wringing ! 
What infinite heart’s ease must kings neglect, 

That private men enjoy? 

And what have kings, that privates have not too, 
Save ceremony, save general ceremony 
And what art thou, thou idol ceremony ? 

What kind of god art thou, that suffer’ st more 
Of mortal griefs, than do thy worshippers ? 

What are thy rents ? w'hat are thy comings-in ? 

0 ceremony, show me but thy worth ! 

WTiat is the soul of adoration ? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form, 
Creating awe and fear in other men ? 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear’d 
Than they in fearing. 

What drink’st thou oft, instead of homage sweet, 
But poison’d flattery ? O, be sick, great greatness, 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure I 
Think ’st thou, the fiery fever will go out 
With titles blown from adulation ? 

Will it give place to flex-ure and low bending ! 
Canst thou, when thou command’st the beggar’s 
knee, 

Command the health of it ? No, thou proud dream, 
That play’st so subtly with a king’s repose ; 

1 am a king, that find thee ; and I know, 

’Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball, 

The sword, the mace, the crown imperial, 

The enter-tissued robe of gold and pearl, 

The farced title running ’fore the king, 

The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 
That beats upon the high shore of this world, 

No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony, 

Not all these, laid in bed majestical. 

Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave ; 

Who, with a body fill’d, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to rest, cramm’d with distressful bread ; 
Never sees horrid night, the child of hell ; 

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set. 

Sweats in the eye of Phoebus, and all night 
Sleeps in Elysium ; next day, after dawn, 

Both rise, and help Hyperion to his horse ; 

And follows so the ever-running year 
With profitable labour, to his grave : 

And, but for ceremony, such a wretch, 

Winding up days with toil, and nights with sleep, 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king. 

The slave, a member of the country’s peace, 
Enjoys it ; but in gross brain little wots, 


What watch the king keeps to maintain the peace, 
Whose hours the peasant best advantages. 

Etiter Erpingham. 

Erp. My lord, your nobles, jealous of your ab- 
Seek through your camp to find you. [sence, 
II . H en. Good old knight, 

Collect them all together at my tent : 

I’ll be before thee. 

-Srp. I shall do’t, my lord. fExit. 

K. Ren. O God of battles ! steel my soliers’ 
hearts ! ’ 

Possess them not with fear ; take from them now 
The sense of reckoning, if the opposed numbers 
Pluck their hearts from them 1 — Not to-day, 0 Lord 

0 not to-day, think not upon the fault 
My father made in compassing the crown ! 

1 Richard’s body have interred new ; 

And on it have bestow’d more contrite tears, 
Than from it issued forced drops of blood. 

Five hundred poor I have in yearly pay, 

Who twice a day their wither’d hands hold up 
Toward heaven, to pardon blood ; and I have built 
Two chantries, where the sad and solemn priests 
Sing still for Richard’s soul. More will I do : 
Though all that I can do, is nothing worth ; 

Since that my penitence comes after all, 
Imploring pardon. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo, My liege 1 

K. Hen. My Brother Gloster’s voice ? — Ay ; 

I know thy errand, I will go with thee : — 

The day, my friends, and aE things stay for me. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE II . — The French Camp. 

Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bambuebs, and others. 

Orl The sun doth gild our armour! up, my lords. 
Montez a cheval : — My horse 1 valet ! lac- 
quay I ha ! 

Orl. 0 brave spirit I 

Dan. Via ! — les eaux et la terre 

Orl Mienpids? VairetUfeux 

Dau. del! cousin Orleans.——- 
En ier Co nstable . 

Now, my lord Constable I 

Con. Hark, how our steeds for present service 
neigh. 

Dau. Mount them, and make incision in their 
hides; 

That their hot blood may spin in English eyes, 
And dout them with superfluous courage : Ha ! 
Ram. Wliat, will you have them weep our horses’ 
blood ? 

How shall we then behold their natural tears 
Enter a MeaBcnger. . 

3fess. The English are embattled, you French 
peers. 

C(m. To horse, you gallant princes ! straight to 
horse! 

Do but behold yon poor and starved band. 

And your fair show shall suck away their souls, 
Leaving them but the shales and Iiusks of men. 
There is not work enough for all our hands ; 
Scarce blood enough in all their sickly veins, 

To give each naked curtle-axe a stain, 

That our French gallants shall to-day draw out, 
And sheath for lack of sport : let us but blow on 
them. 
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The vapour of our valour will o’ertiirn them. 

’Tis positive ’gainst all exceptions, lords, 

That our superfluous lackeys, and our peasants,— 
^0, in unnecessary action, swarm 
Anout our squares of battle, —were enough 
To purge this field of such a hilding foe : 

Though we, upon this mountain’s basis by, 

Took stand for idle speculation : 

But that our honours must not. YTiat’s to say ? 

A very little little let us do, 

And all is done. Then let the trunapets sound 
The tucket-sonuance, and the note to mount : 

For our approach shall so much dare the field. 
That England shall conch down in fear, and yield. 

Enter Gbandpreb. 

Gra7td. Why do you stay so long, my lords of 
France ? 

Yon island carrions, desperate of their bones, 
Ill-favour’ dly become the morning field : 

Their ragged curtains poorly are let loose, 

And our air shakes them passing scornfully. 

Big Mars seems bankrupt in their beggar’d host, 
And faintly through a rusty beaver peeps. 

Their horsemen sit like fixed candlesticks. 

With torch-staves in their hand : and their poor 
jades 

Eob down their heads, dropping the hides and hips ; 
The gum down-roping from their pale-dead eyes ; 
And in their pale dull mouths the gimmal bit 
Lies foul with chewed grass, still and motionless ; 
And their executors, the knavish crows, 

Fly o’er them all, impatient for their hour. 
Description cannot suit itself in words, 

To demonstrate the jlife of such a battle 
In life so lifeless as it shows itself. 

Con. They have said their prayers, and they stay 
for death. 

Bau. Shall we go send them dinners, and fresh 
And give their fasting horses provender, [suits, 
And after fight with them ? 

Con. I stay but for my guard ; On, to the field : 
I will the banner from a trumpet take, 

And use it for my haste. Come, come away ! 

The sun is high, and we outwear the day. tEx^eunt 


SCENE IIL—ne English Camp. 

Enter the English Hosts Glo.steb, Bedford, Exetbr, 
Salisbury, and 'Wjs.stmobeland. 

GIo. Where is the king.’ * 

Bed, The king himself is rode to view their 
battle. 

F'Fesl. Of fighting men they have Mi threescore 
thousand. 

Ewe. There’s five to one ; besides, they all are 
fresh. 

Sal. God’s arm strike with us I ’tis a fearfulodds. 
God be wi’ you, princes all ; I’ll to my charge : 

If we no more meet, till we meet in heaven, 

Then, Joyfully,— my noble lord of Bedford, — 

My dear lord Gloster, — and mygood lord E.xeter, — 
And my kind kinsman, — warriors, all adieu ! 

Bed. Farewell, good Salisbury ; and good luck 
go with thee i 

Ewe. Farewell, kind lord, fight valiantly to-day ; 
And yet I do thee wrong, to mind thee of it, 

For thou art fram’d of the firm truth of valour. 

{Ewit Salisbury. 


Bed. He is as full of valour, as of kindness ; 
Princely in both. ; 

West. O that we now had here I 

Enter ICing Henry. i 

But one ten thousand of those men in England, 

That do no work to-day ! , 

K. Hen. "What’s he, that wishes so ? 

My cousin Westmoreland ? — No, my fair cousin : 

If we are marked to die, we are enough 
To do our country loss ; and if to live, 

The fewer men, the greater share of honour. 

God’s will ! I pray thee, wish not one man more. 

By Jove, I am not covetous for gold ; 

Nor care I, who doth feed upon my cost ; 

It yearns me not, if men my garments wear ; 

Such outward things dwell not in my desires : 

But, if it be a sin to covet honour, 

I am the most offending soul alive. 

No, ’faith, my coz, wish not a man from England 
God’s peace ! I would not lose so great an honour, 
As one man more, methinks, would share from me, 
For the best hope I have. O, do not wish one 
more : [host, 

Rather proclaim it, Westmoreland, through my 
That he, which hath no stomach to this fight, 

Let him depart ; his passport shall be made, 

And crowns for convoy put into his pui-se ; 

We would not die in that man’s company, 

That fears his fellowship to die with us. 

This day is call’d — the feast of Crispian : 

He, that outlives this day, and comes safe home, 
Will stand a tip-toe when this day is nam’d, 

And rouse him at the name of Crispian. 

He, that shall live this day, and see old age, 

Will yearly on the vigil feast his friends, 

And say — to-morrow is saint Crispian : ! 

Then vM he strip his sleeve, and show his scars, [ 
And say, these wounds I had on Crispin’s day. I 

Old men forget ; yet all shall be forgot, ! 

But he’ll remember, with advantages, ! 

What feats he did that day ; Then shall our names, 
Familiar in their mouths as household words, — I 

Harry the king, Bedford, and Exeter, i 

Warwick and Talbot, Salisbury and Gloster, — 

Be in theii- flowing cups freslily remembered : | 

This story shall the good man teach his son ; ; 

And Crispin Crispian shall ne’er go by, i 

From this day to the ending of the world, i 

But we in it shall be remembered ; | 

We few, vre happy few, we band of brothers ; j 
For he, to-day, that sheds his blood with me, i 
Shall be my brother ; be he ne’er so vile, 1 

This day shall gentle his condition : j 

And gentlemen in England, now a-bed, | 

Shall think themselves accurs’d, they were not here . i 
And hold their manhoods cheap, while any speaks. | 
That fought with us upon Saint Crispin’s day j 
Eyiter Salisbury. { 

Sal. My sovereign lord, bestow youself with j 
speed : I 

The French are bravely in their battles set. 

And will with all expedience charge on us. 

K. Hen. All things are ready, if our minds be so. 
West Perish the man, whose mind is backward 
now ! 

K. Hen. Thou dost not wish more help from 
England, cousin 

West. God’s will, my liege, ’would you and I 
alone, 

Without more help, might fight this battle out l 
G G 2 
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K. Hen, Why, now thon hast unwish’d hve 
thousand men ; 

Which likes me better, than to wish ns one.— 

You know your places ! God be with yon all ! 

Tucket. Enter Montjoy. 

Mont. Once more I come to know of thee, king 
Harry, 

If for thy ransome thon wilt now compound, 

Before thy most assured overthrow : 

For, certainly, thou art so near the gulf, _ 

Thou needs must be englutted. Besides, in mercy, 
The constable desires thee — thou wilt mind 
Thy followers of repentance ; that their souls 
May make a peaceful and a sweet retire 
From off these fields, where (wretches) their poor 
bodies 

Must lie and fester- 

K. Hen, "Wlio hath sent thee now ? 

Mont. The Constable of France. 

K. Hen. I pray thee, bear my former answer 
back ; 

Bid them achieve me, and then sell my bones. 

Good God 1 why should they mock poor fellows 
The man, that once did sell the lion’'s skin [thus ? 
While the beast lived, was kilFd with hunting him. 

A many of our bodies shall, no doubt. 

Find native graves ; upon the which, I trust, 

Shall witness live in brass of this day's work : i 

And those that leave their valiant bones in France, 
Dying like men, though buried in your dunghills, 
They shall be fam’d ; for there the sun shall greet 
them, 

And draw their honours reeking up to heaven ; 
Leaving their earthly parts to choke your clime, 
The smell whereof shall breed a plague in France. 
Mark then a hounding valour in our English ; 

That, being dead, like to the bullet’s grazing, 

Break out into a second course of mischief^ 

Killing in relapse of mortality. 

Let me speak proudly ; — ^Tell the Constable, 

We are but warriors for tlie working-day : 

Our gayness, and our gilt, are all besmircb’d 
"With rainy marcliing in the painful field *, 

There’s not a piece of feather in onr host, 

(Good argument, I hope, we shall not fly,) 

And time hath worn us into slovenry : 

But, by the mass, our hearts are in the trim : 

And my poor soldiers tell me — ^yet ere night 
They'll be in fresher robes ; or they will pluck 
The gay new coats o'er the French soldiers' heads, 
And turn them out of seiwice. If they do this, 

(As, if God please, they. shall,) my ransome then 
Will soon be levied. Herald, save thou thy labour ; 
Come thou no more for ransome, gentle herald ; 
They shall have none, I swear, hut these my joints : 
Which if they have as I will leave ’em to them, 
Shall yield them little, tell the Constable. 

Mont. I shall, king Harry. And so fare thee well : 
Thou never shalt hear herdd any more. lExit. 
K. Hen. I fear, thoul't once more come again 
for ransome. 

Enter the Bxtke op York. 

York. My lord, most humbly on my knee I beg 
The leading of the vaward. 

K. Hen. Take it, brave York. — Now, soldiers, 
march away : — 

And how thou pleasest, God, dispose the day I 

lExeunt. 


SCENE IV.— The field of Battle. 

Alarums: Excursion, Enter French Soldier, Pistol 
and Boy. 

Pist. Yield, cur. 

Fr. SoL Je pense, qiie vous estes le gentilhomme 
de bonjie qualite. 

Pist. Quality, call you me .^—Construe me, art 
thou a gentleman ? What is thy name ? discuss. 

Fr. Sol. 0 seigneur Dieu ! 

Pist. 0, signieur Dew should be a gentleman 

Perpend my words, O signieur Dew, and mark; 

O signieur Dew, thou diest on point of fox, 

Except, O signieur, thou do give to me 
Egregious ransome. 

Fr. SoL O, prennez misericorde I agez pitie de 
moy ! 

Pist. Moy shall not serve, I will have forty 
For I will fetch thy rim out at tliy throat, [moys ; 

In drops of crimson blood. 

Fr. SoL Est-U impossible d'eschapper la force 
de ton bras ^ 

Fist. Brass, cur ! 

Tliou damned and luxurious mountain goat, 

Offer' st me brass ? ! 

Fr. Sol. O pardonncz moy / 

Pist. Say’st thon me so ? is that a ton of moys ! 

I Come hither, boy ; Ask me this slave in French, 
What is his name. 

Boy. Escoutez ; Comment esies-vous appellS 9 
Ft. Sol. Monsieur le Fer. 

Boy. He saj^s, his name is — master Fer. 

Pist. Master Fer! I'll fer him, and firk him, and 
ferret him : — discuss the same in French unto him. 

Boy. I do not know the French for fer, and 
ferret, and firk. 

Pist. Bid him prepare, for I will cut his throat. 
Fr. SoL Quo dit-il, monsieur 9 
Boy. II me comrnande de tmis dire que vous 
faitcs vous prest ; car ce soldat icy est dispose tout '• 
a cetle licure de couper vostre gorge. \ 

Pist. Ouy, couper gorge, par ma foy, pesant, i 
Unless thou give me crowns, brave crowns ; 

Or mangled shalt thou be by tins my sword. 

Fr. Sol. O, je vous supplie pour Vamour de 
Dicu^ me pardonner ! Je suis gentilhamme de bonne 
muison ; gardez ma vie,, ci je vozis donneray deux 
cent escus. 

Pist. What are his words ? 

Boy. He prays you to save his life : he is a gen- 
tleman of a good house ; and, for his ransome, he 
will give you two hundred crowns. 

Pist, Tell him — my fury shall abate, and 1 
The crowns will take. 

Fr. SoL Petit monsieur., que dit-il ? 

Boy. Encore qu'il est contre son jurerncni, dc 
pardonner aucun prisonnier ; ■nea7itmoins, pour les 
esctis que vous Vavez prowis, %l est content de vous 
don7ier la liberie, le fraiichisement. 

Fr, SoL Sur 77 ics genouoo, je vous donne mille 
remercie 7 nen 8 .* ct je rn'estune heureuz que je suis 
tomhe entre les 7nains dhm chevalier, je pe7ise, le 
plus bravOj valiant, et ires distingue seigneur 
Angleiei're, 

Pist. Expound unto me, boy. 

Boy. He gives you, upon his knees, a thousand 
thanks : and he esteems himself happy that he hath 
fallen into the hands of (as he thinks) the most brave, 
valorous, and thrice-worthy signieur of England. 

Pist, As I suck blood, I will some mercy show. 
Follow me, cur. Pistol. 
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Boy. Suivez vous le grand capitaine. 

lExit French Soldier. 
I did never know so full a voice issue from so empty 
a heart ; but the saying is true, — the empty vessel 
makes the greatest sound. Bardolph, and Nym, had 
ten times more valour than this roaring devil i’the 
old play, that every one may pare his nails with a 
wooden dagger ; and they are both hanged ; and so 
would this be, if he durst steal any thing adventur- 
ously. I must stay with the lackeys, wuth the lug- 
gage of our camp : the French might have a good 
prey of us, if he knew of it 5 for there is none to 
guard it, but boys. lExit. 

SCENE V. — Another Part of the Field of Battle. 
Alarums. Enter Dauphin, Orleans, Bourbon, 
Constable, Rambukes, and others. 

Con. 0 diable ! 

Orl. O seigneur I — le jour est perdu, tout est 
perdu / 

Dau. 3Iort de ma vie / all is confounded, all I 
Reproach and everlasting shame 
Sits mocking in our plumes. — 0 meschante for- 
tune ! — 

Do not ran away. • . lA short alarum. 

Con. Wliy, all our ranks are broke. 

Dau. 0 perdurable shame ! — let’s stab ourselves. 
Be these the wretches that we play’d at dice for ? 
Orl. Is this the king we sent to for his ransome ? 
Bour, Shame, and eternal shame, nothing but 
shame ! 

Let us die instant : Once more back again ; 

And he that will not follow Bourbon now. 

Let him go hence, and, with his cap in hand, 

Like a base pander, liold the chamber-door, 

Wliilst by a slave, no gentler than my dog, 

His fairest daughter is contaminate. 

Con. Disorder, that hath spoiFd us, friend us 
Let us, in heaps, go ofl’er up our lives [now ! 
Unto these English, or else die wdth fame. 

Orl. We are enough, yet living in the held. 

To smother up the English in our throngs, 

If any order might be thought upon. 

Bour. The devil take order now! Fli to the 
throng ; 

Let life be short ; else shame will be too long. 

\_Exeunt. 


SCENE VI . — Another Part of the Field, 

Alarums. Enter King Henry and Forces ; Exeter, 
and others. 

K. Hen. Well have we done, thrice-valiant coun- 
tiT^meii ; 

But all's not done, yet keep the French the field. 
Exe. The duke of York commends him to your 
majesty. 

K. Hen. Lives he, good uncle? thrice within 
this hour, 

I saw him down ; thrice up again, and fighting ; 
From helmet to the spur, all blood he was. 

Exe. In which array, (brave soldier,) doth he 
Larding the plain : and by his bloody side, [lie, 
(Yoke-feUow to his honour-owing wounds,) 

Tbe noble earl of Suffolk also Hes. 

■Sufibik first died : and York, all haggled over, 
Comes to Mm, where in gore he lay insteep'd, 

And takes him by the beard ; kisses the gashes, 
That bloodily did yawn upon his face ; 

And cries aloud, — Tarry^ dear cousin Suffolk ! 


My soul shall thine keep company to heaven : 
Tarry, sweet soul, for mine, then fly a-hreast ; 

As, in this glorious and well-foughten field, 

TVe kept together in our chivalry / 

Upon these words I came, and cheer'd him up : 
He smil'd me in the face, raught me his hand. 
And with a feeble gripe, says , — Dear my lord, 
Commend my service to my sovereign. 

So did he turn, and over Suffolk's neck 
He threw his wounded arm, and kiss’d his lips ; 
And so, espous'd to death, wdth blood he seal’d 
A testament of noble- ending love. 

The pretty and sweet manner of it forc'd 
Those waters from me, which I would have stopp'd; 
But I had not so much of man in me, 

But all my mother came into mine eyes, 

And gave me up to tears. 

K. Hen. I blame you not ; 

For, hearing this, I must perforce compound 
With mistful eyes, or they will issue too.— 

lAiarirm. 

But, hark ! what new alarum is this same ? — 

The French have reinforc’d their scatter'd men : — 
Then every soldier kill his prisoners ; 

Give the word through. lExeunt. 


SCENE YU.--Another Pari of the Field. 

Alarums. Enter Fluellen and Gower. 

Flu. Kill the poys and the luggage ! 'tis expressly 
against the law of arms : 'tis as arrant a piece of 
knavery, mark you now, as can be offered, in the 
'orld : In your conscience now, is it not ? 

Gozv. "Tis certain there’s not a boy left alive ; 
and the cowardly rascals, that ran from the battle, 
have done this slaughter : besides, they have burned 
and carried away aU that was in the king's tent ; 
wherefore the king, most worthily, hath caused 
every soldier to cut his prisoner's throat. 0 , 'tis a 
gallant king ! 

Flu. Ay, he was porn at Monmouth, captain 
Gower: \Wiat call you the town's name, where 
Alexander the pig was porn. 

Gozv. Alexander the great. 

Flu. Why, I pray you, is not pig, great ? The 
pig, or the great, or the mighty, or the huge, or 
the magnanimous, are all one reckonings, save the 
phrase is a little variations. 

Goto. I think Alexander the great was born in 
Macedon ; his father was called — Philip of Mace- 
don, as I take it. 

Flic. I think it is in Macedon, where Alexander 
is pom. I tell you, captain, — If you look in the 
maps of the 'oiid, I warrant you shall find, in the 
comparisons between Macedon and Monmouth, 
that the situations, look you, is both alike. There 
is a river in Macedon ; and there is also more- 
over a river at Monmouth : it is called Wye, at 
Monmouth ; but it is out of my prains, what is the 
name of the other river ; hut 'tis all one, 'tis so 
like as my fingers is to my fingers, and there is 
salmons in both. If you mark Alexander's life 
wen, Harry of Monmouth's life is come after it 
indifferent well; for there is figures in all things. 
Alexander (God knows, and you know,) in his rages, 
and his furies, and his wraths, and his cholers, and 
his moods, and his displeasures, and his indigna- 
tions, and also beingalittle intoxicates in his prains, 
did, in his ales and Ms angers, look you, kill his 
pest friend, Clytus. 
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leeks in tlieir Moiimontli caps ; wliiclij yom* ma- 
jesty knows, to tins hour is an honourable padge 
of the service ; and, I do believe, your majesty takes 
no scorn to wear the leek upon &int Tavy's day. 

K. Hen, I wear it for a memorable honour ; 

For I am Welsh, you know, good countryman. 

FM. All the water in Wye cannot wash your 
majesty’s Welch plood out of your pody, I can tell 
you that : Got pless it and preserve it, as long as 
it pleases his grace, and his majesty too ! 

K. Hen. Thanks, good my countryman. 

Flu. By Cheshu, I am your majesty’s country- 
man, I care not who know it ; I wilk confess it to 
all the ’orld : I need not to be ashamed of your ma- 
jesty, praised be God, so long as your majesty is 
an honest man. 

K. Hen. God keep me so ! — Our lieralhs go with 
him ; 

Bring me just notice of the numbers dead 
On both our parts. — Call yonder fellow hither. 

IPoints to Williams. Exeunt Montjoy 
and others. 

Exe. Soldier, you must come to the king. 

K. Hen. Soldier, why wearest thou that glove 
in thy cap ? 

Will. An’t please your majesty, ’tis the gage of 
one that I should fight withal, if he be alive. 

K. Hen, An Englishman ? 

Will. An’t please yonr majesty, a rascal, that 
swuiggered with me last night : who, if ’a live, and 
ever "dare to challenge this glove, I have swom to 
take him a box o’the ear : or, if I can see my glove 
in his cap, (which he swore, as he was a soldier, he 
would wear, if alive,) I ■svili strike it out soundly. 

IC. Hen. What think you, captain Fiueilen ? is 
it fit this soldier keep liis oath } 

Flu. He is a craven and a villain else, an’t please 
your majesty, in my conscience. 

K. Hen. It may be, his enemy is a gentleman 
of great sort, quite from the answer of his degree. 

Flu. Though he be as goot a gentleman as the 
tevil is, as Lncifer and Belzebub himself, it is ne- 
cessary, look your grace, that he keep his vow and 
his oath : if he be perjured, see you now, his repu- 
tation is as arrant a villain, and a Jack sauce, as 
ever his plack shoe trod upon Got’s ground and his 
earth, in my conscience, la. 

K. Hen. Then keep thy vow, sirrali, when, thou 
meet’st the fellow. 

Will. So 1 will, my liege, as I live. 

IC. Hen. Who sen'esfc thou under ? 

Will. Under captain Gower, my liege. 

Flu. Gower is a goot captain : and is goot know- 
ledge and literature in the wars. 

IC. Hen. Call him hither to me, soldiei*. 

Wlll. I will, iny liege. [Exit. 

K. Hen. Here, Fiueilen ; wear thou this favour 
for me, and stick it in thy cap : When Alen^on and 
myself were dowui together, I jduck’d this glove 
from his helm ; if any man challenge this, he is a 
friend to Alen 9 on and an enemy to our person ; if 
thou encounter any such, apprehend him, an thou 
dost love me. 

Flu. Your grace does me as great honours, as can 
be desired in the hearts of his subjects : J would 
fain see the man, that has but two iegs,^ that sliah 
find himself aggriefed at this glove, that is all , but 
I would fain see it once : an please Got of his grace, 
that I might see it. 

li. Hen. Knowest thou Gower ? 


Gow. Our king is not like him in that ; he never 
killed any of his friends. 

Flu. It is not well done, mark you now, to take 
tales out of my mouth, ere it is made an end and 
finished. I speak but in the figures and comparisons 
of it: As Alexander is kill his friend Clytus, being 
in his ales and his cups ; so also Harry Monmouth, 
being in his right wits and his goot Judgments, is 
turn away the fat knight with the great pelly-dou- 
hlet : he was full of jests, and gipes, and knaveries, 
and mocks ; I am forget his name. 

Gow. Sir John Falstafh 

Flu. That is he : 1 can tell you, there is goot 
men porn at Monmouth. 

Gotv. Here comes his majesty. 


Alarum, Enter King IIbnrv ujilh apart of the English 
Forces ■ Warwick, Glosteh, Exeter, and others. 

K. Hen. I was not angry since I came to France 
Until this instant. — Take a trumpet, herald ; 

Ride thou unto the horsemen on yon hill ; 

If they will fight mt\i us, bid them come dowm, 

Or void the field ; they do offend our sight ; 

If they’ll do neither, we wfiU come to them ; 

And make them skirr away, as swift as stones 
Enforced from the old Assyrian slings : 

Besides, we’ll cut the throats of those we have ; 
And not a man of them, that we shall take, 

Shall taste our mercy ; — Go, and tell them so. 

Enter Montjoy. 

Exc. Here comes the herald of the French, my 
liege. 

Glo. His eyes are humbler than they used to he. 
K. Hen. How now ! what means this, herald } 
know’st thou not, 

That I have fin’d these bones of mine for ransome ? 
Com’st thou again for ransome ? 

Mont. No, great king : 

I come to thee for charitable licence, 

That we may wander o’er this bloody field, 

To book our dead, and then to bury them ; 

To sort our nobles from our common men ; 

For many of our princes (woe the while I) 

Lie drown’d and soak’d in mercenary blood ; 

(So do our vulgar drench their peasant limbs 
In blood of princes ;) and their wounded steeds 
Fret fetlock deep in gore, and, with wild rage, 

Yerk out their armed heels at their dead masters, 
Killing them twice. O, give us leave, great king, 
To view the field in safety, and dispose 
Of their dead bodies. 

K. Hen. I tell thee truly, herald, 

1 know not, if the day be ours, or no ; 

For yet a many of your horsemen peer, 

And gallop o’er the field. 

Mont. The day is yours. 

K. Hen. Praised he God, and not our strength, 
for it ! — 

What is this castle call’d, that stands hard by ? 
Mont. They call it — Agincourt. 

K. Hen. Then call w^e this — the field of Agincourt, 
Fought on the day of Crispin Crispianus. 

Flu, Y'our grandfather of famous memory, an’t 
please your majesty, and your gi'eat uncle Eelward 
the plack prince of Wales, as I have read in the chro- 
nicles, fought a most prave pattle here in France. 
jK. JFJeu. They did, FlueUen. 

Flu. Your majesty says very true : if your ma- 
jesties is remembered of it, the Welshmen did goot 
service in a garden where leeks did grow, wearing 
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Flu. He IS my dear friend, an please yon. 

K. Ben. Pray thee, go seek him, and bring -him 
to my tent. 

Flu. I will fetch him. 

K. Hen. My lord of Warwick, — and my brother 
Follow Flnellen closely at the heels : [Gloster, 

The glove, which I have given him for a favour, 
May, haply, purchase him a box ohhe ear ; 

It is the soldier's ; I, by bargain, should 
Wear it myself. Follow, good cousiu Warwick : 
If that the soldier strike him, (as, I judge 
By his blunt bearing, he will keep his word,) 

Some sudden mischief may ^ arise of it ; 

For I do know Flnellen valiant, 

And, touch’d wdth choler, hot as gunpowder, 

And quickly will return an injury ; 

Follow, and see there be no harm between them. — 
Go you with me, uncle of Exeter. lExeunt. 


SCENE VIII. — Before King Henry’s Pavilion. 

Enter Gower aaci Willta.us. 

Will I warrant, it is to knight you, captain. 

Enter Fmtellen. 

Flu. Got’s will and his pleasure, captain, I pe- 
seech you now, come apace to the king : there is 
more goot toward you, peradventure, than is in 
your knowledge to dream of. 

W^ill. Sir, know you this glove ? 

Flu. Know the glove ? I know, the glove is a 
glove. 

Will. I know this ; and thus I challenge it. 

IStrikes him. 

Flu. ’Sblud, an ^arrant traitor, as any’s in the 
universal ’oiid, or in France, or in England. 

Goto. How now, sir ? you villain ! 

Will. Do you think ITl be forsworn ? 

Flu. Stand away, captain Gower; I will give 
treason his payment into plows, I warrant you. 

M^ill. I am no traitor. 

Flu. That’s a lie in thy throat. — I charge you in 
his majesty’s name, apprehend him ; he’s a friend 
of the duke Alenqon’s. 

Enter Warwick a7id Glouter. 

War. How now, how now ! what’s the matter.^ 

Flu. My lord of Warwick, here is (praised be 
Got for it!) a most contagious treason come to 
light, look you, as you shall desire in a summer’s 
day. Here is his majesty. 

Enter Kino Henry and Exeter. 

K. Hen. How now I what’s the matter ? 

Flu. My liege, here is a villain, and a traitor, 
that, look your grace, has struck the glove which 
your majesty is take out of the helmet of Alenqon. 

Will. My liege, this was my glove ; here is the 
fellow of it ; and he, that I gave it to in change, 
i promised to w^ear it in his cap ; I promised to strike 
him, if he did ; I met this man with my glove in 
his cap, and I have been ,as good as, my wmrd. , 

Flu. Your majesty hear now, (saving your ma- 
! jesty’s manhood,) what an arrant, rascally, beg- 
! garly, lousy knave it is : I hope, your majesty is 
pear me testimony, and witness, and avouchments, 
this is the glove of Alenpon, that your majesty is 
give me, in. your conscience now. 

F. Hen. Give me thy glove, soldier ; Look, 
here is the fellow of it. ’Twas I, indeed, thou 
promised’ St to strike ; and thou hast given me 
most bitter terms. 


I 


Flu. An please your majesty, let his neck an- 
swer for it, if there is any martial law in the ’mid. 
K. Hen. How canst thou make me satisfaction ? 
Will. All offences, my liege, come from the 
heart : never came any from mine, that might 
offend your majesty. 

K. Hen. It was ourself thou didst abuse. 

Will. Your majesty came not like yourself: you 
appeared to me but as a common man ; witness the 
night, your garments, your lowliness ; and what 
your highness suffered imder that shape, I beseech 
you, take it for your own fault, and not mine : for 
had you been as I took you for, I made no offence ; 
therefore, I beseech your highness, pardon me. 

K. Hen. Here, uncle Exeter, fill this glove with 
crowns, 

And give it to this fellow. — Keep it, fellow ; 

And wear it for an honour in thy cap, 

Till I do challenge it. — Give him the crowns : — 
And, captain, you must needs be friends with him. 

Flu. By this day and this light, the fellow has 
mettle enough in his pelly : — Hold, there is tw^elve 
pence for you, and I pray you to serve Got, and 
keep you out of prawls, andprahbles, and quarrels, 
and dissensions, and, I warrant you, it is the petter 
for you. 

Will. I will none of your money. 

Flu. It is with a goot will ; I can tell you, it 
wall serve you to mend your shoes : Come, where- 
fore should you be so pashful ? your shoes is not 
so goot : ’tis a goot silling, I warrant you, or I will 
change it. 

Enter an English Herald. 

K. Hen. Now, herald ; are the dead number’d } 
Her. Here is the number of the slaughter’d 
French. [Delivers a paper. 

K. Hen. What prisoners of good sort are taken, 
uncle ? 

Ewe. Charles duke of Orleans, nephew to the 
king ; 

John Duke of Bourbon, and lord Bouciqualt : 

Of other lords, and barons, knights, and squires, 
Full fifteen hundred, besides common men. 

K. Hen. This note doth tell me of ten thousand 
French, 

That in the field lie slain : of princes, in this 
number, 

And nobles, hearing banners, there lie dead 
One hundred twenty-sii! : added to these, 

Of knights, esquires, and gallant gentlemen, 

Eight thousand and four hundred ; of the which, 
Five hundred were but yesterday dubb’d knights : 
So that, in these ten thousand they have lost, 
There are but sixteen hundred mercenaries : 

The rest are — princes, barons, lords, knights, 
And gentlemen of blood and quality. [’squires, 

The names of those their nobles that lie dead, — 
Charles De-la-bret, high constable of Prance ; 
Jaques of Chatillon, admiral of France ; 

The master of the cross-bows, lord Rambures ; 
Great master of France, the brave sir Giiischard 
Dauphin; 

John Duke of Alen^on ; Antony duke of Brabant, 
The brother to the duke of Burgundy ; 

And Edward duke of Bar : of lusty earls, 
Grandpree, andRoussi, Fauconberg, and Fok, 
Beaumont, and Marie, Vaudemont, and Lestrale. 

Here was a royal fellowship of deathl 

Where is the number of our English d'ead? 

another paper. 
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Edward tlie duke of York, tlie earl of Suffolk, 

Sir Richard Ketly, Davy Gam, esquire : 

None else of name ; and, of all other men, 
j But five-and- twenty. O God, thy arm was here, 

I And not to us, but to thy arm alone, 

Ascribe we all. — When, without stratagem, 

But in plain shock, and even play of battle, 

Was ever known so great and little loss. 

On one part and on the other — Take it, God, 

For it is only thine i 

Exe. ’Tis wonderful 1 

A. Hen, Come, go we in procession to the 
village : 


And be it death proclaimed through our host 
To boast of this, or take that praise from God, 
Which is his only. 

Flu. Is it not lawful, and please your majesty, to 
tell how many is killed ? ’ 

K. Hen. Yes, captain ; but with this acknow- 
That God fought for us. [ledgment 

Flu. Yes, my conscience, he did us great goot/ 
K. Hen. Do we ail holy rites ; 

Let there be sung Non 7iob'h^ and Te Beum. 

The dead with charity enclos’d in clay, 

We’ll then to Calais ; and to England then; 
Where ne’er from France arriv’d more happy men. 

[Exeunt 


ACT V. 


Enter Cliorua 


Cho. Vouchsafe to those that have not read the 
story, 

That I may prompt them : and of such as have, 

I humbly pray them to admit the excuse 
Of time, of numbers, and due course of things, 
Which cannot in their huge and proper life 
Be here presented. Now we bear the king 
Tow’^ard Calais : grant him there ; there seen, 
Heave Mm away upon your winged thoughts, 
Athwart the sea : Behold, the English beach 
Pales in the flood, with men, with wives, and boys. 
Whose shouts and claps out- voice the deep-mouth’d 
sea. 

Which, like a mighty whiffler ’fore the king, 

Seems to prepare his way ; So let him land ; 

And, solemnly, see him set on to London. 

So swift a pace hath thought, that even now 
You may imagine him upon Blackheath: 

Where that his lords desire him, to have borne 
His bruised helmet, and his bended sword, 

Before him, through the city : he forbids it. 

Being free from vainness and self-glorious pride, 
Giving full trophy, signal, and ostent, 

Quite from himself, to God. But now behold. 

In tlie quick forge and workinghouse of thought, 
How London doth pour out her citizens ! 

The mayor, and all his brethren, in best sort,-— 
Like to the senators of the antique Rome, 

With the plebeians swarming at their heels, — 

Go forth, and fetch their conquering Csesar in : 

As, by a lower but by loving likelihood, 

Were now the general of our gracious empress 
(As, in good time, he may,) from Ireland coming, 
Bringing rebellion broached on his sword, 

How many would the peaceful city quit, 

To w^elcome him ? much more, and much more 
cause, 

Did they this Harry. Now in London place him ; 
(As yet the lamentation of the French 
Invites the king of England’s stay at home ; 

The emperor’s coming in behalf of France, 

To order peace between them ;) and omit 
All the occurrences, whatever chanc’d, 

Till Harry’s back-return again to France ; 

There must we bring him; and myself have play’d 
The interim, by remembering you — ’tis past. 

Then brook abridgement ; and your eyes advance 
After your thoughts, straight back again to France. 

[ExU. 


SCENE I — France, An English Court of 

Guard. 

Enter Flukllen imd Gowek, 

Goto. Nay, that’s right ; but why wear you your 
leek to-day? Saint Davy’s day is past. 

Flu. There is occasions and causes why and 
wherefore in all things : I will tell you as my friend, 
captain Gower ; The rascally, scald, beggarly, lousy, 
pragging knave. Pistol,— wdiich you and yourself, 
and all the ’orld, know to be no petter than a fellow, 
look you now% of no merits, — he is come to me, 
and prings me pread and salt yesterday, look you, 
and bid me eat my leek : it w^as in a place where I 
could not breed no contentions with him ; but I 
will be so pold as to wear it in my cap till I see him 
once again, and then I will tell him a little piece of 
my desires. 

Enter Pistol. 

Gow. YTiy,here he comes, swelling like aturkey- 
cock. 

Flu. ’Tis no matter for his swellings, nor his 
turkey-cocks. — Got pless you, ancient Pistol ! you 
scurvy, lousy knave, Got pless you ! 

Fist. Ha ! art thou Bedlam, dost thou thirst, 
base Trojan, 

To have me fold up Parca’s fatal w^eb ? 

Hence ! I am qualmish at the smell of leek. 

Flu. I peseech you heartily, scurvy, lousy knave, 
at my desires, and my requests, and my petitions, 
to eat, look you, this leek ; because, look you, you 
do not love it, nor your affections, and your appe- 
tites, and your digestions, does not agree with it, I 
would desire you to eat it. 

Fist. Not for Cadwallader, and all his goats. ^ 

Flu. There is one goat for you. [SMlieshlm. 
Will you be so goot, scald knave, as eat it? 

Fist. Base Trojan, thou shalt die. 

Flu. You say very true, scald knave, when Got’s 
will is : I will desire you to live in the mean time, 
and eat your victuals ; come, there is sauce for it. 
ISiriking him again.’] You called me yesterday, 
mountain-squire ; but I will make you to-day a 
squire of low degree. I pray you, fall to; it you 
can mock a leek, you can eat a leek. 

Gow. Enough, captain ; you have astonished 
him. 

Flu. I say, I will make him eat some part of my 
leek, or I will peat his pate four days : — Pite, I 
pray you ; it is goot for your green wound, and 
your ploody coxcomb. 
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Most worthy brother England : fairly met 
So are yon, princes English, every one. 

Isa. So happy be the issue, brother England, 
Of this good day, and of this gracious meeting, 

As we are now glad to behold your eyes ; 

Your eyes, which hitherto have borne in them 
Against the French, that met them in their bent, 
The fatal balls of murdering basilisks : 

The venom of such looks, we fairly hope. 

Have lost their quality ; and that this day 
Shall change all griefs, and quarrels, into love. 
jST. Hen. To cry amen to that, thus we appear. 
Q. Isa. You English princes all, I do salute you. 
Bur. My duty to you both, on equal love, 

Great kings of France and England ! That I have 
labour’d 

With all my wits, my pains, and strong endeavours, 
To bring your most imperial majesties 
Unto this bar and royal interview, 

Your mightiness on both parts best can witness, 
Since then my office hath so far prevail’d, 

That face to face, and royal eye to eye, 

You have congreeted ; let it not disgrace me, 

If I demand, before this royal view, 

What rub, or wffiat impediment, there is, 

Why that the naked, poor, and mangled peace, 
Dear nurse of arts, plenties, and joyful births, 
Should not, in this best garden of the world, 

Our fertile France, put up her lovely visage ? 

Alas ! she hath from France too long been chas’d ; 
And all her husbandry doth lie on heaps, 
Corrupting in its own fertility. 

Her vine, the merry cheerer of the heart, 
Uiipruned dies : her hedges even-pleached, — 

Like prisoners wildly over-grown with hair, 

Put forth disorder’d twigs : her fallow leas 
The darnel, hemlock, and rank himitory. 

Doth root upon ; while that the coulter rusts, 

That should deracinate such savagery : 

The even mead, that erst brought sweetly forth 
The freckled cowslip, bumet, and green clover. 
Wanting the scythe, all uncorrected rank, 
Conceives by idleness ; and nothing teems. 

But hateful docks, rough thistles, kecksies, burs, 
Losing both beauty and utility. 

And as our vineyards, fallows, meads, and hedges, 
Defective in their natures, grow to wildness ; 

Even so our houses, and ourselves, and children, 
Have lost, or do not learn, for want of time, 

The sciences that should become our countiy ; 

But grow, like savages, — as soldiers will, 

That nothing do but meditate on blood, — 

To swearing, and stern looks, diffus’d attire, 

And eveiy thing that seems unnatural. 

Which to reduce into our former favour, 

You are assembled : and my speech entreats, 

That I may know the let, why gentle peace 
Should not expel these inconveniencies, 

And bless us with her former qualities. 

K. Hen. If, duke of Burgundy, you would the 
peace. 

Whose want gives growth to the imperfections 
"^Hiich yon have cited, you must buy that peace 
With full accord to aU our just demands ; 

WTiose tenours and particular effects 

You have, enschedul’d briefly, in your hands* 

Bur. The king hath heard them j to the which, 
There is no answer made. [as yet, 

X. Hen. Well then, the peace, 

Which you before so urg’d, lies in his answer. 


Fist. Must I bite ? 

Flu. Yes, certainly; and out of doubt, and out 
of questions too, and ambiguities. 

Fist. By this leek, I will most horribly revenge ; 
I eat, and eke I swear. — 

Flu. Eat, I pray you ; Will you have some more 
sauce to your leek ? there is not leek enough to 
swear by. 

Fist. Quiet thy cudgel ; thou dost see I eat. 

Flu. Much goot do you, scald knave, heartily. 
Nay, ’pray you, throw none away ; the skin is goot 
for your proken coxcomb. When you take occa- 
sions to see leeks hereafter, I pray you, mock at 
them, that is all. 

Fist. Good. 

Flu. Ay, leeks is goot : — Hold you, there is a 
groat to heal your pate. 

Pkt Me a groat 1 

Flu. Yes, verily, and in truth, you shall take it ; 
or I have another leek in my pocket, which you 
shall eat. 

Fist. I take thy groat, in earnest of revenge. 

Flu. If I owm you anything, I will pay you in 
cudgels ; you shall be a woodmonger, and buy 
nothing of me but cudgels. God be wi’ you, and 
keep you, and heal your pate. lExit 

Fist. All hell shall stir for this. 

Gow. Go, go ; you are a counterfeit cowardly 
knave. Will you mock at an ancient tradition,-— 
begun upon an honourable respect, and worn as a 
memoraWe trophy of predeceased valour, — and 
dare not avouch in your deeds any of your words ? 
I have seen you gleeking and galling at this gentle- 
man twice or thrice. You thought because he 
could not speak Esagiish in the native garb, he 
could not therefore handle an English cudgel : you 
find it otherwise ; and, henceforth, let a Welsh 
correction teach you a good English condition. 
Fare ye well. lExU. 

Fist. Doth Fortune play the huswife with me 
now ? 

News have I, that my Nell is dead i’ the spital 
Of malady of France ; 

And there my rendezvous is quite cut off. 

Old I do wax : and from my weary limbs 
Honour is cudgeli’d. Well, bawd will I turn, 

And something lean to cutpurse of quick hand. 

To Eugl^ind will I steal, and there rii steal : 

And patches will I get unto these scars, 

And swear, I got them in the Gallia wars. lExit. 


SCENE II. — Tuoyes in Champagne. An Apart’’ 
merit in the French King’s Palace. 

Enter at one door. King Henry, Bedford, Gloster, 
Exeter, Warwick, Westmoreland, and other Lords : 
at another, the French Kino, Queen Isabel, the I^rincess 
Katharine, Lords, Ladies, ^' C . t?te Duke op Burgundy, 
andhuTi’ain. 

K. Hen. Peace to this meeting, wherefore we 
are met ! 

Unto our brother France, — and to our sister, 
Health and fair Hme of day ; — -joyandgood wishes 
To our most fair and princely cousin Katharine ; 
And (as a branch and member of this royalty, 

■By whom this great assembly is contriv’d,) 

We do salute you, duke of Burgundy ; — 

And, princes French, and peers, heith to you all! 
Fr. King. Right joyous are we to behold your 
face, 
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ACT Y. 


Fr. King. I have but with a cursorary eye 
O’er-glanc’d the articles : pleaseth your grace 
To appoint some of your council presently 
To sit with us once more, with better heed 
To re -survey them, we will, suddenly. 

Pass our accept, and peremptory answer- 

K. Hen. Brother,w’-e shall. — Go, uncle Exeter, — 
And brother Clarence, — and you, brother Gloster, — 
I Warwick, — and Huntington, — go with the king : 

I And take with you free power, to ratify, 

! Augment, or alter, as your wisdoms best 
1 Shall see advantageahle for our dignity, 

I Any thing in, or out of, our demands ; 
i And we’ll consign thereto. — ^Wili you, fair sister, 

I Go with the princes, or stay here with us ? 

I Q. Isa. Our gracious brother, I will go with them ; 
i Haply, a woman’s voice mtiy do some good, 

I When articles, too nicely urg’d, be stood on. 

K. Hen, Yet leave our cousin Katharine here with 
She is our capital demand, compris’d [us ; 

Y'ithin the fore rank of our articles. 

Q. Isa. She hath good leave. 

1 lExcunt all but Henry, Ivatharine, 

and Mr Gentlewoman. 

K. Hen. Fair Katharine, and most fair ! 

Will you vouchsafe to teach a soldier terms, 

Such as wdll enter at a lady’s ear, 

And plead his love-suit to her gentle heart ? 

Kath. Your majesty shall mock at me ; I cannot 
speak your England. 

K. Hen. O fair Katharine, if you will love me 
I soundly with your French heart, I will be glad to 
j hear you confess it brokenly with your English 
' tongue. Do you like me, Kate ? 

Ikai/t. Fardonnez moij^ I cannot tell vat is — like 
me. 

K. Hen. An angel is like you, Kate j and you 
I are like an angel. 

i Kath. Que dit-il? qne je sms semhlahh a Ics 
i anges? 

I Aiice. Ouy^ vrayment., {sauf vostre grace) amsi 
! dit-il. 

I K. Hen. I said so, dear Katharine ; and I must 
I not blush to affirm it. 

[ Kath. 0 bon Dieu ! le.s langues des homines sont 
I pkincs des tromperies. 

i K. Hen. What says she, fair one ? that the 
tongues of men are full of deceits ? 

Alice. Ovy ; dat de tongues of de mans is be 
full of deceits : dat is de princes. 

K, Hen. The princess is the better English- 
woman. I’faith, Kate, my wooing is fit for thy 
understanding : I am glad, thou can’st speak no 
' better English ; for, if thou couldst, thou would’st 
! find me such a plain king, that thou would’st think, 
I had sold my farm to buy my crown. I know no 
ways to mince it in love, but directly to say — X 
love you : then, if you urge me further than to say 
— Do you in faith ? I w^ear out my suit. Give me 
your answer ; i’faith, do ; and so clap hands and a 
bargain : How say you, lady ? 

Kaih. Sauf vostre honneur, me understand well. 

K. Hen. Marry, if you would put me to verses, 
or to dance for your sake, Kate, why you undid 
me: for the one, I have neither words nor mea- 
sure ; and for the other, I have no strength in mea- 
sure, yet a reasonable measure in strength. If I 
could win a lady at leap-frog, or by vaulting into 
my saddle with my armour on my back, under the 
correction of bragging be it spoken, I should quickly 


leap into a wife. Or, if I might buffet for my love 

or bound my horse for her favours, I could lay on 

like a butcher, and sit like a jack-an-apes, never » 

ofi’: but, before God, I cannot look greenly, nor 

gasp out my eloquence, nor I have no cunnin» in 

protestation ; only downright oaths, which I never 

use till urged, nor never break for urging. If thou 

canst love a fellow of this temper, Kate,' whose face 

is not worth •sun-burning, that never looks in'liis 

glass for love of any thing he sees there, let thine 

eye be thy cook. I speak to thee, plain soldier : If 

thou canst love me for this, take me : if not, to say 

to thee—that I shall die, is true: but— for thy 

love, by the lord, no ; yet I love thee too. And 

while thou livest, dear Kate, take a fellow of plain 

and uncoined constancy ; for he perforce must do 

thee right, because he hath not the gift to woo in 

other places : for these fellows of infinite tongue, 

that can rhyme themselves into ladies’ favours,— • 

tliey do always reason themselves out again. What \ 

a speaker is but a prater ; a rhyme is but a ballad. 

A good leg will fall ; a straight back will stoop; a 

black beard will turn wdiite; a curled pate will 
grow bald ; a fair face will wither ; a full eye will 
wax hollow ; but a good heart, Kate, is the sun ^ 

and moon ; or, rather, the sun, and not the moon; ! 

for it shines bright, and never changes, but keeps i 

his course truly. If thou would have such a one, 
take me : And take me, take a soldier ; take a 
soldier, take a king : And what sayest thou then to 
my love? speak, my fair, and fairly, I pray thee. 

Kath. Is it possible dat 1 should love de enemy 
of France ? ” » 

K. Hen. No ; it is not possible, you should love [ 

the enemy of France, Kate : ,but, in loving me, i 

you should love the friend of France ; for I love j 

France so well, that I will not part with a village f 

of it ; I will have it all mine : and, Kate, when j 

France is mine, and I am yours, then yours is j’ 

France, and you are mine. i; 

Katk. I cannot tell vat is dat. i 

K. Hen. No, Kate 1 will tell thee in French ; 
which, I am sure, will hang upon my tongue like a 
new-married wife about her husband’s neck, hardly 
to be shook off Quandfai/ la possession de France, 
et quand vous amz la possession de moi, (let me see, 
what then ? Smnt Dennis be my speed 1)— done 
vostre est France, et vous estes miemm. It is as easy 
for me, Kate, to conquer the kingdom, as to speak 
so much more French ; I shall never move thee in 
French, unless it be to laugh at me. 

Kath. Sauf vostre honneur, le Frangois que vous 
parlez, est meilleur que I Anglois leguel je park. ] 

K. Hen. No, ’faith, is’t not, .Kate but' thy ' I 
speaking of* my tongue, and I thine, most truly I 

Msely, must needs be granted to be much at one. 

But, Kate, dost thou understand thus much English? 

Canst thou love me ? 

Kath. I cannot tell. 

K. Hen. Can any of your neighbours tell, Kate ? | 

Fll ask them. Come, I know, thou lovest me: | 
and at night wffien yon come into your closet, you’ll i 
question thi^ gentlewoman about me ; and I know, 1 
Kate, you will, to her, dispraise those parts inline, | • ^ 

that you love with your heart : but, good Kate, ; 
mock me mercifully ; the rather, gentle princess, 
because I love thee cruelly. If ever thou be’st mine, ■ 

Kate, (as I have a saving faith within me, tells me, 

— thou shalt,) I get thee with scambiing, and thou ^ 

must therefore needs prove a good soldier-breeder : | 
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Shall not tlion and I, between Saint Dennis and 
Saint George, compound a boy, half French, half 


follows our places, stops the mouths of all hnd- 
faults ; as I will do yours, for upholding the nice 
fashion of your country, in denying me a Mss : 
therefore, patiently, and yielding. [Kissing her.} 
You have witchcraft in your lips, Kate : tliere is 
more eloquence in a sugar touch of them, than in 
the tongues of the French council ; and they should 
sooner persuade Harry of England, than a general 
petition of monarchs. Here comes yonr father. 
JEnier the Frencli King and Queen, Burgundy, Bedford, 
Glosteb, Exeter, Westmoreland, and other Erencii 
and English Lords. 

Bur. God save your majesty ! my royal 


English, that shall go to Constantinople, and take 
the Turk by the beard ? shall we not ? what sayest 
thou, my fair flower-de-luce ? 

Kaih. I do not know dat. 

K. Hen. No ; ’tis hereafter to know, but now 
to promise : do but now promise, Kate, you will 
endeavour for your French part of such ahoy ; and, 
for my English moiety, take the word of a king and 
a bachelor. How answer you, la plus belle Katha- 
rine du monde, mon tree chere et divine deesse ? 

Kath. Your majeste^ me fausse French enough 
to deceive de most5a;^e damoiselle dat is en France. 

K. Hen. Now, fye upon my false French. ! By 
mine honour, in true English, I love thee, Kate : 
by which honour I dare not swear, thou lovest me ; 
yet my blood begins to flatter me that thou dost, 
notwithstanding the poor and untempering eflect 
of ray visage. Now beshrew my father’s ambition ! 
he was thinking of civil wars when he got me ; 
therefore was I created with a stubborn outside, 
with an aspect of iron, that, when I come to woo 
ladies, I fright them. But, in faith, Kate, the 
elder I wax, the better I shall appear : my comfort 
is, that old age, that ill layer-up of beauty, can do 


dsur. Ijoq save your majesty I my royal cousm, 
teach you our princess English ? 

K. Hen. I would have her learn, my fair cousin, 
I how perfectly I love her ; and that is good English. 

Bur. Is she not apt ? 

K. Hen. Our tongue is rough, coz ; and my 
condition is not smooth : so that, having neither 
the voice nor the heart of flattery about me, I can- 
not so conjure up the spirit of love in her, that he 
will appear in his true likeness. 

Bur. Pardon the frankness of my mirth, if I 
answer you for that. If you would conjure in her 
you must make a circle : if conjure up love in her 
in his true likeness, he must appear naked, and 
blind ; Can you blame her then, being a maid yet 
rosed over with the virgin crimson of modesty, if 
she deny the appearance of a naked blind hoy in 
her naked seeing self ? It were, my lord, a hard 
condition for a maid to consign to. 

K. Hen. Yet they do wink, and yield ; as love 
is blind, and enforces. 

Bur. They are then excused, my lord, when 
they see not what they do. 

K. Hen. Then, good my lord, teach your cousin 
to consent to winking. 

Bur. I will wink on her to consent, my lord, if 
you will teach her to know my meaning : for maids, 
•well summered and warm kept, are like flies a.t 
Bartliolomew-tide, blind, though they have their 
eyes ; and then they will endure handling, which 
before would not abide looking on. 

K. Hen. This moral ties me over to time, and 
a hot summer ; and so I will catch the fly, your 
cousin, in the latter end, and she must be blind 
too, 

B7ir. As love is, my lord, before it loves. 

K. Hen. It is so ; and you may, some of you, 
thank love for my blindness ; who cannot see 
many a fair French city, for one fair French maid 


Ft. King. We have consented to all terms of 
reason. 

K. Hen. Is’t so, my lords of England ? 

West. The king hath grantef evei-y article : 

His daughter, first; and then, in sequel, all, 
According to their firm proposed natures. 

Exe. Only, he hath not: yet subscribed this r— 
Where yo'ur majesty demandsj — That the king of 
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France, liaTing any occasion to write for matter of 
grant, shall name your highness in this form, and 
with this addition, in French , — Notre tres cherfilz 
J-Iefiry Toy d’ Angleterre, heretier de France ; and 
thus in Latin , — PrcBclarissimus films noster Hen- 
ricus, rex Anglice, et hceres Francim. 

Fr. King. Nor this I have not, brother, so 
denied, 

But your request shall mate me let it pass. 

K. Tien. I pray you then, in love and dear al- 
Let that one article rank with the rest : [liance, 

And, thereupon, give me your daughter. 

Ft. King. Take her, fair son; and from her 
blood raise up 

Issue to me : that the contending kingdoms 
Of France and England, whose very shores look 
Wth envy of each other’s happiness, [pale 

May cease their hatred ; and this dear conjunction 
Plant neighbourhood and christian-like accord 
In their sweet bosoms, that never war advance 
His bleeding sword ’twixt England and fair France. 
All. Amen ! 

K. Hen. Now welcome, Kate : — and bear me 
witness all, 

That here I kiss her as my sovereign queen. 

{_Flourisli, 

Q. Isab. God, the best maker of all marriages, 
Combine your hearts in one, your realms in one I 
As man and wife, being two, are one in love. 

So be there ’twixt your kingdoms such a spousal, 
That never may ill office, or fell jealousy, 


Which troubles oft the bed of blessed marriage, 
Thrast in between the paction of these kingdoms, 
To make divorce of their incorporate league ; 

That English may as French, French Englishmen, 
Receive each other ! — God speak this Amen ! 

' All. Amen ! 

K. Hen. Prepare we for our marriage ; — on 
which day, 

My lord of Burgundy, we’ll take your oath, 

And all the peers’, for surety of our leagues. — 
Then shall I swear to Kate, and you to me ; 

And may our oaths w^ell kept and prosperous be I 

lExeunt. 

Enter Chorus. 

Thus far, wdth rough, and aU unable pen, 

Our bending author hath pursu’d the story ; 

In little room confining mighty men, 

Mangling by starts the full course of their gioi^. 
Small time, but, in that small, most greatly liv’d 
This star of England : fortune made his sword ; 
By which the world’s best garden he achiev’d, 

And of it left his son imperial lord. 

Flenry the sixth, in infant bands crown’d king 
Of France and England, did this king succeed ; 
Whose state so many had the managing, 

That they lost France, and made his England 
bleed : 

Which oft our stage hath shown ; and, for their 
sake 

In your fair minds let this acceptance take. lExil 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Vernon, of the Wh ite Rose, or York faction. 
Basset, of the Red Rose, or Lancaster faction. 


King Henry the Sixth. 

Puke of Gloster, Uncle to the King, and Protector. 

Puke op Bedford, Uncle to the King, and Regent of 
France. 

Thomas Beaufort, Puke of Exeter, Great Uncle to 
the King. 

Henry Beaufort, Great Uncle to the King, Bishop 
of Winchester, and afterwards Cardinal. 

John Beaufort, Earl of Somerset, afterwards Puke. 

Richard Plantagenet, Eldest Son of Richard, late 
Earl of Cambridge ; afteriaards Puke of York. 

Earl of Warwick. 

Earl of Salisbury, 

Earl of Suffolk. 

Lord Talbot, afterwards Earl of Shrewsbiirg. 

John Talbot, his Son. 

Edmund Mortimer, Earl of March. 

Mortimer’s Keeper a7id a Lawyer. 

Sir John Fastolfk. 

Sib William Lucy. 

Sir William Glandsals. 

Sir Thomas Gargbave. 

Mayor of London. ’ 

WooDviLLB, Lieutenant of the Tower. 

SCENE , — Partly in England, and partly in France, 


CHxIRles, Pauphin, and afterwards King of France. 
Reignier, Puke ofAiijou, and Titular King of Napli 
DitvE of Burgundy. 

Puke of Alen90n. 

Governor of Paris. 

Bastard of Orleans. 

Master Gunner of Orleans, and his Son. 

General of the French Fo^'ces in Bordeaux. 

A French Sergeant. 

A Porter. 

An Old Shepherd, Father to Joan la Pucelle. 


Margaret, Paugkter to Reignier ; afterwards married 
to King Henry. 

Countess of Auvergne. 

Joan la Pucelle, cominonig called Jo.\n of Arc. 


Fiends appearing to La Pucelle, Lords, Warders of the 
Tower, Heralds, Officers, Soldiers, Messengers, and 
several Attendants, both 07i the English and French. 


We with our stately presence glorify, 

Like captives bound to a triumphant car. 

What ? shall we curse the planets of mishap, 

That plotted thus our glory’s overthrow ? 

Or shall we think the subtle-witted French 
Conjurers and sorcerers, that, afraid of him, 

By magic verses have contriv’d his end ? 

Win. He was a king bless’d of the King of kings. 
Unto the French the dreadful judgment day 
So dreadful will not he, as was his sight. 

The battles of the Lord of hosts he fought : 

The church’s prayers made him so prosperous. 

Glo. The church! where is it? Had not church- 
men pray’d, 

His thread of life had not so soon decay’d ; 

None do you like hut an effeminate prince, 

Whom, like a school-boy, you may over-awe. 

Win. Gloster, whatever we like, thou art protector ; 
And lookest to command the prince, and realm. 
Thy wife is proud ; she holdeth thee in awe, 

More than God, or religious churchmen, may. 

Glo. Name not religion, for thou lov’st the flesh ; 
And ne’er throughout the year to church thou go’st, 
Except it he to pray against thy foes. 

Bed. Cease, cease these jars, and rest your minds 
in peace I 

Let’s to the altar Heralds, wait on us 


SCENE I. — Westminster Abbey. 

Bead March. Corpse of King Henry the Fifth dis- 
•eovered, lying in state; attcMded on by the DuivEs of 
Bedford, "Gloster, and Exeter ; the Earl of Warwick, 
the Bishop OF Winchester, Heralds, 

Bed. Hung be the heavens with black, yield 
day to night I 

Comets, importing change of times and states, 
Brandish your crystal tresses in the sky ; 

And with them scourge the bad revolting stars, 
That have consented unto Henry’s death! 

Henry the fifth, too famous to live long I 
England ne’er lost a king of so much worth. 

Glo. England ne’er had a king until his time. 
Virtue he had, deserving to command : 

His brandish’d sword did blind men with his 
beams : 

His arms spread wider than a dragon’s wings : 
liis sparkling eyes replete with wTathful fire, 

More dazzled and drove back his enemies, 

Than mid-day sun, fierce bent against their faces. 
What should I say ? his deeds exceed all speech : 
He ne’er lift up his hand but conquered. 

Exe. We mourn in black ; Why mourn we not 
Henry is dead, and never shall revive : [in blood ? 
Upon a wooden coffin we attend ; 

And death’s dishonourable victory 
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Wlierewitli you now bedew king Henry’s bearse,— 
I must inform you of a dismal dgM, 

Betwixt the stout lord Talbot and the French. 
Win. M^iat ! wherein Talbot overcame ? is’t so? 
3 Mess. O, no ; wherein lord Talbot was o'er- 
throwm : 

The circumstance I’ll tell you more at large. 

The tenth of August last, this dreadful lord,' 
Retiring from the siege of Orleans, ’ 

Having full scarce six thousand in liis troop. 

By three and twenty thousand of the French 
Was round encompassed and set upon: 

No leisure had he to enrank his men ; 

He wanted pikes to set before his archers ; 

’ Instead whereof, sharp stakes, pluck’d out of hedges, 
They pitched in the ground confusedly, ^ 

To keep the horsemen off from breaking in. 

More than three hours the light continued ; 

Where valiant Talbot, above human thought, 
Enacted wonders with his sword and lance. 
Hundreds he sent to hell, and none durst stand 
him ; 

Here, there, and every where, enrag’d he slew : 
The French exclaim’d, The devil was in arms ; 

All the whole army stood agaz’d on him ; 

His soldiers, spying his undaunted spirit, 

A Talbot ! a Talbot ! cried out amain, 

And rush’d into the bowels of the battle. 

Here had the conquest fully been seal’d up, 

If sir John Fastolfe had not play’d the coward ; 

He being in the vaward, (plac’d behind, 

With pur})ose to relieve and follow them,) 
Cowardly fled, not having struck one stroke. 
Hence grew the general wreck and massacre ; 
Enclosed were they with their enemies : 

A base Walloon, to win the Bauphin’s grace, 
Thrust Talbot with a spear into the back ; 

Whom all France, with their chief assembled 
strength, 

Durst not presume to look once in the face. 

Bed. Is Talbot slain } then I will slay myself, 
For living idly here, in pomp and ease, 

Wliilst such a w'orthy leader, wanting aid, 

Unto his dastard foe-men is betray’d. 

3 Mess. O no, he lives ; but is took prisoner, 
And lord Scales with him, and lord Hungerford ; 
Most of the rest slaughter’d, or took, likewise. 

Bed. His ransome there is none but I shall pay : 
Fil hale the Dauphin headlong from his throne, 
His crown shall be the ransome of my friend ; 
Four of their lords I’ll change for one of ours. — 
Farewell, my masters ; to my task will 1 ; 

Bonfires in France forthwith I am to make, 

To keep our great Saint George’s feast withal: 
Ten thousand soldiers with me I wiU take, 

Whose bloody deeds shall make all Europe quake. 

3 Mess. So you had need ; for Orleans is besieg’ d ; 
The English army is grown weak and faint : 

The earl of Salisbury craveth supply, 

And hardly keeps his men from mutiny, 

Since they, so few, watch such a multitude. 

Ea^e. Remember, lords, your oaths toHeary sworn ; 
Either to quell the Dauphin utterly, 

Or bring him in obedience to your yoke. 

Bed. I do remember it ; and here take leave, ^ 
To go about my preparation. [Exit. 

Glo. I’ll to the Tower, with all the haste I can. 
To view the artillery and munition ; ^ 

And then I will proclaim young Henry king. lExit. 
Esce. To Eltham will I, where the young king is, 


Instead of gold, we’ll offer up our arms ; 

Since arms avail not, now that Henry’s dead. — 
Posterity, await for wretched years, 

When at their mothers’ moist eyes babes shall suck; 
Our isle be made a nourish of salt tears, 

And none but women left to wail the dead. — 
Henry the fifth ! thy ghost I invocate ; 

Prosper this realm, keep it from civil broils ! 
Combat with adverse planets in the heavens ! 

A far more glorious star thy soul will make, 

Than Julius Caesar, or bright 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My honourable lords, health to you all ! 
Sad tidings bring I to you out of France, 

Of loss, of slaughter, and discomfiture : 

Guienne, Champaigne, Rheims, Orleans, 

Paris, Guysors, Poictiers, are all quite lost. 

Bed. What say’ st thou, man, before dead Henry’s 
corse ? 

Speak softly ; or the loss of those great towns 
Will make him burst his lead, and rise from death. 

Glo. Is Paris lost ? is Rouen yielded up ? 

If Henry were recall’d to life again, 

Tliese news would cause him once more yield the 
ghost. 

Exe. How were they lost ? what treachery was 
us’d? 

Mess. No treachery ; but want of men and money. 
Among the soldiers this is muttered, — 

That here you maintain several factions ; 

And, whilst a field should he ^lespatch’d and fought, 
You are disputing of youi* generals. 

One would have ling’ring wars, with little cost; 
Another would fly swift, but wanteth wings ; 

A third man thinks, without expense at all, 

By guileful fair words peace may be obtain’d, 
ilwake, awake, English nobility ! 

Let not sloth dim your honours, new-begot ; 
Cropp’d are the flower-de-luces in your arms ; 

Of England’s coat one half is cut away. 

Exe. Were our tears wanting to this funeral, 
These tidings would call forth her flowing tides. 

Bed. Me they concern ; regent I am of France : — 
(?dve me my steeled coat, I’ll fight for France, — 
Away with these disgraceful wailing robes ! 
Wounds I will lend the French, instead of eyes, 
To weep their intermissive miseries. 


Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. Lords, view these letters, full of bad 
mischance, 

France is revolted from the English quite ; 

Except some petty towns of no import 
The Dauphin Charles is crowned king in Rheims ; 
The bastard of Orleans with him is join’d ; 
Reignier, duke of Anjou, doth take his part ; 

The duke of Alengon fiieth to his side. 

Exe. The Dauphin crowned king I all fly to him ! 
0, whither shall we fly from this reproach ? 

Glo. We will not fly, but to our enemies’ 
throats : — 

Bedford, if thou be slack, I’ll fight it out. 

Bed. Gloster, why doubt’st thou of my forward- 
' ness ? 

An army have I muster’d in my thoughts, 
Wherewith already France is over-run. 
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Being ordain’d Ms special governor 

And for Ms safety there I’ll best devise. lExit. 

Win. Eacli hath his place and function to attend : 
I am left out ; for me nothing remains. 

But long I will not be Jack-out-of- office ; 

The king from Eltham I intend to send, 

And sit at chiefest stern of public weal. 

lExit. Scene closes. 


SCENE 11. — France. Before Orleans. 

;^ntcT Charliss, with Ms Forces; Alen^on, Reignier, 
and others. 

Char. Mars his true moving, even as in the 
heavens, 

So in the earth, to this day is not known : 

Late did he shine upon the English side ; 

Now we are victors, upon us he smiles. 

What towns of any moment, but we have ? 

At pleasure here we lie, near Orleans ; 

Otherwhiies, the famish'd English, like pale ghosts, 
Faintly besiege us one hour in a month. 

Akn. They want their porridge, and their fat 
bull-beeves : 

Either they must be dieted like mules, 

And have their provender tied to their mouths, 

Or piteous they will look, like drowned mice. 

Reig. Let’s raise the siege ; Why live we idly here ? 
Talbot is taken, whom we wont to fear : 

Eemaineth none, but mad-brain’d Salisbury ; 

And he may well in fretting spend his gall, 

Nor men, nor money, hath he to make war. 

Char. Sound, sound alarum ; we will rush on 
them. ■» 

Now for the honour of the forlorn French : — 

Him I forgive my death, that killeth me, 

When he sees me go back one foot, or i!y. lExeimt. 

Alarums; Excursions ; afterwards a Retreat. 
Re-enter Charles, Alen^on, Reignier, and others. 
Char. Who ever saw the like ? what men have I ? — 
Dogs! cowards! dastards! — I would ne'er have fled, 
But that they left me midst my enemies. 

Reig. Salisbury is a desperate homicide; 

He fighteth as one weary of his life. 

The other lords, like lions wanting food, 

Do rush upon us as their hungry prey. 

Alen. Froissard, a countryman of ours, records, 
England all Olivers and Rowlands bred, 

During the time Edward the third did reign. 

More truly now may this be verified ; 

For none but Samsons, and Goliasses, 

It sendeth forth to skirmish. One to ten ! 

Lean raw-bon'd rascals ! who would e'er suppose 
They had such courage and audacity ? 

Char. Let's leave this town ; for they are hair- 
hrain’d slaves, 

And hunger will enforce them to be more eager : 
Of old I know them ; rather with their |peth 
The walls they'll tear down, than forsake the siege. 

Reig. I think, by some odd grimmals, or device, 
Their arms are set, like clocks, still to strike on ; 
Else ne^er could they hold out so, as they do. 

By my consent, we'IL e'en let them alone. 

Aien. Be it so. 

Enter the Bastard op Orleans. 

Ba.si. Where’s the prince Dauphin? I have news 


Char. Bastard of Orleans, thrice welcome to us. 
Bast. Methinks, your looks are sad, your cheer 
appall'd ; 

Hath the late overthrow wrought this offence ? 

Be not dismay'd, for succour is at hand : 

A holy maid hither with me 1 bring. 

Which, by a vision sent to her from heaven, 
Ordained is to raise this tedious siege, 

And drive the English forth the bounds of France. 
The spirit of deep prophecy she hath, 

Exceeding the nine sibyls of old Rome ; 

Wliat’s past, and what’s to come, she can desci*y. 
Speak, shall I call her in ? Believe my words, 

For they are certain and unfallible. 

Char. Go, call her in : IBxit Bastard.] But, 
first, to try her skill, 

Reignier, stand thou as Dauphin in my place : 
Question her proudly, let thy looks be stern : — 

By this means shall we sound what skill she hath. 

[Retii'es 

Enter La Pucelle, Bastard of Orleans, and others. 

Reig. Fair maid, is' t thou wilt do these wond'rous 
feats ? 

Puc. Reignier, is’t thou that thinkest to beguile 
me ? 

Where is the Dauphin ? — come, come from behind , 

I know thee well, though never seen before. 

Be not amaz'd, there's nothing hid from me : 

In private will I talk with thee apart ; — 

Stand back, you lords, and give us leave awhile. 
Reig. She takes upon her bravely at first dash. 
Puc. Dauphin, I am by birth a shepherd's 
daughter, 

My wit untrain'd in any kind of art. 

Heaven, and our Lady gracious, hath it pleas’d 
To shine on my contemptible estate : | 

Lo, whilst X waited on my tender lambs, I 

And to sun’s parching heat display’d my cheeks, | 
God's mother deigned to appear to me : 

And, in a vision full of majesty, 

Will’d me to leave my base vocation, 

And free my country from calamity : 

Her aid she promis’d, and assur'd success : 

In cdmplete glory she reveal'd herself ; 

And, whereas I was black and swart before, 

! With those clear rays which she infus'd on me, 

That beauty am I bless' d with, which you see. 

Ask me what question thou canst possible, 

And I will answer unpremeditated : 

My courage try by combat, if thou dar’st, 

And thou shalt find that I exceed my sex. 

Resolve on tMs : Thou shalt be fortunate, 

If thou receive me for thy warlike mate. 

Char. Thou hast astonish'd me with thy high 
terms ; 

Only this proof I’U of thy valour make, — ‘ 

In single combat thou shalt buckle with me : 

And, if thou vanquishest, thy words are true j 
Otherwise, I renoimce all confidence. 

Puc. I am prepar'd : here is my keen-edg'd 
sword, 

Deck’d with five flower-de-luces on each side ; 

The wMch, at Touraine, in Saint Katherine’s 
churchyard, 

Out of a deal of old iron I chose forth. 

Char. Then come o’God’s name, I fear no 
woman. 

Puc. And, while I live, I’ll ne’er fly from a man. 
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Char. Stay, stay thy hands : thou artauAm^izofi, 
And tightest with the sword of Deborah. 

P%LC. Christ’s mother helps me, else I were too 
weak. 

Char, Whoe’er helps thee, 'tis thou that must 
help me : 

Impatiently I burn with thy desire : 

My heart and hands thou hast at once subdu’d. 
Excellent Pucelle, if thy name be so, 

Let me thy servant, and not sovereign, be ; 

’Tis the French Dauphin sueth to thee thus. 

Puc. I must not yield to any rites of love, 

For my profession’s sacred from above : 

When I have chased all thy foes from hence. 

Then will I think upon a recompense. 

Char. Mean time, look gracious on thy prostrate 
thrall. 

Reig. My lord, methinks, is very long in talk. 
Akn. Doubtless, he shrives tliis woman to her 
smock ; 

Else ne’er could he so long protract his speech. 
Reig, Shall we disturb him, since he keeps no 
mean ? [know : 

Alen. lie may mean more than we poor men do 
These women are shrewd tempters with their 
tongues. 

Reig. My lord, where are you? what devise 
you on ? ^ 

Shall we give over Orleans, or no ? 

Puc. M6iy, no, I say, distrustful recreants ! 
Fight till the last gasp ; I will he your guard. 

Char. What she says, I’ll confii’m ; we’ll light 
it out. 

Puc. Assign’d am I to he the English scourge. 
This night the siege assuredly I’ll raise : 

Expect Saint Martin’s summer, halcyon days, 

Since I have entered into these w^ars. 

Glory is like a circle in the water, 

Which never ceaseth to enlarge itself, 

Till, by broad spreading, it disperse to nought. 
With Henry’s death, the English circle ends ; 
Dispersed are the glories it included. 

Now am I like that proud insulting ship, 

Which Caesar and his fortune bare at once. 

Char. Was Mahomet inspired wdth a dove ? 
Thou with an eagle art inspired then. 

Helen, the mother of great Constantine, 

Nor yet Saint Philip’s daughters, were like thee. 
Bright star of Venus, faU’n down on the earth, 
How may I reverently worship thee enough ? 

AJen. Leave off delays, and let us raise the siege. 
Reig. Woman, do what thou canst to save our 
honours ; 

Drive them from Orleans, and be immortaliz’d. 
Char. Presently we’ll try: — Come, let’s away 
about it : 

No prophet will I trust, if she prove false. lExeimt. 


SCENE III. — London. Mill before the Tower. 
Enter f at the gaies^ the Duivjb of Gxosteb, with hU Serving- 
men, in blue coats. 

Glo. I am come to survey the Tower this day : 
Since Henry’s death, I fear, there is conveyance. 
Where be these warders, that they wait not here ? 
Open the gates ; Gloster it is that calls. 

[Servants knock. 

1 PFard. { Within.'] Who is there that knocks 
so imperiously ? 

1 Serv. It is the noble duke of Gloster. 
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2 H-' ai'f. {Within,] Whoe’er he be, you may 
’not be let in. ^ 

1 Serv. Answer you so the lord protector, vil- 
lains ? 

1 Ward. The Lord protect him ! so 

we answer him : 

We do no otherwise than we are will’d. 

Glo. Who willed you ? or whose will stands, but i 
mine ? 

There’s none protector of the realm, but I. 

Break up the gates, I’ll be your warrantize : 

Shall I be flouted thus by dunghill grooms ? 

Servants rush at the Tower gates. Enter to the gates, 
WooDViLLE, the Lieutenant. 

Wood. {WifMn.] What noise is this? what 
traitors have wq here ? 

Glo. Lieutenant, is it you, whose voice I hear ? 
Open the gates ; here’s Gloster that would enter. 
Wood. {Within.] Have patience, noble duke ; 

I may not open ; 

The cardinal of Winchester forbids : 

From him I have express commandment, 

That thou, nor none of thine, shall be let in. 

Glo. Faint-hearted Woodville, prizest him ’fore 
Arrogant Winchester ? that haughty prelate, [me? ' 
Whom Henry, our late sovereign, ne’er could 
brook ? 

Thou art no friend to God, or to the king : 

Open the gates, or I’ll shut thee out shortly. 

1 Serv. Open the gates unto the lord protector j 
Or well burst them open, if that you come not 
quickly. 

En ter Winchester, attended by a train o/ Servants, in 
taimiy coats. 

Win. How now, ambitious Humphrey? what 
means this ? 

Glo. Piel’d priest, dost thou command me to be 
shut out ? 

Win. I do, thou most usurping proditor, 

And not protector of the king or realm. 

Glo. Stand back, thou manifest conspirator j 
TIiou, that contriv’dst to murder our dead lord ; 
Thou, that giv’st whores indulgences to sin: 

I’ll canvas thee in thy broad cardinal’s hat, 

If tliou proceed in this thy insolence. 

Win. Nay, stand thou back, I will not budge 
a foot ; 

This be Damascus, be thou cursed Cain, 

To slay thy brother Abel, if thou wilt. 

Glo, I will not slay thee, but I’ll drive thee hack ; 
Thy scarlet robes, as a child’s bearing cloth 
ni use, to carry thee out of this place. 

Win. Do what thou dar’st; I heard thee to 
thy face. 

Glo. What? am I dar’d, and bearded to my 
face ? — 

Draw, men, for all this privileged place ; 

Blue- coats to tawny-coats. Priest, beware your j 
beard ; 

[Gloster and Ms men attack the Bisliop. 

I mean to tug it, and to cuff you soundly : 

Under my feet I stamp thy cardinal’s hat : 

In spite of pope, or dignities of church, 

Here by the cheeks I’ll drag thee up and down. 

Win. Gloster, thou’it answer this before the 
pope. 

Glo. Winchester goose, I cry — a rope 1 a rope ! 
Now beat them hence, WTiy do you let them stay ? 
Thee I’ll chase hence, thou wolf in sheep’s array.— 
Out, tawny-coats I — out, scarlet hypocrite ! 





FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI, 


Here a great tumult. In the midst of it. Enter the Mayor 
of Londo n , and Officers. 

May. Fye, lords ! tliat you, being supreme 
magistrates, 

Tims contumeliously should break the peace ! 

Glo. Peace, mayor ; thou know’st little of my 
wrongs : 

Here’s Beaufort, that regards nor God nor king. 
Hath here distrain’d the Tower to his use. 

ffin. Here’s Gloster, too, a foe to citizens ; 

One that still motions war, and never peace, 
O’ercharging your free purses with large fines ; 
That seeks to overthrow religion, 

Because he is protector of the re;:ilm ; 

And would have armour here out of the Tower, 

To crown himself king, and suppress the prince. 
Gio. I will not answer thee with words, but blows. 

llJerc they skirmu'h again. 
May. Nought rests for me, in this tumultuous 
But to make open proclamation : — [strife, 

Come, officer, as loud as e’er thou canst. 

Off. All manner of men^ assembled here in arms 
this day, against God's peace and the Icing’s, we 
charge and command you, in his highness' name, 
to repair to your several dwelling-places ; and not 
io wear, handle, or use, any sword, weapon, or 
dagger, henceforward, upon pam of death. 

Glo. Cardinal, I’ll be no breaker of the law : 

But we shall meet, and break our minds at large. 
Win. Gloster, we’ll meet ; to thy dear cost, be 
, sure : 

Thy heart-blood I will have, for this day’s work. 

May. ril call for clubs, if you will not away ; — 
This cardinal is more haughty than the devil. 

Glo, Mayor, farewell : thou dost but wdiat thou 
may’st, 

Win. Abominable Gloster ! guard thy head ; 

For I intend to have it, ere long. ^Exeunt. 

May. See the coast clear’d, and then we will 
depart. — 

Good God ! that nobles should such stomachs bear I 
I myself fight not once in forty year. lEcceunt. 


Enter, in an upper Chamber of a Tower, the Lords Salis- 
bury and Talbot, William GLANSBALE.^Vj-Tno.-iLVs 
0ARGRAVE, and others. 

Sal. Talbot, my life, my joy, again return’d! 
How wert thou handled, being prisoner ? 

Or by what means got’st thou to he releas’d ? 
Discourse, I pr’ythee, on this turret’s top. 

Tal, The duke of Bedford had a prisoner, 
Called — the brave lord Ponton de Santrailles ; 

For him I was exchang’d and ransomed. 

But with a baser man of arms by far. 

Once, in contempt, they would have barter’d me ; 
Which I, disdaining, scorn’d ; and craved death 
Rather than 1 would be so pil’d esteem’ d. 

In fine, redeem’d I w^as as I desir’d. 

But, O ! the treacherous Fastolfe wounds my 
heart ! 

Whom with my bare fists I would execute, 

If I now had him brought into my power* 

Sal. Yet tell’st thou not, how thou wert enter- 
tain’d. 

TaL With scoffs, and scorns, and contumelious 
taunts. 

In open market-place produc’d they me, 

To be a public spectacle to all : 

Here, said they, is the terror of the French, 

The scare-crow that affrights our children so. 

Then broke I from the officers that led me ; 

And with my nails digg’d stones out of the ground. 
To hurl at the beholders of my shame. 

My grisly countenance made others fly ; 

None durst come near, for fear of sudden death. 

In iron walls they deem’d me not secure ; 

So great fear of my name ’mongst them was 
spread, 

That they suppos’d, 1 could rend bars of steel, 
And spurn in pieces posts of adamant : 

Wherefore a guard of chosen shot I had, 

That walk’d about me every minute- wliile ; 

And if I did but stir out of my bed, 

Ready they were to shoot me to the heart. 

Sal. 1 grieve to hear what torments you endur’d ; 
But w’^e will be reveng’d sufficiently. 

Now it is supper-time in Orleans : 

Here, through this grate, I can count every one, 
And view the Frenchmen how they fortify ; 

Let us look in, the sight will much delight thee. — 
Sir Thomas Gargrave, and sir William. Glansdale, 
Let me have your express opinions, 

Where is best place to make our battery next. 

Gar. I think at the north gate ; for there stand 
lords. 

Gian. And I, here, at the bulwark of the bridge. 
Tal. For aught I see, this city must be famish’d. 
Or with light skirmishes enfeebled. 

iShot from the town. Salisbury a n d Si r 
ThO. GARGRAVKfall. 

Sal. O Lord, have mercy on us, wretched siis^. 
ners ! 

Gar. O Lord, have mercy on me, woeful man ! 
Tal What chance is this, that suddenly hath 
cross’d us ? — 

Speak, Salisbury ; at least, if thou canst speak ; 
How far’st thou, mirror of aH martial men 1 
One of thy eyes, and thy cheek’s side struck off 1-— 
Accursed tower I accursed fatal hand, 

That hath contriv’d this woeful tragedy 1 
In thirteen battles Salisbury o’ercame ; 

Henry the fifth he first train’d to the wars ; 

Whilst any trump did sound, or drum struck up, 
HH 


SCENE IV — France. Before Orleans. 
Enter, on the walls, the Master-Gunner, and Ms Son. 
M. Gun. Sirrah, thou know’st how Orleans is 
besieg’d ; 

And how the English have the suburbs won. 

Son. Father, I know ; and oft have shot at them, 
Howe’er, unfortunate, I missed my aim. 

M. Gun. But now thou shalt not. Be thou 
rul’d by me : 

Chief master-gunner am I of this town ; 

Something I must do, to procui*e me grace. 

The prince’s espials have informed me, 

How the English, in the suburbs close intrench’d, 
Wont, through a secret grate of iron bars 
In yonder tower, to overpeer the city ; 

And thence discover, how, with most advantage, 
They may vex us, with shot, or with assault. 

To intercept this inconvenience, 

A piece of ordnance ’gainst it 1 have plac’d ; 

And fully even these three days have I watch’d, 

If I could see them. Now, boy, do thou watch, 
For I can stay no longer. 

If thou spy’ St any, run and bring me word ; 

And thou shalt find me at the governor’s. [Exit. 

Son. Father, I vparrant you ; take you no care ; 
FIl never trouble you, if I may spy them. 



mm 


460 FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI. 


His sword did ne'er leave striking in the field — 
Yet liv'sttkou, Salisbury? tbough thy speech doth 
fail, 

One eye thou hast, to look to heaven for grace : 
The sun with one eye vieweth oil the world, — 
Heaven, be thou gracious to none alive, 
if Salisbury wants mercy at thy hand ! — 

Bear hence his body, I will help to bury it. — 

Sir Thomas Gargrave, hast thou any life ^ 

Speak unto Talbot ; nay, look up to him. 

Salisbury, cheer thy spirit with this comfort ; 

Tlioii shalt not die, whiles 

He beckons with his hand, and smiles on me ; 

As who should sa}!". When I am, dead and gone,, 
Remember to avenge me on the French . — 
Plantagenet, I will ; and Nero-like, 

Play on the lute, beholding the towms burn : 
Wretched shall France be only in my name. 

{Thunder heard ; afterwards an alarum. 
What stir is this ? What tumult's in the heavens? 
Whence cometh this alarum, and the noise ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

3fess. My lord, my lord, the French have ga- 
ther'd head : 

The Dauphin, with one Joan la Pucelle join'd, — 
A holy prophetess, new risen up, — 

Is come with a great power to raise the siege. 

[Salisbury groans. 
TaL Hear, hear, how dying Salisbury doth 
groan ! 

It irks his heart, he cannot be reveng'd. — 
Frenchmen, I'll be a Salisbury to you : 

Pucelle, or puzzle, dolphin or dogfisb, 

Your hearts I'll stamp out with my horse's heels, 
And make a quagmire of your mingled brains. — 
Convey me Salisbury into bis tent, 

And then we'll try w^hat these dastard Frenchmen 
dare. {Exeimt^ hearing out the bodies. 


SCENE Y. — The same. Before one of the Gates. 

Alarum. Skirmishings. Talbot pur sueih the Daupliin, 
and driveth him in; then enter Joan la Pucelle, 
driving Englishmen before her. Then enter Talbot. 

.TaL Where is my strength, my valour, and my 
force ? 

Our English troops retire, I cannot stay them ; 

A woman, clad in armour, chaseth them. 

Enter La Pucelle. 

Here, here she comes : Fil have a bout with 

thee ; 

Devil, or devil's dam, I'll conjure thee : 

Blood will I draw on thee, thou art a witch, 

And straightway give thy soul to him thou serv’st. 
Puc. Come, come, 'tis only I that must disgrace 
thee. ' IThegJighi. 

TaL Heavens, can you suffer hell so to prevail ? 
My breast I'll burst with straining of my courage, 
And from my shoulders crack my arms asunder, 
But I will chastise this high-minded strumpet. 

Fuc. Talbot, farewell ; thy hour is not yet come : 
1 must go victual Orleans forthwith. 

O'ertake me, if thou canst ; I scorn thy strength. 
Go, go, cheer up thy hunger- starved men ; 

Help Salisbury to make his testament : 

This day is ours, as many more shall he. 

[Pucelle enters the Town, with Soldiers. 
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TaL My thoughts are whirled like a potter's 
wheel; 

1 know not where I am, nor wiiat I do ; 

A witch, by fear, not force, like Hannibal, 

Drives back our troops, and conquers as she lists : 
So bees with smoke, and doves with noisome stench, 
Are from their hives, and houses, driven away. 
They call'd us, for our ilerceness, English dogs ; 
Now, like to whelps, we crying run awnay, 

[A short alarum. 

Hark, countrymen ! either renew the fight, 

Or tear the lions out of England’s coat; 

Renounce your soil, give sheep in lions’ stead : 
Sheep run not half so timorous from the wolf, 

Or horse, or oxen, from the leopard, 

As you fiy from your oft-subdued slaves. 

^ [AZarwjft. Another .dcirmish. 
It will not be : — Retire into your trenches : 

You all consented unto Salisbury’s death, 

For none would strike a stroke in his revenge. 

Pucelle is enter’d into Orleans, 

In spite of us, or aught that we could do. 

O, would I were to die with Salisbury I 
The shame hereof will make me hide my head ! 
[A/arwia. Retreat. Exeunt Talbot ana 
Forces, tfc. 


Enter, on the tmlls, Pucelle, Charles, Reignier, 
ALKNfON, and Soldiers. 

Puc. Advance our waving colours on the walls ; 
Rescu’d is Orleans from the English wolves : — 
Thus Joan la Pucelle hath perform’d her wmrd. 

Char, Divinest creature, bright Astroea's daugh- 
How fahall I honour thee for this success ? [ter, 
Thy promises are like Adonis' gardens, 

That one day bloom’d, and fruitful were tbe next. — 
France, triumph in thy glorious prophetess 1 — 
Recover’d is the town of Orleans : 

More blessed bap did ne'er befall our state. 

Bcig. Why ring not out the bells througlmiit 
the towm ? 

Dauphin, command the citizens make bonfires, 
And feast and banquet in the open streets, 

To celebrate the joy that God hath given us. 

Aie?i. All France will be replete with mirth and 
joy, 

When they shall hear how we have play’d the men. 
Char. 'Tis Joan, not we, by whom the day is 
won ; 

For which, I will divide my crowm with her ; 

And all the priests and friars in my realm 
Shall, in procession, sing her endless praise. 

A statelier pyramis to her I’ll rear, 

Than Rhodope’s, or Memphis’, ever w^as ; 

In memory of her, when she is dead. 

Her ashes, in an urn more precious 
Than the rich jeweU’d coffer of Darius, 
Transported shall be at high festivals 
Before the kings and queens of France. 

No longer on Saint Dennis will we ciy, _ 

But Joan la Pucelle shall be France’s saint. 

Come in : and let us banquet royally, 

After this golden day of victory. ^ 

{Flotivish. Exeunt. 


SCENE VL — The same. 


i 
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Reig. If not of hell, the heavens, sure, favour 
Mm. 

Alen. Here cometh Charles ; I mai*vei how he 
sped. ' 

Enter Charles and La Pucelle. 

Bast. Tut! holy Joan was his defensive guard. 
Char. Is this thy cunning, thou deceitful dame? 
Didst thou at first, to flatter us withal, 

Make us partakers of a little gain. 

That now our loss might be ten times so much ? 
Puc. Wherefore is Charles impatient with his 
friend ? 

At all times will you have my power alike ? 
Sleeping, or waking, must I still prevail. 

Or will you blame and lay the fault on me } 
Improvident soldiers ! had your watch been good, 
This sudden mischief never could have fall’n. 

Char. Duke of Alen^on, this was your default ; 
That, being captain of the watch to-night, 

Did look no better to that weighty charge. 

Alen. Had all your quarters been as safely kept, 
As that whereof I had the government, 

We had not been thus shamefully surpris’d. 

Bast. Mine was secure. 

Reig, And so was mine, my lord. 

Char. And, for myself, most part of all this 
night. 

Within her quarter, and mine own precinct, 

I was employ’d in passing to and fro, 

About relieving of the sentinels : 

Then how, or which way, should they first break in V 
Pug. Question, my lords, no further of the case, 
How, or which way ; ’tis sure, they found some place 
But weakly guarded, where the breach was made. 
And now there rests no other shift but this, — 

To gather our soldiers, scatter’d and dispers’d, 
And lay new platforms to endamage them. 

Alarum. Enter an English Soldier, crying a Talbot ! a 
Talbot ! They fly, leaving their clothes behind. 

Sold. I’ll be so bold to take what they have left. 
The cry of Talbot serves me for a sword ; 

For I have ioaden me with many spoils, 

Using no other weapon but his name. lExit 


SCENE I. — The same. 

Enter to the Gates, a French Sergeant, a7id Two Sentinels, 
Serg. Sirs, take your places, and be vigilant : 

If any noise, or soldier, you perceive, 

Near to the walls, by some apparent sign, 

Let us have knowledge at the court of guard. 

1 Sent. Sergeant, you shall. [Eant Sergeant.] 
Thus are poor servitors 
f^Ten others sleep upon their quiet beds,) 
Constrain’d to watch in darkness, rain, and cold. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, and Forces, with 
scaling ladders their drums beating a dead march. 

Tal. Lord regent, — and redoubted Burgundy, — 
By whose approach, the regions of Artois, 

Walloon, and Picardy, are friends to us, — 

This happy night the Frenchmen are secure, 

Having all day carous’d and banqueted : 

Embrace we then this opportunity ; 

As fitting best to quittance their deceit, 

Contriv’d by art and baleful sorcery. 

Bed. Coward of France ! — how much he wrongs 
his fame, 

Despairing of his own arm’s fortitude, 

To join with witches, and the help of hell. 

Bur. Traitors have never other company. — 

But what’s that Pucelie, whom they term so pm-e ? 
Tal. A maid, they say. 

Bed. A maid ! and be so martial 1 

But. Pray God, she prove not masculine, ere 
long ; 

If underneath the staMard of the French, 

She carry armour, as she hath begun. 

Tal. Well, let them practise and converse with 
spirits ; 

God is our fortress ; in whose conquering name. 
Let us resolve to scale their flinty bulwarks. 

Bed. Ascend, brave Talbot ; we will follow thee. 
Tal. Not all together : better far, I guess, 

That we do make our entrance several ways ; 

That, if it chance the one of us do fail, 

The other yet may rise against their force. 

Bed. Agreed ; I’ll to yon corner. 

Bur. And I to this. 

Tal. And here will Talbot mount, or make his 
grave. — 

Now, Salisbury ! for thee, and for the right 
Of English Henry, shall this night appear 
How much in duty I am bound to both. 

[The English scale the walls, crying St. George * a 
Talbot ! and all enter by the Town. 

Sent. [Withi'n.'] Arm, arm I the enemy doth 
make assault 1 

The French leap over the walls in their shirts. Enter, 
several 'ways, Bastard, Axen^on, Risignier, half ready, 
mid half unready. 

Alen. Plow now, my lords ? what, all unready 
so.?:. 

Bast. Unready ? ay, and glad we ’scap’d so 
well. 

Reig. ’Twas time, I trow, to wake and leave our 
Hearing alarums at our chamber doors. [beds, 
Ale7i. Of all exploits, since first I follow’d arms, 
Ne’er heard I of a warlike enteiqjrise 
More ventm'ous, or desperate than this. 

Bast. I think, this Talbot be a fiend of hell. 


SCENE II. — Orleans. Within the Town. 

Enter Talbot, Bedford, Burgundy, a Captain, and others. 

Bed. The day begins to break, and night is fled, 
Whose pitchy mantle over-veil’d the earth. 

Here sound retreat, and cease our hot pursuit. 

[Jteb'eat sounded. 

Tal. Bring forth the body of old Salisbury ; 
And here advance it in the market-place, 

The middle centre of this cursed town. — 

Now have I paid my vow unto his soul ; 

For every drop of blood was drawn from him, 
There hath at least five Frenchmen died to-night. 
And, that hereafter ages may behold 
What ruin happen’d in revenge of him, 

Within their cMefest temple I’ll erect 
A tomb, wherein Ms corpse shall be interr’d : 
Upon the which, that every one may read, 

Shall be engrav’d the sack of Orleans ; 

The treacherous manner of Ms mournful death, 
And what a terror he had been to France. 

But, lords, in all our bloody massacre, 

H H2- 
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I muse, we met not with the Dauphin's grace ; 

His new-come champion, virtuous Joan of Arc ; 
Nor any of his false confederates. 

Bed. 'Tis thought, lord Talbot, when the fight 
began, 

Rous’d on the sudden from their drowsy beds, 

They did, amongst the troops of armed men, 

Leap o’er the walls for refuge in the field. 

Buo\ Myself (as far as I could well discern, 

For smoke, and dusky vapours of the night,) 

Am sure, I scar’d the Dauphin, and his trull ; 
When arm in arm they both came swiftly runnmg, 
Like to a pair of loving turtle-doves, 

That could not live asunder day or night. 

After that things are set in order here, 

WeTl follow them with all the power we have. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. All hail, my lords ! which of this princely 
Call ye the warlike Talbot, for his acts [train 
So much applauded through the realm of France ? 
Tai. Here is the Talbot ; who would speak with 
him.^ 

Mess. The virtuous lady, countess of Auvergne, 
With modesty admiring thy renown, 

By me entreats, good lord, thou wouldst vouchsafe 
To visit her poor castle where she lies ; 

That she may boast, she hath beheld the man 
Whose gloiy fills the world with loud report. 

Bur. Is it even so } Nay, then, I see, our wars 
Will turn unto a peaceful comic sport, 

When ladies crave to be encounter’d with. — 

You may not, my lord, despise her gentle suit. 

Tal. Ne’er trust me then ; for, when a world of 
Could not prevail with all their oratory, [men 
Yet hath a woman’s Idndness over-rul’d : — 

And therefore tell her, I return great thanks ; 

And in submission will attend on her. — 

Will not your honours bear me company ? 

Bed. No, truly ; it is more than manners will : 
And I have heard it said, — Unbidden guests 
Are often w^elcoraest when they are gone. 

Tal Well then, alone, since there’s no remedy, 
I mean to prove this lady’s courtesy. 

Come hither, captain. {^Whispers.'] — Y^ou perceive 
my mind. 

Capt. I do, my lord ; and mean accordingly. 

[^Exmnt. 

SCENE HI Auvergne. Court of the Castle. 

Enter the Countess and her Porter. 

Count. Porter, remember what I gave in charge; 
And, when you have done so, bring the keys to me. 
Port. Madam, I will. lExU. 

Count. The plot is laid : if all things fallout right, 
I shall as famous be by this exploit, 

As Scythian Thomyris by Cyrus’ death. 

Great is the rumom* of this dreadful knight, 

And his achievements of no less account : 

Fain would mine eyes be witness -with mine ears, 
To give their censure of these rare reports. 

Enter Messenger and Taxjbot. 

Mess. Madam, 

According a& your ladyship desir’d, 

By message crav’d, so is lord Talbot come. 

Count. And he is welcome. What I is this the 
Mess. Madam, it is. [man.^ 

Count. Is this the scourge of France ? 

Is this the Talbot, so much fear’d abroad, 

That with his name the mothers still their babes } 


I see, report is fabulous and false : 

I thought, I should have seen some Hercules, 

A second Hector, for his grim aspect, 

Aod large proportion of his strong-knit limbs. 
Alas 1 this is a child, a silly dwarf: 

It cannot be, this weak and writliled shrimp 
Should strike sucli terror to his enemies. 

Tal. Madam, I have been bold to trouble you: 
But, since your ladyship is not at leisure, 

I’ll sort some other time to visit you. 

Count. What means he now?— Go ask him 
whither he goes. ’ 

^ 3fess. Stay, my lord Talbot ; for my lady craves 
To know the cause of your abrupt departure. 

Tal. Marry, for that she’s in a wrong belief, 

I go to certify her, Talbot’s here. 

Re~e:nter Porter, with kci/f!. 

Count. If thou be lie, then art thou prisoner. 
Tal. Prisoner ! to wliom 
Count. To me, blood-thirsty lord ; 

And for that cause I train’d thee to my house. 
Long time tliy shadow hath been thrall to me, 

For in my gallery thy picture hangs : 

But now the substance shall endure the like ; 

And I will chain these legs and arms of thine, 
That hast by tyranny, these many years, 

Wasted our country, slain our citizens, 

And sent our sons and husbands captivate. 

Tal. Ha, ha, ha I 

Count. Laughest thou, wretch ? thy mirth shall 
turn to moan. 

Tal. I laugh to see your ladyship so fond, 

To think that you have aught but Talbot’s shadow, 
Whereon to practise your seyerity. 

Count. Why, art not thou the man ? 

Tal I am indeed. 

Count. Then have I substance too. 

Tal No, no, I am but shadow of myself ; 

You are deceiv’d, my substance is not here ; 

For what you see, is but the smallest part 
And least proportion of humanity ; 

I tell you, madam, were the whole frame here, 

It is of such a spacious lofty pitch, 

Your roof were not sufficient to contain it. 

Count. This is a riddling merchant for the nonce ; 
He will be here, and yet he is not here : 

How can these contrarieties agree? 

Tal. That will I show you presently. 

Be winds a Horn. Zhotms heard ; then a peal of Ordnance 
The Gates belmffnxed!, enter Soldiers. 

How say you, madam ? are you now persuaded, 
That Talbot is but shadow of himself ? 

These are his substance, sinews, arms, and strength, 
With which he yoketh your rebellious necks ; 
Razeth your cities, and subverts your towns, 

And in a moment makes them desolate. 

Count. Victorious Talbot 1 pardon my abuse : 

I find thou art no less than fame hath bruited, 
And more than may be gather’d by thy shape. 

Let my presumption not provoke thy wrath ; 

! For I am sorry, that with reverence 
I did not entertain thee as thou art. 

I Tal. Be not dismay’d, fair lady ; nor misconstRie 
! The mind of Talbot, as you did mistake 
The outward composition of his body. 

What you have done, hath not ofiended me ; 

No other satisfaction do I crave, 

But only (with your patience.) that we may 
i Taste of your wine, aiid see what cates you have ; 



SCENE IV. 


FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI. 


469 


For soldiers’ stomaclis always serve them well. 

Count. With all my heart; and think me honoured 
To feast so great a warrior in my house. lEjc^cunt. 


SCENE IV. — London. The Temple Garden. 

pnUr the Earls of Somerset, Suffouv, and Warwick ; 
EicHARD Peantagenet, Vernon, and another Lawyer. 
Plmi. Great lords, and gentlemen, what means 
this silence ? 

Dare no man answer in a case of truth ? 
j Suf. Within the Temple hall we were too loud ; 

I The garden here is more convenient. 

Plan. Then say at once, If I maintain’d the truth; 
Or, else, was wrangling Somerset in the error ? 

Suf. ’Faith, I have been a truant in the law ; 
And never yet could frame my will to it ; 

And, therefore, frame the law unto my wnll, 

Som. Judge you, my lord of Warwick, then be- 
tween us. 

IVar. Between twm hawks, wdiich flies the higher 
pitch, 

Betw^een two dogs, which hath the deeper mouth, 
Between two blades, which bears the better temper, 
Between two horses, which doth bear him best, 
Between two girls, 'which hath the merriest eye, 

I have, perhaps, some shallow’' spirit of judgment ; 
But in these nice sharp quillets of the law, 

Good faith, I am no wdser than a daw. 

Plan. Tut, tut, here is a mannerly forbearance ; 
The truth appears so naked on my side, 

That any purblind eye may find it out. 

Smn. And on my side it is so w^ell apparell’d, 

So clear, so shining, ai\d so evident, 

That it will glimmer through a blind man’s eye. 
Flan. Since you are tongue-tie’ d, and so loath 
to speak, 

In dumb significants proclaim your thoughts : 

Let him, that is a true-born gentleman, 

And stands upon the honour of his birth, 

If he suppose that I have pleaded truth, 

From off this brier pluck a white rose with me. 

Som. Let him that is no coward, nor no flatterer, 
But dare maintain the party of the truth. 

Pluck a red rose from off this thorn with me. 

War. I love no colours ; and, without all colour 
Of base insinuating flattery, 

I pluck this white rose, wnth Plantagenet. 

Suf. I pluck this red rose, with young Somerset ; 
And say vnthal, I think he held the right. 

Ver. Stay, lords and gentlemen ; and pluck no 
more,. 

Till you conclude — that he, upon whose side 
The fewest roses are cropp’d from the tree, 

Shall yield the other in the right opinion. 

Good master Vernon, it is well objected ; 
!f I have fewest, I subscribe in silence. 

Plan. And I. 

Ver. Then, for the truth and plainness of the 
I piuck this pale and maiden blossom here, [case, 

I Giving my verdict on the white rose side. 

Som. Ih'ick not your finger as you pluck it off ; 
Lest, bleeding, yon do paint the white rose red, 

And fall on my side so against your w'ill. 

Ver. If I, my lord, for my opinion bleed, 
Opinion shall be surgeon to my hurt, 

And keep me on the side where still I am. 

Som. WeB, well, come on ; Who else ? 

Law, Unless my study and my books be false, 


The argument you held, was wrong in you ; 

[To Somerset. 

In sign whereof, I pluck a white rose too. 

Plan. Now, Somerset, where is your argument ? 
Som. Here, in my scabbard ; meditating that, 
Shall dye your white rose in a bloody red. 

Plan. Mean time, your cheeks do counterfeit 
om* roses ; 

For pale they look with fear, as witnessing 
The truth on our side. 

Som. No, Plantagenet, 

’Tis not for fear; but anger, — that thy cheeks 
Blush for pure shame, to counterfeit om* roses ; 
And yet thy tongue will not confess thy error. 
Plan. Hath not thy rose a canker, Somerset? 
Som. Hath not thy rose a thorn, Plantagenet ? 
Plan. Ay, sharp and piercing, to maintain his 
truth ; 

Wliiles thy consuming canker eats his falsehood. 
Som. Well, I’ll find friends to wear my bleeding- 
roses. 

That shall maintain what I have said is true, 

Where false Plantagenet dare not be seen. 

Plan. Now, by this maiden blossom in my hand, 
I scorn thee and thy fashion, peevish boy. 

Sitf. Turn not thy scorns this way, Plantagenet. 
Plan. Proud Poole, I will ; and scorn both him 
and thee. 

Suf. I’ll turn my part thereof into thy throat. 
Som. Away, away, good WiUiam De-la-Poole ! 
We grace the yeoman, by conversing with him. 
IVar. Now, by God’s will, thou wrong’st him, 
Somerset ; 

His grandfather was Lionel, duke of Clarence, 
Third son to the third Edward king of England ; 
Spring crestless yeomen from so deep a root } 
Plan. He bears him on the place’s privilege, 

Or durst not, for his craven heart, say thus. 

Som. By him that made me, I’ll maintain my 
On any plot of ground in Christendom : [words 

Was not thy father, Richard, earl of Cambridge, 
For treason executed in our late king’s days ? 

And, by bis treason, stand’ st not thou attainted, 
Corrupted, and exempt from ancient gentry } 

His trespass yet lives guilty in thy blood ; 

And, till thou be restor’d, thou art a yeoman. 

Plan. My father was attached, not attainted ; 
Condemn’d to die for treason, but no traitor ; 

And that I’ll prove on better men than Somerset, 
Were growing time once ripen’d to my will. 

For your partaker Poole, and ^mu yourself, 

I’ll note you in my book of memory, 

To scourge you for this apprehension : ? 

Look to it well ; and say you are well warn’d. 

Som. Ay, thou shalt find us ready for thee still: 
And know us, by these colours, for thy foes , 

For these my friends, in spite of thee, shall wear. 

Plan. And, by my soul, this pale and angry 
As cognizance of my blood-drinking hate, [rose. 
Will I for ever, and my faction, wear ; 

Until it wither with me to my grave, 

Or flourish to the height of my degree. 

Suf. Go forward, and be chok’d with thy am- 
bition 1 

And so farewell, until I meet thee next. [Exit. 

Som. Have with thee, Poole.—Farewell, am- 
bitious Richard. [ExU. 

Plan. Row I am brav’d, and must perforce 
endure it! [house. 

War. This blot, that they object against your 




FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI, 


Shall be wip’d out in the next parliament, 

Call’d for the truce of Winchester and Gloster ; 
And, if thou be not then created York, 

I will not live to be accounted Warwick. 

Mean time, in signal of my love to thee, 

Against proud Somerset, and William Poole, 

Will I upon thy party wear this rose : 

And here I prophecy, — This brawl to-day, 

Grown to this faction, in the Temple garden, 

Shall send, between the red rose and the white, 

A thousand souls to death and deadly night. 

Fhn. Good master Vernon, I am bound to 
you, 

That you on my behalf wmuld pluck a flower. 

Ver, In your behalf still will I wear the same. 
Law. And so will I. 

Fhn. Thanks, gentle sir. 

Come, let us four to dinner : I dare say. 

This quarrel vrill drink blood another day. 

[JUxe/t'/it. 


SCENE V. — The same. A Room in the Tower. ; 
Enter Mortimer, brMiigM in a chair hy Two Keepers. 

Mor. Kind keepers of my weak decaying age, 
Let dying Mortimer here rest himself. — 

Even like a man new haled from the rack, 

So fare my limbs with long imprisonment . 

And these grey locks, the pursuivants of death, 
Nestor-like aged, in an age of care, 

Argue the end of Edmund Mortimer. 

These eyes, — like lamps whose wasting oil is 
spent, — 

Wax dim, as drawing to their e.xigent ; 

Weak shoulders, overborne with burd’ning grief; 
And pithless arms, like to a wither’d vine 
That droops his sapless branches to the ground : — 
Yet are these feet — whose strengthless stay is numb, 
Unable to support this lump of clay, — 

Swift- winged with desire to get a grave, 

As witting I no other comfort have. — 

But tell me, keeper, will my nephew come ? 

1 Keep. Richard Plantagenet, my lord, will 
come : 

We sent unto the Temple, to his chamber ; 

And answer was return’d, that he wnll come. 

Mot. Enough ; my soul shall then be satisfled. — 
Poor gentleman ! his wrong doth equal mine. 

Since Henry Monmouth first began to reign, 
(Before whose glory I wras great in arms,) 

This loathsome sequestration have I had ; 

And even since then hath Richard been obscur’d, 
Depriv’d of honour and inheritance : 

But nowq the arbitrator of despairs, 

Just death, kind umpire of men’s miseries. 

With sweet enlargement doth dismiss me hence ; 

I would, his troubles likewise were expir’d, 

That so he might recover wEat was lost. 

Enter Kichard Plantagenet. 

1 Keep. My lord, your loving nephew now is 
come. 

Mot. Richard Plantagenet, my friend ? Is he 
come ? 

Plan. Ay, noble uncle, thus ignobly us’d, 

Your nephew, late-despised Richard, comes. 

Mor, Direct mine arms, I may embrace his neck. 
And in his bosom spend my latter gasp : 

O, teU me, when my lips do touch his cheeks, 

That I may kindly give one fainting kiss. — 


And now declare, sweet stem from York’s great 
stock, 

Wliy didst thou say— of late thou wert despis’d ? 

Flan. First, lean thine aged back against mine 
And, in that ease, I’ll tell thee my disease, [arm ; 
This day, in argument upon a case, ’ 

Some words there grew ’twixt Somerset and me : 
Among which terms, he used his lavish tongue, 
And did upbraid me with my father’s death ; 
Wliicli obloquy set bars before my tongue, 

Else with the like I had requited him : 

Therefore, good uncle, — for my father’s sake, 

In honour of a true Plantagenet, 

And for alliance’ sake, — declare the cause 
My father, earl of Cambridge, lost his head. 

Mor. That cause, fair nephew, that imprison’d 
And hath detain’d me, all my flow’ring youth, [me, 
Within a loathsome dungeon, there to pine, 

Was cursed instrument of his decease. 

Flan. Discover more at large what cause that 
For I am ignorant, and cannot guess. [was ; 

Mor. I will ; if that my fading breath permit, 
And death approach not ere my tale be done. 
Henry the fourth, grandfather to this king, 
Depos’d his nephew Richard ; Edward’s son, 

The first-begotten, and the lawful heir 
Of Edward King, the third of that descent : 
During whose reign, the Percies of the north, 
Finding his usurpation most iinjust, 

Endeavour’d my advancement to the throne : 

The reason mov’d these warlike lords to this, 

Was — ^Ibr that (young king Richard thus remov’d, 
Leaving no heir begotten of his body,) 

I was the next by birth and parentage ; 

For by my mother I derived-am 

From Lionel diike of Clarence, the third son 

To king Edward the third, whereas he, 

From John of Gaunt doth bring his pedigree, 
Being but fourth of that heroic line. 

But mark ; as, in this haughty great attempt, 

They laboured to plant the rightful heir, 

I lost my liberty, and they their lives. 

Long after this, when Henry the fifth, — 
Succeeding his father Bolingbroke, — did reign, 

Thy father, earl of Cambridge, — then deriv’d 
From famous Edmund Langley, duke of York, — 
Marrying my sister, that thy mother was, 

Again, in pity of my hard distress, 

Levied an army ; weening to redeem, 

And have install’d me in the diadem: 

But, as the rest, so fell that noble earl, 

And was beheaded. Thus the Mortimers, 

In whom the title rested, were suppress’d. 

Flan. Of wdiich, my lord, your honour is the 
last. 

Mot. True ; and thou seest, that I no issue have ; 
And that my fainting words do warrant death : 
Thou art my heir ; the rest, I wish thee gather ; 
And yet be -wary in thy studious care. 

Plan. Thy grave admonishments prevail with 
But yet, methiiiks, my father’s execution [me : 
Was nothing less than bloody tyranny. 

Mor. With silence, nephew, be thou politic ; 
Strong-fixed is the house of Lancaster, 

And, like a mountain, not to be remov’d. 

But now thy uncle is removing hence ; 

As princes do their courts, when they are cloy’d 
With long continuance in a settled place. 

Plan. O, uncle, would some part of my yoiiug 
Might but redeem the passage of your age ! [years 
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Mor^ Thou dost then wrong me ; as the 
slanght’rer doth, 

Which giveth many wounds, when one will kill. 
Mourn not, except tlion sorrow for my good ; 

Only, give order for my funeral ; 

And so farewell ; and Kir be all thy hopes ! 

And prosperous be thy life, in peace, and war I 

IDlcs. 

Plan. And peace, no war, befal thy parting soul! 
In prison hast thou spent a pilgrimage, 

And like a hermit overpass'd thy days. — 

Well, I will lock his counsel in my breast ; 


And what I do imagine, let that rest. — 

Keepers, convey him hence : and I myself 
Will see his burial better than his life. — 

lExeunt Keepers, hearing out MoRTiAicii, 
Here dies the dusky torch of Mortimer, 

Chok'd with ambition of the meaner sort : — 

And, for those wrongs, those bitter injuries. 
Which Somerset hath offer’d to my house,— 

I doubt not, but with honour to redress : 

And therefore haste I to the parliament ; 

Either to be restored to my blood, 

Or make my ill the advantage of my good. [EjiU. 


SCENE I. — The same. The Parliament House. 
Mourislt. Enter King Hknry, Exeter, Gloster, War- 
wick, Somerset, and Suffolk ; the Bishop op Win- 
chester, Richard Plantagenet, mid others. Gloster 
offers to put up a bill / Winchester snatches it, and 
tears it. 

Win. Com'st thou with deep premeditated lines, 
With written pamphlets studiously devis’d, 
Humphrey of Gloster ? if thou canst accuse, 

Or aught intend' st to lay unto my charge, 

Po it without invention suddenly ; 

As I with sudden and extemporai speech 
Purpose to answer what thou canst object. 

Gio. Presumptuous priest ! this place commands 
my patience, 

Or thou should' st find thou hast dishonour’d me. 
Think not, although in writing I preferr'd 
The manner of thy vile outrageous crimes, 

That therefore I have forg'd, or am not able 
Ferbaiim to rehearse the method of my pen : 

No, prelate ; such is thy audacious wickedness, 
Thy lewd, pestiferous, and dissentious pranks, 

As very infants prattle of thy pride. 

Thou art a most pernicious usurer ; 

Froward by nature, enemy to peace ; 

Lascivious, wanton, more than well beseems 
A man of thy profession, and degree ; 

And for thy treachery, What's more manifest ? 

In that thou laid'st a trap to take my life, 

As well at London bridge, as at the Tower ? 

Beside, I fear me, if thy thoughts were sifted, 

The king, thy sovereign, is not quite exempt 
Prom emious malice of thy swelling heart. 

Win. Gloster, I do defy thee. — Lords, vouch- 
To give me hearing what I shall reply. [safe 
If I were covetous, ambitloiis, or perverse, 

As he will have me, How am I so poor,^ 

Or how haps it, I seek not to advance 
Or raise myself, but keep my wonted calling ? 

And for dissention, Who preferreth peace 
More than I do,— except I be provoked ? 

No, my good lords, it is not that offends ; 

It is not that, that hath incens'd the duke : 

It is, because no one should sway but he ; 

No one, but he, should be about the king ; 

And that engenders thunder in his breast, 

And makes him roar these accusations forth. 

But he shall know, I am as good 

G-lo. As good ? 

Thou bastard of my grandfather ! — 

Wifi. Ay, lordly sir ; For what are you, I pray, 
But one imperious in another’s throne ? 

Glo. Am I not the protector, saucy priest ? 


Win. And am I not a prelate of the church ? 
Glo. Yes, as an outlaw in a castle keeps, 

And useth it to patronage his theft. 

Win. Unreverent Gloster ! 

Gfo. Thou art reverent, 

Touching thy spiritual function, not thy life. 

Wm. This Rome shall remedy. 

War. Roam thither then. 

Som. My lord, it were your duty to forbear. 
War. Ay, see the bishop he not overborne. 
Som. Methinks, my lord should be religious. 
And know the office that belongs to such. 

War. Methinks, his lordship should be humbler ; 
It fitteth not a prelate so to plead. 

Som. Yes, when his holy state is touch'd so near. 
War. State holy, or unhallow'd, what of that 
Is not his grace protector to the king ? 

Plan. Plantagenet, I see, must hold his tongue ; 
Lest it be said, Speak, sirrah, when you should ; 
Must your bold verdict enter talk with lords 9 
Else would I have a fling at Winchester. lAskle. 

K. Hen. Uncles of Gloster, and of Winchester, 
The special watchmen of our English weal ; 

I would prevail, if prayers might prevail. 

To join your hearts in love and amity. 

O, what a scandal is it to our crown, 

That two such noble peers as ye, should jar I 
Believe me, lords, my tender years can tell, 

Civil dissention is a viperous worm, 

That gnaws the bowels of the commonwealth. — 

noise within ; Down with the tawny coats ! 
What tumult's this ? 

War. An uproar, I dare warrant, 

Begun through malice of the bishop's men.! 

[A noise again ; Stones ! Stones I 

Enter fftc Mayor of London, attended. 

May. O, my good lords, — and virtuous Henry, — 
Pity the city of London, pity us ! 

The bishop and the duke of Gloster’s men, 
Forbidden late to carry any weapon, 

Have fill'd their pockets full of pebble-stones ; 

And banding themselves in contniry parts. 

Do pelt so fast at one another's paK, 

That many have their giddy brains knock'd out : 
Our windows are broke down in every street, 

And we, for fear, compeil'd to shut our shops. 

Enter, skirmishing, the Retainers of Ctlosteb and "Win- 
cuBSTBR, with bloodg pates. 

K. Hen. We charge you, on allegiance to our- 
self, . 

To hold your slaught'ring hands, and keep the 
Pray, uncle Gloster, mitigato this strife. [peace. 




FIRST PART OF KING HENRY VI. 


ACT HI. 


1 Serv. Nay, if we be 

Forbidden stones, well fall to it with our teeth. 

2 Serv. Do what ye dare, we are as resolute. 

ISkirniish again. 

Glo. You of my household, leave this peevish 
And set this unaccustom'd fight aside. [broil, 

1 Serv. My lord, we know your grace to be a 
Just and upright ; and, for your royal birth, [man 
Inferior to none, but his majesty : 

And, ere that we will suffer such a prince, 

So kind a father of the commonweal, 

To be disgraced by an inkhorn mate, 

We, and our wives, and children, all will fight, 

And have our bodies slaughter’d by thy foes. 

2 Serv. Ay, and the very parings of our nails 
Shall pitch a field, when we are dead. 

ISkirniisJt again. 

GIo. Stay, stay, I say ! 

And, if you love me, as you say you do. 

Let me persuade you to forbear a while. 

K. Hen. O, how this discord doth afflict my 
soul ! — 

Can you, my lord of Winchester, behold 
My sighs and tears, and will not once relent ? 

Who shoidd be pitiful, if you be not } 

Or who should study to prefer a peace, 

If holy churchmen take delight in broils ? 

War. My lord protector, yield yield, Win- 
chester ; — 

Except you mean, with obstinate repulse, 

To slay your sovereign, and destroy the realm. 

You see what mischief, and wdiat murder too, 

Hath been enacted through your enmity ; 

Then be at peace, except ye thirst for blood. 

Win. He shall submit, or I will never yield. 

Glo. Compassion on the king commands me 
stoop ; 

Or, I would see his heart out, ere the priest 
Should ever get that privilege of me. 

War. Behold, ray lord of Winchester, the duke 
Hath banish’d moody discontented fury, 

As by his smoothed brows it doth api)ear : 

Why look you still so stern, and tragical ? 

Glo. Here, Winchester, I offer thee my hand. 

K. Hen. Fye, uncle Beaufort ! I have heard 
you preach, 

That malice was a great and grievous sin : 

And will not you maintain the thing you teach, 

But prove a chief oflender in the same ? 

War. Sweet king ! — the bishop hath a kindly 
gird. — 

For shame, my lord of Winchester ! relent ; 

What, shall a child instruct you what to do ? 

Win. Well, duke of Gioster, I will yield to thee ; 
Love for thy love, and hand for hand I give. 

Glo. Aye ; but, 1 fear me, with a hollow heart. — 
See here, "my friends, and loving countrymen ; 

This token serveth for a flag of truce, 

Betwixt ourselves, and all our followers : 

So help me God, as I dissemble not ! 

Win. So help me God, as I intend it not! 

K. Hen. O loving uncle, kind duke of Gioster, 
How joyful am I made by tliis contract ! — 

Avray, my masters ! trouble us no more 
But join in friendship, as your lords have done. 

1 Serv. Content ; I’ll to the surgeon’s. 

2 Serv. And so will I. 

^ Serv. And I will see what physic the tavern 

affords. [Exeunt Servants, Mayor, 4'C. 


PFar. Accept this scroll, most gracious sove- 
reign ; 

Wliich in the right of Richard Plantagenet 
We do exhibit to your majesty. 

Glo. AYell urg’d, my lord of Warwick ; — for 
S'vveet prince, ^ 

An if your grace mark every circumstance, 

Y'ou have great reason to do Richard right : 
Especially, for those occasions 
At Eltham-place I told your majesty. 

K. Hen. And those occasions, uncle, w^ere of 
force : 

Therefore, my loving lords, our pleasure is, 

That Richard be restored to his blood. 

War. Let Richard be restored to liis blood ; 

So shall his father’s wrongs be recompens’d. 

Win. As will the rest, so willeth Winchester. 

K. Hen. If Richard wdll be true, not that alone, 
But all the whole inheritance I give, 

That doth belong unto the house of York, 

From whence you spring by lineal descent. 

Plan. Thy humble servant vows obedience, 

And humble service, till the point of death, 

K. Hen. Stoop then, and set your knee against 
my foot : 

And, in reguerdoii of that duty done, 

I girt thee with the valiant sword of York : 

Rise, Richard, like a true Plantagenet ; 

And rise created princely duke of York. 

Plan. And so thrive Richard, as thy foes may 
And as my duty springs, so perish they [fall I 
That grudge one thought against your majesty 1 
All. Welcome, high prince, the mighty duke of 
York ! 

Som. Perish, base prince, ignoble duke of York ! 

[Aside. 

Glo. Now will it best avail your majesty, 

To cross the seas, and to be crown’d in France ; 
The presence of a king engenders love 
Amongst his subjects, and his loyal friends ; 

As it disanimates his enemies. 

K. Hen. When Gioster says the word, 
Henry goes ; 

For friendly counsel cuts off many foes, 

Glo. Your ships already are in readiness. 

[Exeunt all but Exeter. 
Exe. Aye, we may march in England, or in 
Not seeing wdiat is likely to ensue : [France, 

This late dissention, grown betwixt the peers 
Burns under feigned ashes of forg’d love, 

And will at last break out into a flame : 

As fester’d members rot l.)ut by degrees, 

Till bones, and flesh, and sinews, fall away, 

So will this base and envious discord breed. 

And now I fear that fatal prophecy, 

Which in the time of Henry, nam’d the flfth, 

Was in the mouth of every sucking babe, — 

That Henry, born at Monmouth, should win all ; 
And Henry, born at Windsor, should lose all ; 
Which is so plain, that Exeter doth wish 
His days may finish ere that hapless time. lExlL 


SCENE II.—France.. Rouen. 

Enter La Pucelle disguised., and Soldiers dressed like 
Counirymen^ ‘with sacks upon their backs. 

Pile. These are the city gates, the gates of 
Rouen, ■ , ■ 

Through which our policy must make a breach : 
Take heed, be wary how you place your words ; 


king 
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Talk like tlie vulgar sort of market-men, 

That come to gather money for their corn. 

If we have entrance, (as, I hope, we shall,) 

A.iid that we find the slothful watch but weak, 
i’ll by a sign give notice to our friends, 

Ihat Charles the Dauphin may encounter them. 

I Sold. Our sacks shall be a mean to sack the 
And we be lords and rulers over Rouen ; [ 0 %, 

Theiefore we’ll knock. [.Knocks. 

Guard. [Within.] Qzd est Id 9 
Puc. Pa'isans, pauvres gens de France : 

Poor market-folks, that come to sell their corn. 
Guard, Enter, go in ; the market-bell is rung. 

[Opens the gates. 

Puc. Now, Rouen, I’ll shake thy bulwarks to 
the ground. [Puckllb, c< 5 -c. enter the dtp. 

Enter Charles, Bastard of Orleans, xVlen^on, and 
Forces. 

Char. Saint Dennis bless this happy stratagem 1 
And once again w’^e’ll sleep secure in Rouen, 

Bast. Here enter’d Pucelle, and her practisants ; 
Now she is there, how will she specify 
Where is the best and safest passage in ? 

Alen. By thrusting out a torch from yonder 
tower ; 

Which, once discern’d, shows, that her meaning 
is,- — 

No way to that, for weakness, which she enter’d. 

E7iter La Pucelle on a battlement : holding out a torch 
burning. 

Puc. Behold, this is the happy wedding torch, 
That joineth Rouen unto her countrymen ; 

But burning, fatal to the Talbotites. 

Bast. See, noble Charles 1 the beacon of our 
friend, 

The burning torch in yonder turret stands. 

Char. Now shine it like a comet of revenge, 

A prophet to the fall of all our foes ! 

Alen. Defer no time, Delays have dangerous 
ends ; 

Enter, and cry — The Dauphm! — presently, 

And then do execution on the watch, ['dihey enter. 
Alarums. Enter Talbot, and certain English. 

Tal. France, thou slialt rue this treason with 
thy tears, 

If Talbot but survive thy treachery. — 

Pucelle, that witch, that damned sorceress, 

Hath wrought this hellish mischief unawares, 

That hardly we escap’d the pride of France. 

[Exeunt to the town. 

Alarum * Excursions. Enters from the toivn, Bedford, 
brought in sick, in a chair, 'with Talbot, Burgundy, 

' and the English Forces. Then, enter on the tvalls, La 
' Pucelle, Charles, .Bastard, Alen^on, and others. 

■ Pm. Good morrow, 'gallants ! want ye corn for 
I think, ■ the duke of Burgundy will fas t, [bread ? 
Before he’ll buy again at such a rate : 

’Twas full of darnel ; Do you like the taste? 

Bur. Scoff on, vile fiend, and. shameless court- 
ezan ! 

I trust, ere long, to choke thee with thine own, 
And make thee curse the harvest of that corn. 
Char. Your grace may starve, perhaps, before 
that time. 

Bed. O, let no words, but deeds, revenge this 
treason ! 

Puc. What wall you do, good grey-beard? 
break a lance, 

And run a tilt at death, within a chair ? 

Tal. Foul fiend of PYance, and hag of ail despite, 


Encompass’d with thy lustful paramours ! 

Becomes it thee to taunt his valiant age. 

And twit with cowardice a man half dead ? 
Damsel, I’ll have a bout with you again, 

Or else let Talbot perish with this shame. 

Puc. Are you so hot, sir ? — YYt, Pucelle, hold 
thy peace ; 

If Talbot do but thunder, rain will follow. — 

[Talbot, and the rest, consult together. 
God speed the parliament ! who shall be the 
speaker ? 

Tal. Dare ye come forth, and meet us in the 
field ? 

Puc. Belike, your lordship takes us then for fools, 
To try if that our own be ours, or no, 

Tal. I speak not to that railing Hecate, 

But unto thee, Alenpon, and the rest ; 

Will ye, like soldiers, come and fight it out ? 

Alen. Signior, no. 

Tal. Signior, hang ! — base muleteers of France 1 
Like peasant foot-hoys do they keep the walls, 
And dare not take up arms like gentlemen. 

Puc. Captains, away : let’s get us from the walls ; 
For Talbot means no goodness, by his looks. 

God be wi’ you, my lord ! we came, sir, but to tell 
That we are here. [you 

[Exeunt La Pucelle, %c.from the %mUs. 
Tal. And there will we be too, ere it be long, 

Or else reproach be Talbot’s greatest fame ! — 
Vow, Burgundy, by honour of thy house, 

(Prick’d on by public wrongs, sustain’d in France,) 
Either to get the town again, or die : 

And I,— as sure as English Henry lives, 

And as Iiis father here was conqueror ; 

As sure as in this late- betrayed town 
Great Coeur-de -lion’s heart was buried ; 

So sure I swear, to get the town, or die. 

Bur. My vows are equal partners with thy vows. 
Tal. But, ere we go, regard this dying prince, 
The valiant duke of Bedford : — Come, my lord, 

We will bestow you in some better place, 

Fitter for sickness, and for crazy age. 

Bed. Lord Talbot, do not so dishonour me : 
Here will I sit before the walls of Rouen, 

And will be partner of your weal, or woe. 

Bur. Courageous Bedford, let us now persuade 
you. 

Bed. Not to be gone from hence ; for once I 
That stout Pendragon, in his litter, sick, [read, 
Came to the field, and vanquished his foes : 
Methinks, I should revive the soldiers’ hearts, 
Because I ever found them as thyself. 

Tal. Undaunted spirit in a dying breast ! — 
Then be it so : — Heavens keep old Bedford safe ! — 
And now no more ado, brave Burgundy, 

But gather we our forces out of hand, 

And set upon our boasting enemy. 

[Exeunt Burgundy, Talbot, and Forces, 
leaning Bedford, and atkci's. 

Alarum: Excursions. Enter Sir John Fastolke, arid a 
Captain. 

Cap. Whither away. Sir John Fastolfe, in such 
, haste ?. , 

Fast. Whither away ? to save myself by flight ; 
We are like to have the overthrow again. 

Cap. IVhat! will you fly, and leave lord Talbot? 
Fast. , ■ ' Ay, 

All the Talbots in the world, to save my life. [Exit. 
Cap. Cowardly knight 1 ill fortune follow thee 1 

[Exit. 
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lletreat: Excursions, Enter, from the town, LaPuckllis, 
ALEN90N, Charles, and exeunt flying. 

Bed. Now, quiet soul, depart when heaven please ; 
For I have seen our enemies’ overthrow. 

1 What is the trust or strength of foolish man . 

They, that of late were daring with their scotts, 

Are glad aod fain by flight to save themselves 

° IDies, and is carried off in his chan . 

Alarum : Enter Talbot, Burgundy, and others. 

Tal. Lost, and recover’d in a day again . 

This is a double honour, Burgundy : 

Yet, heavens have glory for this victory . 

Bur. Warlike and martial Talbot, Burgundy 
Enshrines thee in his heart ; and there erects 
Thy noble deeds, as valour’s monument. 

Tal. Thanks, gentle duke. But where is PiiceUe 
1 think, her old familiar is asleep : 

Now where’s the Bastard’s braves, and Charles his 

gleeks ? 1 i? • 

What, all a-mort? Rouen hangs her head for griet, 
That such a valiant company are fled. 

Now will we take some order in the town, 

Placing therein some expert officers ; 

And then depart to Paris, to the king ; 

■for there young Harry, with his nobles, lies. 

Bur. What wills lord Talbot, pleaseth Burgundy. 
Tal. But yet, before we go, let’s not forget 
The noble duke of Bedford, late deceas’d. 

But see his exequies fulfill’d in Rouen ; 

A braver soldier never couched lance, 

A gentler heart did never sway in court : 

But kings, and mightiest potentates, must die ; 

For that’s the end of human misery. ihxeunt. 


\ An English MxitcIi. Ente 


Talbot and his Fo 


>' at a distance, 


SCENE III.- 


- The same. 
City 


The Plains near the 


Enter Charles, the Bastard, Alen^on, La Pucelle, and 
Forces. 

Puc. Dismay not, princes, at this accident, 

Nor grieve that Rouen is so recovered : 

Care is no cure, but rather corrosive, 

For things that are not to be remedied. 

Let frantic Talbot triumph for a while, 

And like a peacock sweep along his tail ; 

We’ll pull his plumes, and take away his train, 

If Dauphin, and the rest, will be hut rul’d » 

Char. We have been guided by thee hitherto. 
And of thy cunning had no diffidence ; 

One sudden foil shall never breed distrust. 

Bast. Search out thy wit for secret policies, 

And we will make thee famous through the world. 

Akn. We’ll set thy statue in some holy place, 
And have thee reverenc’d like a blessed saint ; 
Employ thee then, sweet virgin, for our good. ^ 
Fuc. Then thus it must be ; this dotli Joan devi se : 
By fair persuasions, mix’d with sugar’d words, 

We wiU entice the duke of Burgundy 
To leave the Talbot, and to follow us. 

Char. Ay, marry, sweeting, if we co-uld do that, 
France were no place for Plenry’s warriors ; 

Nor should that nation boast it so with us, 

But he extirped from our provinces. 

Alen. For ever should they he expuls’d from 
And not have title to an earldom here. [France, 
Puo. Y" our honours shall perceive how I will work, 
To bring this matter to the wished end, 

IDi’ums heard. 

Hark I by the sound of drum, you may perceive 
Their powers are marching unto Paiis-ward. 


There goes the Talbot, with his colours spread ; 

And all the troops of English after him. 

! A French 3iarch. Enter the Duke of Burgundy, and 
Forces. 

Now, in the rearward, comes the duke, and his ; 
Fortune, in favour, makes him lag behind. 

Summon a parley, we will talk with him. 

[A parley sounded. 

Char. A parley with the duke of Burgimdy. 

Bur. Who craves a parley with the Burgimdy? 
Puc. The princely Charles of France, thy coun- 
tryman. 

Bur. What say’st thou, Charles ? for I am march- 
ing hence. 

Char. Speak, Pucelle ; and enchant him with thy 
, words. [France ! 

Puc. Brave Burgimdy, undoubted hope of 
Stay, let thy humble handmaid speak to thee. | 
Bur. Speak on ; but be not over-tedious. | 
Puo. Look on thy country, look on fertile France, I 
And see the cities and the towns defac’d i 

By wasting ruin of the cruel foe ! | 

As looks the mother on her lowly babe, | 

When death doth close his tender dying eyes, j 
See, see, the pining malady of France ; I 

Behold the wounds, the most unnatural wounds, | 
Which thou thyself hast given her woful breast ! | 

O, turn thy edged sword another way ; | 

Strike those that hurt, and hurt not those that help ! j 
One drop of blood, drawn from thy country’s bosom, | 
Should grieve thee more than streams of for eigu gore ; | 
Return'thee, therefore, with a flood of tears, 

And wash away thy country’s stained spots ! 

Bur. Either she hath bewitch’d me withher words, 
Or nature makes me suddenly relent. 

Puc. Besides, all French and France exclaims 
on thee, 

Doubting thy birth and lawful progeny. 

Who join’st thou with, but with a lordly nation, 
That will not trust thee, but for profit’s sake ? 
Wlien Talbot hath set footing once in France, 

And fashion’d thee that instrument of ill, 

Who then, but English Henry, wiU be lord, 

And thou be thrust out, like a fugitive ? 

Call we to mind,*— and mark but this, for proof 
Was not the duke of Orleans thy foe? 

And was he not in England prisoner ? , 

But, when they heard he was thine enemy, 

They set him free, without his ransome pay 
In spite of Burgundy, and all his friends. 

See then ! thou fight’ st against thy couniTymen, 
And ioin’st with them will be thy slaughter-men. 
Come, come, return ; return, thou wand’ring lord; 

: Charles, and the rest, will take thee in their arms. 
Bur. I am vanquished ; these haughty words ot 
Have batter’d me like roaring cannon-shot, [heis 
And made me almost yield upon my knees. 

, Forgive me, country, and sweet countrymen ! 

And, lords, accept tliis liearty kind embrace : 

My forces and my power of men are yours ; 

So, farewell, Talbot ; ITl no longer trust thee. 

1 Pile. Done like a Frenchman ; turn, ana ..urn 

CAar. ’Welcome, brave duke I thy friendship malces 

us fresh. . r. 4. 

'. Bast. And doth beget new courage m our breasts. 

Alen. Pucelle hath bravely play’dherpartmtliib, 

And doth deserve a coronet of gold. 
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Char, Now let us on, my lords, and join our 
powers ; 

Aud seek bow we ma]'’ prejudice tbe foe. {Exmnt. 
— ^ — 

SCENE IV. — Paris. A Room hi the Palace, 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, and other Lords, Vernon, 
Basset, 4-c- To them Talbot, and some of his Officers. 
Tai. My gracious prince, — and lionourable 
Hearing of your arrival in this realm, [peers, 
I have awhile given truce unto my wars, 

To do Biy duty to my sovereign : 

In sign whereof, this arm, — that hath reclaim’d 
To your obedience fifty fortresses, 

Twelve cities, and seven availed towns of strength. 
Besides five hundred prisoners of esteem, — 

Lets fail his swmrd before your highness’ feet ; 

And, with submissive loyalty of heart, 

Ascribes the glory of his conquest got. 

First to my God, and next unto your grace. 

K, Men. Is this the lord Talbot, uncle Gloster, 
That hath so long been resident in France } 

1 Glo. Yes, if it please your majesty, my liege. 

I K. Hen. Welcome, brave captain, and victorious 
I When I -was young, (as yet I am not old,) [lord ! 
I do remember how my father said, 

A stouter champion never handled sword. 

Long since we were resolved of your truth, 

Your faithful service, and your toil in war ; 


Yet never have you tasted our reward, 

Or been reguerdon’d with so much as thanks, 
Because till now we never saw’- y our face ; 
Therefore, stand up ; and, for these good deserts, 
We here create you earl of Shrewsbury ; 

And in our coronation take your place. 

[Exeunt King Henry, Gloster, Talbot, and Koblcs, 
Ver. Now, sir, to you, that were so hot at sea, 
Disgracing of these colours that I wear 
In honour of my noble lord of York, — 

Dar’st thou maintain the former words thou spak’st ? 

Bas. Yes, sir ; as w’^ell as you dare patronage 
The envious barking of your saucy tongue 
Against my lord, the duke of Somerset. 

Ver. Sirrah, thy lord I honour as he is. 

Bas. Why, what is he ? as good a man as York. 
Ver. Hark ye ; not so : in witness take ye that. 

[Strikes nim. 

Bas. Villain, thou know’st, the law of arms is 
such, 

That, whoso draws a sword, ’tis present death ; 

Or else this blow should broach thy dearest blood. 
But I’ll unto bis majesty, and crave 
I may have liberty to venge this wrong ; 

When, thou shait see, I’ll meet thee to thy cost. 
Ver. Well, miscreant, I’ll be there as soon as 
you ; 

And, after, meet you sooner than you would. 

[Exeimi 


ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — The same. A Room of State. 

Enter King Henry, Gloster, Enetek, ' York, Suffolk, 
Somerset, Winchester, Warwcic, Talbot, the Go- 
vernor of Paris, and others. 

Glo. Lord bishop, set the crown upon his head. 
Win. God save king Henry, of that name the 
sixth ! 

Glo. Now, governor of Paris, take your oath, — 
[Governor kneels 

That you elect no other king but him ; 

Esteem none friends, but such as are his friends ; 
And none your foes, but such as shall pretend 
Malicious practices against his state ; 

This siiail ye do, so help you righteous God ! 

[Exeiint Gov. and his Train, 

Enter Sir John Fastolfe. 

Fast. My gracious sovereign, as I rode from 
To haste unto your coronation, [Calais, 

A letter was deliver’d to my hands, 

Writ to your grace from the duke of Burgundy. 

Tal. Shame to the duke of Burgundy, and thee ! 
I vow’d, base knight, when I did meet thee next, 
To tear the garter from thy craven’s leg, 

[Plucking it off. 

(Which I have done) because unworthily 
Thou wast Installed in that high degree. — 

Pardon me, princely Henry, and the rest : 

This dastard, at the battle of Patay, 

When blit in all I was six thousand strong, 

And that the French w’-ere almost ten to one, — 
Before we met, or that a stroke was given, 

Like to a trusty squire, did run away ; 

In which assault we lost twelve hundred men ; 
Myself, and divers gentlemen beside, 

Were there surpris’d, and taken prisoners. 


Then judge, great lords, if I have done amiss ; 

Or whether that such cowards ought to wear 
This ornament of knighthood, yea, or no. 

Glo. To say the truth, this tact w’-as infamous, 
And ill beseeming any common man ; 

Much more a knight, a captain, and a leader. 

Tal. When first this order was ordain’d, my lords, 
Knights of the garter were of noble birth ; 

Valiant, and virtuous, fuU of haughty courage, 
Such as were grown to credit by the wars ; 

Not fearing death, nor shrinking for distress, 

But always resolute in most extremes. 

He then, that is not furnish’d in this sort, 

Doth hut usurp the sacred name of knight, 
Profaning this most honourable order ; 

And should (if I w^ere worthy to be judge,) 

Be quite degraded, like a hedge-bom swain 
That doth presume to boast of gentle blood. 

K. Hen. Stain to thy countrymen ! thou hear’st 
thy doom : 

Be packing therefore, thou that wast a knight ; 
Henceforth we banish thee, on pain of death. — 

[Exit Fastolfe. 

And now, my lord protector, view the letter 
Sent from our uncle duke of Burgundy. 

Glo. MBiat means his grace, that he hath chang’d 
his style? [Viewing the superscription. 

No more but, plain and bluntly, — To the King '/• 
Hath he forgot, he is his sovereign ? 

Or doth this churlish superscription 
Pretend some alteration in good will ? 

What’s here have, upon especial cause , — 

[Keads 

Moo' d with compassion of my oountrfs wreck, 
Together with the pitiful contplaints 
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ACT IV. 


Of snch as your oppression feeds upon , — 
Forsaken your pernicious faction, 

And join' dioith Charles, therighifulking of France. 

0 monstrous treachery ! Can this he so ; 

That in alliance, amity, and oaths, 

There should be found such false dissembling guile ? 
K. Hen. What! doth my uncle Burgundy revolt? 
Glo. He doth, my lord ; and is become your foe. 
K. Hen . I s that the worst, this letter doth contain ? 
Glo. It is the worst, and all, my lord, he writes. 
K. Hen. Why then, lord Talbot there shall talk 
with him, 

And give him chastisement for this abuse : — 

My lord, how say you ? are you not content ? 

Tal. Content, my liege ? Tes; but that I am 
prevented, 

1 should have begg’d I might have been employ'd. 
K. Hen. Then gather strength, and march unto 

him straight : 

Let him perceive, how ill we brook his treason ; 
And what offence it is, to flout his friends. 

Tal I go, my lord ; in heart desiring still, 

You may behold confnsiou of your foes. [^Exit. 

Enter Vernon and Basset. 

Ver, Grant me the combat, gracious sovereign I 
Bas. And me, my lord, grant me the combat too ! 
York. This is my servant; Hear him, noble 
prince I 

Som . And this is mine ; Sweet Henry, favour him I 
K. Hen. Be patient, lords ; and give them leave 
to speak. — 

Say, gentlemen. What makes you thus exclaim ? 
And wherefore crave you combat ? or with whom ? 
Fe?\ With him, my lord ; for he hath done me 
wrong. 

Bas. And I with him ; for he hath done me 
wrong. 

jST. Hen. What is that wrong 'whereof you both 
complain ? 

First let me know, and then Fil answer you. 

Bas. Crossing the sea from England into France, 
This fellow here, with envious carping tongue, 
Upbraided me about the rose I wear ; 

Saying — tlie sanguine colour of the leaves 
Did represent my master's blushing cheeks, 

When stubbornly he did repugn the truth, 

About a certain question in the law, 

Argu'd betwixt the duke of York and him ; 

With other vile and ignominious terms : 
la confutation of which rude reproach 
And in defence of my lord’s worthiness, 

I crave the benefit of law of arms. 

Ver. And that is my petition, noble lord : 

For though he seem, with forged quaint conceit, 
To set a gloss upon his hold intent, 

Yet know, my lord, I was provok’d by him ; 

And he first took exceptions at this badge, 
Pronouncing — that the paleness of this flower 
Bemay’d the faintness of my master’s heart. 

York. Will not this malice, Somerset, be left ? 
Som. Your private grudge, my lord of York, 
will out, 

Though ne'er so cunningly you smother it. 

JT. Hen. Good Lord! what madness rules in 
brain-sick men ; 

When, for so slight and frivolous a cause, 

Such factious emulatious shall arise I — 

Good cousins both, of York and Somerset, 

Cluiet yourselves, I pray, and be at peace. 


York. Let this dissention first be tried by fight, 
And then your highness shall command a peace. ’ 
Som. The quarrel touclieth none but us alone ; 
Betwixt ourselves let us decide it then. ’ 

York. There is my pledge ; accept it, Somerset. 
Ver. Nay, let it rest where it began at first. 
Bas. Confirm it so, mine honourable lord. 

Glo. Confirm it so ? Confounded be your strife ! 
And perish ye, with your audacious prate ! 
Presumptuous vassals 1 are you not asham'd, 

With this immodest clamorous outrage 
To trouble and disturb the king and us ? 

And you, my lords, — methinks, you do not well. 
To bear with their perverse objections ; 

Aluch less, to take occasion from their mouths 
To raise a mutiny betwixt yourselves ; 

Let me persuade you, take a better course. 

Exe. It grieves his highness ; — Good my lords, 
he friends. 

K. Hen. Come hither, you that would be com- 
batants : 

Henceforth, I charge you, as yon love our favour, 
Quite to forget this quarrel, and the cause. — 

And you, my lords, — remember where we are ; 

In France, amongst a fickle wavering nation : 

If they perceive dissention in our looks, 

And that within ourselves we disagree, 

How will their grudging stomachs be provok'd 
To wilful disobedience, and rebel ? 

Beside, What infamy will there arise, 

When foreign princes shall be certified, 

That, for a toy, a thing of no regard, 

King Henry's peers, and chief nobility, 

Destroy’d themselves, and lost the realm of France ? 
O, think upon the conquest of mj fether, 

My tender years ; and let us not forego 
That for a trifle, that was bought with blood ! 

Let me be umpire in this doubtful strife. 

I see no reason, if I wear this rose, 

[Putting on a red rose. 

That any one should therefore be suspicious 
I more incline to Somerset than York : 

Both are my kinsmen, and I love them both ; 

As well tliey may upbraid me with my crown, 
Because, forsooth, the king of Scots is crown’d. 
But your discretions better can persuade, 

Than I am able to instruct or teach : 

And therefore, as we hither came in peace, 

So let us still continue peace and love — 

Cousin of York, we institute your grace 
To be our regent in these parts of France : — 

And good my lord of Somerset, unite 
Your troops of horsemen 'with his bands of foot ; — 
And, like true subjects, sons of your progenitors, 
Go cheerfully together, and digest 
Your angry choleron your enemies. 

Ourself, my lord protector, and the rest, 

After some respite, will return to Calais ; 

From thence to England, where I hope ere long 
To be presented, by your victories. 

With Charles, Alen 9 on, and that traitorous rout. 
[Flourish. Exeunt KusgU&nhy, CIlo. Som. Win, 
St;p. and Basset. 

War. My lord of York, I promise you, the king 
Prettily, inethought, did play the orator. 

Yo7'k. And so lie did ; but yet I like it not, 

In that he wears the badge of Somerset. 

War. Tush I that was but Ms fancy, blame him 
not; 

I dare presume, sweet prince, he thought no harm^ 
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York. And, if I wist, lie did, — But let it re.st ; 
Other affairs must now be managed. 

''iExeunt York, Warwick, and Vernon. 
Exe. Well didst thou, Richard, to suppress thy 
‘ voice : 

For had the passions of thy lieart hurst out, 

I fear we should have seen decipher’d there 
More rancorous spite, more furious raging broils, 
Than yet can be imagin’d or suppos’d. 

But Iiowsoe’er, no simple man that sees 
This jarring discord of nobility, 

This should ’ring of each other in the court, 

This factious bandying of their favourites, 

But that it doth presage some ill event. 

’Tis much, wdien sceptres are in cliiidren’s hands : 
But more, when envy breeds unkind division ; 
There comes the ruin, there begins confusion. 

\_ExU. 


How are we park’d, and bounded in a pale ; 

A little herd of England’s timorous deer. 

Maz’d with a yelping kennel of French curs ! 

If we be English deer, be then in blood : 

Not rascal-Hke, to fall down with a pinch ; 

But rather moody-mad, and desperate stags. 

Turn on the bloody hounds with heads of steel. 
And make the cowards stand aloof at bay : 

Sell every man his life as dear as mine, 

And they shall find dear deer of us, my friends. — 
God, and Saint George ! Talbot, and England’s 
right ! 

Prosper our colours in this dangerous fight ! 

{^Exeun t. 


SCENE III. — Plains in Gascony, 

Enter York, ivitJi Forces ; to Mm a Messenpi'cr. 
York, Are not the speedy scouts return’d again, 
That dogg’d the mighty army of the Dauphin } 
Mess. They are return’d, my lord ; and give 
it out, 

That he is march’d to Bordeaux with his power, 
To fight wnth Talbot : As he march’d along, 

By your espials were discovered 
Two mightier troops than that the Dauphin led ; 
Which join’d •with him, and made their march for 
Bordeaux. 

Fork. A plague upon that villain Somerset ; 
That thus delays my promised supply 
Of horsemen, that were levied for this siege ! 
Renowned Talbot doth expect my aid ; 

And I am lowted by a traitor villain, 

And cannot help the noble chevalier : 

God comfort him in this necessity I 
If he miscarry, farewell wars in Frances 

Enter Sir Willuvm Lucy. 

Lucy. Tliou princely leader of our English 
strength, 

Never so needful on the earth of France, 

Spur to the rescue of the noble Talbot ; 

Who now is girdled with a waist of iron, 

And hemm’d about with grim destruction : 

To Bordeaux, warlike duke I to Bordeaux, York ! 
Else, farewell Talbot, France, and England’s ho- 
nour. 

York. O God I that Somerset — who in proud 
heart 

Doth stop my cornets — were in Talbot’s place 1 
So should we save a valiant gentleman, 

By forfeiting a traitor and a coward. 

Mad ire, and wrathful fury, makes me weep. 

That thus we die, while remiss traitors .sleep. 

Lucy. O, send some succour to the distress’d lord ! 
Yoo'k. He dies, we lose ; I break my warlike word : 
'We mourn, France smiles ; we lose, they daily get ; 
All ’long of this vile traitor Somerset. 

Lucy. Then, God take mercy on brave Talbot’s 
soul ! 

And on his son, young John ; whom, two hours 
since, 

I met in travel toward his warlike father 1 
This seven years did not Talbot see his son ; 

And now they meet where both their lives are done. 

York. Alas I what joy shall noble Talbot have, 
To bid his young son welcome to Ms grave ? 

Away ! vexation almost stops my breath, 

That sunder’d friends greet in the hour of death. — 
Lucy, farewell : no more my fortune can, 


SCENE II- — France. Before Bordeaux. 

Enter Talbot, with Ms Forces. 

Tal. Go to the gates of Bordeaux, trumpeter. 
Summon their general unto the wall. 

Trumpet sounds a parleij. Enter, on the walls, the General 
of the French Forces, and others. 

English John Talbot, captains, calls you forth, 
Servant in arms to Harry king of England ; 

And thus he would, — Open your city gates, 

Be humble to us ; call my sovereign yours, 

And do him homage as obedient subjects, 

And I’ll withdraw me and my bloody power : 

But, if you frown upon this proffer’d peace, 

You tempt the fury of my three attendants, 

Lean famine, quartering steel, and climbing fire ; 
Who, in a moment, even with the earth 
Shall lay your stately and air-braving towers, 

If you forsake the offer of their love. 

Gen. Thou ominous and fearful owl of death. 
Our nation’s terror, and their bloody scourge ! 

The period of thy tyranny approachetli. 

On us thou canst not enter, but by death : 

For, I protest, we are well fortified, 

And strong enough to issue out and fight : 

If thou retire, the Dauphin, well appointed, 

Stands mth the snares of war to tangle thee : 

On either hand thee there are squadrons pitch’d. 
To wall thee from the liberty of flight ; 

And no way canst thou turn thee for redress, 

But death doth front thee with apparent spoil, 

And pale destruction meets thee in the face. 

Ten thousand French have ta’en the sacrament, 

To rive their dangerous artillery 

Upon no Christian soul but English Talbot. 

Lo! there thou stand’ st, a breathing valiant man, 
Of an invincible unconquered spirit : 

Tliis is the latest glory of thy praise, 

That I, thy enemy, due thee withal ; 

For ere the glass, that now begins to run, 

Finish the process of his sandy hour, 

These eyes, that see thee now well coloured, 

Shall see thee wither’d, bloody, pale, and dead. 

IFruni afar of. 

Hark ! hark ! the Dauphin’s drum, a warning bell, 
Sings heavy music to thy timorous soul. 

And mine shall ring thy dire departure out. 

lExeimt General, the walls. 

Tal. He fables not, I hear the enemy ; — 

Out, some light horsemen, andpernse their'wings.— 
O, negligent and heedless discipline ! 
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But curse tlie cause I cannot aid the man. — 
Maine, Blois, Poictiers, and Tours, are won away, 
’Long ail of Somerset, and his delay. lExit. 

Lucy. Thus while the vulture of sedition 
Feeds in the bosom of such great commanders, 
Sleeping neglectioii doth betray to loss 
The conquest of our scarce-cold conqueror, 

That ever-living man of memory, 

Henry the fifth Whiles they each other cross, 
Lives, honours, lands, and all, hurry to loss. 

fExit. 

SCENE IV. — Other Plains of Gascont. 

Enter Somerset, ivith his Forces ; an Officer 0/ Talrot’s 
with him. 

So7n. It is too late : I cannot send them now ; 
This expedition was by York, and Talbot, 

Too rashly plotted ; all our general force 
Might with a sally of the very town 
Be buckled wnth : the over-daring Talbot 
Hath sullied all his gloss of former honour, 

By this unheedful, desperate, wild adventure : 

York set him on to fight, and die in shame, 

That, Talbot dead, great York might bear the 
name. 

Off. Here is sir William Lucy, who with me 
Set from our o’ermatch’d forces forth for aid. 

Enter Sir William Lucy. 

Som. How now, sir William } whither were you 
sent ? 

L^lcy. Whither, my lord ? from bought and sold 
lord Talbot ; 

MHio, ring’d about with bold adversity, 

Cries out for noble York and Somerset, 

To beat assailing death from his weak legions. 

And whiles the honourable captain there 
Drops bloody s^reat from his wur-wearied limbs 
And, in advantage ling’ring, looks for rescue, 

You, his false hopes, the trust of England’s honour. 
Keep off aloof with worthless emulation. 

Let not your private discord keep away 

The levied succours that should lend him aid, . 

Whiles he, renowned noble gentleman, 

Yields up his life unto a world of odds : 

Orleans the Bastard, Charles, and Burgundy, 
Alen 9 on, Reignier, compass him about, 

And Talbot peiisheth by your default. 

Som. York set him on, York should have sent 
him aid. 

Lucy. And York as fast upon your grace ex- 
claims ; 

Swearing that you withhold his levied host, 
Collected for this expedition. 
iS'om. York lies; he might have sent and had 
the horse : 

I ow'e him little duty, and less love ; 

And take foul scorn, to fawn on him by sending. 
Lucy. The fraud of England, not the force of 
France, 

Hath now entrapp’d the noble-minded Talbot : 
Never to England shall he bear Ms life ; 

But dies, betray’d to fortune by your strife. 

Som. Come, go ; I will despatch the horsemen 
straight : 

Within six hours they will be at his aid. 

Lucy. Too late comes rescue; heis ta’en,orslain: 
For fly he could not, if he would have fled ; 

And fly would Talbot never, though be might. 


Som. If he be dead, brave Talbot then adieu ! 
Lucy. His fame lives in the world, his shame in 
you. lExeunt. 


SCENE V. — The English Camp near 
Bordeaux. 

Enter Talbot and Joim his Son. 

Tal. O young John Talbot ! I did send for thee. 
To tutor thee in stratagems of war ; ’ 

That Talbot’s name might be in thee reviv’d, 
When sapless age, and weak unable limbs, 

Should bring thy hither to his drooping chair. 

But, — O malignant and ill-boding stars ! — 

Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 

A terrible and un avoided danger : 

Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse ; 
And ni direct thee liow thou shalt escape 
By sudden flight : come, dally not, begone. 

John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your son? 
And shall I fly ? O, if you love my mother, 
Dishonour not lier honourable name, 

To make a bastard, and a slave of me .- 

The world will say, — He is not Talbot’s blood, 

That basely fled, when noble Talbot stood. 

Ta.l. Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain. 
John. He, that flies so, will ne’er return again. 
Tal. If we both stay, we both ai‘e sure to die. 
John. Then let me stay ; and, father, do you fly; 
Your loss is great, so your regard should be ; 

My worth unknovm, no loss is known in me. 
Upon my death the French can little boast ; 

In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 

Flight cannot stain the honour you Have won ; 

But mine it wall, that no exploit have done : 

You fled for vantage, every one will swear ; 

But, if I bow, they’ll — it was for fear. 

There i.s no hope that ever I will stay, 

If, the lirst hour, I shrink, and rim away. 

Here, on my knee, I beg mortality, 

Rather than life preserv’d with infamy. 

Tal, Shall all thy mother’s hopes lie in one tomb ? 
John. Ay, rather than I’ll shame my mother's 
womb. 

Tal. Upon my blessing I command thee go. 
John. To light I will, but not to fly the foe. 

Tal. Part of thy lather may be sav’d in thee. 
John. No part of him, but will be shame in me. 
Tal. Tliou never hadst renown, nor canst not 
lose it. 

John. Yes, your renowned name; Shall flight 
abuse it ? 

Tal. Thy fiither’s charge shall clear thee from 
that stain. 

John. You cannot witness for me, being slain. 
If death be so apparent, then both fly. 

Tal. And leave my followers here, to fight, and 
die ? 

My age was never tainted with such shame. ' 

John. And shall my youthbe guilty of such blame ? 
No more can 1 be sever’d from your side, 

Than can yourself yourself in tivain divide ; 

Stay, go, do wiiat you will, tlie like do I ; 

For live I will not, if my father die. 

Tal. Then here I take my leave of thee, fair son, 
Born to eclipse thy life this afternoon. 

Come, side by side together live and die ; 

And soul with soul from France to heaven fly. 

^Exeunt. 
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SCENE VII. 


SCENE VII. 


•Another part of the same. 
Alarum: Excursions. Enteric atjiiqt , iooiinded^ supporkd ' 
hy a Servant. 

Tal Wliere is my other life? — mine own is 
gone 

O, where’s young Talbot ? where is valiant John ? — 
Triumphant death, smear'd with captivity ! 

Young Talbot’s valour makes me smile at thee ; — 
When he perceiv’d me shrink, and on my knee, 

His bloody sword he brandish’d over me, 

And, like a hungry lion, did commence 
Rough deeds of rage, an,d stern impatience ; 

But when my angry guardant stood alone, 

Tend’ring my ruin, and assail'd of none, 

Dizzy-ey'd fury, and great rage of heart, 

Suddenly made him from my side to start 
Into the clust’ring battle of the French ; 

And in that sea of blood my boy did drench 
His overmounting spirit ; and there died 
My Icarus, my blossom, in his pride. 

Enter Soldiers, hearing the body 0/ John Talbot. 

Serv. O my dear lord 1 lo, w'here your son is 
borne ! 

Tal. Thou antick death, which laugh’st us here 
Anon, from thy insulting tyranny, [to scorn, 

Coupled in bonds of perpetuity, 

Two Talbots, winged through the lither sky, 

In thy despite, shall ’scape mortality. — 

O thou whose wounds become hard-favoured death, 
Speak to thy father, ere thou yield thy breath : 

Brave death by speaking, whether he will, or no ; 
Imagine him a Frenchman, and thy foe. — 

Poor boy ! he smiles, methinks ; as who should 
say — 

Had death been French, then death had died to-day. 
Come, come, and lay him in his father’s arms ; 

My spirit can no longer hear these harms. 

Soldiers, adieu ! I have what I would have, 

Now my old arms are young John Talbot's grave. 


SCENE VI. — A Field of Battle. 

Alarum.: Excursions, therein Talbot’s Son is hemmed 
about, and Talbot rescues him. 

Tal. Saint George and victory ! fight, soldiers, 
fight : 

The regent hath with Talbot broke his word, 

And left us to the rage of France liis sword. 

Where is John Talbot.^ — pause, and take thy 
breath ; 

I gave thee life, and rescu'd thee from death. 

John. 0 twice my father ! twice am I thy son : 
The life, thou gav'st me first, wlos lost and done ; 
Till wntli thy warlike swmrd, despite of fate, 

To my determin'd time thou gav’st new date. 

Tal. "When from the Dauphin’s crest thy sword 
struck fire, 

It warm'd thy father’s heart with proud desire 
Of bold-fac’d victory. Then leaden age, 

Quicken’d with yoiithfiil spleen, and warlike rage, 
Beat down Alen^on, Orleans, Burgundy, 

And from the pride of Gallia rescu’d thee. 

The ireful bastard Orleans— that drew blood 
From thee, my boy ; and had the maidenhood 
Of thy first fight — I soon encountered ; 

And, interchanging blows, I quickly shed 
Some of his bastard blood ; and, in disgrace, 
Bespoke him thus : Contaminated, base, 

And misbegotten blood I spill of thine, 

Mean and right poor ,* for that pure blood of mine, 
Which thou didst force from Talbot, my brave 
boy:-,.. 

Here, purposing the Bastard to destroy, 

Came in strong rescue. Speak, thy father's care ; 
Art not thou weary, J ohn ? How didst thou fare ? 
Wilt thou yet leave the battle, boy, and fiy, 

Now thou art seal’d the son of chivalry ? 

Fly, to revenge my death, when I am dead; 

The help of one stands me in little stead. 

0, too much folly is it, well I vrot, 

To hazard all our lives in one small boat. 

If I to-day die not with Frenchmen's rage, 
To-morrow I shall die with mickle age : 

By me they nothing gain, an if I stay, 

'Tis but the short'ning of my life one day : 

In thee thy mother dies, our household’s name, 

My death’s revenge, thy youth, and England’s 
fame: 

All these, and more, we hazard by thy stay ; 

All these are sav'd, if thou wilt fly away. 

John. The sword of Orleans hath not made me 
smart, 

These words of yours draw life-blood from my 
heart : 

On that advantage, bought with such a shame, 

(To save a paltry life, and slay bright fame,) 

Before young Talbot from old Talbot fly, 

The coward horse, that bears me, fall and die I 
And like me to the peasant boys of France ; 

To be shame's scorn, and subject of mischance. 
Surely, by all the glory you have won, 

An if I fly, I am not Talbot’s son ; 

Then talk no more of flight, it is no boot ; 

If son to Talbot, die at Talbot's foot. 

Tal. Then follow thou thy desperate sire of 
Thou Icarus ; tliy life to me is sweet : [Crete, 

If tliou wilt fight, fight by thy father's side ; 

And, commendable prov'd, let's die in pride- 

{Exmnt. 


Alarums. Exeunt Soldiers and Servant, leaving the two 
bodies. Enter Charles, Alen^on, Burgundy, Bastard, 
liA PucELLE, and Forces. 

Char. Had York and Somerset brought rescue 
We should have found a bloody day of this. [in, 
Bast. How the young whelp of Talbot's raging 
wood, 

Did flesh his puny sword in Frenchmen's blood ! 

Puo. Once I encounter’d him, and thus I said, 
Thou maiden youth, he vanquish'd hy a maid: 

But — ^with a proud, majestical high scorn, — 

He answer’d thus ; Young Talbot was not born 
To be the pillage of a giglot wench : 

So, rushing in the bowels of the French, 

He left me proudly, as unworthy fight. 

Bur. Doubtless, he would have made a nolfle 
knight : 

See, where he lies inhersed in the arms 
Of the most bloody nurser of his harms. 

Bast. Hew them to pieces, hack their bones 
asunder; 

Whose life was England's glory, Gallia's wonder. 

Char. O, no ; forbear : for that which we have 
During the life, let us not wrong it dead. [fled. 

Enter Sir William. Itvcr, attended s aFrencli Herald 
preceding. 

Lucy. Herald, 

Conduct me to the Dauphin's tent ; to know 
Who hath obtain'd the glory of the day. 
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Taibot slain ; the Frenchmen's only 


Lucy. 

scourge. 

Your kingdom’s terror and black Nemesis ? 

O, were mine eye-balls into bullets turn’d, 

That I, in rage, might shoot them at your faces ! 
O, that I could but call these dead to life ! 

It were enough to fright the realm of France : 
Were but his" picture left among you here, 

It would amaze the proudest of you all. 

Give me their bodies ; that 1 may bear them 
hence, 

And give them burial as beseems their worth. 

Puc. I think, this upstart is old Talbot’s ghost, 
He speaks with such a proud commanding spirit. 
For God’s sake, let him have ’em ; to keep them 
here, 

They would but stink, and putrefy the air, 

Chaf. Go, take their bodies hence. 

Lucy. them hence ; 

But from their ashes shall be rear’d 
A phoenix that sliall make all France afeard. 

'char. So we be rid of tliem, do with ’em what 
thou wilt. 

And now to Paris, in this conquering vein ; 

All will be ours, now bloody Talbot’s slain. 

[Exemt 


Lucy. Submission, Dauphin ? ’tis a mere French 
word ; 

We English warriors wot not what it means. 

I come to know what prisoners thou hast ta en, 
And to survey the bodies of the dead. 

Char. For prisoners ask’ st thou ? hell our prison 
But tell me whom thou seek’st. Hs. 

Lucy. Where is the great Alcides of the held, 
Valiant lord Talbot, earl of Shrewsbury ? 

Created, for his rare success in arms, 

Great earl of Wasliford, Waterford, and \ alence ; 
Lord Talbot of Goodrig and Urchintield, 

Lord Strange of Blackmere, lord Verdun ot Alton, 
Lord Cromwell of Wingfield, lord Furivival ot 
Sheffield, 

The thrice victorious lord of Falconbridge ; 

Knight of the noble order of Saint George, 
Worthy Saint Michael, and the golden fleece ; 
Great mareshal to Henry the sixth, 

Of all his wars within the realm of France i 
Puc. Here is a silly stately style indeed 1 
The Turk, that two and fifty kingdoms hath, 
Writes not so tedious a style as this — 

Him, that thou magnifiest with all these titles, 
Stinking, and fly-blown, lies here at our feet. 


Have been consider’d and debated on. [suits 
Your purpose is both good and reasonable : 

And, therefore, are we certainly resolv’d 
To draw conditions of a friendly peace ; 

Which, by my lord of Winchester, we mean 
Shall be transported presently to France. 

Glo. And for the proffer of my lord your mas- 
ter, — 

I have informed his highness so at large, 

As— liking of the lady’s virtuous gifts, 

Her beauty, and the value of her dowp-,— 

He doth intend she shall be England s queen. 

IC. Hen. In argument and proof oi which con- 
tract, ^ , i? , 

Bear her this jewel, [^o the Amb.] pledge ot my 
affection. ^ 

And so, my lord protector, see them guarded, 

And safely brought to Dover ; where, inshipp , 
Commit them to the fortune of the sea. 

[jSrcMatKiNOllKNavaiKf Irain,- Gms.w., 
Bxkter, and Ambassadors. 

Win. Stay, my lord legate: you shall first re- 
The Sum of money, which I promised L - ^ 
Should be deliver’d to his holiness 
For clothing me in these grave ojnamencS. 

I will attend upon your lordship s leisure- 


Leq. I will attend upon your lordship s misu 
Win. Now, Winchester will not submit, i 
Or be inferior to the proudest peer. • 

Humphrey of Gloster, thou shalt weh peiceive 
That, neither in birth, or for authority, 

The bishop will be overborne by thee : ^ 
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SCENE! 


SCENE II. — Fkance. Plains in Anjou. 
Enter Charx-es, Burgundy, AUEN9ON, La Pucellb, and 
Forces^ marching. 


Alarums. Enter French and English, fighting. La 
P ucELLE and Yon-K fight hand to hand. La Pucelle Is 
taken. The French fly. 



Char. These news, my lords, may cheer onr 
drooping spirits : 

Tis said, the stout Parisians do revolt, 

And turn again unto the warlike French. 

Alen. Then march to Paris, royal Charles of 
France, 

And keep not back your powers in dalliance. 

Puc. Peace be amongst them, if they turn to us ; 
Else, ruin combat with their palaces! 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mesis. Success unto our valiant general, 

And happiness to his accomplices I 

Char. What tidings send our scouts ? I pr'ythee 
speak. 

Mess. The English army, that divided was 
Into two parts, is now conjoin’d in one ; 

And means to give you battle presently. 

Char. Somewhat too sudden, sirs, the warning 
But we wull presently provide for them. [is ; 

Bur, I trust, the ghost of Talbot is not there ; 
Now he is gone, my lord, you need not fear. 
puc. Of all base passions, fear is most ac- 
curs’d : — 

Command the conquest, Charles, it shall be thine ; 
Let Henry fret, and all the wmrld repine. 

Char, Then on, my lords ; And France be for- 
tunate ! iExeunt. 


Yorh. Damsel of France, I think, I have you 
fast : 

Unchain your spirits now with spelling charms, 
And try if they can gain your liberty. — 

A goodly prize, fit for the devil’s grace ! 

See, how the ugly witch doth bend her brows, 

As if, with Circe, she would change my shape. 

Puc. Chang’d to a worser shape thou can’st 
not be. 

York. O, Charles the Dauphin is a proper man ; 
No shape but his can please your dainty eye. 

Puc. A plaguing mischief light on Charles, and 
And may ye both be suddenly surpris’d [thee ! 
By bloody hands, in sleeping on your beds ! 

York. Fell, banning hag ! enchantress, hold thy 
tongue. 

Puc. I pr’ythee, give me leave to curse a w^hile. 

York. Curse, miscreant, when thou comest to 
the stake. lExcunt, 


Alarums. Enter Suffolk leading in Lady Margaret. 


Suf. Be what thou wilt, thou art my prisoner. 

{Gazes on her 

0 fairest beauty, do not fear, nor fiy ,* 

For I wiU touch thee but with reverent hands. 

And lay them gently on thy tender side. 

1 kiss these fingers [kissing her hand.'] for eternal 

peace : 

Who art thou I say, that I may honour thee. 

Mar. Margaret my name ; and daughter to a 
The king of Naples, whosoe’er thou art. [king, 
Suf. An earl I am, and Suffolk am I call’d. 

Be not offended, nature’s miracle, 

Thou ai't allotted to be ta’en by me : 

So doth the swan her downy cygnets save, 

Keeping them prisoners underneath her Avings. 

Yet if this servile usage once offend, 

Go, and he free again, as Suffolk’s friend. 

{She turns away as going. 
O, stay ! — I have no power to let her pass ; 

My hand would free her, but my heart says — no. 
As plays the sun upon the glassy streams, 
Twinkling another counterfeited beam, 

So seems this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 

Fain would I woo her, yet I dare not speak : 

I’E call for pen and ink, and write my mind : 

Fye, De la Poole ! disable not thyself ; 

Hast not a tongue ? is she not here thy prisoner ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a woman’s sight ? 

Ay ; beauty’s princely majesty is such, 

Confounds the tongue, and makes the senses rough. 

Mar. Say, earl of Suffolk, — ^if thy name be so, — 
What ransome must I pay before 1 pass ? 

For, I perceive, I am thy prisoner. 

Suf. How canst thou tell, she will deny thy suit, 
Before thou make a trial of her love ? fAside. 
Mar. Why speak’st thou not ? what ransome 
must I pay ? 

Suf. She’s beautiful; and therefore to be woo’d: 
She is a woman ; therefore to be won. {Aside. 
Mar. Wilt thou accept of ransome, yea, or no ? 
Suf. Fond man ! remember, that thou hast a wife ; 
Then how can Margaret be thy paramour ? [Aside. 
Mar. I were best leave him, for he will not hear. 
Suf. There aE is marr’d ; there lies a cooling 
card. 

Mar. He talks at random ; sure, the man is mad* 

i I 


SCENE III . — The same. Before Angiers. 


Alarums: Excursions. JE'nter La Pucelle. 

Fuc. The regent conquers, and the Frenchmen 
fly,— 

Now help, ye charming spells, and periapts ; 

And ye choice spirits that admonish me, ‘ 

And give me signs of future accidents ! [Thunder. 
You speedy helpers, that are substitutes 
Under the lordly monarch of the north, 

Appear, and aid me in this enterprise ! 

Enter Fiends. 

This speedy quick appearance argues proof 
Of your accustom’d diligence to me. 

Now, ye familiar spirits, that are cull’d 
Out of the powerful regions under earth, 

Help me this once, that France may get the field. 

[They walk about and speak not. 
0, hold me not with silence over-long ! 

Where I was wont to feed you with my blood, 

I’ll lop a member off, and give it you, 

In earnest of a further benefit ; 

So you do condescend to help me now. — 

[They hang their heads. 

No hope to have redress ?— -My body shall 
Pay recompense, if jon will grant my suit. 

[They shake their heads. 
Cannot my body, nor blood-sacrifice, 

Entreat you to your wonted furtherance ? 

Then take my soul ; my body, soul, and all, 

Before that England give the French the foil. 

IThey depart. 

See 1 they forsake me. Now the time is come, 
That France must vail her lofty-plumed crest, 

And let her head fall into England’s lap. 

My ancient incantations are too weak, 

And hell too strong for me to buckle with : 

Now;j France, thy glory droopeth to the dust, [Exit. 
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Suf. And yet a dispensation may be bad. 

Mar, And yet I would that yon w onld ans w er me . 
Suf. I’ll win this lady Margaret. For whom ? 
Why, for my king : Tush ! that’s a wooden thing. 

I Mar. He talks of wood : It is sopie carpenter. 

1 Suf Yet so my fancy may be satisfied, 

And peace established between these realms. 

But there remains a scruple in that too^; 

For though her father be the king of Naples, 

Duke of Anjou and Maine, yet is he poor, 

And our nobility will scorn the match. lAsnlc. 
Mar. Hear ye, captain ? Are you not at leisure ? 
Suf It shall be so, disdain they ne’er so much; 

I Henry is youthful, and will quickly yield, — 
j Madam, 1 have a secret to reveal. 

I Mar. Wliat though I be enthraU’d ? he seems 
a knight, 

And will not any way dishonour me, [.4.^/t/c. 

Suf. Lady, vouchsafe to listen what I say. 

Ma.r. Perhaps, I shall be rescued by the French ; 
And then I need not crave his courtesy. iA.uthi. 
Suf. Sweet madam, give me healing in a cause — 
Mar. Tush! wmmen have been captivate ere 
now. [Aside. 

Suf Lady, wherefore talk you so } 

Mar. I cry you mercy, ’tis but qxiid for quo. 
Suf Say, gentle princess, would you not suppose 
Your bondage happy, to be made a queen ? 

Mar. To be a queen in bondage, is more vile, 
Than is a slave in base servility ; 

For princes should be free. 

Suf And so shall you, 

If happy England’s royal king be free. 

Mar. Why, what concerns his freedom unto me? 
Suf I’ll undertake to make thee Henry’s queen ; 
To put a golden sceptre in thy hand, 

And set a precious crown upon thy head, 

If thou wilt condescend to be my — 

What? 

Suf His love. 

Afar. I am unworthy to be Henry’s wife. 

Suf No, gentle madam ; I unw'orthy am 
To wroo so fair a dame to be his wife, 

And have no portion in the choice myself. 

How say you, madam ; are you so content ? 

Afar. An if my father please, I am content. 

Suf Then call bur captains, and our colours, 
And, madam, at your father’s castle walls [forth : 
We’ll crave a parley, to confer with him. 

[Troojis come for ward. 

A Parky sounded. Enter REiumER, on the walls. 
Suf See, Reignier, see, thy daughter prisoner. 
Reig. To whom ? 

To me. 

Suffolk, what remedy ? 
I am a soldi^ : and unapt to weep, 

Or to exclaim on fortune’s fickleness. 

Suf Yes, there is remedy enough, my lord : 
Consent, (and, for thy honour, give consent,) 

Thy daughter shall be wedded to my king ; 

Whom I with pain have woo’d and won thereto ; 
And this her easy-held imprisonment 
Hath gain’d thy daughter princely liberty. 

Reig. Speaks Suftblk as he thinks ? 

" Fair Margaret knows 

That SuffoUc doth not flatter, face, or feign. 

Reig. Upon thy princely warrant, I descend, 

To give thee answer of thy just demand. 

[Escit, from the walls. 

Suf And here I will expect thy coming. 


Trumpets sou/tded. Enter Jiiswsmn, hclow. 

Reig. Yv’elcome, brave earl, into our territories ; 
Command in Anjou wiiat your honour pleases. 

^ Suf Thanks, Reignier, liappyfor so sweet a child, 
Fit to be made companion with a king : 

What answer inalces your grace unto my suit ? 

Reig. Since thou dost deign to woo her litds 
To be tlie princely bride of such a lord ; [worth" 
Upon condition I may quietly ^ 

Enjoy mine own, the county hlaine, and Anjou, 
Free from oppression, or the stroke of Vvar, 

My daughter shall be Henry’s, if lie please. 

Suf That is lier ransome, I deliver her; 

And those two counties, I will undertake, 

Your grace shall well and quietly enjoy. 

Reig. And ] again, — in Henry’s ro^nil name, 

As deputy unto that gracious king, 

Give thee her hand, for sign of plighted faith. 

Suf Reignier of France, I give thee Idngly 
Because this is in traftic of a king : [thanki, 

And yet, methinks, i could he well content 
To be mine own attorney in this case. i 

I’ll over then to England with this news, i 

And make this marriage to be solemnk’d : j 

So, farewell, Reignier ! Set this diamond safe 
In golden palaces, as it becomes. ' 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Christian prince, king Henry, were he here. 
Mar. Farewell, my lord ! Good wishes, praise, 
and prayers, 

Shall Suffolk ever have of Margaret. [Going. 

Suf Farewell, sweet madam 1 But hark you, 
jMargaret ; 

No princely commendations to my king ? 

Mar. Such commendatioiifvas become a maid, 
AHrgin, and his servant, say to him. 

Suf Words sweetly plac’d, and modestly^ di- 
rected. 

But, madam, I must trouble you again, — 

No loving token to his majesty ? 

Mar. Yes, my good lord; a pure unspotted 
heart, 

Never yet taint with love, I send the king. 

Suf And this withal. [Kisses her. 

Mar. That for thyself ; I will not so presume, 

To send such peevish tokens to a king. 

[Ereunt Beignier and MARG.\imT. 
Suf O, w’ert thou for myself! — But, Suffolk, 
stay ; 

Thou may’st not wander in that labyrinth ; 

There Minotaurs, and ugly treasons, lurk. 

Solicit Henry with her wond'rous praise : 

Bethink thee on her virtues that surmount ; 

Mad, natural graces that extinguish art ; 

Repeat their semblance often on the seas, 

That, when thou com’st to kneel at Henry’s feet, 
Thou mav’st bereave him of his wits wuth wonder. 

■ fEsAL 

I SCENE IV.— Camp of the Duke of Yokk, in 
I Anjout. 

I Enter York, "WARV/rcK, and others. 

York. Bring forth that sorceress, condemn'd to 

burn. 

Enter La I^ccerlk quardedf and a Shepherd. 

Shep. Ah, Joan I this kills thy father’s heart 
outright ! 

i Have I sought every country far and near, 

! And, now it is my chance to find thee out, 
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Must I behold thy timeless cruel death ? 

Ah, Joan, sweet daughter Joan, I’ll die with thee! 

pue. Decrepit miser ! base ignoble wretch I 
1 am descended of a gentler blood ; 

Thou art no father, nor no friend, of mine. 

S/iep. Out, out ! — My lords, an please you, 'tis 
not so ; 

I did beget her, all the parish knows : 

Her mother liveth yet, can testify, 

She was the first fruit of my bachelorship. 

fVar, Graceless, wilt thou deny thy parentage ? 
Fork, This argues what her kind of life hath 
been ; 

Wicked and vile ; and so her death concludes. 

Skcp, Fye, Joan ! that thou wilt be so obstacle ! 
God knows, thou art a collop of my desh ; 

And for thy sake have I shed many a tear : 

Deny me not, I pr’ythee, gentle Joan. 

F'uc. Peasant, avaunt 1 — You have suborn’d this 
man, 

Of purpose to obscure my noble birth. 

Skep. 'Tis true, I gave a noble to the priest, 

The mom that I wms wedded to her mother. — 
Kneel down and take my blessing, good my girl. 
Wilt thou not stoop ? Now cursed be the time 
Of tliy nativity ! I would, the milk 
Thy mother gave thee, when thou suck'dst her 
breast, 

Had been a little ratsbane for thy sake 1 
Or else, when thou didst keep my lambs a-fleld, 

I wish some ravenous wolf had eaten thee I 
Dost thou deny thy father, cursed drab ? j 

O, burn her, bum her ; hanging is too good. | 

Fork Take her away ; for she hath liv'd too 
long, 

To fill the world with vicious qualities. 

P«c. First, let me tell you whom you have 
condemn’d : 

Not me begotten of a shepherd swain, 

Bat issu'd from the progeny of kings ; 

Virtuous, and holy ; chosen from above, 

By inspiration of celestial grace, 

To work exceeding miracles on earth. 

I never had to do witli wicked spirits : 

But you, — that are polluted with your lusts, 

Stain’d with the guiltless blood of innocents, 

Corrupt and tainted with a thousand vices, — 
Because you want the grace that others have, ! 
You judge it straight a thing impossible I 

To compass wonders, but by help of devils. 

No, misconceiv’d ! Joan of Arc hath been 
A virgin from her tender infancy, 

Chaste and immaculate in very thought ; 

V/liose maiden blood, thus rigorously effus’d, 

Will cry for vengeance at the gates of heaven. 

Fork:. Ay, ay ; — away with her to execution. 

And hark ye, sirs ; because she is a 
maid. 

Spare for no fagots, let there be enough ; 

Place barrels of pitch upon the fatal stake, 

That so her torture may be shortened. 

Fm. Will nothing turn your unrelenting 
hearts ? — 

Then, Joan, discover thine infirmity ; 

That warranteth by law to be thy privilege,— 

I am with child, ye bloody homicides : 

Murder not then the fruit within my womb, 

Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

Fork. Now heaven forfend I the holy maid with 
child? 


fV ar. The greatest miracle that e’er ye vrrougiit ■ 
Is all your strict preciseness come to this ? 

Fo?-k. She and the Dauphin have been juggling ; 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Well, go to: we will have no bastards 
live ; 

Especially, since Charles must father it. 

Puo. You are deceiv’d; my child is none of 
his ; 

It was Alengon that enjoyed my love. 

Fork. Alexigon ! that notorious Macliiavel ! 

It dies, an if it had a thousand lives. 

Fuc. O, give me leave, I have deluded you ; 
’Twas neither Charles, nor yet the duke I nam’d, 
But Beignier, king of Naples, that prevail'd. 

Wa7\ A married man! that’s most intoler- 
able. 

Fork. Why, here’s a girl ! I think, she knows 
not well, 

There were so many, whom she may accuse. 

War. It’s sign, she hath been liberal and free. 
Fork. And, yet, forsooth, she is a virgin pure. — 
Stimnipet, thy words condemn thy brat, and 
thee : 

Use no entreaty, for it is in vain. 

Puc, Then lead me hence ; — with whom I leave 
my curse : 

May never glorious sun reflex his beams 
Upon the country where you make abode ! 

But darkness and the gloomy shade of death 
Environ you ; till mischief, and despair, 

Drive you to break your necks, or hang yourselves ! 

guarded. 

Fork. Break thou in pieces, and consume to 
ashes, 

Thou foul accursed minister of hell I 

Enter Cardinal Beaufort, attended. 

Car. Lord regent, I do greet your excellence 
With letters of commission from the king. 

For know, my lords, the states of Christendom, 
Mov'd with remorse of these outrageous broils, 
Have earnestly implor'd a general peace 
Betwixt our nation and the aspiring French ; 

And here at hand the Dauphin, and his train, 
Approacheth to confer about some matter. 

York. Is all our travail turn’d to this effect ? 
i After the slaughter of so many peers, 

' So many captains, gentlemen, and soldiers, 

That in this quarrel have been overthrown, 

And sold their bodies for their country’s benefit, 
Shall we at last conclude effeminate peace ? 

Have vre not lost most part of all the towns, 

By treason, falsehood, and by treachery, 

Our great progenitors had conquer’d ? — 

O, Warwick, Warwick ! I foresee vdth grief i 

The utter loss of all the realm of France. i 

War. Be patient, York: if we conclude a 
peace. 

It shall be with such strict and severe covenants 
As little shall the Frenchmen gain thereby. 

Enter Charles, ,* Albn^on, Bastard, BErcrNiEP., 

and’ others. 

Char. Since, lords of England, it is thus 
agreed, 

That peaceful truce shall be proclaim'd in France, 
We come to be informed by yourselves 
What the conditions of that league must he. 

112 
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ACT V 


Yorh Speak, AYinchester ; for boiling cboler 
chokes 

The hollow passage of my poison’d voice, 

By sight of these onr baleful enemies. 

mn, Charles, and the rest, it is enacted thus : 
That— in regard king Henry gives consent, 

Of mere compassion, and of lenity, 

To ease your country of distressful war. 

And suffer you to breathe in fruitful peace, 

You shall become true liegemen to his crown : 

And, Charles, upon condition thou wilt swear 
To pay him tribute, and submit thyselt, 

Thou shalt be plac’d as viceroy under him, 

And still enjoy thy regal dignity. 

Alen. Must he be then as shadow of himself? 
Adorn his temples with a coronet ; 

And yet, in substance and authority. 

Retain but privilege of a private man ? 

This proffer is absurd and reasonless. ^ 

Char. ’Tis known, already that I am possess d 
With more than half the Gallian territories. 

And therein reverenc’d for their lawful king : 

Shall I, for lucre of the rest unvanquish’d, 

Detract so much from that prerogative, 

As to be call’d but viceroy of the whole ? 

No, lord ambassador : I’ll rather keep 
That which I have, than, coveting for more, 

Be cast from possibility of all. 

York. Insulting Charles! hast thou by secret 
means 

Used intercession to obtain a league ; ^ 

And, now the matter grows to compromise, 

Stand’st thou aloof upon comparison ? 

Either accept the title thou iisurp’st, 

Of benefit proceeding from our king, 

And not of any challenge of desert, 

Or we will plague thee with incessant wars. 

Reig. My lord, you do not well in obstinacy 
To cavil in the course of this contract : 

If once it be neglected, ten to one, 

We shall not find like opportunity. 

Alen. To say the truth, it is your policy, 

To save your subjects from such massacre. 

And ruthless slaughters, as are daily seen 
By our proceeding in hostility : 

And therefore take this compact of a trace, 
Although you break it when your pleasure serves. 

° to CHABL15S. 

War. How say’st thou, Charles ? shall our con- 
dition stand ? 

Char, It shall ; 

Only reserv’d, you claim no interest 
In any of our towns of garrison. 

York. Then swear allegiance to his majesty ; 

As thou art knight, never to disobey. 

Nor be rebellious to the crown of England, 

Thou, nor thy nobles, to the crown of England.— 
[Charles, and the rest, give tokens of fealty. 
So, now dismiss your army when ye please ; 

Hang up your ensigns, let your drums be still, 

For here we entertain a solemn peace. lExeunt. 


SCENE V.— London. A Room in the Palace. 

Henry, iw conference with Suffolk; Gloster 
and Exeter 

wond’rous rare description, noble 
"Kni-h ftRtnnish’d me : 


Her virtues, graced with external gifts, 

Do breed love’s settled passions in my heart ! 

And like as rigour in tempestuous gusts 
Provokes the mightiest hulk against the tide ; 

So am I driven, by breath of her renown, 

Either to suffer shipwreck, or arrive 
Where I may have fruition of her love. 

Suf. Tush 1 my good lord ! this superficial tale 
Is but a preface of her worthy praise ; 

The chief perfections of that lovely dame, 

(Had I sufficient skill to utter them,) 

Would make a volume of enticing lines, 

Able to ravish any dull conceit. 

And, wdiicli is more, she is not so divine, 

So full replete with choice of all delights, 

But, with as humble lowliness of mind, 

She is content to be at your command ; 

Command, I mean, of virtuous chaste intents, 

To love and honour Henry as her lord. 

K. Ben. And otherwise will Henry ne’er pre- 
sume. 

Therefore, my lord protector, give consent, 

That Margaret may be England’s royal queen. 

Glo. So should I give consent to flatter sin. 

You know, my lord, your highness is betroth’d 
Unto another lady of esteem ; 

How shall we then dispense with that contract, 

And not deface your honour with reproach ? 

Suf. As doth a ruler with unlawful oaths ; 

Or one, that, at a triumph having vow’d 
To tiy his strength, forsaketh yet the lists 
By reason of his adversary’s odds : 

A poor earl’s daughter is unequal odds, 

And therefore may be broke without offence. 

Gio. Why, what, I pray, is- Margaret more than 
that ? 

Her father is no better than an earl, 

Although in glorious titles he excel. 

Suf. Yes, my good lord, her father is a king, 
The king of Naples, and Jerusalem ; 

And of such great authority in France, 

As his alliance will confirm onr peace, 

And keep tlie Frenchmen in allegiance. 

Glo. And so the earl of ArmagnEic may do, 
Because he is near kinsman nnto Charles. 

E,re. Beside, his wealth doth warrant liberal 
dower ; 

Willie Reignier sooner will receive, than give. 

Snf A dower, my lords ! disgrace not so your 
king, _ 

That he should be so abject, base, and poor, 

To choose for wealth, and not for perfect love. 
Henry is able to enrich his queen, . . , 

And not to seek a queen to make him rich : 

So worthless peasants bargain for their wives, 

As market-men for oxen, sheep, or horse. 
Marriage is a matter of more worth, 

Than to be dealt in by attorneyship ; 

Not whom we will, but whom his grace aftects, 
Must be companion of his nuptial bed : 

And therefore, lords, since he affects her most, 
it most of all these reasons hindeth us. 

In our opinions she should be preferr d. 

For what is wedlock forced, ^ but a hell, 

An age of discord and continual * 

Whereas the contrary hringeth forth buss, 

And is a pattern of celestial peace. . ^ 

Whom should we match, mth Henry, hemg > 
king, . . 

But Margaret, that is daughter to a king . 
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To cross the seas to England, and be crown’d 
King Henry’s faithful and anointed queen ; 

For your expenses and sufficient charge, 

Among the people gather up a tenth. 

Be gone, I say ; for, till you do return, 

I rest perplexed with a thousand cares. — 

And you, good uncle, banish all offence : 

If you do censure me by what you were, 

Not what you are, I know it will excuse 
This sudden execution of my will. 
x\nd so conduct me, where from company, 

I may revolve and ruminate my grief. iExit, 

Glo. Ay, grief, I fear me, both at first and last. 

{Exeunt Glostee and Exeter. 
Suf. Thus Suffolk hath prevail’d : and thus he 
goes. 

As did the youthful Paris once to Greece ; 

With hope to find the like event in love, 

But prosper better than the Trojan did. 

Margaret shall now be queen, and rule the king ; 
But I will rule both her, the king, and realm. 

{Exit 


Her peerless feature, joined with her birth, 

Approves her fit for none, but for a king : 

Her valiant courage, and undaunted spirit, 

(More than in women commonly is seen,) 

Will answer our hope in issue of a king ; 

For Henry, son unto a conqueror, 

Is likely to beget more conquerors, 

If with a lady of so high resolve, 

A.S is fair Margaret, he be link’d in love. 

Then yield, my lords ; and here conclude with me, 
That Margaret shall be queen, and none but she. 

K. Hen. Whether it be through force of your 
My noble lord of Suffolk ; or for that [report. 
My tender youth was never yet attaint 
With any passion of inflaming love, 

I cannot tell ; but this I am assur’d, 

I feel such sharp disseiition in my breast, 

Such fierce alarums both of hope and fear, 

As I am sick with working of my thoughts. 

Take, therefore, shipping ; post, my lord, to France ; 
Agree to any covenants ; and procure 
That lady Margaret do vouchsafe to come 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


M, ^ { 


King Henry the Sixth, 

HxTMPHBEy, Duke o/Glostcr, his Uncle. 

Cardinal Beliufort, Bishop of Winchester, 
Uncle to the King. 

Richard Plantagenet, Duke of York. 

Edward and Richard, his Sons. 

Duke of Somerset, 

Duke of Suffolk, 

Duke o? Buckingham, )- of the King’s parly. 

Lord Clifford, j 

Young Clifford, his Son, J 

V ol the 1 ork faction. 
Earl of Warwick, ) 

Lord Scales, Governor of the Toiver. 

Lord Say. 

Sir Humehrby Stafford, and his Brother. 

Sir John Stanley. 

A Sea Captain, Master, and Master’s Mate, and 
Walter Whitmore. 

Xwo Gentlemen, Prisoners with Suffolk. 

A Herald. 

Yaux, 


Hume and Southw'ell. two Priests,. 

Boling CiioKE, a. Conjarur. 

A Spirit raised by hint. 

Thomas Horner, hr Annourer. 

Peter, his 3 lan. 

Olej-k of I'liatliam. 

MAiyor of Saint Alban’s. 

Soipcox, an Impostor. 

T^^'■o lilurclorers. 

Jack Cade, a ReheL 

George, John, Hick; Smith, the Weaver ^ Mr- a am ? 

4-c. his follo wers. i 

Aleicander Iden, a Kentish Gentleman. ! 

i 

Margaret, Queen to King Henry. I 

Eleanor, Duchess of Qloster. j 

Margery Jourdain, a Witch. i 

Wije to SiMPCOX- I 

Lords, Ladies, and Attendants ; Petitioners, Aldermen, I 
a Beadle, Slierift’, and Officers ; Citizens, ’Pi’entices, 1 
Ealconers, Guards, Soldiers, Messengers, dee. j 


SCENE , — Dispersedly in various parts 0 / England. 


ACT I. 


SCENE L — -London. A Room of State in the 
Palace. 

Monrish of trumpets : then hautboys. Enter on one side. 
King Henry, Huke of Gloster, Salisbury, Warwick, 
and Cardin.:VL Beaufort ; on the other, Queen Marga- 
ret, led in by Suffolk; York, Somerset, Buckingham, 
a nd others following, 

Sujf. As by your high imperial majesty 
I had in charge at my depart for France, 

As procurator to your excellence, 

To marry princess Margaret for your grace ; 

So, in the famous ancient city Tours, — 

In presence of the kings of France and Sicil, 

The dukes of Orleans, Calaber, Bretaigne, and 
Alem^oii, 

Seven earls, twelve barons, twenty reverend bi- 
shops, — 

I have performM my task, and was espous’d : 

And humbly now upon my bended knee, 

In sight of England and her lordly peers, 

Deliver up my title in the queen 

To your most gracious hands, that are the substance 

Of that great shadow I did represent ; 

The happiest gift that ever marquess gave, 

The fairest queen that ever king receiv’d. 

K. Hen. Suffolk, arise. — ^Welcome, queen Mar- 
garet: 

I can express ho kinder sign of love, 


Than this kind kiss. — O Lord, that lends me life,. 
Lend me a heart replete with thankfulness ! 

For thou hast given me, in this beauteous face, 

A world of earthly blessings to my soul, 

If sympathy of love unite our thoughts. 

Q. Mar. Great king of .England, and my gra- 
cious lord ; 

The mutual conference that my mind hath had — 
By day, by night ; waking, and in my dreams ; 

In courtly company, or at my beads, — 

■With you, mine alder-Iiefest sovereign, 

Makes me the bolder to salute my king 
With ruder terms ; such as my wit affords, 

And over-joy of heart doth minister. 

K. Hen. Her sight did ravish : but her grace in 
speech, 

Her words y-clad with wisdom^'s majestjq 
Makes me, from wondering, fall to weeping joys ; 
Such is the fulness of my heart’s content. — 
Lords, with one cheerful voice welcome my love. 
AU. Long live queen Margaret, England’s bap- 
piness ! 

Q. Mar, We thank you all. [Fiour(sh. 

Suf. My lord protector, so it please your grace, 
Here are the ai-ticles of contracted peace, 

Between our sovereign , and the French king Charles, 
For eighteen months concluded by consent. 

Glo, [Reads.'} Imprimis, It is agreed bettveen 
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ihe French king, Charles, mid WilUarn de la Poole, 
marquess of Suffolk, ambassador for Ilerm/, king 
of England, — that the said Henry shall' espouse the 
iady Margaret, daughter unto Retgnier Jcmg of Ma- 
ples, Sicilia, and Jerusalem ; mid crown her queen 
of England, ere the thirtieth rf 3f ay next ensuing', 

Z -item,' — That the duchy of Anjou and the 

county of Maine, shall he released and delivered 

to the king her father 

K. Tien. Uncle, how now? 

Glo. Pardon me, grac,ioiis lord ; 

Some sadden qualm liatli struelc me at the heart, 
Anddimmhl mine eyes, that I can read no further. 
K. Hen. Uncle of Winchester, I pray, read on. 
Win. Item, — It is further agreed between them, 
— that the duchies of Anjou and Maine shall he 
released and delivered over to the king her father ; 
and she sent over of the Jung of England's own 
proper cost and charges, loithout having doivry, 

K. Hen. They please us well — Lord marquess, 
kneel down; 

We here create thee the first duke of Suffolk, 

And girt thee with the sword. — 

Cousin of York, we here discharge your grace 
From being regent in the parts of France, 

Till term of eighteen months be full expir’d. — 
Thanks, uncle Winchester, Gloster, York, and 
Buckingham, 

Somerset, Salisbury, and Warwick ; 

We thank you all for this great favour done, 

In entertainment to my princely queen. 

Come, let us in ; and with all speed provide 
To see her coronation he perform’d.. 

{Exxunt King, Qoeen, mid Suffolk. 
GIq. Brave peers of England, piUars of the state, 
To you duke Humphrey must unload his grief, 

Your grief, the common grief of all the land. 

What! did my brother Henry spend his youth, 

His valour, coin, and people, in the wars ? 

Did he so often lodge in open field, 

In winter’s cold, and summer’s parching heat, 

To conquer France, his true inheritance ? 

And did my brother Bedford toil his wits, 

To keep by policy what Henry got ? 

Have you yourselves, Somerset, Buckingham, 

Brave York, Salisbury, and victorious Warwick, 
Eeceiv’d deep scars in France and Normandy ? 

Or hath mine inicle Beaufort and myself, 

With all the learned council of the realm, 

Studied so long, sat in the council-house, 

Early and late, debating to and fro 

How France and Frenchmen might be kept in awe ? 

And hath liis highness in Iiis infancy 

Been crown’d in Paris, in despite of foes ? 

And shall these labours, and these honours, die ? 
Shall lienry’s conquest, Bedford’s vigilance, 

Your deeds of war, and all om* counsel, die ? 

0 peers of England, shameful is this league ! 

Fatal this marriage I cancelling your fame : 

Blotting your names from books of memory : 

Eazing the characters of your renown : 

Defacing monuments of conquer’d France ; 

Undoing all, as ail had never been 1 

Car. Nephew, what means this passionate dis- 
course .^■ 

This peroration wdtli snch circumstance ? 

For France, ’tis ours ; and we will keep it still. 

Glo. Ay, uncle, we will keep it, if v.'e can ; 

But now it is impossible we should : , 

Suffolk, the new made duke that rules the roast, i 
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Hath given the duchies of Anjou and Maine I 
Unto the poor king Reignier, whose large style 
Agrees not with the leanness of his purse. j 

Sal Now, by the death of him that died for all, | 
Tliese counties were the keys of Normandy ' 

But wherefore weeps W'^'arwick, my valiant son ? 

War. For grief, that they are past recovery ; 

For were there hope to conquer them again, 

My sword should shed hot blood, mine eyes no tears. 
Anjou and Maine ! myself did win them both ; 
Those provinces these arms of mine did conquer ; 
And are the cities, that I got with wounds, 

Deliver’d up again with peaceful words ? i 

Mort Dieu 1 | 

York. For Suffolk’s duke — may he be suffocate, 
That dims the honour of this warlike isle ! 

France should have torn and rent my very heart, 
Before I would have yielded to this league. 

I never read but England’s kings have had 
Large sums of gold, and dowries, with their wives : 
And our king Henry gives away his own, 

To match with her that brings no vantages, 

Glo.. A proper jest, and never heard before, 

That Suffolk should demand a whole fifteenth, 

For costs and charges in transporting her ! 

She should have staid in France, and starv’d in 
France, 

Before 

Car. My lord of Gloster, now you grow too hot ; | 
It was the pleasure of my lord the king. ! 

Glo. My lord of Winchester, 1 know your mind ; | 
’Tis not my speeches that you do mislike. 

But ’tis my presence that doth trouble you. 

Rancour will out : Proud prelate, in thy face 
I see thy fury : If I longer stay, 

We shall begin our ancient bickerings. — 

Lordings, farewell ,* and say, when I am gone, 

I prophesied — France will be lost ere long. [.Exit. 

Car. So, there goes our protector in a rage. 

’Tis known to you, he is mine enemy ; 

Nay, more, an enemy unto you all ; 

And no great friend, I fear me, to the king. 

Consider, lords, — ^he is the next of blood, 

And heir apparent to the English crown ; 

Had Henry got an empire by his marriage, 

And all the wealthy kingdoms of the west, 

There’s reason he should be displeas’d at it. 

Look to it, lords ; let not his smoothing words 
Bewitch your hearts : be wise, and circumspect. 

What though the common people favour 3iim, 

Calling him — Humphrey , the good duke of Gl osier ; . 
Clapping their hands, and crying with loud voice — 1 
Jesu maintain your royal excellence ! 

With — God preserve the good duke Humphrey 1 
I fear me, lords, for all this flattering gloss, 

He wiU be found a dangerous protector. I 

Buck. Why should he then protect our sovereign, 

He being of age to govern of himself ? 

Cousin of Somerset, join you with me, 

And all together— with the duke of Suffolk, — 

We’ll quickly hoise duke Humphrey from his seat. . 

Car. This weighty business will not brook delay ; | 
I’ll to the duke of Suffolk presently. {Exit. • 

Som. Cousin of Buckingham, though Plum- 
phrey’s pride, 

And greatness of his place be grief to us, 

Yet let us watch the haughty cardinal ; 

His insolence is more intolerable i 

Than aE the princes in the land beside ; | 

If Gloster be displac’d, he’ll be pi otector. j 
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And therefore I will take the Nevils’ parts, 


Or tliou, or I, Somerset, will be protector, 
Despite duke Humphrey, or the <=ar<lmal. 

lEsceunt Buckingham and boMERSEx. 

Sal. Pride went before, ambition follows him. 
While these do labour for their own preferment, 

Behoves it ns to labour for the realm. 

I never saw but Humphrey duke o£ bloster 


And make a show of love to proud duke liumphri 
And, when I spy advantage, claim the crown, 
For that's the golden mark I seek to hit : 

Nor shall proud Lancaster usurp my right, 

Nor hold the sceptre in his childish fist, 

Nor wear the diadem upon his head. 

Whose church-like humours fit not for a crown. 
Then, York, be still awhile, till time do serve : 
Watch thou, and wake, when others be asleep, 
To pry into the secrets of the state ; 

•feiting in joys of love, 
bride, and England’s dear-bou| 
queen, 

And Humphrey with the peers be falFn at jars 
Then will I raise aloft the milk-white rose, 
With whose sweet smell the air shall be perfum 


new 


Excepting none but good duKe numpiiic^'.-— 
And, brother York, thy acts in Ireland, 

In bringing them to civil discipline ; 

Thy late exploits, done in the heart of France, 
When thou wert regent for our sovereign. 
Have made thee fear’d, and honour d, of 
people : — 

together, for the public good ; 

to bridle, and suppress 


To grapple with the house of Lancaster ; 

And, force perforce, I’ll make him yield the crovm, 
Whose bookish rule hath pull’d fair England' do\rn. 

[Evt’ii:. 


le same. A Room in -theBxsKE 
Glo ster’ s House. 

Gloster and the Duchess. 

Duch. Why droops my lord, like over-ripen’d 
corn, 

Hanging the head at Ceres’ plenteous load ? 

Why doth the great duke Humphrey knit his hrows^ 
As frowning at the favours of the world ? 

Why are thine eyes fix’d to the sullen earth, 
Gazing on that which seems to dim thy sight ? 
What see’st thou there ? king Henry’s diadem^ 
Enchas’d with all the honours of the world ? 

If so, gaze on, and grovel on thy face, 

Until thy head be circled with the same. . ig 

Put forth thy hand, reach at the glorious gold 
What, is’t too short ? I’ll lengthen it with mine : 
And, having both together heav’d it up, 

We’ll both together lift our heads to heaven ; 

And never more abase our sight so low, 

As to vouchsafe one glance unto the ground. 


Join we 

In what we can, 

The pride of Suffolk, and the cardinal, _ ^ 

With Somerset’s and Buckingham’s ambition *, 
And, as we may cherish duke Humphrey s deeds, 
While they do tend the profit of the land. 

War. So God help Warwick, as he loves the land, 
And common profit of his country 1 

York. And so says York, for he hath greatest 

Sal Then let’s make haste away, and look untc 
the main. . . , . 

War. Unto the main ! 0 father, Maine is lost ; 
That Maine, which by main force Warwick did wim 
And would have kept, so long as breath did last : 
Main chance, father, you meant ; but I mean 
Maine ; 

Wliich I will win from France, or else be slain. 

[Exeunt Warwick and Salisbury 

Vnri. Anion and Maine are ariven to the French 


SCENE II. 


And shakes his head, and trembling stands aioot, 
While all is shar’d, and all is borne away : 

Ready to starve, and dare not touch his own. 

So York must sit, and fret, and bite his tongue. 
While his own lands are bargain’d for and sold. 
Methinks, the realms of England, France, an 
Ireland, 

Bear that proportion to my flesh and blood, 

As did the fatal brand Althea bum’ d, 

Unto the prince’s heart of Calydon. 

Anjou and Maine, both given unto the French I 
Cold news for me ; for I had hope of France, 
Even as I have of fertile England’s soil. 
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And on my head did set the diadem. 

Glo. Nay, Eleanor, then must I chide outright 
presumptuous dame, ill-niirtur’d Eleanor ! 

Art thou not second woman in the realm : 

And the protector’s wife, belov’d of him ? 

Hast thou not worldly pleasure at command, 
Above the reach or compass of thy thoug’ 

And wilt thou still be hammering treache 
To tumble dowm thy husband, and thysel 
From top of honour to disgrace’s feet? 

Away from me, and let me hear no more. 

Ducli. What, what, my lord ! are you s 
With Eleanor, for telling but her dream 
Next time, ITi keep my dreams unto my 
And not be check’d. 

I am pleas’d 


SCENE III — The same. A Room in ilie Palace. 

Enter Peter, and ethers, with petitions. 

1 Pet. My masters, let’s stand close ; my lord 
protector will come this way by and by. and then 
we may deliver our supplications in the quill. 

2 Pet. Many, the Lord protect him, for he’s a 
good man 1 Jesu bless him ! 

Enter Suffolk ayid Queen Margaret. 

1 Pet. Here ’a comes, methinks, and the queen 
with him : I’ll be the first, sure. 

2 Pet. Come back, fool ; this is the duke of 
Suffolk, and not my lord protector. 

Stif. How now, fellow? would’ st any thing 
with me ? 

1 Pet. I pray, my lord, pardon me I I took ye 
for my lord protector. 

<Q. Mar. \Reading the swperscri’piion.'l To my 
lord protector ! are your supplications to his lord- 
ship ? Let me see them : What is thine ? 

1 Pet. Mine is, an’t please your grace, against 
John Goodman, my lord cardinal’s man, for keep- 
ing my house, and lands, and wife and all, from me. 

Suf. Thy wife too ? that is some wrong, indeed. — 
What’s yours ? — What’s here ! {^Reads."] Against 
ike duke of Suffolk ^ for enclosing the commons of 
Melford. — How now, sir knave ? 

2 Pet. Alas, sir, I am but a poor petitioner of 
our whole township. 

Peter. [^Presenting his peiition.l Againstmy mas- 
ter, Thomas Horner, for saying, That the duke of 
York was rightful heir to the crown. 

Q. Mar. say ’st thou? Did the duke of York 
say, he was rightful heir to the crown ? 

jPeter. That my master was ? No, forsooth : my 
master said, That he was *, and that the king was 
an usurper. 

Suf. Who is there ? [Enter Servants.] — Take 
this fellow in, and send for his master with a pur- 
suivant presently : — ^we’U hear more of your matter 
before the king. lEwemit Servants, tvlth Peter. 

Q. Mar. And as for you, that love to he protected 
Under the wings of our protector’s grace, 

Begin your suits anew^ and sue to him. 

[Tears the petition. 

Away, base cullions ! — Suffolk, let them go. 

AIL Come, let’s be gone. [Earmni Petitioners. 

Q. Mar. My lord of Suffolk, say, is this the guise, 
Is this the fashion in the court of England ? 

Is this the government of Britain’s isle, 

And this the royalty of Albion’s king } 

What, shall king Henry be a pupil still, 

Under the surly Gioster’s governance ? 

Am I a queen in tit|e and in style, 


Glo. Nay, be not angry, I am pleas’d again. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord protector, ’tis his highness’ 
pleasure. 

You do prepare to ride unto Saint Alban’s, 

Whereas the king and queen do mean to hawk. 

Glo. I go.— Come, Nell, thou wilt ride with us ? 
Ducli. Yes, good my lord, I’ll follow presently. 

[Exeunt Gloster and Messenger. 
Follow I must, I cannot go before, 

While Gloster bears this base and humble mind. 
Were I a man, a duke, and next of blood, 

I would remove these tedious stomhling-blocks, 
And smooth my way upon their headless necks : 
And, being a woman, I will not be slack 
To play my part in fortune’s pageant. 

Where are you the^e ? Sir John! nay, fear not, 
man, 

We, are alone ; here’s none but thee, and I. 

En ter Hume. 

Hume. Jesu preserve your royal majesty ! 

Duch. What say’st thou, majesty I I am but 
grace. 

Hume. But, by the grace of God, and Hume’s 
advice, 

Your grace’s title shall be multiplied. 

Duch. What say’st thou, man ? hast thou as yet 
conferr’d 

With Margery Jourdam,.the cunning witch ; 

And Roger Bolingbroke, the conjurer ? 

And will they undertake to do me good ? 

Hume. This they have promised, — to show your 
highness 

A spirit rais’d from depth of under ground. 

That shall make answer to such questions 
As by your grace shall be propounded him; 

Duch. It is enough; I’ll think upon the ques- 
■ tions : 

When from Saint Alban’s we do make return, 
We’ll see these things effected to the full. 

Here, Hume, take this reward ; make merry, man, 
With thy confederates in this weighty cause. 

[Exit Ducesss. 

Hume. Hume must make merry with the duchess’ 
gold ; 

Marry, and shall. But how now, sir John Hume } 
Seal up your lips, and give no words hut — mum ! 
The business asketli silent secrecy. 

. Bame Eleanor gives gold, to bring the witch ; 

I Gold cannot come amiss, were she a devil. 

! Yet have I gold, dies from another coast : 
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ACT h 



And must be made a subject to a duke ? 

I tell thee, Poole, when in the city Toui's 
Thou ran^st a tilt in honour of my love, 

And stoPst away the ladies’ hearts of France ; 

I thought king Heniyhad resembled thee, 

In courage, courtship, and proportion : 

But all his mind is bent to holiness. 

To number Ave- Maries on his heads : 

His champions are — the prophets and apostles ; 
His weapons, holy saws of sacred writ ; 

His study is his tilt-yard, and his loves 
Are brazen images of canoniz’d saints. 

I would, the college of cardinals 
I Would choose him pope, and carry him to Rome, 
And set the triple crown upon his head ; 

That Tvere a state lit for his holiness. 

Sitf, Madam, be patient ; as I was cause 
Your highness came to England, so will I 
In England work your grace’s full content. 

Q. Alar. Beside the haught protector, have v;e 
Beaufort, 

The imj)erious churchman; Somerset, Buckingham, 
And grumbling York: and not the least of these, 
But can do moi'e in England than the king. 

Suf, And he of these, that can do most of all, 
Cannot do more in England than the Nevils : 
Salisbury, and Warwick, are no simple peers, 

Q. Alar. Not all these lords do vex me half so 
much. 

As that proud dame, the lord protector’s wife. 

She sweeps it through the court with troops of ladies, 
More like an empress than duke Humphrey’s wife ; 
Strangers in court do take her for the queen ; 

She bears a duke’s revenues on her hack, 

And ill her heart she scorns our poverty : 

Shall I not live to be aveng’d on her } 
Contemptuous base-born callat as she is, 

She vaunted ’mongst her minions t’other day, 

The very train of her worst wearing-gown 
Was better worth than all my father’s lands, 

Till Suffolk gave two dukedoms for his daughter. 

Suf. Madam, myself have lim’d a hush for her ; 
And plac’d a quire of such enticing birds, 

That she will light to listen to the lays, 

And never mount to trouble you again. 

So, let her rest : And, madam, list to me ; 

For I am bold to counsel you in this. 

Although w^e fancy not the cardinal, 

Yet must we join with him, and with the lords. 

Till we have brought duke Humphrey in disgrace. 
As for the duke of York, — this late complaint 
Will make but little for his benefit : 

So, one by one, we’ll weed them all at last, 

And you yourself shall steer the happy helm. 

Enter King Henry, York, and Somerset, conversimj 'with 
him j Huice a?id Duchess of Glostjsr, CARciNAii Beau- 
fort, Buckingham, Saxisbury, and Warwick. 

K. Hen. For my part, noble lords, I care not 
Or Somerset, or York, all’s one to me. [which ; 
Yo7'k. If York have ill demean’d himself in 
France, 

Then let him be denay’d the regentship. 

Som. If Somerset be unworthy of the place, 

Bet York be regent, I will yield to him. 

JVar, Whether your grace be worthy, yea, or no, 
Dispute not that : York is the worthier, 
j Car. Ambitious Warwick, let thy betters speak, 
i FFctr. The cardinal’s not my better in the held, 
i Buck. All in this presence are thy betters, War- 
! wick. . 


War. Warwick may live to be the best of all. 


some reason, 


SaL Peace, ^soii ; and show 

Buckingham , 

Why Somerset should be preferr’d in this. 

Q. Alar. Because the king, forsooth, will have 


it so. 


Glo. Madam, the king is old enougli himself 
To give his censure ; these are no v/omen’s matters 
Q. Alar. If he be old enough, what needs your 
To be protector of his excellence 1 [4'ace 

Glo. Madam, I am protector of the realm ^ 
And, at his pleasure, will resign my place. 

Suf. Resign it tlieii, and leave thine iusolence. 
Since tlioii wert king, (as who is king, but thou ?) 
The common-wealth hath daily run to wreck : 

The Dauphin hath prevaird beyond the seas ; 

And all the jieers and nobles of the realm ^ 

Have been as bondmen to tliy sovereignty, 

Car. Thecommons hast thou rack’d; the clergy’s 
Are lank and lean with thy extortions. [bao-s 
Som. Thy sumptuous buildings, and thy wife\ 
attire, 

Have cost a mass of public treasiny. 

Buck. Thy cruelty in execution, 

Upon offenders, hath exceeded law, 

And left thee to the mercy of the law. 

Q. Alar. Thy sale ofoffices, and towns in France, — 
If they w'ere known, as the suspect is great, — 
Would make thee quickly hop without thy head. 

{Jiocit Glosteb. The Queen drops her fan. 
Give me my fan : What, minion ! can you not? 

[Giees the Duchess a do.v on ike ear. 
I cry you mercy, madam ; Was it you ? 

.Duc/l Was’t J ? yea, I it wasj, proud French- 
woman 

Could I come near your beauty with my nails, 

I’d set ray ten commandments in your face. 

K. He, n. Sweet aunt, be quiet ; 't was against her 
will. 

Duch. Against her will! Good king, look to’t 
in time; 

She’ll hamper thee, and dandle thee like a baby: 
Though in this place most master wear no breeches, 
She shall not strike dame Eleanor unreveng’d. 

lExit Duchess. 

Buck. Lord cardinal, I will follow Eleaadr, 

And listen after Humphrey, how he proceeds : 
She’s tickled now : her fume can need no spurs, 
Slie’ll gallop fast enough to her destruction. 

lExU Buckingh/u.j. 

Jie-enfer Cluster; 

Glo. Now, lords, my choler being over-blown, 
With '(rvalkiiig once about the quadrangle, 

I come to talk of commonwealth affairs. 

As for your spiteful false objections, 

Prove them, and 1 lie open to the law : 

But God in mercy so deal with my soul, 

As I in duty love ray king and country \ 

But, to the matter that we have in hand : — 

I say, my sovereign, York is meetest man 
To be your regent in the realm of France. 

Suf. Before we make election, give me kea’-e 
To show some reason, of no little force, 

That York is most unmeet of any man, 

York, ril tell thee, Suffolk, why I am immeeh 
First, for I cannot flatter thee in pride : 

Next, if I he appointed for the place, 

My lord of Somerset will keep me here, 

Without discharge, money, or furniture. 

Till France be won into the Dauphin’s hands. 






SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VI 


Last time, I danc’d attendance on his will, 

Till Paris was besieg’d, famish’d, and lost. 

JVar. That I can witness ; and a fouler hict 
Did never traitor in the land commit. 

Stif. Peace, headstrong Warwick ! 

■ JVar. Image of pride, why should I hold my 
peace ? 

.Enter Servants of Suffolk, bringing in ITorn-kr mid Peter. 

Snf. Because here is a man accus’d of treason : 
Pray God, the duke of York excuse himself ! 

York, Doth any one accuse Y’ork for a traitor ? 

I{. Hen. What mean’st thou, Suffolk ? tell me : 
What are these ? 

Siif. Please it your majesty, this is the man 
That doth accuse his master of high treason : 

His words were these; — that Richard, duke of York, 
Yfas rightful heir unto the English crown; 

And that your majesty was an usurper. 

K. Hen, Say, man, were these thy words } 

Hor, An’t shall please your majesty, I never 
said nor tliouglit any such matter : God is my wit- 
ness, I am falsely accused by the villain. 

Pet. By these ten bones, my lords, \_holdmg up 
his hands,’] he did speak them to me in the garret 
one night, as we were scouring my lord of York’s 
ai'mour. 

York. Base dunghill villain, and mechanical, 

I’ll have thy head for this thy traitor’s speech : — 

I do beseech your royal majesty, 

Let him have ail the rigour of the law. 

Hot. Alas, my lord, hang me, if ever I spake 
the words. My accuser is my ’prentice ; and when 
I did correct him for liis fault the other day, he did 
vow upon his knees he would be even with me : I 
have good witness' of this ; therefore, I beseech 
your majesty, do not cast away an honest man for 
a villain’s accusation. 

K. Hen. Uncle, what shall we say to this in law ? 

Glo. This doom, my lord, if I may judge. 

Let Somerset be regent o’er the French, 

Because in York this breeds suspicion : 

And let these have a day appointed them 
For single combat, in convenient place ; 

For he hath witness of Ms servant’s malice : 

This is the law’-, and this duke Humphrey’s doom. 

K. Hen. Then be it so. My lord of Somerset, 
We make your grace lord regent o’er the French. 

Som. I liumbiy thank your royal majesty. 

Ro7\ And I accept the combat willingly. 

Pet. Alas, my lord, I cannot light ; for God’s 
sake, pity my case I the spite of man prevailetli 
against me. O Lord, have mercy, upon me ! I 
shall never be able to fight a blow : O Lord, my 
heart ! 

Oto. Sirrah, or you nwst fight, or else be bang’d. 

K. Hen. Away with them to prison : and the day 
Of combat, shall be the last of the next month. — 
Come, Somerset, we’il see thee sent away. £E^eunt 


And spirits walk, and ghosts break up their graves, 
That time best fits the work we have in hand. 
Madam, sit you, and fear not ; wdiom we raise, 

We wiU make fast within a hallow’d verge. 

IJIere they perfoi'm the cerernonies appertaining^ mid 
make the circle ; Boirngbroke, or Southwell, reads, 
Conjiiro te, &c. It thunders and tightens terriblg; 
then the Spirit riseth. I 

Spir. Adsum. j 

M. Jourd. Asmath, | 

By the eternal God, whose name and power ! 

Thou tremblest at, answ^er that I shall ask ; 

For, till thou speak, thou shalt not pass from hence. 
Spir. Ask what thou wilt : That I had said and 
done 1 

Boling. First, of the king. What shall of him 
become 9 IReading out of a paper. 

Spir. The duke yet lives, that Henry shall depose; 
But him outlive, and die a violent death. 

lAs the Spirit speaks, Southwell uirites the answer. 
Boling. What fate aivaits the duke of Suffolk ? 
Spir. By winter shall he die, and take his end. 
Boling. What shall befall the duke of Somerset 9 
Spir. Let him shun castles ; 

Safer shall he be upon the sandy plains, 

Than wfoere castles mounted stand. 

Have done, for more I hardly can endure. 

Boling. Descend to darkness, and the burning 
False fiend, avoid ! [lake : 

[Thunder and lightning. Spirit descends. 

Enter York and Buckingham, hastily ueith their Guards, i 
and others, | 

York. Lay hands upon these traitors, and their j 
trash. I 

Beldame, I think, we watch’d you at an inch. — I 

What, madam, are you there ? the king and com- | 
monweai 

Are deeply indebted for this piece of pains ; 

My lord protector will, I doubt it not, 

See you well guerdon’d for these good deserts. 

Duch. Not half so bad as thine to England’s king, 
Injurious duke ; that threat’ st where is no cause. 
Buck. . True, madam, none at all. What call you 
this [Showing her the papers. 

Away wdth them ; let them be clapp’d up close, 

And kept asunder -Yon, madam, shall with us : — 
Stafford, take her to thee.- 

DucHESs/ruTO 

We’ll see your trinkets here aE forthcoming ; 

All. — Away 1 

{Exeunt Guards, wilh South. Boling. 4*c. 
York. Lord Buckingham, methinks, you watch’d 
her well ; 

A pretty plot, weE chosen to build upon : 


SCENE lY. — The same. The Duke of 
Glostek’s Garden. 

Enter Margery Jourdain, Hume, Southwell, and 
Bolingbroise. 

Hume. Come, my masters ; the duchess, I tell 
you, expects peiformance of your promises. 

^ Boling. Master Hume, w^e are therefore pro- 
vided: WiE her ladyship behold and hear our 
exorcisms? 
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And hardly understood. 

The king is now in progress toward Saint Alban’s, 
With him the husband of this lovely lady : 

Thither go these news, as fast as horse can carry 
A sorry breakfast for my lord protector. [them ; 
Buck, y'our grace shall give me leave, my lord 
of York, 

To be the post, in hope of his reward. 

York. At your pleasure, my good lord,— Wlio’s 
within there, ho ! 

Enters Servant. 

Invite my lords of Salisbury, and Warwick, 

To sup with me to-morrow night.— Away ! 

lExcunL 


Car. Ay, wdiere thou dar’st not peep : an if thou 
dar’st, 

This evening, on the east side of the grove. 

K. Hen. "How now, my lords ? 

Believe me, cousin Gloster, 
Had not your man put up the fowl so suddenly, 
We had had more sport.— Come with thy two-hand 
sword. 

GIo. True, uncle. 

Car. Are you ad vis’ d ? — the east side of the grove ; 
Glo. Cardinal, I am with you. 

K. Hen. Why, how now, uncle Gloster I 

Crio Talking of hawking ; nothing else, my lord.— 
Now, by God’s mother, priest, I’U shave your cimm 
for this, ^ , 

Or all my fence shall fail. [ulA’ide. 

Car. Mediceieipsum; } 

Protector, see to’t well, protect yourselt. % 

K. Hen. The winds grow high ; so do your 
stomachs, lords. 

How irksome is this music to my heart . 

When such strings jar, what hope of harniony , 

I pray, my lords, let me compound this strite. 

1 t :. nr fitrlnt Alban's. A Miracle I 


SCENE I.— Saint Alban’s. 

Enter King Henrv, Q,ueen Margaret, 

DINAD, and Suffolk, with Falconers hollaing. 

Q. Mar. Believe me, lords, for fiymg at the 
hrook, , , 

I saw not better sport these seven years day : 

Yet, by your leave, the wind was very mgn ; 

And, ten to one, old Joan had not gone 

K. Hen. But what a point, my lord, your falcon 

made, , 

And what a pitch she flew above the rest . 

To see how God in all his creatures works . 

Yea, man and birds, are fain of climbing high. 

Suf. No marvel, an it like yonr majesty. 

My lord protector’s hawks do tower so well ; 

They know, their master loves to be alott, 

And bears his thoughts above his falcon s pitch. 

Gio. My lord, ’tis but a base ignoble mind 
That mounts no higher than a bird can soar. 

Car. I thought as much; he’d be above the 
clouds, , 

Glo. Ay, my lord cardinal ; How think you by 
that? . 

Were it not good, your grace could fly to heaven r 


Gives light in darkness, comfort in despair . 

Enter me Mayor of Saint Alban’s, and his wi/e 

SiMPCOx,, borne between tivo persons in a than , / 

and a great mnltitude following. 

Car.'^tlere come the townsmen on procesbion, 

To present your highness 

IL Hen. Great is his comfort in this earthly \die, 
Although by his sight his sin multip bed 

G/o. Stand by, my masters, bring him near tiie 

Tdk hio-hness^ pleasure is to talk with him, 

Go'od fellow, tell us here the cir^- 
That we for thee may glorig the J-^^id, [ , 

What, hast thou been long blind, and now i 
Simp. Born blind, aidt please your grace. 
Wife. Ay, indeed, was he. 


In thine own person answer thy abuse. 
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To nominate them all, impossible. — 

My lords, Saint Alban here hath done a miracle ; 
And would ye not think that cunning to be great, 
That could restore this cripple to his legs again ? 
Simp, O, master, that you could! 

Glo, My masters of Saint Alban’s, have you not 
beadles in your town, and things called whips ? 
May. Yes, my lord, if it please your grace. 

Glo. Then send for one presently. 

May. Sirrah, go fetch the beadle hither straight. 

[_Ea;it an Attendant. 
Glo. Now fetch me a stool hither by and by. [A 
stool brought outi\ Now, sirrah, if you mean to save 
yourself from whipping, leap me over this stool, and 
run away. 

Sbnp. Alas, master, I am not able to stand alone ; 
You go about to torture me in vain. 

Ee-enter Attendant, wit?i the Beadle. 

Glo. Well, sir, we must have you find your legs. 
Sirrah beadle, whip him till he leap over that same 
stool. 

Bead. I will, my lord. — Come on, sirrah; off 
with your doublet quickly. 

Simp. Alas, master, what shall I do ? I am not 
able to stand. 

lAftcr the Beadle hath hit him once, he leaps over 
the stool, and runs away ^ and the people /olloiv, 
and cry, A Miracle ! 

K. Hen. O God, see’st thou this, and bear’st 
so long ? 

Q. Mar. It made me laugh, to see the villain run. 
Glo. Follow the knave ; and take this drab away. 
Wife. Alas, sir, we did it for pure need. 

Glo. Let them be whipped through every market 
town, till they come to Berwick, w^hence they came. 

[Exeunt Mayor, Beadle, Wife, ^c. 
Car. Duke Humphrey has done a miracle to-day. 
Suf. True ; made the lame to leap, and fiy away. 
Glo. But you have done more miracles than I ; 
You made, in a day, my lord, whole towns to fiy. 
Enter Buckingham. 

K. Hen. What tidings with our cousin Bucking- 
ham ? 

Buclc. Such as my heart doth tremble to unfold. 
A sort of naughty persons, lewdly bent, — 

Under the countenance and confederacy 
Of lady Eleanor, the protector’s wife, 

The ringleader and head of all this rout, — 

Have practis’d dangerously gainst your state, 
Dealing with witches, and with conjurors : 

Whom we have apprehended in the fact ; 

Raising up wicked spirits from under ground, 
Demanding of king Henry’s life and death, 

And other of your highness’ privy council, 

As more at large your grace shall understand. 

Car. And so, my lord protector, by this means 
Your lady is forthcoming yet at London. 

This news, I think, hath turn’d your weapon’s edge ; 
’Tis like, my lord, you will not keep your hour. 

. [Aside to Gloster. 

Glo. Ambitious churchman, leave to afflict my 
heart I ^ 

Sorrow and grief have vanquish’d all my powers : 
And, vanquish’d as I am, I yield to thee, 

Or to the meanest groom. 

K. Hen. O GoJ what mischiefs work the wick- 
ed ones; 

Heaping confusion on their own heads thereby I 
Q. Mar. Gloster, see here thetainture of thy nest ; 
And, look, thyself be faultless, thou wert best. 


By good Saint Alban ; who said,— iS'bu'Duo.r, come ; 

Come, ojer at my shrine, and I will help thee. 

Wife. Most true, forsooth ; and many time and oft 

Myself have heard a voice to call him so. 

r«r. What, art thou lame ? 

Simp. Ay, God Almighty help me ! 

Suf. How cam’st thou so ? 

Simp. A fall off of a tree. 

Wife. A plum-tree, master. 

Qlo. How^ long hast thou been blind ? 

Simp. 0, born so, master. 

Glo, What, and would’st climb a tree ? 

Simp. But that in all my life, when I was a youth. 

Wife. Too true ; and bought his climbing very 
dear. 

Glo, ’Mass, thou lov’dst plums well, that would’st 
venture so. 

Simp. Alas, good master, my wife desir’d some 
damsons, 5 

And made me climb, with danger of my life. 

Glo. A subtle knave ! but yet it shall not 
serve. — 

Let me see thine eyes : — ^wink now ; now open 
them : — 

In my opinion, yet thou see’st not weU. 

Simp. Yes, master, clear as day ; I thank God, 
and Saint Alban. 

Gh. Say’st thou me so? What colour is this 
cloak of? 

Simp. Red, master ; red as blood. 

Glo. Why, that’s well said : What colour is my 
gown of? 

Simp. Black, forsooth ; coal-black, as jet. 

K. Hen. Why then, thou know’st what colour 
jet is of ? 

Suf. And yet, I think, jet did he never see. 

Glo. But cloaks, and gowns, before this day, a 
many. 

Wife. Never, before this day, in all his life. 

Glo. Tell me, sirrah, what’s my name ? 

Alas, master, I know not. 

Glo. What’s his name ? 

Simp. I know not. 

Glo. Nor his ? 

Simp. No, indeed, master. 

Glo. What’s thine own name ? 

Simp. Saunder Simpeox, an if it please^ you, 
master. 

Glo. Then, Saunder, sit thou there, the lying’ st 
knave 

In Christendom. If thou hadst been born blind. 

Thou might’st as well have known our names, as thus 

To name the several colours we do wear. 

Sight may distinguish of colours ; but suddenly 
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Glo. Madam, for myself, to heaven I do appeal, 
How I have lov'd my king, and commonweal : 

And, for my wife, I know not how it stands ; 

Sorry I am to hear what I have heard ; 
t Noble she is ; but if she have forgot 
Honour, and virtue, and convers’d with such 
As, like to pitch, defile nobility, 

I banish her my bed and company ; 

And give her, as a prey, to law, and shame, 

That hath dishonour'd Gioster's honest name. 

If. Hen. Well, for this night, we will repose us 
To-morrow, toward London, back again, [bore : 
To look into this business thoroughly, 

And call these foul oftenders to their answers ; 

And poise the cause injustice' ecpial scales, 

Whose beam stands sure, whose rightful cause 
prevails. iFlourislu Exeunt. 

SCENE n. — L ondon. T/m Duke of York's 
Garden. 

Enter York, S^vltsbory, and Warwick,. 

York. Now, my good lords of Salisbury and 
Warwick, 

Our simple supper ended, give me leave, 

In this close walk, to satisfy myself, 

In craving your opinion of my title, 

Which is infallible, to England's crown. 

Sal. My lord, I long to hear it at full. 

War. Sweet York, begin : and if thy claim be 
good, 

The Nevils are thy subjects to command. 

York. Then thus — 

Edward the Third, my lords, had seven sons : 

The first, Edward the Black Prince, prince of 
Wales ; 

The second, William of Hatfield ; and the third, 
Lionel, duke of Clarence ; next to whom, 

Was John of Gaunt, the duke of Lancaster : 

The fifth was Edmond Langley, duke of York ; 

I The sixth, was Thomas of Woodstock, duke of 
Gloster ; 

William of Windsor was the seventh, and last. 
Edward, the Black Prince, died before his father ; 
And left behind him Richard, his only son, 

Who, after Edward the Third's death, reign'd as 
king; 

Till Henry Bolingbroke, duke of Lancaster, 

The eldest son and heir of John of Gaunt, 

Crown'd by the name of Henry the Fom-th, 
j Seiz’d on the realm ; depos’d the rightful king ; 
i Sent his poor queen to France, from whence she 
t came, 

, And him to Pomfret ; where, as all you know, 

I Harmless Richard was murder'd traitorously. 

War. Father, the duke hath told the truth ; 

; Thus got the house of Lancaster the crown. 

; York. Which now they hold by force, and not 
by right ; 

For Richard, the first son’s heir being dead, 

The issue of the next son should have reigned. 

Sal. But William of Hatfield died without an 
heir. 

York. The third son, duke of Clarence, (from 
whose line 

I claim the crown,) had issue —Philippe, a daughter : 
Who married Edmund Mortimer, earl of March, 
Edmund had issue — Roger, earl of March : 

Roger had issue — Edmund, Anne, and Eleanor. 
Sal. This Edmund, in the reign of Bolingbroke, 


As I have read, laid claim unto the crown ; 

And, but for Owen Glendower, had been king, 
Wlio kept him in captivity, till he died. 

But, to the rest. 

York. His eldest sister, Anne, 

My mother, being heir unto the crown, 

Married Richard, earl of Cambridge ; who was son 
To Edmond Langley, Edward the Third's fifth son. 
By her I claim tlie kingdom : she was heir 
I’o Roger, earl of Marcii ; who was the son 
Of Edmund Alortiraer ; who married Philippe, 
Sole daughter unto Lionel, duke of Clarence : 

So if tlic issue of the elder son 
Suei^nal before the younger, I am king. 

ffar. \Vh[\t ])lain proceedings are more plain 
than this ? 

Henry doth claim the crown from John of Gaunt, 
Tlie foiirtli son ; York claims it from tlie third. 
Till Lionel’s issue iails, his should not reign : 

It fails not yet ; but flourislies in thee, 

And in tliy sons, fair slips of sucli a stock. — 
Then, father Salisbury, kneel we both together ; 
And, in this private plot, be we the first, 

That shall salute our rightful sovereign 
With honour of his birthright to the crown. 

Both. Long live our sovereign Richard, England’s 
king ! 

York. We thank ^mu, lords. But I am not your 
king 

Till I be crown’d ; and that my sword be stain'd 
With heart-blood of the house of Lancaster ; 

And that’s not suddenly to be perform’d ; 

But with advice, and silent secrecy. 

Do you, as I do, in these dangerous days, 

W^ink at the duke of Suffolk’s iHsolence, 

At Beaufort’s pride, at Somerset’s ambition, 

At Buckingham, and all the crew of them, 

Till they have snar'd the shepherd of the flock, 
That virtuous prince, the good duke Humphrey : 
'Tis that they seek ; and they, in seeking that, 
Shall find their deaths, if York can prophecy. 

Sal. Aly lord, break we off; we know your mind 
at full. 

War. My heart assures me, that the earl 'Of 
Warwick 

Shall one day make the duke of T*ork a king. 

York. And, Nevil, this I do assure myself,-— ; 
Richard shall live to make the earl of Warwick 
The greatest man in England, but the king. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE HI.— T/ie same. A Hall of Justice. 
Trumpets sounded. Enter King Hknrv, (tunuN Makga- 
RRT, GlOvSter, York, Suffolk, and Salisbury ; the 
Duchess of Gloster, IVIargeey «Tour»ain, Southwell, 
Hume, and Bolingbroke, under guani . , 

K. Hen. Stand forth, dame Eleanor Cobham, 
Gioster's wife: 

In sight of God, and us, your guilt is great ; 
Receive the sentence of the law, for sins ■ 

Such as by God’s book are adjudg’d to death. — 
You four, from hence to prison back again *, 

[To ffOUBD. 

From thence, unto the place of execution : 

The witch in Smitlifield shall be burn’d to ashes, 
And you three shall be strangled on the gallows. ' 
You, madam, for you are more nobly born, 
Despoiled of your honour in your life, 

Shall, after three days’ open penance done, 
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Tive ill four country here, in banishment, ] 

Wit}, sir John Stanley, in the isle of Man. ( 

j)iich. Welcome is banishment, welcome were . 

my death. , , i i ’ 

GIo Eleanor, the law, thou seest, hath judged i 
I cannot justify whom the law condemns.— [thee ; ; 

(Emv/u me Duchess, a.nd the other prisonco's guarded. . 
Mine eyes are full of tears, my heart ^of grief. 

All Humphrey, this dishonour in thine age 
Will bring- thy head with sorrow to the ground I— 

I beseech vour majesty give me leave to go ; 

Sorrow would solace, and mine age would ease. 

K Ben. Stay, Humphrey duke of Gloster : ere 
Give up thy staff ; Henry will to himself [thou go, ■ 
protector he : and God shall be my hope, 

My stay, my guide, and lantern to my teet ; 

I And peace, Humphrey ; no less beloVd,' • 

i Than when thou wert protector to thy king. 

I Q. Mar. I see no reason, why a king of years 
Should be to be protected like a child. — 

God and king Henry govern England’s helm : 

Give up yonr staff, sir, and the king his realm. ^ 

Gm. My staff ?— here, noble Henry, is my staff : 

4s willingly do I the same resign, 

As ere thy father Henry made it mine ; 

And even as willingly at thy feet I leave it, 

As others would ambitiously receive it. 

Farewell, good king : when I am dead and gone, 

May honourable peace attend thy throne ! lEwit. 
q. Mar. Why now is Henry king, and Alarga- 
ret queen ; 

And Humphrey, duke of Gloster, scarce himself, 
That hears so shrewd a maim ; two pulls at once, — 
His lady banish’d, and a limb lopp’d off 
This staff of honour raiight ; — There let it stand, 
Where it best fits to be, in Henry's hand, [sprays ; 

Suf. Thus droops this lofty pine, and hangs his 
Thus Eleanor’s pride dies in her youngest days. 

Foffc. Lords, let him go,— Please it your ma- 
This is the day appointed for the combat ; [jesty, 
And ready are the appellant and defendant, 

The armourer and his man, to enter the lists, 

So please your highness to behold the fight. 

Q. Mar. Ay, good my lord ; for purposely there- 
Left I the court, to see this quarrel tried. [fore 
K.Ben. O’ God’s name, see the lists and all | 
things fit; ^ 

Here let them end it, and God defend the right . 

Yo 7 'k. I never saw a fellow worse bested, 

Or more afraid to fight, than is the appellant, 

The servant of this armourer, my lords. 

Enter, on one side, Hornee, and his neighhours, drinking 
tohim somMch that he, is drunks and he enters bearing 
Ms staff unth a sand-bag fastened to it; a drum before 
Mm : at the other side, Peter, with a drum and a similar 

i staffs, accompanied by prentices drinking to him. 

i 1 Neigh. Here, neighbour Horner, I drink to 
, you in a cup of sack ; And fear not, neighbour, you 
I shall do well enough. ^ 

i . 2 Ndglh. And here, neighbour, here’s a cup ot 
' charneco. 

3 Ndgh. And here’s a pot of good double beer, 

! neighbour : drink, and fear not your man. 

Hot. Let it come, i’falth, and 111 pledge you 
. all ; A-iid a fig for Peter ! 

1 Pren. Here, Peter, I drink to thee; and be 

2 Pren. Be merry, Peter, .and fear not thy mas- 
I ter: fight for credit of the prentices. 

j Peter. I thank you all ; drink, and pray for me, 


I pray you ; for, I think, I have taken my last 
draught in this world.— Here, _ Robin, an if I die, 

I give thee my apron ; and. Will, thou shalt have 
my hammer : — and here, Tom, take all the mone 5 ’' 
that I have.— O Lord, bless me, I pray God ! for I 
am never able to deal with my master, he liach 
learnt so much fence already. 

Sal. Come, leave your drinking, and fall to hiovrs. 

— Sirrah, what’s thy name ? 

Peter. Peter, forsooth. 

Sal. Peter ! what more ? 

Peter. Thump. 

Sal. Thump 1 then see thou thump tliy mast,er 
ivell, 

Ilor. blasters, I am come hither, as it were, upon 
my man's instigation, to prove him a knave, and 
myself an honest man : and touching the dmve 
York, — will take my death, I never meant him 
any ill, nor the king, nor the queen : And there- 
fore, Peter, have at thee with a dowmwright blow, 
as Bevis of Southampton fell upon Ascapart. _ 
York. Despatch; — this knave’s tongue begins 
to double. 

Sound, trumpets, alarum to the combatants. 

[AZanon. They fight, and Peter strikes down 
his master. 

Bor. Hold, Peter, hold! I confess, I confess 
treason. 

York. Take away his weapon : — Fellow, thank 
God, and the good wine in thy master’s w^ay. 

Peter. O God 1 have I overcome mine enemies 
in this presence ? 0 Peter, thou hast prevailed in 

right! . 

K. Hen. Go, take hence that traitor from oar 
For, by his death, we do perceive his guilt : 

And God, in justice, hath reveal’d to us 
The truth and innocence of this poor teliow. 

Which he had thought to have murder’d rn’otig- 
fully— 

Come, fellow, follow us for thy reward. lExeu?it. 
SCENE IT. — The same. A Street. 

Enter Gloster and Servants, in mourning cloaks. 

Glo. Thus, sometimes, hath the brightest day a 
And, after summer, evermore succeeds [cloud ; 
Barren winter, with his wrathful nipping cold : 

So cares and joys abound, as seasons fleet. 

Sirs, what’s o’clock? 

Serv. Ten, my lord. 

Glo. Ten is the hour that was appointed me, 

To watch the coming of my punish d duchess ; 
Unneath may she endure the flinty streets, 

To tread them with her tender-feelmg teet. 

Sweet Nell, ill can thy noble mind abrook 
The abject people, gazing on thy face. 

With envious looks still laughing at thy shame , 

That erst did foUow thy proud 

When thou didst ride in triumph through the streets. 

^ But, soft! I think, she comes ; and 1 11 prepare 
My tear-stain’d eyes to see her miseries. 

Enter the Duchess of Gloster, in a white sheet, unth 
%Lpers pinn-d upon her back, her feet bare, taper 

^ tekin/wfto- toii,- SniaoHNSTAifi.EV,aShs.iff,Bi.a 

Officers. 

» Serv. So please Your grace, we’ll take her from 
the sheriff. , ^ . 

G/o. No, stir not, for your lives; let her pass dj. 

Buoh. Come you, my lord, to see my op.n 
, shame ? 
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Now thou dost penance too. Look, how they gaze ! 
See, how the giddy multitude do point, 

And nod their heads, and throw their eyes on thee i 
Ah, Gloster, hide thee from their hateful looks ; 
And, in thy closet pent up, rue my shame, 

And ban thine enemies, both mine and thine, ^ 

Glo. Be patient, gentle Nell ; forget this grief. 
Duch. Ah, Gloster, teach me to forget myself : 
For, whilst I think I am thy married wife, 

And thou a prince, protector of this land, 
Methiuks, I should not thus be led along, 

Mail’d up in shame, with papers on my back ; 

And follow’d with a rabble, that rejoice 
To see my tears, and hear my deep-fet groans. 

The ruthless dint doth cut my tender feet ; 

And, when I start, the envious people laugh, 

And bid me be advised how I tread. 

Ah, Humphrey, can 1 bear this shameful yoke ? 
Trow’st thou, that e’er I’ll look upon the world ; 
Or count them happy, that enjoy the sun ? 

No ; dark shall be my light, and night my day ; 
To think upon my pomp, shall be my hell. 
Sometime I’ll say, I am duke Humphrey’s wife ; 
And he a prince, and ruler of the land : 

Yet so he rul’d, and such a prince he was, 

As he stood by, whilst I, his forlorn duchess, 

Was made a wonder, and a pointing stock, 

To every idle rascal follower. 

But be thou mild, and blush not at my shame ; 
Nor stir at nothing, till the axe of death 
Hang over thee, as sure it shortly will. 

For Suffolk, — he that can do all in all 
With her, that hateth thee, and hates us all, — 
And York, and impious Beaufort, that false priest, 
Have all lim’d bushes to betray thy wings, 

And, fly thou how thou canst, they’ll tangle thee : 
But fear not thou, until thy foot be snar’d. 

Nor never seek prevention of thy foes. 

Glo. Ah, Nell, forbear ; thou aimest all awry ; 

I must offend, before I be attainted : 

And had I twenty times so many foes, 

And each of them had twenty times their power, 
All these could not procure me any scathe, 

So long as I am loyal, true, and crimeless. 
Would’st have me rescue thee from this reproach 
Why, yet thy scandal were not wip’d away, 

But I in danger for the breach of law- 
Thy greatest help is quiet, gentle Nell ; 

I pray thee, sort thy heart to patience ; 

These few days’ wonder will he quickly worn. 


Enter a Herald. 

Her. I summon your grace to his majesty’s par 
liament, holden at Bury the first of this next month 
Glo. And my consent ne’er ask’d herein before ! 
This is close dealing.—Well, I will be there. 

i\/r XT n T i 1 1 , {.Exit Herald. 

My Nell, I take my leave and, master sheriff, 
Let not her penance exceed the king’s commission 
Sher. An’t^ please your grace, here my com!^ 
mission stays : 

And sir John Stanley is appointed now 
To take her with him to the isle of Man. 

Glo. Must you, sir John, protect my lady here'? 
Stan. So am I given in charge, may’t please 
your grace. 

Glo. Entreat her not the -worse, in that I pray 
You use her well : the world may laugh again : 
And I may live to do yon kindness, if 
You do it her. And so, sir John, farewell. 

Duch. What, gone, my lord ! and bid me not 
farewadl } 

Glo. Witness my tears, I cannot stay to speak. 

lExeunt Gloster and Servants. 
Ditch. Art thou gone too ? All comfort go wAh 
thee ! 

For none abides with me : my joy is — death ; 
Death, at vtdiose name I oft have been afeard, 
Because I wish’d this -world’s eternity. — 

Stanley, I pr’ythee, go, and take me hence : 

1 care not whither, for I beg no favour, 

Only convey me where thou art commanded. 

Stan. Why, madam, that is to the isle of Man; 
There to be used according to your state. 

Duch. That’s bad enough, for I am but reproach : 
And shall 1 then be us’d reproachfully.^ 

Stan. Like to a duchess, arid duke Humphrey’s 
According to that state you shall be used, [lady, 
Duch. Sheriff, fare-well, and better than I fare : 
Although tliou hast been conduct of my shame 1 
Sher. It is my office ; and, madam, pardon me. 
Duch. Ay, ay, faiwell ; thy office is dis- 
charg’d — 

Come, Stanley, shall w'e go ? 

Stan. Madam, your penance done, throw off* 
this sheet, 

And go -v^'e to attire you for our journey. 

Duch. My shame will not be shifted with my 
No, it will hang upon my I’ichest robes, [sheet: 
And show itself, attire me how I can. 

Go, lead the way ; I long to see my prison. 

lExeitnL 


ACT III. 


SCENE l.~The Albcy at Etiav. 

Enter to the Parliament^ Krwo Henbv, Queen Margaret, 
Cardinal Beaufort, Suffolk, York, Buckingham, 
and others. 

K. Hen. I muse, my lord of Gloster is not come : 
’Tis not Ms wont to be the hindmost man, 
Whate’er occasion keeps him from us now. 

Q. Mar. Can you not see ? or will you not o# 
Tbe strangeness of his alter’d countenance? [serve 
With -what a majesty he bears himself ; 

How insolent of late he is become, 

How proud, peremptoiy, and unlike himself ? 

We know the time, since he was mild and affable ; 
And, if we did but glance a far-off look, 
Immediately he was upon his knee, 


That all the court admir’d him for submission ; 
But meet him now, and, be it in the morn, 
When every one will give the time of day, 

He knits his brow, and shows an angry eye, 
And passeth by -with stiff* unbowed knee, 
Disdaining duty that to us belongs. 

Small curs are not regarded, when they grin ; 
But great men tremble, when the lion roars ; 
And Humphrey is no little man in England. 
First, note, that he is near you in descent ; 
And should you fail, he is the next will mount. 
Me seemeth then, it is no policy,-— 

Respecting what a rancorous mind he bears, 
And Ms advantage following your decease,-— 
That he should come about your royal person. 


SCENE 1. 
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Or be admitted to jomt highness’ council. ‘ 

By flattery hath he won the commons’ hearts ; 
And, when he please to nialve commotion, 

’Tis to be fear’d, they all ’will follow him. 

Kow ’tis the spring, and \veeds are shallow-rooted ; 
Suffer them now, and tlieyli o’ergrow the garden, 
And choke the herbs for wmiit of husbandry. 

The reverent care, I bear unto my lord, 

Made me collect these dangers in tire duke. 

If it be fond, call it a woman’s fear ; 

^vMcIi fear if better reasons can supplant, 

Twill subscribe and say — I wrong’d tlie duke. 

My lord of Suffolk, — .Buckingham, — and York, 

Reprove my allegation, if you ca.n ; 

Or else conclude my wmrds effectual. 

Svf. Well hath your highness seen into this 
duke ; 

And, had I first been put to speak my mind, 

I think, I should have tcld your grace’s tale. 

The duchess, by his subornation, 

Upon my life, began her devilish practices : 

Or if be were not privy to those faults, 

Yet, by reputing of his high descent, 

(As next the king, he was successive heir,) 

And such high vaunts of his nobility, 

Did instigate the bedlam brain-sick duchess, 

By wicked means to frame our sovereign’s fall. 
Smooth runs the water, where the brook is deep ; 
And in his simple show he harbours treason. 

The fox barks not, ’when he would steal the lamb. 
No, no, my sovereign ; Gloster is a man 
Unsounded yet, and full of deep deceit. 

Car. Did he not, contrary to form of la’vvg 
Devise strange deaths for small offences done } 
York. And did he^not, in his protectorship, 

Levy great sums of money through the realm, 

For soldiers’ pay in France, and never sent it } 

By means whereof, the towns each day revolted. 
Buck. Tut ! These are petty faults to faults un- 
known, 

Which time will bring to light in smooth duke 
Humphrey. 

K. Hen. My lords, at once : The care you have 
of us, 

To mow dowm thorns that would annoy our foot, 

Is worthy praise : But shall I speak my conscience ^ 

Our kinsman Gloster is as innocent 

From meaning treason to our royal person, 

As is the sucking lamb, or harmless dove : 

The duke is virtuous, mild ; and too w'ell given, 

To dream on evil, or to work my downfall. 

Q. Mar. Ah, what’s more dangerous than this 
fond affiance I 

Seems he a dove*? his feathers are but borrow’d, 
For he’s disposed as the hateful raven. 

Is he a lamb ? his skin is surely lent him, 

For he’s inclin’d as are the ravenous 'wolves. 

Who cannot steal a shape, that means deceit ? 

Take heed, my lord ; the w’eifare of us all 
Hangs on the cutting short that fraudful man. 

Eniijr SoMERSEr, 

Som. All health unto my gracious sovereign ! 

K. Hen. ‘Welcome, lord Somerset. ‘What news 
. from France ? 

Som. That all your interest in those territories 
Is utterly bereft you ; ail is lost, 
it. Hen. Cold ne’ws, lord Somerset : But God’s 
win be done ! [France, 

York. Cold news for me; for I had hope of 


As firmly as I hope for fertile England. 

Thus are my blossoms blasted in the bud, 

And caterpillars eat my leaves away : 

But I will remedy this gear ere long. 

Or sell iny title for a glorious grave. [Aside. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. All happiness unto my lord the king ! 
Pardon, my liege, that I have staid so long. 

Suf. Nay, Gloster, know, that thou art come too 
soon, 

Unless thou wert more loyal than thou art : 

I do arrest thee of high treason here. 

Glo. W^ell, Suffolk, yet thou shalt not see me 
blush, 

Nor change my countenance for this arrest ; 

A heart unspotted is not easily daunted. 

The purest spring is not so free from mud, 

As I am clear from treason to my sovereign : 

’Who can accuse me ? wherein am I guilty ? 

York. ’Tis thought, my lord, that 3'ou took 
bribes of France, 

And, being protector, stay’d the soldiers’ pay ; 

By means whereof, his highness hath lost France. 
Glo. Is it but thought so ? W^hat are they that 
think it ? 

I never robb’d the soldiers of their pay, 

Nor ever had one penny bribe from France. 

So help me God, as I have watch’d the night. — 
Ay, night by night, — in studying good for Eng- 
land ! 

That doit that e’er I wrested from the king, 

Or any groat I hoarded to my use, 

Be brought against me at my trial day ! 

No ! many a pound of mine own proper store. 
Because I would not tax the needy commons, 

Have I dispnrsed to the garrisons, 

And never ask’d for restitution. 

Car. It serves you w^ell, my lord, to say so much. 
Glo. I say no more than truth, so help me God ! 
York. In your protectorship, you did devise 
Strange tortures for offenders, never heard of, 

That England was defam’d by tyranny. 

Glo. "Why, Tis well known, that whiles I was 
protector, 

Pity was all the fault that was in me ; 

For I should melt at an offender’s tears, 

And lowly words were ransome for their fault. 
Unless it were a bloody murderer, 

Or foul felonious thief, that fleec’d poor passengers, 

1 never gave them cbndign punishment : 

Murder, indeed, that bloody sin, I tortur’d 
Above the felon, or what trespass else. 

Siif. My lord, these faults ai'e easy, quickly 
answer’d ; 

But mightier crimes are laid unto your charge, 
Whereof you cannot easily purge yourself. 

I do arrest you in his highness’ name ; 

And here commit you to my lord cardinal 
To keep, until your further time of trial. 

K. Hen. My lord of Gloster, ’tis my special 
hope, 

Tliat you will clear yourself from all suspects ; 

My conscience tells me, you are innocent. 

Glo. All, gracious lord, these days are dangerous 
Virtue is chok’d with, foiil ambition, 

And charity chas’d hence by rancour’s hand ; 

Foul subornation is predominant. 

And equity exil’d your highness’ land. 

I know, their complot is to have my life ; 
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And as the butcher takes away the calf*, 

And binds the wretch, and beats it when it strays, 
Bearing- it to the bloody slaughter-house ; 

Even so, remorseless, have they borne him, hence. 
And as the dam runs lowing up and down, 
Looking the way her harmless young one went, 
And can do nought but w^ail her darling’s loss • 
Even so myself bewails good Gloster’s case, 

With sad unhelpful tears ; and with dimm’d eyes 
Look after liim, and cannot do him good ; 

So mighty are his vowed enemies. 

His fortunes I will weep ; and, ’twixt each groan, 
Say— J¥ko's a traitor 9 Glorter he is none. lErk 
Q. Mar. Free lords, cold snow melts with the 
sun’s liot beams. 

Henry my lord is (;old in great affairs, 

Too full of foolish ])ity : and Gloster’s show 
Beguiles him, as tlie mournful crocodile 
With sorrow snares rtdeuting passengers ; 

(')r as the snalve, r<.)ird in a flowering bank, 

Witli sb.iniiig (‘licckerM slough, cloth sting a child, 
That, for tlu-* luauty, thinks it excellent. 

Believe me, lords, were none more ^Yise than I, 
(And yet, herein, I judge mine own wit good,) 
This Gloster should be quickly rid the world, 

To rid us from the fear we have of him. 

Car. Tliat he should die, is worthy policy : 

But yet we want a coioiir for his death : 

’Tis meet he be condemn’d by course of law. 

Saf. But, in my mind, that were no policy : 

The king will labour still to save liis life ; 

The commons haply rise to save his life ; 

And we yet have but trivial argument, 

More than mistrust, that shows him worthy death. 
. York. So that by this, you would not have him 
die ? 

Siif. Ah, York, no man alive so fain as 1. 

York. ’Tis York that hath more reason for his 
death. — 

But, mv lord cardinal, and you, my lord of Suf- 
folk,— 

Say as you think, and speak it from your souls,— 
Wer’t not all one, an empty eagle were set 
To guard the cliickeii from a hungry kite, 

As place duke Humphrey for the king’s protector.^ 
Q. Mar. So the poor chicken should be sure of 
death. 

Snf. Madam, ’tis true : And wer’t not madness 
then, 

To make the fox surveyor of the fold 
Who being accus’d a crafty murderer, 

His guilt should he but idly posted over, 

Because his purpose is not executed. 

No ; let him die, in that he is a fox, 

By nature prov’d an enemy to the flock, 

Before his chaps be stain’d with crimson blood ; 

As Humphrey, prov’d by reasons, to my liege. 
And do not stand on quillets, how- to slay him : 

Be it by gins, by snares, by subtilty, 

Sleeping or waking, ’tis no matter how, 

So he be dead ; for that is good deceit 
Which mates liim first, that first intends deceit. 

Q. Mar. Thrice-noble Suffolk, ’tis resolute!} 

' spoke. , 

Suf. Not resolute, except so much were none ; 
For things are often spoke, and seldom meant : 
But, that iny heart accordeth with my tongue, 
Seeing the deed is meritorious, 

And to }>reserve my sovereign from his foe, 

Say but the word, and I will be his priest. 
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And, if my death might make this island happy, 
And prove the period of their tyranny, 

I w^ould expend it with all willingness : 

But mine is made the prologue to their play \ 

For thousands more, that yet suspect no peril, 

Will not conclude their plotted tragedy. 

Beaufort’s red sparkling eyes blab his heart’s 
malice, 

And Suffolk’s cloudy brow his stormy hate ; 

Sharp Buckingham unburdens with his tongue 
The envious load that lies upon his heart ; 

And dogged York, that reaches at the^moon, 
Whose overweening arm I have pluck’d back, 

By false accuse doth level at my life : 

And vou, my sovereign lady, with the rest, 
Causeless have laid disgraces on my head ; 

And, with your best endeavour, have stirr’d up 
My liefest liege to be mine enemy 
Av, all of you have laid your heads together, 
Myself had notice of your conventicles, 

And all to make away my guiltless life : 

I shall not want false witness to condemn me, 

Nor store of treasons to augment my guilt ; 

The ancient proverb will be well affected, — 

A staff is quickly found to beat a clog. 

Car. Aly liege, his railing is intolerable ; 

If the 36 , that care to keep your royal person 
From treason’s secret knife, and traitors’ rage, 

JBe thus upbraided, chid, and rated at, 

And the offender granted scope of speech, 

’Twill make them cool in zeal unto your grace. 

Snf. Hath he not twit our sovereign lady here, 
With ignominious words, though clerkly couch’d, 
As if siie had suborned some to swear 
F-s^lse allegations to o’erthrow his state ? 

Q. Mar. But I can giv^e the loser leave to chide. 
GIo. Far truer spoke, than meant ; I lose, in- 
deed ; — 

Beshrew the winners, for they played me false ! 
And well such losers may have leave to speak. 
Jhiok. He’ll wrest the sense, and hold us here 
all clay : 

Lortl cardinal, he is your prisoner. 

Car. Sirs, take away the duke, and guard him 
sure. 

Glo. Ah, thus king Henry throws away his crutch, 
Before his legs he firm to bear his body : 

Thus is the shepherd beaten from thy side, 

And wolves are gnarling who shall gnaw thee finst. 
Ah, that my fear were false ! ah, that it were ! 

For, good king Henry, thy decay 1 fear. 

iExcunt AtteMiUits, wUh Glostk». 
K. Ben, My lords, what to your wisdoms 
seemeth best, 

Do, or undo, as if ourself were here. 

Q. Mar. What, will your highness leave the 
pai’liament ? 

K. Hen, Ay, Margaret; my heart is drown’d 
with grief, 

Whose flood begins to flow within mine eyes ; 

My body round engirt with misery ; 

For what’s more miserable than discontent ? — 

Ah, uncle Humphrey 1 in thy face I see 
The map of honour, truth, and loyalty ; 

And ^et, good Humphrey, is the hour to come, 
That e’er I prov’d thee false, or fear’d thy faith. 
What low’ ring star now envies thy estate^ 

That these great lords, and Margaret our queen, 
Do seek subversion of thy harmless life ? 

Thou never didst them wrong, nor no man wrong : 
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Car. But I would have him dead, my lord of 
Suffolk, 

Ere you can take due orders for a priest : 

Say, you consent, and censure well the deed, 

And rii provide his executioner, 

I tender so the safety of my liege. 

Suf. Here is my hand, the deed is worthy doing. 
Q'Mm\ And so say I. 

Yorh. And I : and now we three have spoke it, 
It skills not greatly who impugns' our doom. 

EntiJr a Messenger. 

3iess, Great lords, from Ireland am I come 
amain, 

To signify — that rebels there are up, 

And put the Englishmen unto the swxird : 

Send succours, lords, and stop the rage hetime, 
Before the wound do grow incurabie ; 

For, being green, there is great hope of help- 
Car. A breach, that craves a quick expedient 
stop ! 

What counsel give you in this weighty cause ? 

York. That Somerset be sent as regent thither ; 
’Tis meet that lucky ruler be employ’d ; 

Witness the fortune he hath had in France. 

Som, If York, with all his far-fet policy, 

Had been the regent there instead of me, 

He never would have staid in France so long. 

York. No, not to lose it ail, as thou hast done : 
1 rather would have lost my life betimes, 

Than bring a burden of dishonour home, 

By staying there so long, till ail xvere lost. 

Show me one scar character’d on thy skin ; 

Men’s flesh preserv’d so whole, do seldom win. 

Q. 3iar. Nay then, this spark will prove a raging 
Are, 

If wind and fuel be brought to feed it with : — 

No more, good York ; — sweet Somerset, be still ; — 
Thy fortune, York, hadst thou been regent there, 
Might happily have prov’d far wmrse than his. 
York, WTiat, worse than naught ? nay, then a 
shame take ail ! 

Som. And in the number, thee, that wishest 
shame ! 

Car. My lord of York, try wiiat your fortune is. 
The uncivil Kernes of Ireland are in arms. 

And temper clay witli blood of Englishmen : 

To Ireland will yo\i lead a band of men, 

Collected choicely, from each county some, 

And try your hap against the Irishmen ? 

York, I will, my lord, so please his majesty. 
Suf. W^hy, our authority is his consent ; 

And, what we do establish, he conurms : 

Then, noble Y’ork, take thou this task in. hand. 

York. I am content ; Provide me soldiers, lords, 
Whiles I take order for mine own affairs. 

Suf. A charge, lord York, that I will see per- 
form’d. 

But now return we to the false duke Humphrey. 

Car. No more of him ; for I will deal with him. 
That, henceforth, he shall trouble us no more. 

And so break off’ ; the day is almost spent : 

Lord Suffolk, you and I must talk of that event, 
York. My lord of Suffolk, within fourteen days. 
At Bristol I expect my soldiers ; 

For there I’ll ship them all for Ireland, 

Suf. I’ll see it truly done, my lord of York. 

l&i'eunt all but York. 
York. Now, Y'ork, or never, steel thy fearful 
And change misdoubt to resolution : [thoughts. 


499 


Be that thou hop’st to be ; or what thou art 
Resign to death, it is not worth the enjoying : 

Let pale-fac’d fear keep with the mean-born man, j 
And find no harbour in a royal heart. | 

Faster than spring-time showers, comes thought ' 
on thought ; 

And not a thought, but thinks on dignity. 

My brain, rnore busy than the labomiug spider, 
^Yeaves tedious snares to trap mine enemies. 

WeU, nobles, weU, ’tis poiitickly done, 

To send me packing with an host of men : 

I fear me, you but warm the starved snake, 

Wriio, cherish’d in your breasts, will sting your 
hearts. 

’Twas men I lack’d, and you will give them me : 

I take it kindly ; yet, be w^ell assur’d s 

You put sharp weapons in a madman’s hands. 
Willies I in Ireland nourish a mighty band, 

I w'ill stir up in England some biack storm. 

Shall blow ten thousand souls to heaven, or hell ; 
And this fell tempest shall not cease to rage 
Until the golden circuit on my head, i 

Like to the glorious sun’s transparent beams, 

Do calm the fury of this mad-bred flaw. ; 

And, for a minister of my intent, 

I have seduc’d a head-strong Kentishman, 

John Cade, of Ashford, 

To make commotion, as full well he can, 

Under the title of John Mortimer. i 

In Ireland have I seen this stubborn Cade 
Oppose himself against a troop of Kernes ; 

And fought so long, till that his thighs with darts , 
W^ere almost like a sharp-quill’d porcupine : ' 

And, in the end being rescu’d, I have seen him 
Caper upright like a wild Mdrisco, j 

Shaking the bloody darts, as he his bells. j 

Full often, like a shag-hair'd crafty Kerne, j 

Hath he conversed with the enemy ; i 

And undiscover’d come to me again, i 

And given me notice of their viliauies. i 

This devil here shall be my substitute ; ■ 

For that John Mortimer, wMcli now is dead, 

In face, in gait, in speech, he doth resemble : 

By this I shall perceive the commons’ mind. i 

How they affect the house and claim of York. 

Say, he be taken, rack’d, and tortured ; i 

I know, no pain, they can inflict upon him, j 

Wrill make him say — I mov’d him to those arms. { 
Say, that he thrive, (as ’tis great like he will,) 

W^'hy, then from Ireland come I with my strength , 
And reap the harvest which that rascal sow’d : ' 

For, Humphrey being dead, as he shall be, j 

And Henry put apart, the next for me. [.Exit, j 


SCENE IL — Buky. A Room in the Palace. 1 
Enter certain Murderers, liastllij. j 

1 Mur. Run to my lord ’of Suffolk; let him ; 

know, I 

We have despatch’d the duke, as he commanded. 

2 iltox O, that it were to do !— W"hat have we 

Didst ever hear a man so penitent ? [done ? i 

Enter SvwmhK. ' 

1 Mur. Here comes my lord, | 

Suf. Nowq sirs, have you ’ 

Despatch’d this thing ? j 

1 Mut. Ay, my good lord, he’s dead. | 

, Suf. Why, that’s well said. Go, get you to my | 
house 
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I will reward you for this venturous deed. 

The king and all the peers are here at hand : — 
Have you laid fair the bed? are all things well, 
According as I gave directions ? 

1 Mur. ’Tis, my good lord. 

Suf. Away, be gone ! ^Exmnt Min-dorcrs. 

Enter King Henry, Queen Margaret, Cardinal Bkau- 
FORT, Somerset, Lords, and others. 

K. Hen. Go, call our uncle to our presence 
straight : 

Say, we intend to try his grace to-day, 
if he he guilty, as Tis published. 

Snf. I’ll call him presently, inv noble lord. 

[Exit. 

K. Hen. Lords, take your places ; — And, 1 pray 
you all, 

Proceed no straiter ’gainst our uncle Gloster, 

Than from true evidence, of good esteem, 

He he approv’d in practice culpable. 

Q. Mar. God forbid any malice sboulcl prevail, 
'Fhat faultless may condemn a nobleman ! 

Pray God, he may acquit him of suspicion ! 

K, Hen. 1 thank thee, Margaret ; these words 
content me much. — 

Ite-entcr Suffolk. 

How now ? why look’st thou pale ? why tremblest 
thou ? 

Where is our uncle ? wdiat is the matter, Suffolk ? 
Suf. Bead in his bed, my lord ; Glosteris dead. 
Q. Mar. Marry, God forefen d ! 

Car. God’s secret judgment ; — I did dream to - 
night. 

The duke was dumb, and could not speak a word. 

I'l'Iic King sivoons. 
Q. Mar. How fares my lord? — Help, lords ! the 
king is dead, 

Som. Rear up his body ; wring him by the nose. 
Q. Mar. Run, go, help, help ! — O, Henry, ope 
thine eyes ! 

Stif. He doth revive again AJadam, be patient. 
K. Hen. O heavenly God ! 

Q. .Mar. How fares my gracious lord ? 

Suf. Comfort, my sovereign ! gracious Henry, 
comfort ! 

K. Hen. What, doth my lord of Suffolk comfort 
Came he right now' to sing a raven’s note, [me ? 
Whose dismal tune bereft my vital powers ; 

And tliinks he, that tlie chirping of a w'ren, 

By crying comfort from a hollow breast, 

Can chase aw'ay the first-conceived sound ? 

Hide not thy poison with such sugar’d words. 

Lay not thy hands on me ; forbear, I say ; 

Their touch affrights me, as a serpent’s sting. 

Thou baleful messenger, out of my sight 1 
Upon thy eye-halls murderous tyranny 
Sits in grim majesty, to fright the world. 

Look not upon me, for thine eyes are wounding : — 
Yet do not go away ; — Come, basilisk, 

And kill the innocent gazer with the sight : 

Tor in the shade of death I shall find joy ; 

In life but double death, now Gloster’s dead. 

Q. Mar. Why do you rate my lord of Suffolk 
Although the duke W'as enemy to him, [thus ? 
Yet he, most christian-like, laments his death : 
And for myself, — ^foe as he was to me, 

Might liquid tears, or heai't-offending groans, 

Or blood -consuming sighs recall his life, 

I would be blind with weeping, sick with groans, 
Look pale as primrose, with blood-drinking sighs, 
And all to have the noble duke alive. 


What know I how^ the world may deem of me ? 

For it is knowui, we were but hollow friends ; 

It may be judg’d, I made the duke away : 

So shall my name with slander’s tongue be wounded, 
And princes’ courts be fill’d with my reproach. ^ 
Tills get I by his death : All me, unhappy I 
To be a queen, and crown’d with infamy 1 

K. Hen. Ah, woe is me for Gloster, wretched 
man ! 

Q. Mar. Be whie for me, more wretched than 
he is. 

What, dost til on turn away, and hide thy face ? 

I am no loathsome leper, look on me. 

What, art thou, like the adder, waxen deaf? 

Be poisonous too, and kill tliy forlorn queen. 

Is all tliy comfort shut in Gloster’s tomb ? 

Why, tlien dame Margaret was ne’er thy joy : 
Erect liis statue then, and worship it, 

And make my image hue an alehouse sign. 

Was I, for this, nigh wreck’d upon the sea; 

And twice liy awkward wind from England’s bank 
Drove back again unto my native clime? 

What boded this, but well-forewarning wind 
Did seem to say, — Seek not a scorpion’s nest, 

Nor set no footing on this unkind shore ? 

What did I then, but curs’d the gentle gusts, 

And he that loos’d them from their brazen caves ; 
And bid them blow towards England’s blessed 
Or turn our stern upon a dreadful rock ? [shore, 
A"et zEolus would not be a murderer, 

But left that hateful office unto thee : 

The pretty vaulting sea refus’d to drown me ; 
Knowing, that thou w'ould’st have me drown’d on 
shore, 

With tears as salt as sea through thy unkindness : 
The splitting rocks cower’d in the sinking sands, 
And would not dash me with their ragged sides ; 
Because thy fiinly heart, more hard than they, 
Alight in thy palace perish Alargaret. 

As far as 1 could Iten thy chalky cliffs, 

AYhen from the shore the tempest beat us back, 

I stood upon the hatches in the storm : 

And wlien the dusky sky began to rob 
My earnest-gaping sight of thy land’s view, 

1 took a costly jewel from my neck, — 

A heart it was, bound in with diamonds, — 

And threw it towards thy land ; — the sea receiv’d it ; 
And so, 1 wish'd, thy body miglit my heart ; 

And e.ven with this, I lost fair England’s view, 
And bid mine eyes be ])acking with my heart ; 

And call’d them blind and dusky spectacles, 

For losing ken of Albion’s wished coast. 

How often liave I tempted Suffolk’s tongue 
(The agent of thy foul inconstancy,) 

To sit and witch me, as Ascanius did. 

When he to madding Dido would imfold 
His father’s acts, commenc’d in burning Troy? _ 
Am I not witch’d like her ? or thou not false like 
Ah me, I can no morel Die, Margaret! [him.'' 
For Henry weeps, that thou dost live so long. 
Eo/se within. Enter Warwick and Salisbury. The 
GominoH.t press to the door. 

I far. It is reported, mighty sovereign, 

That good duke Humphrey traitorously is murder d 
By Suffolk and the cardinal Beaufort’s means. 

The commons, like an angry hive of bees, 

That want their leader, scatter up and down, 

And care not who they sting in his revenge. 
Alyself have calm’d their spleenful mutiny, 

Until they hear the order of his death. 
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K, B&n. That lie is dead, good Warwick, ’tis 
too tree ; 

But how he died, God knows, not Henry : 

Enter his chamber, view liis breathless corpse. 

And comment then upon his sudden death. 

War. That I shall do, my liege : — Stay, Salis- 
With the rude multitude, till I return. [bury, 
[Warwick into an inner room, and 
Salisbury retires. 

K. Hen. 0 thou that judgest all things, stay my 
thoughts ; 

My thoughts, that labour to persuade my soid, 
Some violent hands were laid on Humphrey ’s life ! 
If my suspect be false, forgive me, God ; 

For judgment only doth belong to thee ! 

Fain would I go to chafe his paly lips 
With twenty thousand kisses, and to drain 
Upon his face an ocean of salt tears ; 

To tell my love unto his dumb deaf trunk, 

And with my fingers feel his hand unfeeling : 

But all in vain are these mean obsequies ; 

And, to survey his dead and earthy image, 

What were it but to make my sorrow greater ? 

The foMing-doors of an inner chamber are Vtrotm open, 
and Glostee is discovered dead in his bed Warwick; 
and others standing by it. 

War. Come hither, gracious sovereign, view 
this body. 

K. Hen. That is to see how deep my grave is 
made : 

For, with his soul, fled all my worldly solace : 

For seeing him, I see my life in death. 

War. As surely as my soul intends to live 
With that dread King, that took our state upon him 
To free us from his Father’s wrathful curse, 

I do believe that violent hands were laid 
Upon the life of this thrice-famed duke. 

Suf. A dreadful oath, sworn with a solemn 
tongue ! 

Yliat instance gives lord Warwick for his vow ? 

War. See, how the blood is settled in his face ! 
Oft have I seen a timely-parted ghost, 

Of ashy semblance, meagre, pale, and bloodless. 
Being all descended to the labouring heart ; 

Who, in the conflict that it holds with death, 
Attracts the same for aidance ’gainst the enemy ; 
Which with the heart there cools, and ne’er re- 
To blush and beautify the cheek again. [turiieth 
But, see, his face is black, and full of blood ; 

His eye -balls further out than when he liv’d, 
Staring full ghastly like a strangled man ; 

His hair uprear’d, his nostrils stretched with strug- 
, Siing; 

His hands abroad display’d, as one that grasp’d 
And tugg’d for life, and was by strength subdu’d. 
Lo«^k on the sheets, his hair, you see, is sticking 
His well-proportioned beard made rough and 
rugged, 

Like to the summer’s com by tempest lodg’d. 

It cannot be, but he was murder’d here ; 

The least of all these signs were probable. 

Suf. W^hy, Warwick, who should do the duke to 
death ? 

Myself and Beaufort, had him in protection ; 

And w’-e, I hope, sir, are no murderers. 

War. But both of you were vow’d duke Hum- 
phrey’s foes ; 

And you, forsooth, bad the good duke to keep : 

’Tis like, you would not feast him like a friend ; 
And ’tis well seen, he found an enemy. 


6n 


Q. Mar. Then you, belike, suspect these noble- 
men 

As guilty of duke Humphrey’s timeless death. 

W ar. Who finds the hetfer dead, and blecdiiio- 
fresh, ® 

And sees fast by a butcher with an axe, 

But will suspect, ’twas he that made the slaughter ? 
Wlio finds the partridge in the puttock’s nest, 

But may imagine how the bird w^as dead, 

Although the kite soar with unhloodied beak } 
Even so suspicious is this tragedy, 

Q. Mar. Are you the butcher, Suftblk ; where’s 
your knife ? 

Is Beaufort term’d a kite ? where are his talons ? 

Suf . I wear no knife, to slaughter sleeping men ; 
But here’s a vengeful swmrd, rusted with ease, 

That shall be scoured in his rancorous heart, 

That slanders me with murder’s crimson badge : — 
Say, if thou dar’st, proud lord of 'Warwickshire, 
Tliat I am faulty in duke Humphrey's death. 

{Exeunt Cardixvl, Som, and others. 
War. What dares not Warwick, if false Siiflbbc; 
dare him ? 

Q. Mar. He dares not calm his conremelious 
Nor cease to be an arrogant controller, [spirit. 
Though Suffolk dare him twenty thousand times. 

War. Aladam, be still; with reverence may I 
For every wmrd, you speak in his behalf, [say ; 
Is slander to your royal dignity. 

Snf. Blunt-wdttecl lord, ignoble in demeanour ! 
If ever lady wrong’d her lord so much, 

Thy mother took into her blameful bed 
Some stern untutor’d churl, and noble stock 
Was graft with crab-tree slip ; whose fruit thou 
And never of the Nevil’s noble race. [art. 

War. But that the guilt of murder bucklers thee, 
And I should rob the death sman of ins fee, 
Quitting thee thereby of ten thousand shames, 

And that my sovereign’s presence makes me mild, 
I would, false murderous coward, on thy knee 
Make thee beg pardon for thy passed speech, 

And say — It was thy mother that thou meant’st. 
That thou thyself wast born in bastardy : 

And, after all this fearful homage done, 

Give thee thy hire, and send thy soul to hell, 
Pernicious bloodsucker of sleeping meu ! 

Suf. Thou shalt be waking, while I shed thy 
blood, 

If from this presence thou dar’st go with me. 

War. Away even now, or I will drag thee hence : 
Unworthy though thou art, I’ll cope with thee. 
And do some service to duke Humphrey’s ghost. 

{Exeunt Suffolk and Warwick. 

K. Hen. What stronger breast-plate than a 
heart untainted ? 

Thrice is he arm’d, that hath his quarrel just ; 

And he but naked, though lock’d up in steel, 
Whose conscience with injustice is corrupieci. 

[A noise icithin. 

Q. Mar. What noise is tliis ? 

Re-enter Suffolk and Warwick, loith their weapons 
drmcn. 

K. Men. Why, how now, lords your wrathful 
weapons drawn 

Here in our presence ? dare you be so bold ? — 
Why, what tumultuous clamour have we here ? 

Suf. The traitorous Warwick, with the men of 
Bury, 

Set all upon me, mighty sovereign. 
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ACT nx. 


Noise of a crowd loitliin. Re-enter BxuswJivi. 

Sal. Sirs, stand apart ; tlie king shall know yonr 
miud, — [SpcMking to those within- 

Dread lord, the commons send yon word by me, 
Unless false Sulfolk straight be done to death, 

Or banished fair England’s territories, 

They wdll by violence tear him from your palace. 
And torture him with grievous lingering death. 
They say, by him the good duke Hiunplirey died ; 
They say, in him they fear jmur highness’ death ; 
And mere instinct of love, and loyalty, — 

Free from a stubborn opposite intent, 

As being thought to contradict your liking, — 
hlakes them thus foiward in his banishment. 

They say, in care of your most royal person, 

That, if your highness should intend to sleep, 

And charge — that no man should disturb your rest, 
In pain of your dislike, or pain of death ; 

Yet notwithstanding such a strait edict, 

Were there a serpent seen, with forked tongue. 

That slily glided towards your majesty, 
it were but necessary you were wmk’d • 

Lest, being suffer’d in that harmful slumber. 

The mortal worm might make the sleep eternal : 
And therefore do they cry, though you forbid, 

That they will guard you, whe’r you will, or no, 
From such fell serpents as false Suffolk is ; 

■With w’-hose envenomed and fatal sting, 

Your loving uncle, twenty times his w-orth, 

They say, is shamefully bereft of life. 

Commons. [Within.] An answer from the king, 
my lord of Salisbury. 

Suf. ’Tis like, the commons, rude unpolish’cl 
hinds, 

Could send such message to their sovereign : 

But you, my lord, were glad to be employ’d, 

To show how quaint an orator you are : 

But all the honour Salisbury bath won, 

Is — that he w'as the lord ambassador, 

Sent from a sort of tinkers to the king. 

Commons. [Within.] An answer from the king, 
or we’ll all break in. 

K, Hen. Go, Salisbury, and tell them all from 
me, 

I thank tliem for their tender loving care ; 

And had 1 not been ’cited so by them, 
y et did I purpose as they do entreat ; 

For sure, my thoughts do hourly prophesy 
Mischance unto my state by Suffolk’s means. 

And therefore — by Ilis majesty I swear, 

"Uliose far unworthy deputy I am, — 

He shall not breathe infection in this air 
But three days longer, on the pain of death. 

lExit Salisbury. 

Q, Mar. O Henry, let me plead for gentle 
Suffolk ! 

K. Hen. Ungentle queen, to call him gentle 
Suffolk. 

No more, I say ; if thou dost plead for him, 

Thou whit but add increase unto my wrath. 

Had I but said, I would have kept my word ; 

But, wlien 1 swear, it is irrevocable : — 

If, after three days’ space, thou here be’st found 
On any ground that I am ruler of, 

The world shall not be ransome for thy life 

Come, Warwick, come, good Warwick, go with mej 
I have great matters to impart to thee. 

[Exeunt K. Henry, Warwick, Lords^ 

Q. Mar. Mischance, and sorrow, go along with 
youl 


Heart’s dis.^ intent, and sour afaiction, 

Be play fell nvs to ];ce;) you company! 

There’s two of you ; iue devil make a third ! 

And threefold vengeance tend upon your steps ! 

Suf. Cease, gentle queen, these execrations,” 
And let tliy Suffolk take his heavy leave. 

Q. Mar. Fye, co'ward woman* and soft-hearted 
wretch 1 

Hast thou not spirit to curse thine enemies ? 

, Suf. A plague upon them ! wherefore should I 
edrse them ? 

Would curses kill, as doth the mandrake’s groan, 

I would invent as hitter searching terms, 

As curst, as harsh, and horrible to hear, 

Deliver’d strongly tiirough my fixed teeth, 

With full as many signs of deadly hate, 

As lean-lac ’d Envy in her loathsome cave : 

My tongue should stumble in mine earnest words: 
Mine teyes should si'iarkle like the beaten flint ; 

My hair be fix’d on end, as one distract ; 

Ay, every joint should seem to curse and ban : 

And even now my burden’d heart would break, 
Should I not curse them. Poison be their drink ! 
Gall, worse than gall, the daintiest that they taste! 
Their sweetest shade, a grove of cypress trees! 
Their chiefest prospect, murdering basilisks I 
Their softest touch, as smart as Iwards’ stings !. 
Their music, frightful as the serpent’s hiss ; 

And boding screech-owls make the concert full 1 
A.I1 the foul terrors in dark-se.-ited heii*- 

Q. Mar. Enough, sweet Suffolk ; thou toimenfst 
thyself ; 

And these dread curses— like the sun 'gainst glass, 
Or like an overcharged gun, — recoil, ' 

And turn the force of them upon thyself. 

Suf. You bade me ban, and will you bid me 
leave ? 

No-w, by the ground that I am banish’d from, 

Weil could I curse away a winter's night, 

Though standing naked on a mountain top, 

AVhere biting cold would never let grass grow, 

And think it but a minute spent in, sport. 

Q. Mar. O, let me entreat thee, cease! 
me tliy hand, 

That I may dew it' witli my mournful tears ; 

Nor let the rain of heaven wet this place, 

To wasli away my woeful monuraents. 

Oj could tliis kiss be |)rintecl in thy hand : 

[ZiWtijs Us hand. 

That thou might’ st think upon these by the seal. 
Through whom a tlioiisand sighs are breath’d for 
thee ! 

So, get thee gone, that I may know my grief ; 

'Tis but surmis’d whilst thou art standing’ by, 

As one that surfeits thinking on a w^ant. 

I will repeal thee, or, be well assured, 

Adventure to be banisbed myself : 

And banished I am, if but from thee. 

Go, speak not to me ; even now be gone. — 

O, go not yet ! — Even thus two friends condemn’d 
Embrace, and kiss, and take ten thousand leaves, 
Loather a hundred times to part than die. 

Yet now hnwell ; and farewell life with thee ! 

Sujf\ Thus is poor Suffolk ten times banished, 
Once by the king, and three times thrice by thee. 
’Tis not the land I care for, wert thou hence ; 

A wilderness is populous enough, 

So Suffolk had thy heavenly company 
For where thou art, there is the world itself. 

With every several piea.sure in the world ; 
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And where thou art not, desolation. 

I can no more : — Live thou to joy tliy life ; 

Myself no joy in nought, but that thou liv’st. 

Enter Va'jx. 

Q. 'Mar. Whither goes Vaux so fust ? what news, 
I pr’ythee ? 

Vaux. To signify unto his majesty, 

That Cardinal Beaufort is at point of death : 

For suddenly a' grievous sickness took him, 

That makes him gasp, and stare, and catch the air, 
Blaspheming God, and cursing men on earth. 
Sometime, lie talks as if duke Humphrey’s ghost 
Were by his side ! sometime, he calls the king, 
And whispers to his pillow, as to Iiim, 

The secrets of his overcharged soul : 

And I am sent to tell Iiis majesty, 

That even now he cries alond for him. 

Q. Mar. Go, tell this heavy message to the king. 

[^Exit Vaux. 

Ah me ! what is this world ^ what news are these? 
But wherefore grieve I at an hour’s poor loss, 
Omitting Suffolk’s exile, my soul’s treasure } 
only, Suffolk, mourn I not for thee, 

And with the southern clouds contend in tears ; 
Theirs for the earth’s increase, mine for my 
sorrow? s ? 

Now, get thee hence : The king, thou know’st, is 
coming ; 

If thou be found by me, thou art but dead. 

Svf> If I depart from thee, I cannot live : 

And in thy sight to die, what were it else, 

But like a pleasant slumber in thy lap ? 

Here could I breathe my soul into the air, 

As mild and gentle as the cradle-babe, 

Dying with mother’,s dug betw-een its lips ; 

Where, from thy sight, I should he raging mad, 

And cry out for thee to close, up mine eyes, 

To have thee with thy lips to stop my mouth ; 

So should’st thou either turn my flying soul, 

Or I should breathe it so into thy body, 

And then it liv’d in sw'eet Elysium. 

To die by thee, were hut to die in jest ; I 

From thee to die, were torture more than death : 

0, let me stay, befall what may befall. 

Q. M.ar. Away! though parting be a fretful cor- 
It is applied to a deathful wound. [rosive, 

To France, sweet Suffolk ; Let me hear from thee; 
For wheresoe’er thou art in this world’s globe, 

I’ll have an Iris that shall find thee out. 

Suf. I go. 


Q. Mar. And take my heart wdth tin 
Siif. A Jewel, lock’d into the woefurst 
That ever did contain a thing of worth. 
Even as a spiitted bark, so sunder wa ; 
This way fall I to death. 

Q. Mar. This way for me. lExemit, 


USiv 


SCENE III. 


London. Cardi 
Med- Chamber. 

Enter Kjvo Henry, Salisbury, Wi 
The Cardinal in hed / Attemli 
K. Hen. How fares my lord? 

to thy sovereign. 

Car. If thou be’st death, I’ll give thee Englamrs 
treasure, 

Enough to purchase such another islaad, 

So thou wult let me live, and feel no pain. 

K. Hen. Ah, what a sign it is of evil life, 

When death’s approach is seen so terrible ! 

War. Beaufort, it is thy sovereign speaks to thee. 
Car. Bring me unto my trial, when you will. 
Died he not in his bed ? wdiere should he die ? 

Can I make men live, whe’r they will or no ? — 

O ! torture me no more, I will confess. — 

Alive again ? then show me where he is ; 

I’ll give a thousand pound to look upon him. — 

He hath no eyes, the dust hath blinded them 

Comb down his hair ; look ! look 1 it stands irpright, 
Like lime-twigs set to catch my winged soul ! — 
Give me some drink ; and bid the apothecary 
Bring the strong poison that I bought of him. 

K. Hen. O thou eternal Mover of the heavens, 
Look with a gentle eye upon this wretch ! 

O, beat away the busy meddling fiend, 

That lays strong siege unto this vrretcii’s soul, 

And from his bosom purge this black despair ! 
War. See, how the pangs of death do make Lim 
grin. 

Sal. Disturb him not, let him pass peaceably. 

K. Hen. Peace to his soul, if God’s good plea- 
sure be I 

Lord cardinal, if thon think’st on heaven’s bliss, 
Hold up thy hand, make signal of thy hope. — 

He dies, and makes no sign ; 0 God, forgive him ! 
War. So bad a death argues a monstrous life. 

K. Hen. Forbear to judge, for we are sinners 


ATIFORT S 


Close up his eyes, and draw the curtain close ; 

And let us ail to meditation. lExeunl. 


Or with their blood stain this discolour’d shore. — j 
Master, this prisoner freely give I thee ; — | 

And thou, that art his mate, make boot of this ; — 
The other [pomlingt to Suffolk,] Walter Whit- 
more, is share. 

1 Ge7iL What is my ransome, master? let me 
know- 

MasL A thousand crowns, or else lay down your 
head. 

Mate. And so much shall you give, or off goes 
yoiws. 

Cap. What think you much to pay twm thousand 
crowns, 

And bear the rxame and port of gentlemen f— 


SCENE I. — Kent. The Seashore near Dover. 
Fifing heard at sea. Then enter from a hoat^ a Captain, a 
Master, a Master’s-Mate, 'WalterWhitsiore, and others; 
leith them Suffolk, and other Ceutlemen, prisoners. 
Cap. The gaudy, blabbing, and remorseful day 
Is crept into the bosom of the sea ; 

And now loud-howling “wolves ai'ouse the jades 
That drag the tragic melancholy night ; 

YTio with their drowsy, slow, and flagging wings 
Clip dead men’s graves, and from their misty jaws 
Breathe foul contagioiis darkness in the air. 
Therefore, bring forth the soldiers of our pri 2 e ,* 
For, whilst our pinnace anchors in the Downs, 
Here shall they make their ransome on the sand. 
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Cut both the villains' throats ; — for die you shall ; 
The lives of those which we have lost in fight, 
Cannot be counterpois'd with such a petty sum. 

1 Ge 7 d. I’ll give it, sir ; and therefore spare my 

life. 

2 Gent. And so will I, and write home for it 

straight. 

Whit. I lost mine eye in laying the prize aboard, 
And therefore, to revenge it, shall thou die ; 

[To SuF. 

And so should these, if I might have my wall. 

Cap. Be not so rash ; take ransome, let him live. 
Suf. Look on my George, I am a gentleman ; 
Hate me at what thou wait, thou shalt be paid. 
Whit. And so am I ; my name is — Walter 
Whitmore. 

How now ? wdiy start’st thou ? what, doth death 
affright ? 

Suf. Thy name affrights me, in whose sound is 
A cunning man did calculate my birth, [death. 
And told me — that by IVater I should die : 

Yet let not this make thee be bloody-minded ; 

Thy name is — Gualtier, being rightly sounded. 

Whit. Gualtkr, or Walter, which it is, I care 
Ne’er yet did base dishonour blur our name, [not ; 
But with our sword we wdp’d away the blot ; 
Therefore, when merchant -like I sell revenge, 
Broke be my sword, my arms torn and defac’d, 
And I proclaim’d a coivard through the -world ! 

[Laiisjwld on Suffolk. 
Suf. Stay, Whitmore ; for thy prisoner is a 
The duke of Suffolk, William de la Pole.- [prince, 
Whit. The duke of Suffolk, muffled up in rags ! 
Suf. Ay, but these laigs are no part of the duke ; 
Jove sometime went disguis’d, And why not I 
Cap. But Jove wus never slain, as thou shall be. 
Sif. Obscure and lowly swaiin, king Henry’s 
The honourable blood of Lancaster, [blood, 

Must not be shed by such a jaded groom. 

Hast thou not kiss’d thy hand, and held my stirrup } 
Bare-headed plodded by my foot-cloth mule, 

And thouglit thee happy when I shook my head ? 
How often hast thou waited at my cup, 

Fed from my trencher, kneel’d down at the board, 
When I have feasted with queen Margaret ? 
Remember it, and let it make thee crest-fall’n ; 

Ay, and allay this thy abortive pride : 

How in our voiding lobby hast thou stood, 

And duly waited for my coming forth ? 

This hand of mine hath writ in thy behalf, 

And therefore shall it charm thy riotous tongue. 
Whit. Speak, captain, shall I stab the forlorn 
swain ? 

Cap. First let my words stab him, as he hath me. 
Base slave! thy words are blunt, and so 
art thou. 

Cap. Convey him hence, and on our long-boat’s 
Strike off his head. [side 

Sif. Thou dar’st not for thy own. 

Cap. Yes, Poole. 

Suf. Poole? 

Cap. Poole ? Sir Poole ? lord ? 

Ay, kennel, puddle, sink ; whose filth and dirt 
Troubles the silver spring where England drinks. 
Now will I dam up this thy yawning mouth, 

For swallowing the treasure of the realm : 

Thy lips, that kiss’d the queen, shall sweep the 
ground: 

And thou, that smiPdst at good duke Humphrey’s 
death, 


Against the senseless winds shalt grin in vain, I 
Who, in contempt, shall hiss at thee again ; ^ I 
And wedded be thou to the hags of hell, i 

For daring to affy a mighty lord j 

Unto the daughter of a worthless king, ! 

Having neithev^ subject, wealth, nor diadem. ! 
By devilish policy art thou grown great, | 

And, like ambitious Syiia, overgorg’d i 

With gobbets of thy motlier’s bleeding heart. ! 
By thee, Anjou and hlaine were sold to France : ^ 

The false revolting Normans, thorough thee, 

Disdain to call us lord ; and Picardy I 

Hath slain their governors, surpris’d our forts, ; ■' ^ 
And sent the ragged soldiers wounded home. i 

The princely Warwick, and the Nevils all, | 

Whose dreadful swords were never drawn in vain, * 

As hating thee, are rising up in arms : i 

And now the house of York — thrust from the 
By shameful murder of a guiltless king, [crown, i 
And lofty proud encroaching tyranny, — 

Burns with revenging lire ; whose liopefui colours ' 
Advance our half- fac’d sun, striving to shine, 

Under the which is writ — Invitis nitbibus. 

The commons liere in Kent are up in arms : ; 

And, to conclude, reproacli, and beggary, • 

Is crept into the palace of our king, i 

And all by thee : — Away ! convey him hence. ! 

Suf. 0 tliat I were a god, to shoot forth thunder | 
Upon these paltry, servile, abject drudges ! j 

Small things make base men proud : this villain i 
Being captain of a pinnace, threatens more [here, ' 
Than Bargains the strong Illyrian pirate. j 

Drones suck not eagles’ blood, but rob bee-hives, j 
It is impossible, tluit I slioidd die | ' 

By such a lowly vassal as thys^jlf. 

Thy words move rage, and not remorse, in me : 

I go of message from the queen to France ; 

I charge thee, waft me safely cross the channel. 

Cap. Walter, 

Whit. Come, Suffolk, I must waft thee to thy 
death. [fear. 

Suf. Gelid'us thnor occupat artus : — ’tis thee I 
Whit. TIiou shalt have cause to fear, before I 
leave thee. 

W^liat, are ye daunted now ? now will ye stoop ? 

I Gent. My gracious lord, entreat him, speak 
him fair. 

3nf. Suffolk’ s imperial tongue is stern and rough, 
Us’d to command, untauglit to plead for favoiU’. 

Far be it, we should honour such as these 
With humble suit : no, rather let my head 
Stoop to the block, than these knees bow to any, 
Sa^fe to the God of heaven, and to my king, 

And sooner dance upon a bloody pole. 

Than stand uncover’d to the vulgar groom. 

True nobility is exempt from fear 
Ma^re can I bear, than you dare execute. 

Cap. Hale him away, and let him talk no more. | 
Stff. Come, soldiers, show what cruelty ye can, ■ 
That this my death may never be forgot! — | 

Great men oft die by vile bezonians ; ' , ■ | 

A Homan sworder and banditro slave, : 

Murder’d sweet Tuliy ; Brutus’ bastard hand 
Stabb’d Julius Cmsar ; savage islanders, | 

Pompey the great : and Suffolk dies by pirates. : 

[Ki'H StaL wa7/i Wm'v. and oUiers. ; 

Cap, And as for these whose ransome we have set, , 
It is our pleasure one of them depart t-— i 

Therefore come you with us, and let him go. • 

Gentleman. . 
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Smith. ’A must needs ; for beggary is valiant 


ivitli Suffolk’s 


rder Whitmore. 

■here let his head and lifeless hody^ 

ueen his mistress bury It. C 

O barbarons and bloody spectacle ' 

ail 1 bear unto the king ; 

o-e it not, yet will his friends ; 

*queen, that living held him dear. 

i ’ 'With the. 


X aiAi w 

Dick. No question of that ; for I have seen him 
whipped three marhet days together. lAside. 

Cade. I fear neither sword nor fire. 

Smith. He need not fear the sword, for his coat 

is ot proof. ^ ^ 1 

Dick. But, methinks, he should stand in fear of 
fire, being: burnt i’ the hand for stealing of sheep. 

’ ° lAside. 

Cade. Be brave then ; for your captain is brave, 
and vows reformation. There shall be, in England, 
seven half-penny loaves sold for a penny : thetnr(.;e- 

hooped pot shall have ten hoops - ^ 

it felony, to drink small beer * 
be in common, ? " ' 

go to grass, j 


Filter George Bevis ana .John .o.ui- 

Geo Come, and get thee a sword though made 
,f „ C th • they have been up these two day s. 1 

‘uhn They have the more need to sleep now then. 
^;r'l teU thee, Jack Cade the clothier means 

to dre"s the comm’onwealth, and turn it, and set a 

r^needjor ’tisthrem^-^ WeU 
I say, it was never merry world m hngUnd, 

, mTSeage! Virtue is not regarded in 

'‘"xie nibility think scorn to go in leather 

"‘’S.' Nay more, the king’s council are no good 

""True ; And yet it is said,-Lahour m t 
vocation: which is as much to say, as,— let 1 
magistrates be labouring men ; and 
we be magistrates. ^ 

I Geo. Tbou bast hit it : for there 
of a brave mind, than a hard hand. 

John. I see them I I see 1 

son, the tanner of , ,.ripmies 

Geo. He shall have the skins ot om enemies, 

make dog’s leather of. 

. John. And Dick the butcher,-— 

Geo. Then is sin - — 

iniquity’s throat cut like a calt. 

John. And Smith the weaver. _ 

Geo. Argo, their thread ot hte is spun, 

John. Come, come, let’s 1.. 

Drum. Enter Cade, Dick thehutener 

and other It in great nwnhti 

Cade. We John Cade., so tertm 

posed father,' 

Dick. Or rather, of stealing a c 


3 ; and I will make 
: ; all the realm shall 
n, and in Cheapside shall my palfry 
And, when I am king, (as king I will 

be) 

All. God save your majesty ! , i n 

Cade. I thank yon, good people there shall 
be no money ; all shall eat and drink on my score ; 
and I will apparel them all in one livery, that they 
may agree like brothers, and worship me 1°™. 
Dik\ The first thing we do, let s kill ah the 

Cade. Nay, that I mean to do. Is not this a 
lamentable thing, that of the skin of an innocent 
lamb should be made parchment ? that 
being scribbled o’er, should undo a man. ^ Some 
sav, the bee stings : but I say, ’tis the bee s wax, 
er sign foi' I did but seal once to a 1 'X"®?®' 

mine own man since. How now ? who s there . 

them ' There’s Best’s j^nter some, bringing in the Clerk o/Cliatliam. 

S 7 mth. The clerk of Chatham : he can write and 
read, and cast accompt. 

O monstrous 1 - , 

_ Sjnith. We took him setting of boys copies. 

struck down like an ox, and ^ j Here’s a villain I , , 

Smith. H’as abook in his pocket, with red leuters 

’t. . . 

Nay, then he IS a conjm-er. 

fail in with them. jSfay, he can make obligations, and write 

S.„v„ a. .eaur. court-hand.^^ ^ ^ 

,ed of our sup- ^ ^iue honour ; unless I find him gudty, 

not die. — Come hither, sirrah, I must e.xdmine 
:ade of herrings. . what is thy name ’ 

fiiall fall hefoL us, Tlmr«se to write it on the top of letters ; 

do.. Itag. -1 p „ , „o 

:hy name ? or hast thou a mark to thyself, like an 
Xfe/’sirf“toi*'God, I have been so well 
HThX'oXss:^ t 

*rlwa“him, I say : hang him with hi: 
pen and iukhom about Ctel 

dSnfer Michael. 

He shai be encountered _^th a man as good , 


Cade.— for our enemies _ 
inspired with the spirit of putting 
princes, — Comma.nd silence. 

Dick. Silence ! 

Cade. My father was a Morti: 

Dick. He was an honest man, 
layer. 

Clide. My mother a Fiantagenet,- 

Dick. I knew her well, she was a 


himself: He is but a 


Cade. Yaliant X am. 
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Mich. No. 

Cade. To equal Mm, I will make myself a kniglit 
presently ; Else up sir John Mortimer. Now have 
at him. 

Enter Sir Humphrey Stafford, and William his brother, 
icitli drum and Forces. 

Siaf Rebellious hinds, the filth and scum of Kent, 
Mark’d for the gallows, — lay your Tveapons down, 
Home to your cottages, forsake this groom ; — ■ 

The king is merciful, if you revolt. 

W. Skrf. But angry, wrathful, and inclin’d to 
blood, 

If you go forward : Therefore yield, or die. 

Cade. As for these silken -coated slaves, I pass 
It is to you, good people, that I speak, [not ; 
O’er whom, in time to come, I hope to reign ; 

For I am rightful heir unto the crown. 

Staf. Villain, thy father was a plasterer ; 

And thou thyself, a shearman, Art thou not ? 

Cade. And Adam was a gardener. 
fF. Staf', And what of that ? 

Cade. Marry this : — Edmund Mortimer, earl of 
March, 

Married the duke of Clarence’ daughter Did he 
Staf. Ay, sir. [not^ 

Cade. By her, he had two children at one birth. 
W. Staf. That’s false. 

Ca^le. Ay, there’s the question ; bnt, I say, ’tis 
The elder of them, being put to nurse, [true : 
Was by a beggar-woman stol’n away ; 

And, ignorant of Iiis birth and parentage, 

Became a bricklayer, when he came to age ; 

His son am I ; deny it, if you can. 

Dick. Nay, ’tis too true ; therefore he shall be 
king. 

Smith. Sir, he made a chimney in my father’s 
I house, and the bricks are alive at this day to testify 
j it ; therefore, deny it not. 

i Staf. And will you credit this base drudge’ swords, 
That speaks he knows not what ? 

All. Ay, marry, will we ; therefore get ye gone. 
W. Staf. Jack Cade, the duke of York hath 
taught you this. 

Cade. He lies, for I invented it myself. 

— Go to, sirrah, Tell the king from me, that — for 
his father’s sake, Henry the fifth, in whose time 
hoys went to span-counter for French crowns, — I 
am content he shall reign ; but I’ll be protector 
over him. 

Dick. And, furthermore, we’ll have the lord 
>Say‘’s head, for selling the dukedom of Maine. 

Cade. And good reason, for thereby is England 
maimed, and fain to go with a staff, but that my 
puissance bolds it up. Fellow kings, 1 tell yon, 
that that lord Say hath gelded the commonwealth, 
and made it an eunuch ; and more than that, he can. 
speak French, and therefore he is a traitor. 

Staf. 0 gross and miserable ignorance ! 

Cade. Nay, answer, if you can: The Frenchmen 
are our enemies ; go to then, I ask but this ; Can 
he, that speaks with the tongue of an enemy, be a 
good counsellor, or no ^ 

All. No, no; and therefore we’ll have his head. 
W. Staf. Well, seeing gentle words will not 
Assail them with the army of the king, [prevail, 
Staf. Herald, away; an A throughout every town, 
Proclaim them traitors that are up with Cade ; 
That those, which fly before the battle ends, 

May, even in their wives’ and children’s sight, 


Be bang’d up for example at their doors ■ 

And you, that be the king’s friends, follow me. 

\_Exeim:t the Itvo Staffords, and Forces 
Cade. And you, that love the commons, follow 
Now show yourselves men, ’tis for liberty, [me.— . 
We will not leave one lord, one gentleman : 

Spare none, but such as go in clouted shoon ; 

For they are thrifty honest men, and such 
As would (but that they dare not) take our parts. 
.Dkk. They are all in order, and march toward us. 
Cade. But then are we in order, when we are 
most out of order. Come, march forward. [Exeunt. 


Alarum. The two parties enter and fight, and both the 
STAvmKDs arc slain. * 

Cade. Where’s Dick, the butcher, of Ashford? 
Dick. Here, sir. 

Cade. They fell before thee like sheep and oxen 
and thou beliavedst tliyself as if thou hadst been in 
thine own slaiighter-liouse : tlierefore thus will I 
reward thee, — The Lent shall be as long again as it 
is ; and tlioii sbalt have a license to kiil for a hun- 
dred lacking one. 

Dick. I desire no more. 

Cade. And, to speak truth, thou deservest no 
less. This monument of the victory will I bear • 
and the bodies sliail be dragged at my horse’ heels, 
till I do come to London, where we will have the 
mayor's sword borne before us. 

Dick. If we mean to thrive and do good, break 
open tbe gaols, and let out the prisoners. 

Cade. Fear not that, I warrant tliee. Come, let’s 
march towards London. 

— 

SCENE IV. — London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Ivino Hemry, reading a supplication ; the Duke op 
Buckingham, and Lord Say, nyitli him : at a distance, 
(iuEKH iMAEGARisT, mouming over Suffolk’s / it'cni 

Q. Mar. Oft have I heard — that grief softens the 
And makes it fearful and degenerate ; [mind, 
Think tlierefore on revenge, and cease to weep. 
But wdio can cease to wee|>, and look on this? 

Here may his head lie on my tlirobbing breast : 
But where’s the body that I should embrace? 

Buck. What answer makes your grace to the 
rebels’ supplication ? 

K. Hen. I’ll send some holy bishop to entreat : 
For God forbid, so many simple souls 
Should perish by the sword 1 And I myself, 

Rather than bloody war shall cut them short, 

Will parley with Jack Cade their general.-— 

But stay, I’ll read it over once again. 

Q. Mar. Ah, barbarous villains ! hath this lovely 
Rul’d, like a wandering planet, over me : [face 

And could it not enforce them to relent, 

That were unworthy to behold the same ? 

K. Hen. Lord Say, Jack Cade hath sworn to 
have thy head. 

Sa^. Ay, but 1 hope, your highness shall have his. 
K. Hen. How now, madam ? Still 
Lamenting, and mourning for Suffolk’s dea.th ? 

I fear, my love, if that I had been dead, 

Thou wouldest not have mourn’d so much for me. 
Q. Mar. No, my love, I should not mourn, but 
die" for thee. 


S CEN E III . — A noifier Pari of Blackheath . 
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The same. Cannon-steeet, 


SCENE VI, 

Enter Jack Cade, and Ms Followers. He strikes Ms staf, 
on London-stone. 

Cade. Now is Mortimer lord of tLis city. Ant 
liere, sitting upon London-stone, I charge and com. 
mand, that, of the city's cost, the pissing- 
run nothing but claret wine this first year 
reign, j ' 


hat" of the city's cost, the pissing-conduit 

^ - r of our 

And now, henceforward, it shall be treason 
for°any that calls me other than- 

Enter a Soldier, running. 

Sold. Jack Cade I Jack Cade ! 

Cade. Knock him down there. ITkeg kill him. 
Smith. If this fellow be wise, he’ll never call you 
Jack Cade more ; I think, he hath a very fair 

warning. , . . 

Dick. My lord, there’s an army gathered together 

in Smithfield. 

Cade. Come then, let’s go fight with them : But, 
first, «-o and set London-bridge on fire ; and, it you 
can burn down the Tower too. Come, lets away. 
’ \_Exeunt. 


-lord Mortimer 


! thev know not what 


Buck My gracious lord, retire to Ivenelworth, 
Until a power'be rais’d to put them down. 

Q Mar. Ah ! were the duke ot Siiftolk now alive. 
These Kentish rebels would be soon appeas’d. 

'K. Ben. Lord Say, the traitors hate thee : 
Therefore away with us to Kenelworth. ^ . 

Say. So might your grace’s person be in danger ; 
The sight of me is odious in their eyes ; 

And therefore in this city will I stay, 

And live alone as secret as I may. 

Enter anotfier Messenger. 

2 Mess. Jack Cade hath gotten London-bridge ; 

the citizens 

Fly and forsake their houses 

The rascal people, thirsting after prey, 

Join with the traitor ; and they jointly swear, 

To spoil the city, and your royal court. 

Buck. Then linger not, my lord; away, tak€ 
horse. ... 

K, Hen, Come, Margaret ; God, our hope, wii 

succour us. iv. n • 1 

i O. Mar. Mv hone is gone, now Suffolk is de- 


the Savoy; others to the inns or court ; uuwu wxcu 

them all. , , . 

Dick. I have a suit unto your lordship. 

Cade. Be it a lordship, thou shalt have it for that 

'^^Dick. Only, that the laws of England may come 
out of vour mouth. 

Johl Mass, ’twUl he sore law then ; for he was 
thrust in the mouth with a spear, and tis not 

Nay, John, it will be stinking law ; for 
his breath stinks with eating toasted cheese. Usrde. 

Cade. I have thought upon it, it shall be so. 
Away, burn all the records of the realm ; my mouth 
shall be the parliament of England. 

John. Thm we are like to have biting sfa^s- 
unless his teeth he palled out. C • 


SCENE Y.—The same. The Tower. 

Lord Scales, and otkers, on the walls. Then enter 
certain Citizens, below. 

. 7 ? is Jack Cade slain ? 
lord, nor likely to be slain ; for 
the bridge, killing all those thaf 
: The lord mayor craves aid of youi 


Scales. How now 
1 at. No, my ] 
they have won 
withstand them 
honour from the Tower, to defend the city from tin 

X0*l)0ls 

Scales. Such aid as I can spare, you shall com- 
mand ; 

But I am troubled here with them myself, 

The rebels have assay’d to win the Tower. 

But get you to Smithfield, and gather head. 

And thither I will send you Matthevr Gough 
I Fight for your king, your country, and your lives 
1 And so farewell, for i must hence again. lExeun 
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to be used ; and, contrary to the king, his crown 
and dignity, thon hast built a paper-mill. It will 
be proved to thy face, that thou hast men about 
thee, that usually talk of a noun, and a verb ; and 
such abominable words, as no Christian ear can en- 
dure to hear. Thou hast appointed justices of peace, 
to call poor men before them about matters they 
were not able to answer. Moreover, thou hast put 
them in prison ; and because they could not read, 
thou hast hanged them ; when, indeed, only for that 
cause they have been most worthy to live. Thou 
dost ride on a foot-cloth, dost thou not ? 

Sai/. What of that ? 

Cade. Marry, thou ouglitest not to let thy horse 
wear a cloak, when honester men tluui thou go in 
their hose and doublets. 

Bide. And work in their shirt too ; as myself, 
for example, that am a butcher. 

Sm/. "ih'm men of Kent, 

Bide. What say you of Kent ? 

Say. Nothing but this: Mis bona terra, mala 
yens. 

Cade. Away with him, away with him ! he speaks 
Latin. 

Say. Hear me but speak, and bear me where 
you will. 

Kent, in the commentaries Ciusar writ, 

Is term’d the civil’ st place of all this isle : 

Sweet is the country, because full of riches ; 

The people liberal, valiant, active, wealtliy ; 

Which makes me hope you are not void of pity, 

I sold not Maine, I lost not Normandy ; 

Yet, to recover them, would lose my life. 

Justice with favour have I always done ; 

Prayers and tears have mov’d me, gifts could never. 
When have I aught exacted at your hands, 

Kent to maintain, the king, the realm, and you } 
Large gifts have I bestow’d on learned clerks, 
Because my book preferr’d me to the king : 

And— -seeing ignorance is the curse of God, 
Knowledge the wing wherewith we tly to heaven, — 
Unless you be possess’d with devilish spirits, 

You cannot but forbear to murder me. 

This tongue hath parley’d unto foreign kings 
For your behoof, — 

Cade. Tut ! when struck ’st thou one blow in the 

Say. Great men have reaching hands : oft have 
I struck 

Those that I never saw, and struck them dead. 
Geo. 0 monstrous coward ! what, to come be- 
hind folks ^ [good. 

Say. These cheeks are pale for watching for your 
Cade. Give him a box o’ the ear, and that will 
make ’em red again. 

Say. Long sitting to determine poor men’s causes 
Hath made me full of sickness and diseases. 

Cade. Ye shall have a hempen caudle then, and 
the pap of a hatchet 

Diek. Why dost thou quiver, man? 

Say. The palsy, and not fear, provoketh me. 
Cade. Nay, he nods at us ; as who should say, 
rU be even with you. Ill see if his head will 
stand steadier on a pole, or no : Take him away, 
and behead him. 

Say. Tell me, wherein I have offended most ? 
Have I affected wealth, or honour ; speak ? 

Are my chests hird up with extorted gold ? 

Is my apparel sumptuous to behold ? 

Whom have I injur’d, that ye seek my death ? 


These hands are free from guiltless blood-sheddino- 
This breast from barbouring foul deceitful thoughts’ 
0, let me live ! ^ ’ 

Cade. I feel remorse in myself with his words • 
but I’ll bridle it ; he shall die, an it be but for 
pleading so well for his life. Away with him ! he 
has a familiar under his tongue ; he speaks not 
o’God’s name. Go, take him away, I say, and 
strike off his head presently ; and then break into 
his son-in-law’s house, sir James Cromer, and strike 
off his head, and bring them both upon two poles 
hither. 

All. It shall be done. 

Say. Ah, countrymen ! if when you make your 
prayers, 

God should be so obdurate as yourselves, 

How would it fare with your departed souls ? 

And tlierefoi’e yet relent, and save my life. 

Cade. Away with him, and do as I command ye. 

lExcunt some, imth Lord Say. 
The proudest peer in the realm shall not wear a 
head on his shoulders, unless he ]ia.y me tribute ; 
there shall not a maid be married, but she shall 
pay to me her maidenhead ere they have it : Men. 
shall hold of me in capiie ; and we charge and 
command, that their wives be as free as heart can 
wish, or tongue can tell. 

Bide. My lord, when shall we go to Cheapside, 
and take up commodities upon our bills ? 

Cade. Marry, presently. 

Ail. 0 brave! 

lie-entcr Kebels, loith the heads of Lom Say and Jiis 
Son-in-law. 

Cade, But is not this braver ? — Let them kiss 
one another, for they loved vrell, when they were 
alive. Now part them again, lest they consult about 
the giving up of some more towns in France. Sol- 
diers, defer the spoil of the city until liight : for 
with these borne before us, instead of maces, will 
we ride through the streets ; and, at every corner, 
have them kiss. — Away ! [JExeuwt 


SCENE VIII.—SOUTHWARK. 

Alarmn. Enter Cade, and all his Rahblement, 
Cade, Up Fish-street 1 down Saint Magnus’ 
corner 1 kill and knock down ! throw them into 
Thames! — [H sounded^ then a retreat.} 

What noise is this I hear ? Dare any be so bold to 
sound retreat or parley, when I command them kill ? 
Enter Buckingham, and oM Chwimm, with Eorces, '' 
Buck. Ay, here they be that dare and will dis- 
turb tfiee : 

Know, Cade, we come ambassadors from the king 
Unto the commons, whom thou hast misled ; 

And here pronounce free pardon to them all, 

That will forsake thee, and go home in peace. 

Clif. What say ye, countrymen ? will ye relent, 
And yield to mercy, whilst ’tis offer’d you ; 

Or let a rabble lead you to your deaths 
Who loves the king, and will embrace his pardon. 
Fling up his cap, and sa}~Gbd save his majesty i 
Who hateth him, and honours not his father, 
Henry the fifth, that made all France to quake, 
Shake he his weapon at us, and pass by. 

All. God save the king I God save foe king ! 
Cade. What, Buckingham, and Clifford, are ye 
so brave ? — And you, base peasants, do ye believe 
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Enter, below, a great number of Cade’s Followers, with 
halters about their necks. 

Clif. He’s fled, my lord, and all his powers do 
yield; 

And humbly thus, with halters on their necks, 
Expect your highness’ doom, of life, or death. 

K. Hen. Then, heaven, set ope thy everlasting 
gates, 

To entertain my vows of thanks and praise ; — 
Soldiers, this day have you redeem’d your lives, 
And show’d how well you love your prince and 
country 

Continue still in this so good a mind, 

And Henry, though he be infortunate, 

Assure yourselves, will never be unkind ; 

And so, with thanks, and pardon to you all, 

I do dismiss you to your several countries. 

All. God save the king ! God save the king ! 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Please it your grace to be advertised, 

The duke of York is newly come from Ireland : 
And with a puissant and a mighty power, 

Of Gallowglasses, and stout Kernes, 

Is marching hitherward in proud array ; 

And still proclaimeth, as he comes along. 

His arms are only to remove from thee 
The duke of Somerset, whom he terms a traitor. 
K. Hen. Thus stands my state, ’twixt Cade and 
York distress’d ; 

Like to a ship, that having ’scap’d a tempest, 

Is straightway calm’d and boarded with a pirate : 
But now is Cade driven'back, his men dispers'd : 
And now is York in arms to second him. — 

I pray thee, Buckingham, go forth and meet him ; 
And ask liim, what’s the reason of these arms. 

Tell him, I’ll send duke Edmund to the Tower ; — 
And, Somerset we will commit thee thithei*, 

Until his army be dismiss’d from him. 

Som. My lord, 

I’ll yield myself to prison willingly, 

Or unto death, to do my country good. 

ir. Hen. In any case, be not too rough in 
terms ; 

For he is fierce, and cannot brook hard language. 

BucJc. I will, my lord ; and doubt not so to deal, 
As all things shall redound unto your good. 

K. Hen. Come, wife, let’s in, and learn to 
govern better ; 

For yet may England curse my wretched reign. 

I Exeun t 


him ? will you needs be hanged with your pardons 
about your necks ? Hath my sword therefore broke 
through London Gates, that you should leave me 
at the White Hart in Southwark ? I thought, ye 
would never have given out these arms, till you 
had recovered your ancient freedom : but you are 
all recreants, and dastards ; and delight to live in 
slavery to the nobility. Let them break your backs 
with burdens, take your houses over your heads, 
ravish your wives and daughters before your faces : 
For me, — I will make shift for one ; and so — 
God’s curse light upon you all ! 

Ail. We’ii follow Cade, we’ll follow Cade. 

Clif. Is Cade the son of Henry the fifth, 

That thus you do exclaim — you’ll go with him ? 
Will he conduct yon through the heart of France, 
And make the meanest of yon earls and dukes ? 
Alas, he hath no home, no place to fly to ; 

Nor knows he how to live, but by the spoil, 

Unless by robbing of your friends, and us. 

Wer’t not a shame, that whilst you live at jar, 

The fearful French, whom you late vanquished, 
Should make a start o’er seas, and vanquish you ? 
Methinks, already, in this civil broil, 

I see them lording it in London streets, 

Crying — VUlageoisl unto all they meet. 

Better, ten thousand base-born Cades miscarry, 
Than you should stoop unto a Frenchman’s mercy. 
To France, to France, and get what you have lost ; 
Spare England, for it is your native coast : 

Henry hath money, you are strong and manly ; 
God on our side, doubt not of victory. 

All. A Clifford! a Clifford! we’ll follow the 
king, and Cliflbrd. 

Cade. Was ever feather so lightly blown to and 
fro, as this multitude ? the name of Henry the fifth 
hales them to an hundred mischiefs, and makes them 
leave me desolate. I see them lay their heads to- 
gether, to surprise me : my sword make way for me, 
for here is no staying. — In despight of the devils 
and hell, have through the very midst of you ! and 
heavens and honour be witness, that no want of reso- 
lution in me, but only my followers’ base and igno- 
minious treasons, makes me betake me to my heels. 

{^Exlt. 

Buck. Wliat, is he fled ? go, some, and follow him ; 
And he, that brings his head unto the king, 

Shall have a thousand crowns for his reward. — 

lExeimf. some of them. 

Follow me, soldiers ; we’ll devise a mean 
To reconcile you all unto the king, lExcmvt. 


SCENE X.— Kent. Iden’s Garden. 

Enter Cade. 

Cade. Fye on ambition ! fye on myself, that have 
a sword, and yet am ready to famish ! These five 
days have I hid me in these woods ; and durst not 
peep out, for all the country is laid for me ; but 
now I am so hungry, that if I might have a lease of 
my life for a thousand years, I could stay no longer. 
Wherefore, on a brick- wall have I climbed into this 
garden ; to see if I can eat grass, or pick a sallet 
another while, which is not amiss to cool a man’s 
stomach this hot weather. And, I think, this word 
sallet was bom to do me good : for, many a time, 
but for a sallet, my brain-pan had been cleft with 
a brown bill; and, many a time, when I have been 
dry, and bravely marching, it hath served me instead 
of a quart-pot to drink in ; And now the word sal- 
let must serve me to feed on. 


SCENE IX. — Kenelworth Castle. 

Enter King HENny, Queen Margaret, and SoiviEESEX, 
on the terrace of the Castle. 

K. Hen. Was ever king, that joy’d an earthly 
throne. 

And could command no more content than I ? 

No sooner was I crept out of my cradle, 

But I was made a king at nine months old ; 

Was never subject long’d to be a king, 

As I do long and wish to be a subject. 

Enter Bucktnghaim and Clifford. 

Buck. Health, and glad tidings, to your majesty \ 
K. Hen. Why, Buckingham, is the traitor Ca'de 
surpris’d ? 

Or is he but retir’d to make him strong ? 



SECOND PART OF KING HENRY VI. 


ACT V. 


Enter Idbn toUh Servants, 

Iden, Lord, wLo would live turmoiled in the 
court, 

And may enjoy such quiet walks as these . 

This small inheritance, my father left me, 
Contenteth me, and is worth a monarchy. 

I seek not to wax great by others’ waning ; 

Or gather wealth, I care not with what em^r ; 
Sufficeth, that I have maintains my state. 

And sends the poor well pleased from my gate. 

Cade, Here’s the lord of the soil come to seize 
me for a stray, for entering his fee-siraple without 
leave. Ah, villain, thou wilt betray me, and pt a 
thousand crowns of the king for carrying my head 
to him; but I’ll make thee eat iron like an ostrich, 
and swallow my sword like a great iiin, ere thou 

and I part. _ , ^ 

Jden. Why, rude companion, whatsoe er thou be, 

1 know thee not ; Why then should I betray thee ? 
Is’t not enough, to break into my garden, 

And, like a thief, to come to rob my grounds, 
Climbing my walls, in spite of me the ownei , 

But thou wilt brave me with these saucy terms. 

Cade. Brave thee? ay, by the best blood that 
ever w^as broached, and beard thee too. Look on 
me well ; I have eat no meat these live days : yet, 
come thou and thy live men, and if I do not leave 
you all as dead as a door nail, I pray God, 1 may 

never eat grass more. , i i 

Iden. Nay, it shall ne’er be said, while Lnglancl 
stands. 

That Alexander Iden, an esquire ol Kent, 

Took odds to combat a poor famish’d man. 

Oppose thy stedfast gazing eyes to mine. 

See if thou canst outface me wdth thy looks, 

Set limb to limb, and thou art far the lesser ; 

Thy hand is but a finger to my fist ; 

Thy leg a stick, compared with this trancheon ; 
My foot shall fight with all the strength thou hast ; 


And if mine arm be heaved in the air, 

Thy grave is digg’d already in the earth. 

As for more words, wdiose greatness answers w^ords 
Let this my sword report what speech forbears. 
Cade. By my valour, the most complete champion 
that ever I heard. — Steel, if thou turn the edge, or 
cut not out the hurley-boned clowm in chines of 
beef ere thou sleep in thy sheath, I beseech God on 
niy knees, thou inayest be turned to hobnails. 
\_Theij fight. falls. 1 O, I am slain I famine, 

and no other, hath slain me : let ten thousand 
devils come against me, and give me but the ten 
meals I have lost, and I’d defy them all. Wither, 
garden ; and be henceforth a burymg..place to all 
that do dwell in this* house, because the uiicon- 
quered soul of Cade is fled. 

Iden. Is’t Cade that I have slain, that monstrous 
traitor ? 

Sword, I will hallow thee for this thy deed, 

And hang thee o’er my tomb, when I am dead; 
Ne’er shall this blood be wiped from thy point; 
But thou slialt wear it as a Iierald’s coat, 

To emblaze the honour that thy master got. 

Cade. Iden, farewell; and be proud of thy vic- 
tory : Tell Kent from me, she hath lost her best 
man, and exhort all the world to be cowards ; for 
I, that never feared any, am vanquished by famine, 
not by valour. {Dies. 

Iden. How much thou wrongst me, heaven, be 
my judge. [thee ! 

Die, damned wretch, the curse of her that bare 
And as I thrust thy body in with my sword, 

So wish I, I might thrust thy soul co hell. 

Hence will I drag thee headlong by the heels 
Unto a dunghill, which shall bgt thy grave, 

And there cut off thy most ungracious head ; 
Which I will bear in triumph to the king. 

Leaving thy trunk for crows to feed upon. 

lExit, dragging out the bodg. 


ACT V. 


SCENE I. — The same. Fields between Dartford 
and Blackheath. 

'The King's Camp on one side. On the other, enter \ork, 
attended, with drum and colours : Ms Forces at some 
distance. 

York. From Ireland thus comes York, to claim 
his right, 

And pluck the crown from feeble Henry’s head : 
Ring, bells, aloud ; burn, bonfires, clear and bright ; 
To entertain great England’s lawful king. 

Ah, sancta magestas ! who would not buy thee 
Let them obey, that know not how to rule ; [dear? 
This hand was made to handle nought but gold: 

I cannot give due action to my words, 

Except a sword, or sceptre, balance it. 

A sceptre shall it have, have I a soul; 

On which TB toss the flower-de-luce of France. 
Enter Buckingham. 

Whom have we here? Buckingham, to disturb me ? 
The king hath sent him sure : I must dissemble. 
Buck. York, if thou meanest well, I greet thee 
well, 

York. Humphrey of Buckingham, I accept thy 
greeting. 

Art thou a messenger, or come of pleasure ? 


Bnck. A messenger from Henry, our dread liege, 
To know the reason of these arms in peace ; 

Or why, thou — being a subject as 1 am, 

Against thy oath and true allegiance sworn, 
Should’st raise so great a power without his leave, 
Or dare to bring tliy force so near the court. 

York. Scarce can I speak, my clioler 
is so great. 

0, I could bew up rocks, and fight mth 
flint, 

I am so angry at these abject terms ; 

And now, like Ajax Telamouins, 

On sheep or oxen could I spend my fury ! 

I am fiir better born than is the king ; 

More like a king, more kingly in my 
thouglits : 

But I must make fair weather vret a while, 

Till Henry be more weak, and I more j 

strong, — ' 

O Buckingbaiii, I pr’ythee, pardoii me, _ 

That I haW given no answer all this while, 

My mind was troubled with deep melancholy . 

The cause why I have brought this array hither, 
js — remove proud Somerset from the king. 
Seditious to his grace, and to the state. * 

Bwk. That is too much presumption on thy 
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But if tliy arms be to no other end, 

The king hath yielded unto thy demand ; 

The duke of Somerset is in the Tower. 

York, Upon thine honour, is he prisoner ? 
Buck. Upon mine honour, he is prisoner. 

York. Then, Buckingham, I do dismiss my 
powers. — 

Soldiers, I thank you ail ; disperse yourselves ; 
Meet me to-morrow in St. George’s held, 

You shall have pay, and every thing you wish. 

And let my sovereign, virtuous Henry, 

Command my eldest son,— nay, all my sons, 

As pledges of my fealty and loi^e, 
ril send them ail as willing as I live ; 

Lands, goods, horse, armour, any thing I have 
Is his to use, so Somerset may die. 

Buck. York, I commend this kind submission : 
We twain will go into liis highness’ tent. 

Enter King Henry, attended. 

K. Hen. Buckingham, doth York intend no 
harm to us, 

That thus he marcheth with thee arm in arm } 
York. In all submission and humility, 

York doth present himself unto your highness. 

K. Hen. Then what intend these forces thou 
dost bring } 

York. To heave the traitor Somerset from hence ^ 
And fight against that monstrous rebel, Cade, 

Who since I heard to be discomfited. 

Enter Iden, with Cade’s head. 

Iden. If one so rude, and of so mean condition, 
May pass into the presence of a king, 

Lo, I present your grace a traitor’s head, 

The head of Cade, whom I in combat slew. 

K. Hen. The head of Cade ? — Great God, hovr 
just art thou! — 

0, let me view his visage being dead, 

That living wrought me such exceeding trouble. 
Tell me, my friend, art thou the man that slew 
Iden. I was, an’t like your majesty. [himP 
K. Hen. How art thou call’d? and what is thy 
degree ? 

Iden. Alexander Iden, that’s my name : 

A poor esquire of Kent, that loves his king. 

Buck. So please it you, my lord, ’twere not 
amiss 

He were created knight for his good service. 

K. Hen. Iden, kneel down ; \_He hieels.'] Rise 
up a knight. 

We give thee for reward a thousand marks, 

And will, that thou henceforth attend on us. 

Iden. May Iden live to merit such a bounty, 
And never live but time unto his liege ! 

K. Hen, See, Buckingham ! Somerset comes 
with the queen ; 

Go bid her hide him quickly from the duke, 

Enter Q^uben Margaret and Somerset. 

Q. Mar. For thousand Yorks he shall not hide 
Ms head, 

But boldly stand, and front him to his face. 

York. How now 1 Is Somerset at liberty 
Then, York, unloose thy long- imprison’d thoughts. 
And let thy tongue be equal -with thy heart. 

Shall I endure the sight of Somerset — 

False king ! why hast thou broken faith with me, 
Knowing how hardly I can brook abuse ? 

King did I call thee } no, thou art not king ; 

JNot fit to govern and rule multitudes, 

Which dar’st not, no, nor canst not rule a traitor. 


That head of thine doth not become a crown ; 

Thy hand is made to grasp a palmer’s stafi’. 

And not to grace an awful princely sceptre. 

That gold must round engirt these brmvs of mine ; 
Whose smile and frown, like to Achilles’ spear, 

Is able with the change to kill and cure. 

Here is a hand to hold a sceptre up, 

And with the same to act controlling laws. 

Give place ; by heaven, thou shalt rule no more 
O’er Mm whom heaven created for tliy ruler. 

Som. O monstrous traitor ! — I arrest thee, York, 
Of capital treason ’gainst the king and crown : 
Obey, audacious traitor ; kneel for grace. 

York. Would’st have me kneel? first let me 
ask of these, 

If they can brook I bow a knee to man. — 

Sirrah, call in my sons fo be my bail ; 

an Attendant. 

I know, ere they will have me go to ward, 

They’ll pawn their swords for my enfranchisement. 
Q. Mar. Call hither Clifford ; bid him come 
amain, Buckingham. 

To say, if that the bastard boys of York 
Shall be the surety for their traitor father. 

York. O blood- bespotted Neapolitan, 

Outcast of Naples, England’s bloody scourge I 
The sons of ITork, thy betters in their birth, 

Shall be their father’s bail; and bane to those 
That for my surety will refuse the boys. 
ii’R/rr Edward flnd Bichard Pdantagenet, with Forces, 
at one side j at the other, with Forces also, Odd Cufeokd 
and his Son. 

See, where they come ; I’ll warrant they’ll make it 
* good. 

Q. Mar. And here comes Clifford, to deny their 
bail. 

CUf. Health and all happiness to my lord the 
king I iKneels. 

York. I thank thee, Clifford : Say, what news 
with thee ? 

Nay, do not fright us with an angry look : 

We are thy sovereign, Clifford, kneel again ; 

For thy mistaking so, ive pardon thee. 

Clif. This is my king, York, I do not mistake : 
But thou mistak’st me much, to think I do : — 

To Bedlam with him ! is the man growm mad 
K. Hen. Ay, Clifford ; a bedlam and ambitious 
humour 

Makes Mm oppose himself against his king. 

Clif. He is a traitor ; let Mm to the Tower, 

And chop away that factious pate of Ms. 

Q. Mar. He is arrested, but will not obey ; , 

His sons, he says, shall give their words for him. i 
York. Will you not, sons ? i 

Edw. Ay, noble father, if om* w'ords will serve. I 
Rich. And if words will not, then our weapons : 

shall. j 

Clif. Why, what a brood of tiMtors have we here ! i 
York. Look in a glass, and call thy image so ; j 

I am thy king, and thou a false-heart traitor, — j 

Call liither to the stake my two brave bears, 

That, with the veiy shaking of their chains, 

They may astonish these fell lurking curs ; 

Bid Salisbury, and Warwick, come to me. 

Brums. Enter y^ARWics. and Salisbury, with Forces. 
Clif. Are these thy beai's ? we’ll bait thy bears 
, to death, 

And manacle the bear- ward in their chains, 

If thou dar’st bring them to the baiting -place. 

Moh. Oft have I seen a hot o’erweening cur 


second part of king henry VL act V. s 

■Rim back and bite, because be was withlield ; 

Who, being suffer’d with tbe bear’s fell paw, _ 

Hath clapp’d bis tail between bis legs, and cried : 

And such a piece of semce will you . 

If you opnose yourselves to matcb lord W arwicic. 

Clif. Hence, heap of wratb, foul indigested lump, 

As crooked in tby manners, as tby shape . 

York. Nay, we sball beat you tborougbly anon. 
Clif. Take beed, lest by your beat you burn 
yourselves. 

Jf. Hen. Why, Warwick, bath tby knee lorgot 
to bow ? 

Old Salisbury—sbame to tby silveiMiair, 

Thou mad misleader of thy bram-sidc son . 

What, wilt thou on tby death-bed play the ruffian, 
And seek for sorrow with tby spectacles 

0, where is faith ? 0, where is loyalty . | 

If it be banish’d from tbe frosty bead, 

Where shall it find a harbour in the earth 

Wilt thou go dig a grave to find out war, 

And shame thine honourable age with blood . 

Why art thou old, and want’st experience . 

Or wherefore dost abuse it, if thou bast it i 

For shame ! in duty bend tby knee to me, 

That bows unto tbe grave with mickle age. 

Sal. My lord, I have consider’d with myseit 

Tbe title of this most renowned duke ; 

And in my conscience do repute bis grace 

The rightful heir to England’s royal seat. 

K. Hen. Hast thou not sworn allegiance unto 
me ? 

Sal. I have. „ 

}{. Hen. Canst thou dispense with heaven loi 

such an oath ? ^ j 

Sal It is great sin, to swear unto a sin ; 

But greater sin, to keep a sinful oath. 

Who can be bound by any solemn vow 

To do a murderous deed, to rob a man, 

To force a spotless virgin’s chastity, 

To reave the orphan of his patrimony. 

To wring the widow from her custom d right ; 

And have no other reason for this wrong, 

But that he was bound by a solemn oath ? ^ 

Q. Mar. A subtle traitor needs no sopbister. 

/i. Hen. Call Buckingham, and hid him arm 
himself. . 

York. Call Buckingham, and all tbe friends thou 
bast, 

I am resolv’d for death, or dignity. 

Clif. Tbe first I warrant thee, if dreams prove true. 
War. You were best to go to bed, and dream agai o, 
To keep thee from the tempest of tbe field. 

Clif. I am resolv’d to bear a greater storm, 

Than any thou canst conjure up to-day ; 

And that ITl write upon tby burgoiiet, 

Might 1 hut know thee by thy household badge. ^ 
War. Now, by my father’s badge, old N evil’s 
crest 

Tbe rampant bear chain’d to the ragged stall, 

This day Fli wear aloft my burgoiiet, 

(As on a mountain-top the cedar shows, 

■ That keeps bis leaves in spite of any storm,) 

Even to affright thee with the view thereof. 

Clif And from tby burgonet I’ll rend thy bear, 
And tread it under foot with all contempt, 
Despigbt tbe bear- ward that protects the bear. 

Y. Clif And so to arms, victorious father, 

To quell tbe rebels, and their ’complices. 

Rich. Eye 1 charity, t’or shame 1 speak not in spite 
For you sball sup with Jem Christ to-night. 

¥. Clif. Foul stigmatick, that’s more than thou 
canst tell. 

Rich. If not in heaven, you’ll surely sup in hell. 

[Exeunt severally. 

SCENE II.— Saint Alban’s. 

Alarums ; Excursions. Enter Warwick. 

JVar. Clifford of Cumberland, ’tis Warwick calls! 

And if thou dost not bide thee from tbe bear, 

Now, — when tbe angry trumpet sounds alarm, . 

And dead men’s cries do fill the empty air, — 

Clifford, I say, come forth and fight with me ! 

Proud northern lord, Clifford of Cumberland, 

Warwick is hoarse with calling thee to arms. 

Enter YoiiK. 

How now, my noble lord.^ what all a-foot.^ 

York. Thelleadly-liaiided Cliftbrd slew my steed; 

But match to match 1 have encounter’d him, 

And made a prey for carrion kites and crows 

Even of the bonny lieast he lov’d so well. 

Enter CiaFFOiti*). 

War. Of one or both of us the time is come. 

York. Hold, Warwick 1 seek thee out some other 
chase, 

For I myself must hunt this deer to death. 

War. Then, nobly, Yfork ; ’tis for a crown thou 
fight’ st. — 

As I intend, Clifford, to thrive to-day, ^ 

It ffvievfis my soul to leave thee unassail’d. 

[Exit Warwick. 

Clif What seest thou in me, York? why dost 
thou pause ? 

York. With thy brave bearing should I be in love, 

But that thou art so fiist mine enemy. 

Clif Nor should thy prowess want praise and 
esteem , 

But that ’tis shown ignobly, and in treason. 

York. So let it help me now against thy sword, 

As I in justice and true right express it 1 

Clif. My soul and body on the action both ! — 
York. A dreadful lay ! — address thee instantly. 

[TheyfgJd, and Clifford /6xW,«. 
Clif La fin couronne les oeuvres. 

FoVA:. Thus war hath given thee peace, for thou 
art still. 

Peace with bis soul, heaven, if it be tby wiUl [Exit 
Enter Young Cliffo'rd. 

F. Clif. Shame and confusion ! all is on tbe rout ; 
Fear frames disorder, and disorder wounds ^ 

Wliere it should guard. 0 war, thou son of lielfi: • 
Whom angry heavens do make their minister, 

Throw in the fimen bosoms of our part 

Hot coals of vengeance I — Let no soldier ny : 

He that is truly dedicate to war ^ - 

Hath no self-love : nor be, that loves bimsett, 

Hath not essentially, but by circumstance, 

The name of valouv.-O, the v.le .odd 

And tbe premised flames of tbe last day 

Knit earth and heaven together ! 

Now let the general trumpet blow ins oiast, 

' Particularities and petty sounds 

To cease ! Wast thou ordain’d, near mtiier, 

To lose tby youth in peace, and to achieve 

The silver livery of advised age ; ^ 

, And, in tby reverence, and tby 

To die in ruffian battle ?— E ven at this sight, 
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Blit fly you must ; uncurabie discomfit 
Reigns iu the hearts of all our present ] 
Away, for your relief! and we will live ' 
To see their day, and them our fortune 
Away, my lord, away ! 


My heart is turn'd to stone : and, wiiile tis mine, 
It shall be stony. York not our old men spares ; 

; No more will I tlieir babes ; tears virginal 
' Shall be to me even as the dew to lire ; 

And beauty, that tiie tyrrait oft reclaims, 

Shall to my flaming wrath be oil and flax. 
Henceforth, I will not have to do with pity : 

Meet I an infant of the house of York, 

Into as many gobbets will I cut it, 

As wild Medea young Absyrtus did : 

In cruelty will I seek out my fame. 

Come, thou new ruin of old Clifford’s house ; 

up (lie body. 

As did il5neas old Ancinses bear, 

So bear I thee ujiou my manly shoulders ; 

But then .Eneas bare a living load, 

Nothing so heavy as these woes of mine. lExli. 

Enter llrcuAiti) Plaktagenkt and S>C)MEiR.sm\ ft pitting, and 
ISoiMenyET is killed. 

Rich. So, lie thou there ; — 

For, underneath an alehouse' paltry sign, 

The Castle in Saint Alban’s, Somerset 
Hath made the wizard famous iu his death. — 
Sword, hold thy temper : heart, he wrathful still. 
Priests pray for enemies, but princes kill. {,ExU. 

Alarums : Excursion. Enter King IIknry, Queen Mar- 
OAUBT, and Olliers, retreating. 

Q. Mar. Away, my lord ! you are slow ; for 
shame, away ! 

K. Hen. Can we outrun the heavens ? good Mar- 
garet, stay. 

Q, Mar. What are you made of you’ll not flght, 
nor fly : 

Now is it manhood, wisdom, and defence, 

To give the enemy way ; and to secure us 
By what we can, which can no more but fly. 

{^Alarum afar off. 

If you be ta’ea, we then should see the bottom 
Of all our fortunes : but if we haply scape, 

(As well we may, if not through your neglect,) 

We shall to London get; where you are lov’d ; 
And where this breach, now in our fortunes made, 
May readily be stopp’d. 

Enter Fu?/ nr; Clifford. 

F. CUf. But that my heart's on future mischief 
I would speak blasphemy ere bid you fly ; [set, 


SCENE HI. — Fields near Saint Alban’s. 

Alarum: Retreat. Flourish; then enter York, Richard 
P ixtVNTAGENET, WARWICK, and Soldiei’s, ivith drum and 
colours. 

York. Of Salisbury, who can report of him ; 
That winter lion, who, in rage, forgets 
Aged contusions and all briisjb. of time ; 

And, like a gallant in the brow of youth, 

Repairs him with occasion ? this happy day 
Is not itself, nor have we won one foot, 

If Salisbury he lost. 

Rich. My noble father, 

Three times to-day I holp him to his horse, 

Three times bestrid him, thrice I led him off, 
Persuaded him from any further act ; 

But still, where danger was, still there I met him ; 
And like rich hangings in a homely house. 

So was his will in his old feeble body. 

But noble as he is, look where he comes. 

Enter Salisbury. 

Sal Now, by my sword, well hast thou fought 
to-day ; 

By the mass, so did we all — I thank you, Richard : 
God knows, how long it is I have to live ; 

And it hath pleas’d him, that three times to-day 
You have defended me from imminent death. — 
Well, lords, we have not got that which we have ; 
’Tis not enough our foes are this time fled, 

Being opposites of such repairing nature. 

York. I know, our safety is to follow them ; 
For, as I hear, the king is fled to London, 

To call a present court of parliament- 
Let us pursue him, ere the writs go forth : — 

What says lord Warwick ? shall we after them } 
War. After them ! nay, before them, if we can 
Now by my faith, lords, ’twas a glorious day : 
Saint Alban’s battle, won by famous York, 

Shall be eterniz’d in all age to come. — 

Sound, drums and trumpets ; — and to London all : 
And more such davs as these to us befall I [Exeunt. 
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SCENE, 


Norf. Sucli hope have all the line of John of 
Gaunt. 

llieh. Thus do I hope to shake Mug Henrjf’s 
head. 

TTar. And so do 1. — Victorious prince of York, 
Before I see thee seated in that throne 
Which now the house of Lancaster usurps, 

I vow hy heaven, these eyes shall never close. 
This is the palace of the fearful king, 

And this the regal seat : possess it, York ; 


SCENE 1. — London. The Parliament -House. 

Brums. Some Soldiers of York’s Party break in. Then, 
enter the Duke of York, Edward, Richard, Norfolk, 
Montague, Warwick, and others, with tchite roses in 
their hats. 

War. I wonder, how the king escap’d our bands. 
Yo7'k. While we pursu’d the horsemen of the 
He silly stole away, and left his men : [north, 

Whereat the great lord of Northumberland, 

Whose warlike ears could never brook retreat, 
Cheer’d up the drooping army ; and himself, 

Lord Clifford, and lord Stafford, all a-breast, 
Charg’d our main battle’s front, and, breaking in, 
Were by the swords of common soldiers slain. 

Mdiv. Lord Stafford’s father, duke of Bucking- 
Is either slain, or wmunded dangerous : [ham, 

I cleft his heaver with a doVnright blow ; 

That this is true, father, behold his blood. 

IShowing Ms bloody swo7'd. 
Mont. And, brother, here’s the earl of Wiltshire’s 
blood, [To Yomt, showing Ms. 

Whom I encounter’d as the battles join’d. 

Rich. Speak thou for me, and teUlhem what I 
did. 

{Throwing down the Duke of Somerset’s head. 
York. Richard hath best deserv’d of all my 
sons. — 

What, is your grace dead, my lord of Somerset ? 


For this is thine, and not king Henry’s heirs’. ^ 

York. Assist me then, sweet W'arwick, and I 

For hither we liave broken in by force. ^ [will ; 

JSfoi f. We’ll all assist you ; he, that dies, shall 
die.' 

York. Tiiaiiks, gentle Norfolk.— Stay by me, 
iny lords ; — . . y 

And, soldiers, stay, and lodge by me this night. 

War. And, when the king comes, offer him no 
violence, 

Unless he seek to thrust you out by force. 

{They retire, 

Ym-k. The queen, tliis day, here holds her par- 
liament, 

But little thinks we shall be of her council : 

By word.?, or blows, here let us win our right. ^ 

Rich. Arm’d .as we are, let’s stay within this 
house* 
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SCENE I. 


515 


Jf^ar, The bloody parliament shall this be call’d, 
Unless Plaritagenet, duke of York, be king ; 

And bashful Henry depos’d, whose cowardice 
Hath made us by- words to our enemies. 

Fork. Then leave me not, my lords ; be re- 
I mean to take possession of my right. [solute ; 

'fVar. Neither the king, nor he that loves him 
The proudest he that holds up Lancaster, [best, 
Dares stir a wing, if Warwick shake his bells. 

I’ll plant Piantagenet, root him up who dares: — 
Resolve thee, Richard; claim the English croum. 

[Warwick leads York ia the throne, who 
scats hmself. 

Flourish. Enter King H’enry, Clifford, Northumber- 
land, Westmoreland, Exeter, and others, tvUh red 
roses in their hats. 

K. I-Ien. My lords, look where the sturdy rebel 
sits, 

Even in the chair of state ! belike, he means, 
(Back’d by the power of Warwick, that false peer,) 
To aspire unto the crown, and reign as king. — 
Earl of Nortliumberlaud, he slew thy father ; — 
And thine, lord Cliiford ; and you both have vow’d 
revenge 

On him, his sons, liis favourites, and liis friends. 
North. If 1 be not, heavens be reveng’d on me ! 
Clif. The hope thereof makes Clifford mourn in 
steel. 

West. What, shall we suffer tliis? let’s pluck 
Mm down : * 

My heart for anger burns, F cannot brook it. 

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle earl of Westmoreland. 
CUf. Patience is for poltroons, and such as he ; 
He durst not sit there, had your father liv’d. 

My gracious lord,, here in the parliament 
Let us assail the family of York. 

North. Well hast thou spoken, cousin ; be it so. 
K. Ah, know you not, the city favours 

them, 

And they have troops of soldiers at their beck ? 
Exe. But when the duke is slain, they Ml quickly 
fly. 

K. Hen. Far be the thought of this from Henry’s 
' heart, 

To make a shambles of the parliament-liouse ! 
Cousin of E-xeter, frowns, words, and threats, 

Shall be the war that Plenry means to use. — 

IThe'i/ advance to the Duke. 

Thou factious duke of York, descend my throne, 
And kneel for grace and mercy at my feet ; 

I am thy sovereign. 

York. Thou art deceiv’d, I am thine. 

Exe. For shame, come down; he made thee 
, duke of York. 

York.. ’Twas my inheritance, as the earldom was. 
Exe. Thy father was a traitor to the crown. 
War. Exeter, thoxx art a traitor to the crown, 

In following this usurping Henry. ' 

Clif. Whom should he follow, but his natural 
king ? ■ 

War. True, Clifford ; and that’s Richard, duke 
of York. 

K. Hen. And shall I stand, and thou sit in my 
throne ? 

York, It must and shall be so. Content thyself. 
War. Be duke of Lancaster, let him be king. 
fVest. He is both king and duke of Lancaster ; 
And that the lord of Westmoreland shall maintain. 
War. And Warwick shall disprove it. You 
forget, 


That we are those, which chas’d you from the held, 
And slev/ your fathers, and with colours spread 
March’d through the city to the palace gates. 

North. Yes, Warwick, I remember it to my grief; 
And, by his soul, thou and thy house shall rue it. 

West. Piantagenet, of thee, and these thy sons, 
Thy kinsmen and thy friends, I’ll have more lives, 
Than drops of blood were in my father’s veins. 

Clif. Urge it no more : lest that, instead of 
I send thee, Warwick, such a messenger, [words, 
x\s shall revenge his death, before I stir. 

War. Poor Clifford! how I scorn his worthless 
threats ! 

York. Will you, we show our title to the crown ? 
If not, our swords shall plead it in the field. 

K. Hen. What title hast thou, traitor, to the 
crown ? 

Thy father was, as thou art, duke of York ; 

Thy grandfather, Roger Mortimer, earl of March : 
I am the son of Henry the Fifth, 

Who made the Dauphin and the French to stoop, 
And seiz’d upon their towns and provinces. 

W ar. Talk not of France, sith thou hast lost it all. 
I{. Hen. The lord protector lost it, and not I ; 
When I was crown’d, I was but nine months old. 
ilieh. You are old enough now, and yet, me- 
thinks you lose : — 

Father, tear the crown from the usurper’s head. 
Edw. Sweet father, do so ; set it on your head. 
Mont. Good brother, [ifoYouK.] asthouiov’st 
and honour’st arms, 

Let’s fight it out, and not stand cavilling thus. 
Rich. Sound drums and trampets, and the king 
will fly. 

York. Sons, peace ! 

K. Hen. Peace thou ! and give king Henry 
leave to speak. 

War. Piantagenet shall speak first : — hear him, 
lords ; 

And be you silent and attentive too, 

For he, that interrupts him, shall not iive. 

K. Hen. Think’ st thou, that I will leave my 
kingly throne, 

Wherein my grandsire, and my father, sat ? 

No : first shall war unpeople this my realm ; 

Ay, and their colours — often borne in France ; 

And now in England, to our heart’s great sorrow, — 
ShaE be my winding-sheet. — Why faint you, lords ? 
My title’s good, and better far than his. 

War. But prove it, Henry, and thou shall be 
king. 

K. Hen. Henry the Fourth by conquest got tlie 
crown. 

York. ’Twas by rebellion against his king. 

K. Hen. I know not what to say ; my title’s 
Tell me, may not a king adopt an heir ? [weak. 
York. What then ? 

K. Hen. An if he may, then am I lawful king ; 
i For Richard, in the view of many lords, 

I Resign’d the crown to Henry the Fourth ; 
i Whose heir my father was, and I am his. 

York. He rose against him, being his sovereign, 
And made him to resign his crowm perforce. 

War. Suppose, my lords, he did it imconstrain’ d , 
Think you, ’twere prejudicial to his croxvn ? 

Exe. 'N& ; for he could not so resign his croxvn. 
But that the next heir should succeed and reign. 
K. Hen, Art Biou against us, duke of Exelei ? 
A’a:*?. His is the right, and therefore pardon 
-me 
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Tork, Why whisper you, my lords, and answer 
not ? 

.Es:e. My conscience tells me, lie is lawful king. 
K. Hen. All will revolt from me, and turn to 
him. 

Ho^'lk. Plantagenet, for all the claim thou 
Think not, that Henry shall be so depos'd, [lay’st, 
PFd-y. Depos’d he shall be, in despite of ail. 
North. Thou art deceiv’d ; 'tis not thy southern 
power, 

Of Essex, Norfolk, Suffolk, nor of Kent, — 

Which makes thee thus presumptuous and proud, — 
Can set the duke up, in despite of me. 

Clif. King Henry, be thy title right or wrong, 
Lord Clifford vows to tight in thy defence : 

May tliat ground gape, and swallow me alive, 
Wliere I shall kneel to him that slew my fatlier ! 

/t . Hen. 0 Clifford, how thy words revive my 
lieart ! 

York. Henry of Lancaster, resign thy crown : — 
What mutter you, or what conspire you, lords ? 

War. Do right unto this princely duke of York ; 
Or I will fill the house wdth armed men. 

And o’er the chair of state, where now he sits, 
Write up his title with usurping blood. 

[_He stamps^ and the Soldiors -S'/jOitt ihemsdves. 
K. Hen. My lord of Warwick, hear me but one 
word ; — 

Let me, for this my life-time, reign as king. 

York. Confirm the crown to me, and to mine 
heirs, 

And thou shalt reign in quiet while thou liv'st. 

K. Hen. I am content : Richard Plantagenet, 
Enjoy the kingdom after my decease. 

Clif. What wrong is this unto the prince your 
son ? 

War. What good is this to England, and him- 
self.^ 

West. Base, fearful, and despairing Henry ! 

Clf. How hast thou injur’d both thyself and us ? 
West. I cannot stay to hear these articles. 
North. Nor 1. 

Clf. Come, cousin, let us tell the queen these 
news. 

lYest. Farewell, faint-hearted and degenerate 
king, 

In whose cold blood no spark of honour bides. 

Norik. Be tlioii a prey unto the house of York, 
And die in bands for this unmanly deed ! 

Clfi In dreadful war may'st thou be overcome ! 
Or live in peace, abandon’d, and despis’d ! 

lExeunt KonTHu.MiiBRLANn, Cukfoud, 

and W ksTJJ OK BLAN D. 

War. Turn this way, Henry, and regard them 
not. 

Hxe. They seek revenge, and therefore will not 
yield. 

K. Hen. Ah, Exeter ! 

Why should you sigh, my lord ? 
K. Hen. Not for myself, lord Warwick, but my 
M horn I unnaturally shall disinherit. [yon", 

But, be it as it may : — I here entail 
The crown to thee, and to thine lieirs for ever ; 
Conditionally, that here thou take an oath 
10 cease this civil war, and, whilst 1 live, 

To honour me as thy king and sovereign ; 

And neither by treason, nor hostility, 

To seek to put me dowm, and reign thyself. 

d ork. This oath I willingly take, and will per- 
[Combig from, the throne. 


War. Long live kiiig 11 enry I — plantagenet, 

embrace liim. 

K. Hen. And long live tliou, e.nd these thy for- 
wai'd sons ! 

York. Now York and Lancasier are reconcil’d. 
Exe. Accurs'dbc lie rlmt seeks to make them foes i 
Tiiy. lords conieforioard. 
York. Farewell, my gracious lord ; I’ll to my 
castle. 

JYar. Ainl I'll kee]> iAnidon, with my soldiers. 
Norf. And 1 to Norfolk , vvitii my foiiov.ers. 
Mont. And 1 unto the sea, from whence I came. 
{^Exeunt yoHN, <;ud his Sons. AVAi'.u'iOB, Noivkolk- 
MoNTAt; 


Stihlit'rs. t 


i AUemhoifs. 


K. Hen. And I, with grief and sorrow, to the 
court. 

Enter Qiikkn itfAiu-JAiiBT and the rdixcE of Wades. 
Hve. Here comes ti:ie queen, whOwse looks bewray 
Iier anger : 

FI! steal away. 

K. Hen. Exeter, so will I. ICkiinp. 

Q. Mar. Nay, go not from me, I w;ill follow 
thee. 

K. Hen. Be patient, gentle queen, and I will 
stay. 

Q. Mar. Who can bo patient in such extremes? 
Ah, wretched man ! ’wosild I had died a maid, 
And never seen thee, never Ixu'ue thee son, 

.Seeing thou luist prov’J so niiuatural a father I 
Hath he deserv’d to lose his birtiiright thus ? 
Had’st thou but lov’d liini half so well as I ; 

Or felt tliat pain wliich I did for liini once ; 

Or nourish’d him, as 1 did with my blood; 

Thou woiildst have left thy dearest heart-blood 
there, , 

Rather than made tliat savage duke thine heir, 
And disinherited thine only son. 

Prince. Father, you cannot disinherit me ; 

If you be king, wliy should not I succeed ? 

K. Hen. Pardon me, Margaret ; — pardon me, 
sweet son ; — 

Tlie earl of Warwick, and tlie duke, enforc’d me. 
Q. Afar. Enforc’d thee! art thou king, and wilt 
be forc’d? 

I sliamc to hear tlvee s|»e.ak. All, timorous wretch! 
Thou hast undone thyself, thy son, and me ; 

And given unto the liouse of h’ork such head, 

As thou shalt reign but l>y their sufferance. 

To entail him and his lieirs unto the crown, 

What is it, but to make thy sepulchre, 

And creep into it far liefore thy time ? 

Warwick is chancellor, and the lord of Calais ; 
Stern Faulconbridge commands the narrow seas ; 
The duke is made protector of the realm ; 

And yet shalt thou be safi^ ? such safety tinds 
The trembling iamb, environed with wolves. 

Had I been there, which am a silly woman, 

The soldiers should have toss’d me on their pikes, 
Before I would have granted to that act. 

But thou preferr’st thy life before thine honour: 
And, seeing thou dost, I here divorce myself, 

Both from thy taln'e, Henry, and thy bed, 

Until that act of par!ia.incnt be repealed, 

Whereby my son is disinherited. 

The northern lords, tiiat liave forsworn thy colours, 
Will follow mine, if once they see them spread : 
And spread they shall be ; to thy foul disgrace, 
And utter ruin of the house of York. 

Thus do I leave thee: — Come, son, let’s away » 
Our army’s ready ; come, we’il after them. 
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K. Hen. Stay, gentle Margaret, and hear me 
speak. 

Q. Mar. Thou hast spoke too much already ; get 
thee gone. 

K. Hen. Gentle son Edward, thou wilt stay wdth 
me ? 

Q. Mar. Ay, to be murder’d by his enemies. 

Prince. When I return with \dctory from the 
field, 

111 see your grace : till then, I'll follow her. 

Q. Mar. Come, son, away ; we may not linger 
thus. lExeunt Queen Margaret and 

the Prince. 

K. Hen. Poor queen ! ho?7 love to me, and to 
her son, 

Hath made her break out into terms of rage ! 

Reveng’d may she be on that hateful duke ; 

Whose haughty spirit, winged with desire, 

WiU cost my crown, and, like an empty eagle, 

Tire on the fiesli of me, and of my son! 

The loss of those three lords torments my heart : 

111 write unto them, and entreat them fair ; — 

Come, cousin, you shall be the messenger, 

Exe. And I, I hope, shall reconcile them all. 

lExeunt. 


Until the white rose, that I wear, be dyed 
Even in the lukewmrm blood of’Heiiry’s heart. 

York. Richard, enough ; I will he king, or die. — 
Brother, thou shalt to London presently. 

And whet on "Warwick to this enterprise 

Thou, Richard, shalt unto the duke of Norfolk, 
And tell him privily of our intent. 

You, Edward, shall unto my lord Cobliam, 

With w’^hom the Kentish men will willingly rise : 
In them I trust ; for they are soldiers, 

Witty, courteous, liberal, full of spirit. — 

While you are thus employ’d, what restetli more, 
But that I seek occasion how to rise ; 

And yet the king not privy to my drift, 

Nor any of the house of Lancaster ? 

Enter a Messenger. 

But, stay ; "What news ; wLy com’st thou in such 
post } 

Mess. The queen, with all the northern earls 
and lords, 

Intend here to besiege you in your castle ; 

She is hard by with twenty thousand men ; 

And therefore fortify your hold, my lord. 

York. Ay, with my sword. What! tliink’st thou, 
that w'e fear them ^ — 

Edward and Richard, you shall stay with me ; — 
My brother Montague shall post to London : 

Let noble Warwick, Cobham, and the rest, 

Whom we have left protectors of the king. 

With powerful policy strengthen themselves, 

And trust not simple Henry, nor his oaths. 

Mont. Brother, I go ; I’ll win them, fear it not : 
And thus most humbly I do take my leave. [Exit. 
Enter Sir John and Sir Hugh MoRTraiER. 

Yoo'k. Sir John, and Sir Hugh Mortimer, mine 
uncles ! 

You are come to Sandal in a happy hour ; 

The army of the queen mean to besiege us. 

Sir John. She shall not need, we’ll meet her in 
the field. 

York. What, with five thousand men } 

Rich. Ay, with five hundred, father, for a need. 
A woman’s general ; what should w^e fear ? 

[xl march afar off'. 
Ediv. 1 hear their drums ; let’s set our men in 
order ; 

And issue forth, and bid them battle straight. 

Yo7'k. Five men to twenty! — though the odds 
be great, 

I doubt not, uncle, of our victory. 

Many a battle have I won in France, 

When as the enemy hath been ten to one ; 

Why should I not now have the like success ? 

[Alarum. Exeunt. 


SCENE II. — A Room in Sandal Castle^ near 
Wakefield, in Yorkshire. 

Enter Edw’aru, Richard, and Montague. 

Rich. Brother, though I be youngest, give me 
leave. 

Edic. No, I can better play the orator. 

Mont. But I have reasons strong and forcible. 
y. Enter York. 

FofA*. Why, how now, sons and brother, at a 
strife } 

What is your quarrel ? how began it first } 

Edit). No quarrel, but a slight contention. 

York. About what ? 

Rich. About that which concerns your grace, 
and us ; 

The crown of England, father, which is yours. 
York. Mine, boy ? not till king Henry be dead. 
Rich. Your right depends not on his life, or 
death. 

Edw. Now you are heir, therefore enjoy it now : 
By giving the house of Lancaster leave to breathe, 
It will outrun you, father, in the end. 

York. I took an oath, that he should quietly reign. 
Edw. But, for a kingdom, any oath may be 
broken : 

I’d break a thousand oaths, to reign one year. 

Rich. No ; God forbid, your grace should be 
forsworn. 

York. I shall be, if I claim by open w’-ar. 

Rich, ril prove the contrary, if you’ll hear me 
speak. 

I'ork. Thou canst not, son ; it is impossible. 

^ Rich. An oath is of no moment, being not took 
Before a tnie and lawdul magistrate, 

That hath authority over him that swears : 

Kenry had none, but did usurp the place ; 

Then, seeing ’twas he that made you to depose, 
l our oath, my lord, is vain and frivolous. 
Therefore, to arras. And, father, do hut think, 
Ro'v sweet a thing it is to wear a crown ; 

Within whose circuit is Elysium, 

And all that poets feign of bliss and joy. 

Why do we linger thus I cannot rest, 


SCENE III Plains near Sandal Castle. 

Alarums: Excursions. Enter B.xjThANii, and Ms Tutor. 

Rut. Ah, whither shall I fly to ’scape their hands I 
Ah, tutor ! look, where bloody Clifford comes 1 
Enter Clifford and Soldiers. 

CHf. Chaplain, away I thy priesthood saves thy life. 
As for the brat of this accursed duke, 

W^hose father slew my father,— he shall die. 

Tut. And I, my lord, will bear him company. 
Clif. Soldiers, away with him. 

Tut. Ah, Clifford! murder not this in nocent child, 
Lest thou be hated both of God and man. 

[Exit, forced ([fb)/ Soldiers. 
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Clif. How now 1 is he dead already ? 

That makes him close his ‘ ^ 

Rut. So looks the vent-tip lion 0 ei the wietcli 
That trembles under his devouring paws . 

And so he walks, insulting o er lus prey ; ^ 

And so he comes, to rend his limbs “snndc,, 

Ah, gentle Clifford, kill me with thy sii o d. 

And not with such a crnel f ">"Adt'— 

Sweet Cliftbrd, hear me speak bctort 1 dm , 

I am too mean a subject for thy 
Be thou revenged on men, ^md ^ 

CUf. Tn vain thou speak st, pooi bo> , } ‘ ' 

Hath stoS the passage where thy words should 

Rut. Then let my father’s blood open it again ; 
He is a man, and, Clifford, cope with him- 

C/if. Hadithy brethren here, theiaivo:^, and till 1 

Were not revenge sufficient for me ; 

No if I digghl up thy forefathers gra\es, 

And hung their rotten coffins up m chains. 

It could not slake mine ire, nor ease my heart. 

The sight of any of the house ot YorK 
Is as a fury to torment my soul ; 

And till I root out their accursed line, 

And leairej^one alive, I hve in heR j 

let me pray before I take my death : 

To thee I pray ; Sweet Cliftord, pity • 

CUf. Such pity as my rapier ^ 

Rut. 1 never did thee harm ; W by wilt thou slay 

cut: Thy father hath. ^ * 

^ But ’twas ere I was horn. 

Thou hast one son, for his ffce pity me ; 

Lest in revenge thereof, — sith God is just, 

He be as miserably slain as I. 

Ah, let me live in prison all my days ; 

And when I give occasion of offence, 

Then let me die, for now thou hast no cause. 

CUf. No cause ? , . v 

Thy father slew my father; 

Rut. Diifadant, laiidis sinnma sit Ufa 

CUf. Plantagenet ! I come, Plantagcuet 1 
And this thy son’s blood, cleaving to my blade, 
Shall rust upon my weapon, till thy blood. 
Congeal’d with this, do make me wipe oh 

- ^ — 


SCENE lY,-~-Tftc same. 

Alarum. Enter York. 

York. The army of tlie queen hath got the field : 
My uncles both are slain in rescuing me ; 

And all my followers to the eager foe 

Turn back, and fly, like ships before the wind, 

Or lambs pursu’d by hungry starved wolves. 

My sons — God knows, what hath bechanced them : 
But this I know,-— they have demean’d themselves 
Like men born to renown, by life, or death. 

Three times did Richard make a lane to me ; 

And thrice cried,— father! fght it out . 
And full as oft came Edward to my side. 

With purple feulcbion, painted to the hdt 
In blood of those that had encounter d him : 

And when the hardiest warriors did retire, 

Richard cried,— / and give no foot of 
ground ! 

And cried,— J crown, or eUe a glarioiis ioml) I 


A sceptrcj or an ecirthly sspulehre ! 

With this, w'e charg’d again : hut, out, alas 1 
'We bodg’d again ; as I have seen a swan 
Wnth bootless labour swini against the tide, 

And spend her strength with over-matching waves. 

^ [A short alarum uritliin. 

All, hark ! the fatal followers do pursue ; 

And I am faint, and cannot fly their fury : 

And, were I strong, I would not shun their fury : 

The sands are number’d, that make up my life ; 

Here must I stay, and here my life must end. 

Enter Queen MarG'A'R.et, CLn.-FORD, Northumberland, 
and: Soldiers. 

Come, bloody Clifford,— rough Northumberland,- 
I dare yonr t[ueiicbless Inry to more rage ; 

I am your butt, and I abide your shot. 

North. Yield to our mercy, proud Plantagenet. 

CUf Ay, to such mercy, as his ruthless arm, 

\Yith downright payment, show’d unto my father. 

Now Phaeton hath ’tumbled from his car,_ ^ 

And made an evening at the noontide prick. i 

York. Aly ashes, as the phoenix, may bring forth ! 
A bird that will revenge upon you all : | 

And, in that hope, I throw mine eyes to heaven, j 
Scorning wbate’er you can atflict me with. ^ ■ 

Y¥hy come you not ! what ! mnltitudcs, and mar r i 
Clif. So cowards light, when they can fly no | 
further ; j 

So doves do peek the falcon’s piercing talons ; | 

So desperate thieves, all hopeless of their lives, j 
Breathe out invectives ’gainst the officers. ^ 1 

York. O Clifford, but bethink thee once again, j 
And in thy thoiiglit o’er-run my former time : j 

And, if thou canst for blushing, view this face ; ^ 

And bite thy tongue, that slancTers him with cow- j 
ardice, ^ ^ , , , . 

Whose frown hath made tliee faint and fly ere this. , 
Clif I will not bandy with thee word tor word ; | 
But buckle with thee blows, twice two for | 

q. Mar. Hold, valiaut Clifford I for a thousand 1 

1 causes, , , i-r. 

I 1 Vv'oiild prolong awhile the traitor s m e : 

j ATrath makes him deaf : speak thou, Northumbei- 

Murlf'llold, Clifford ; do not honour him so 

To prick tliy linger, though to wound his heart : 
What valour were it, when a cur dotli grin. 

For one to thrust his hand between his teeth ^ 
When he might spurn him with his foot awa> . 

It is war’s prize to take all ’vantages , 

And ten to one is no impeach 

ITheym Viands on Yokk, ^ . 

Clif Ay, ay, so strives the woodcoctv uitu 

o'hi. 1 f - 

mrtL So doth the, “uey m to 

; York. So triimipli thieves upon their conquer 

So true iirnu yield, with robbers so fEJfmeulio 

North. What would your grace have done 

Q. Mar.^ 'Brave warriors, Clifford and Northuiu 

come, mSm’stand upon this 

That raught at mouxitams wiih _ 

Yet parted but the shadow wun Ims . p 

What ! was it you that would be - 

Was’t you, that revcird in our parliamem, 
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And made a preaclimeiit of your bigli descent ? 
Where are your mess of sons, to back you now ? 
The wanton Edward, and the lusty George? 

And where’s that valiant crook-back prodigy, 
Dicky your boy, that, with liis grumbling voice, 
Was wont to cheer his dad in mutinies ■? 

Or, with the rest, where is your darling Rutland ? 
Look, York ; I stain’d this napkin with the blood 
That valiant Clifford, with his rapier’s point. 

Made issue from the bosom of the boy : 

And, if thine eyes can waiter tor liis death, 

I give thee this to dry thy cheeks withal. 

Alas, poor York! but that I hate thee deadly, 

I should lament thy miserable state. 

;rieve, to make me merry, York ; 
d fret, that I may sing and dance. 

;o parch’d thine entrails, 
:eaV cari fail for Rutland’s death ? 

:ient, man? thou shoukTst be 


"iis beauty that doth ott make women proud ; 

But God, he knows, thy share thereof is small ; 
’Tis virtue that doth make them most admir'd ; 
The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at : 

’Tis government that makes them seem divine ; 
The want thereof makes thee abominable : 

Thou art as opposite to every good, 

As the Antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the south to the septentrion. 

O, tiger’s heart, wrapp’d in a woman’s hide ! 

How could’st thou drain the life-blood of the chUd, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 

And yet be seen to bear a woman’s face ? 

Women are soft, mild, pitiful and flexible ; 

Thou, stern, obdurate, flinty, rough, remorseless. 
Bid’st thou me rage ? why now^ thou hast thy wish : 
Would’ st have me weep ? why, now Chou hast thy 
will ; 

For raging wind blows up incessant showers, 

And, W'hen the rage allays, the rain begins, 

These tears are my sw’eet Rutland’s obsequies ; 
And every drop cries vengeance for his death, — 
’Gainst thee, fell Cliftbrd, — and thee, false French- 
woman. 

North. Beshrewmie, but liis passions move me so, 
That hardly cair I check my eyes from tears. 

York. That face of his the hungry cannibals 
Would not have touch’d, would not have stain’d 
with blood : 

But you are more inhuman, more inexorable, — 

O, ten times more, — than tigers of Hyrcania. — 
See, ruthless queen, a hapless father’s tears ; 

This cloth thou dipp’dst in blood of my swoet boy, 
And I with tears do wash the blood away. 

Keep thou the napkin, and go boast of this : 

[He gives hack the handkerchief. 
And, if thou tell’st the heavy story right. 

Upon my soul, the hearers will shed tears ; 

Yea, even my foes will shed fast-falling tears, 

And say, — Alas, it was a piteous deed ! — 

There, take the crowm, and with the crown, my 
curse ; 

And, in thy need, such comfort come to thee, 

As now’ I reap at thy too cruel hand ! — 
Hard-hearted Clifford, take me from the w’orld ; 
My soul to heaven, my blood upon your heads I 
North. Had he been slaughter-man to all my kin, 
I should not for my life but w’eep witli him, 

To see how inly sorrow gripes his soul. 

Q. Mar. What, weeping-ripe, my lord North- 
umberland ? 

Think but upon the wrong be did us all, 

And that will quickly dry thy melting tears. 

Clif. Here’s for my oath, here’s for my father’s 
death. [Stahhing li Im . 

Q. Mar. And here’s to right our gentle-hearted 
king. [Stahhing him. 

York. Open thy gate of mercy, gracious God 1 
My soul flies through these wounds to seek out tliee^. 

Q. Mar. Off with his head, and set it on York 
gates ; 

So Y^ork may overlook the town of York. [Hoccynt 


I pr’ythee. 

Stamp, rave, am 
What, hath thy fiery heart 
That not a 
Why art thou pi 
mad ; 

And I, to make thee mad, do mock thee thus. 
Thou would’st be fee’d, I see, to make me sport ; 
York cannot speak, unless be w^ear a crowm — 

A crown for Y^ork ; — and, lords, bow low to him. — 
Hold you his hands, wdiilst I do set it on.' — 

[Putting a paper crown on his head. 
Ay, marry, sir, now looks he like a king ! 

Ay, this is he that took king Henry’s chair; 

And this is he was his adopted heir. — > 

But how^ is it, that great Piantagenet 
Is crown’d so soon, and broke bis solemn oath ? 

As I bethink me, you should not be king, 

Till our king Henry had shook hands wdth death. 
And will you pale your head in Henry’s glory. 

And rob Ids temples of the diadem, 

Now in his life, against your holy oath? 

O, ’tis a fault too, too unpardonable 1 — 

Off wdtli the crown; and, with the crown, his 
head ; 

And, whilst we breathe, take time to do him dead. 
Clif. That is my office, for my father's sake. 

Q. Mar. Nay, stay ; let’s hear the orisons he 
makes. 

York. She- wolf of France, but w’orse than w’olves 
of France, 

Whose tongue more poisons than the adder’s 
tooth I 

How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex, 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull, 

Upon their woes, whom fortune captivates ? 

But that thy face is, visor-iike, unchanging, 

Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush : 
To tell thee whence thou cam’st, of whom deriv’d, 
Wfore shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not 
shameless. 

Thy father bears the type of king of Naples, 

Of both the Sicils, and Jerusalem ; 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult ? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen ; 
Unless the adage must be verified, — 

That beggars, mounted, run their horse to death. 
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ACT II. 


ACT IL 


SCENE I. — A Plain near Mobtimer’s Cross in 
Herefordshire. 

Brums. Enter Edward, and Richard, ^vilh their Farces, 
marching. 

Edw. I wonder, liow oiir princely father ’scap’d ; 
Or whether he he ’scap’d awTxV, or no, 

Erom Clifford’s and Northumberland’s pursuit; 
Had he been ta’en, we should have heard the news ; 
Had he been slain, we should liave heai-d the neW'S ; 
Or, bad he ’scap’d, methinlvS, we should have heard 
The happy tidings of bis good escape. — 

How fares my brother? why is he so sad? 

Rich. I cannot joy, until I be resolv'd 
Where our right valiant father is become. 

I saw him in the battle range about ; 

And watch’d him, how he singled Clifford forth. 
Methouglit, he bore him in the thickest troop, 

As doth a lion in a herd of neat : 

Or as a bear, encompass’d round with dogs ; 

Who having pinch’d a few, and made them cry, 
The rest stand all aloof, and bark at him. 

So far’d our father with his enemies ; 

So fled his enemies my warlike father ; 

MethinlvS, Tis prize enough to be his son. 

See how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes her fareTrell of the glorious sun ! 

How wmll resembles it the prime of youth, 

Triram’ d like a younker, prancing to his love ! 
Edw. Dazzle mine eyes, or do I see three suns ? 
Rich. Three glorious suns, each one a perfect 
Not separated with the racking clouds, [sun ; 
But sever’d in a pale clear-shining sky. 

See, see I they join, embrace, and seem to kiss, 

As if they vow’d some league inviolable : 

No.w are they but one lamp, one light, one siin. 

In this the heaven figures some event. 

Edw. ’Tis wond’rous strange, the like yet never 
heard of. 

I think, it cites us, brother, to the field ; 

That we, the sons of bi’ave Plantageuet, 

Eacli one already blazing by our meeds, 

Should, notwithstanding, join our lights togetlier, 
And over-shine the earth, as this the wmrld. 
Whate’er it bodes, henceforward will 1 bear 
Upon my target three fair shining suns. 

Rich. Nay, bear three daughters ; — by your 
leave I speak it, 

You love the breeder better than tlie male. 

Enter a Messenger. 

But what art thou, wdiose heavy looks foretell 
Some dreadful story hanging on thy tongue ? 

Mens. All, one that was a woful looker on, 
When as the noble duke of York was slain, 

Your princely father, and ray loving lord. 

Edw. O, speak no morel for I have heard too 
much. 

Rich. Say, how he died, for I will hear it all. 
Mess. Environed he was with many foes ; 

And stood against them, as the hope of Troy 
Against the Greeks that would have enter’d Troy. 
But Hercules himself must yield to odds ; 

And many strokes, though with a little ase, 

Hew down and fell the hardest timher’d-oak. 

By many hands your father was subdu’d ; 

But only slaughter’d by the ireful arm 
Of unrelenting Clifford, and the queen : 


Who crown’d the gracious duke, in high despite ; 
Laugh’d in his face ; and, wdien with grief he wept, 
The ruthless cpieen gave him to dry his cheeks, 

A napkin steeped in the harmless blood 
Of sweet young llutland, by rough Clifford slain : 
And, after many scorns, many foul taunts, 

They took his head, and on the gates of York 
They set the same ; and there it doth remain, 

The saddest spectacle that e’er I view’d. 

Edw. Ssveet iluko of York, our prop to lean upon 

Now thou art; gone, we have do staff, no stay ! 

C) Clifford, boist’rous Clilfortl, thou hast slain 
The flower of Europ(> for his chivalry ; 

And treacherously hast thou vanquish’d him, 

For hand to liand, ho would have vaiU|uish’d thee. 1 

Now my soul’s palace is become a prison : 

Ah, would she bri'ak from lienee ! that this mv 
Might in the grmiml ’he closed up in rest : [body 
For never henceforth shall I joy again, 

Never, 0 never, shall 1 see more joy. 

Bich. I cannot weep ; for e.U my body’s moisture 
Scarce serves to f|noneb my furnace-burning heart : 
Nor can my tongue unload my heart’s great burden ; 
For self-same wind, that I should speak vdthal, 

Is kindling coals, that Are all my breast, 

And burn me up with flames, that tears wouH 
quench. 

To weep, is to make less the depth of grief: 

Tears, then, for babes; blows, and revenge for 
me ! — 

Richard, I bear thy name, I’ll venge thy death, 

Or die renowned by attempting it. 

Edw. His name that valiant ‘duke hath left with 
thee ; 

His dukedom and his chair with me is left. 

Bich. Nay, if thou be that princely eagle’s bird, 
Show thy descent by gazing ’gainst the sun : 

For chair and dukedom, throne and kingdom say ; 
Either that is thine, or else thou wert not his. 
March. Enter Waiuvick mid Montague, icitk Forces. 
War. How now, fair lords! What fare? what 
news abroad ? 

Bich. Great lord of Warwick, if we should re- 
count 

Our baleful news, and at each w'-ord’s deliverance, 
Stab poniards in our flesh, till all were told, 

The words would add more anguish than the 
wounds. 

0 valiant lord, the duke of York is slain. 

Edw. 0 Warwick! Warwick! that Plantageuet 
Which held thee dearly, as his soul’s redemption, 
Is by the stern lord Clifford done to death. 

War, Ten days ago I drowm’d these news in 
tears : 

And now, to add more measure to your woes, 

1 come to tell you things since then befall’u. 

After the bloody fray at Wakefteld fought, 

Where your brave tlitber breath’d Ins latest gasp, 
Tidings, as swiftly as the posts could run, 

Were brought me of vrour loss, and his depart. 

I then in London, keeper of the king, 

Muster’d my soldiers, gather’d flocks of friends, 
And very well appointed, as I thought, 

March’d towards Saint Alban’s to intercept the 
queen, 

Bearing the king in my behalf a, long : 

For by my scouts I was advertised, 


i 
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That she was coming with a full intent 
To dash oiir late decree in parliament, 

Touching king Henry’s oath, and your succession. 
Short tale to make, — we at Saint Albans met, 

Our battles join’d, and both sides fiercely fought : 
But, whether ’twas the coldness of the king, 

Who look’d full gently on his wmidike queen, 

That robb’d my soldiers of their hated spleen ; 

Or whether ’twas report of her success ; 

Or more than common fear of Clifford’s rigour^ 

Who thunders to his captives — blood and death, 

I cannot judge : but, to conclude wutii truth, 

Their weapons like to lightning came and went ; 

Our soldiers — like the night-owl’s lazy flight, 

Or like a lazy thrasher with a flail, — 

Fell gently down, as if they struck their friends. 

I cheer’d them up with justice of oui* cause, 
j With promise of high pay, and great rewards : 
i But all in vain ; they had no heart to fight, 

I And we, in them, no hope to win the day, 

I So that we fled : the king, unto the queen : 

Lord George your brother, Norfolk, and myself, 

In haste, post-haste, are come to join with you ; 

For ill the marches here, we heard, you were 
Making another head to fight again. 

Edw, "Where is the dnke of Norfolk, gentle 
Warwick ? 

And when came George from Burgundy to England ? 
War. Some six miles off the duke is with the 
soldiers : 

And for your brother, he was lately sent 
From your kind aunt, duchess of Burgundy, 

With aid of soldiers to this needful war. 

Rich. ’Twas odds, belike, when valiant Warwick 
Oft have I heard 14s praises in pursuit, [fled : 
But ne’er, till now, his scandal of retire. 

War. Nor now my scandal, Richard, dost thou 
hear ; 

For thou shalt know, this strong right hand of mine 
Can pluck the diadem from faint Henry’s head, | 
And wring the awful scepter from his fist ; 

Were he as famous and as bold in war, 

As he is fam’d for mildness, peace, and prayer. 

Rich. I know it well, lord Warwick : blame me 
not ; 

’Tis love, I bear thy glories, makes me speak. 

But, in this troublous time, what’s to be done ? 

Shall we go throw away our coats of steel, 

And wrap our bodies in black mourning gowns, 
Numbering our Ave-Maries with our beads ? 

Or shall we on the helmets of our foes 
TeU our devotion with revengeful arms ? 

If for the last, say, — Ay, and to it, lords. 

War. Why, therefore Warwick came to seek you 
out ; 

And therefore comes my brother Montague. 

Attend me, lords. The proud insulting queen. 
With Cliflbrd, and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many more proud birds, 
i Have wrought the easy melting king like wax. 

: He swore consent to your succession, 

! His oath enrolled in the parliament ; 

: And now to London all the crew are gone, 

To frustrate both his oath, and what beside 
May make against the house of Lancaster. 

Their power, I think, is thirty thousand strong : 
Now, if the help of Norfolk, and myself, 

With all the friends that thou, brave earl of March, 
Amongst the loving Welchmen canst procure, 

Will but amount to five-and-twentv thousand, 


Why, Via ! to London will we march amain ; 

And once again bestride our foaming steeds, 

And once again cry — Charge upon onr foes 1 
But never once again turn back, and fiy . 

Rich. Ay, now, methinks, I hear great Warwick 
Ne’er may he live to see a sunshine day, [sneak : 
That cries — Retire, if Warwick hid him. stay. 

Edtv. Lord Warwick, on thy shoulder will I lean ; 
And when thou fall’st (as God forbid the hour !) 
Must Edward fall, which peril heaven forefend I 
War. No longer earl of March, but duke of York ; 
The next degree, is England’s roj^'a! throne .• 

For king of England shalt thou be proclaim’d 
In every borough as we pass along ; 

And he that throws not up his cap for joy. 

Shall for the fault make forfeit of his head. 

King Edward, — valiant Richard, — Montague, — 
Stay we no longer dreaming of renown, 

But sound the trumpets, and about our task. 

Rich. Then, ClilFord, -were thy heart as hard as 
steel, 

(As thou hast shovm it flinty by thy deeds,) 

I come to pierce it, — or to give thee mine. 

Edw. Then strike up, drums ; — God, and Saint 
George, for us ! | 

Enfer a Messenger. | 

War. How now ? what news ? j 

Mess. The duke of Norfolk sends you word by me, I 

The queen is coming with a puissant host ; I 

And craves your company for speedy counsel. ! 

War. Why, then it sorts, brave warriors : Let’s 
away. {Exeunt, 


SCENE II . — Before Y^oek. 

Enter King Henry, Queen Marg^\ret, flie Prince of 
WaxiES, Clifford, and Northumberland, idUIi Forces. 

Q. Mar. Welcome, my lord, to this brave town 
of Y^ork. 

Y’^onder’s the head of that arch-enemy, j 

That sought to be encompass’d with your crown : 
Doth not the object cheer your heart, my lord ? 

K. Hen. Ay, as the rocks cheer them that fear 
their wreck ; — 

To see this sight, it irks my very soul. — 

Withhold revenge, dear God ! ’tis not my fault. 

Not wittingly have I infring’d my vow. 

CUf. My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity must be laid aside. 

To whom do Hons cast their gentle looks } 

Not to the beast that would usurp their den. 

YVhose hand is that, the forest bear doth lick ? 

Not his, that spoils her young before her face. 

Who ’scapes the liirldng serpent’s mortal sting 
Not he that sets his foot upon her back. 

The smallest worm will tmm, being trodden on ; 

And doves will peck, in safeguard of their brood. 
Ambitious Y'ork did level at thy crown, 

Thou smiling, while he knit his angry brows : 

He, but a duke, would have his son a king, 

And raise his issue, like a loving sire ; 

Thou, being a king, bless’d with a goodly son, 

Didst yield consent to disinherit him, 

Which argued thee a most unloving father. 
Unreasonable creatures feed their young : 

And though man’s face be fearful to their eyes, 

Yet, in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not seen them (even with those wings 
Which sometime they have used with fearful flight,) 
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Have caus'd, him, by new act of p 


Liiiain 

To blot out me, and put his own son in 
Clif. And reason too ; 

Who should succeed the father but the 
Rich. Are you therCj butcher ? — O, 


For, well I wot, thou hast thy mother's 
Q, Mar. But thou art neither like tl 
dam ; 

But like a foul misshapen stigmatick, 
Mark’d by the destinies to be avoided, ^ 
As venom toads, or lizards’ dreadM sti 
Rich. Iron of Naples, hid with Engl: 
Whose father bears the title of a king, 
(As if a channel should be call’d the sei 
Sham’st thou not, knowing whence tj 
traught, 

To let thy tongue detect thy base-born 
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Like to a dismal clangour heard from far, — 
fVartvicJCy revenge / brother, revenge m.y death ! 
So underneath the belly of their steeds, 

That stain’d their fetlocks in his smoking blood. 
The noble gentleman gave up the ghost. 

War. Then let the earth be dranken with our 
blood : 

111 kill my horse, because I will not fly. 

Why stand we like soft-hearted women here, 
Wailing our losses, whiles the foe doth rage ; 

And look upon, as if the tragedy 

Were play’d in jest by counterfeiting actors ? 

Here on my knee I vow to God above, 

111 never pause again, never stand still, 

Till either death hath clos’d these eyes of mine, 

Or fortune given me measure of revenge. 

Edw. O Warwick, I do bend my knee with 
thine ; 

And, in this vow, do chain my soul to thine. — 
And, ere my knee rise from the earth’s cold flice, 

I throw my hands, mine eyes, my heart to thee, 
Thou setter up and plucker down of kings ! 
Beseeching thee, — if with thy will it stands, 

That to my foes this body must be prey, — 

Yet that thy brazen gates of heaven may ope, 

And give sweet passage to my sinful soul ! — 

Now, lords, take leave until we meet again, 
Where-e’er it be, in heaven, or on earth. 

Rich. Brother, give me thy hand ; — and, gentle 
Warwick, 

Let me embrace thee in my weary arms : 

I, that did never weep, now melt with woe, 

That winter should cut off our spring-time so. 
War. Away, away ! Once more, sweet lord, 
farewell. 

Geo. Let us all together to our troops, 

And give them leave to fly that will not stay ; 

And call them pillars, that will stand to us ; 

And, if we thrive, promise them such rewards 
As victors wear at the Olympian games : 

This may plant courage in their quailing breasts ; 
For yet is hope of life, and victory. — 

Fore-slow’^ no longer, make w^e hence amain. 

{,E.xeuht. 


Ediv. A wisp of straw were wi^ortli a thousand 
crowns, 

To make this shameless caliet know herself. — 
Helen of Greece was fairer far than thou, 

Although thy husband may be Meiielaus ; 

And ne’er was Again emnoii’s brother wrong’d 
By that false woman, as this king by thee. 

His father revell’d in the heart of France, 

And tam’d the king, and made the Dauphin stoop ; 
And had he match’d according to his state, 

He might have kept that glory to this day : 

But when he took a beggar to bis bed, 

And grac’d thy poor sire ivitli his bridal day ; 

Even then that sunshine brew’d a shower for him, 
That wash’d his father’s fortunes forth of France, 
And heap’d sedition on his crowni at home. 

For what hath broach’d this tumult, but thy pride ? 
Hadst thou been meek, our title still had slept : 
And w^e, in pity of the gentle king. 

Had slipp’d our claim until another age. 

Geo. But, w^hen we saw our sunshine made thy 
spring, 

And that thy summer bred us no increase, 

We set the axe to thy usurping root : 

And though the edge hath something hit ourselves, 
Yet, know thou, since we have begun to strike, 
We’ll never leave, till we have hewn thee down, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw. And, in this resolution, I defy thee ; 

Not willing any longer conference, 

Since thou deny’st the gentle king to speak — 
Sound trumpets ! — let our bloody colours w^ave ! — 
And either victory, or else a grave. 

Q. Mar. Stay, Edward. 

Edw. No, wrangling woman ; we’ll no longer 
stay ; 

These words will cost ten thousand lives to-day. 

\_Exeimt. 


SCENE in . — A field of haitle behveen Towton 
and Saxton in Y'orkshire. 

Alarums : Excursions. Enter Warwick. 

War. Forspent with toil, as runners with a race, 
I lay me down a little while to breathe : 

For strokes receiv’d, and many blows repaid, 

Have robb’d my strong-knit sinews of their 
strength, 

And, spite of spite, needs must I rest awhile. 
Enter Edward, running. 

Edw. Smile, gentle heaven ! or strike, ungentle 
death ! 

Forthisworld frowns, and Edward’s sun is clouded. 
War. How now, my lord ? what hap ? what hope 
of good ‘I 

Erdcr O-EORGE. 

Geo. Our hap is loss, our hope but sad despair ; 
Our ranks are broke, and ruin follov/s us : 

"What counsel give you, whither shall we fly ? 

Edw. Bootless is flight, they follow us with wings : 
iVad weak we are, and cannot shun pursuit. 

Enter RrcHARD. 

Rich. Ah, Warwick, why hast thou withdrawm 
thyself? 

Thy brother’s blood the thirsty earth hath drunk, 
Broach’d with the steely point of Clifford’s lance : 
And, in the veiw pangs of death, he cried, — 


SCENE IV The same. Another part of the Field. 

Excursions. Enter UicinviiD and Clifford. 

Rich. Now, Clifford, I have singled thee alone : 
Suppose this arm is for the duke of Y^ork, 

And this for Rutland ; both bound to revenge, 
Wert thou environ’d with a brazen wall. 

Clif. Now, Richard, I am with thee here alone : 
This is the hand, that stabb’d thy father Y'ork ; 
And this the hand, that slew thy brother Rutland ; 
And here’s the heart, that triumphs in their death, 
And cheers these hands, that slew thy sire and 
To execute the like upon thyself ; [brother, 

And so, have at thee. 

IThcpfght. WAU-mcK enters CLmvQjrofties. 
Rich. Nay, Warwick, single out some other chase ; 
For I myself will hunt this wolf to death. ^E.le^ait. 


SCENE Y.— Another Part of the Field. 
Alarum. S?* to* King Henry. 

K. Elen. This battle fares like to the mornini 
war,... 

When dying clouds contend with growing light; 
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ACT li 


What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 

Can neither caU it perfect day, nor night. 

Now sways it this way, lihe a mighty sea, ^ 

Forc’d by tbe tide to combat with tne winci ; 

Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea 
Forc’d to retire by fury of the wind : ^ ^ 

Sometime, the flood prevails ; and then, the wim . 
Now, one the better ; then, another best ; 

Both tugging to be victors, breast to bi east, 

Yet neitber conqueror, nor conquered : | 

So is the equal poise ot this tell war. 

Here on this molehill will I sit me dowm. 

To whom God will, there ^^the victory ! 

For Margaret my queen, and Chhord .oo, 

Have chid me from the battle ; swearing Loih, 

They prosper best of all when I am tnence. 

’Would I were dead ! if God’s good will were s 
For what is in this world, but griet and woe . 

0 God 1 methinks it w^ere a happy me, 

To be no better than a homely swain ; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now. 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 

Thereby to see the minutes how they run : 

How many make the hour full complete, 

How many hours bring about the day, 

How many days will finish up the year, 

How many years a mortal man may live.^ 

When this is known, then to divide the times : 

So many hours must I tend my flock ; 

So many hours must I take my rest ; 

So many hours must I contemplate ; 

So many hours must I sport myself ; 

So many days my ewes have been with young ; 

So many weeks ere the poor fools wUl yean ; 

So many years ere I shah shear the fleece , 

So minutes, hours, days, weeks, months, and years, 
Pass’d over to the end they were created, 

Would bring white hairs unto a quiet grave. 

All, what a life w^ere this ! limv sweet I ho^v lovely . 
Gives not the hawthorn bush a sweeter shade 
To shepherds, looking on their silly sheep, 

Than doth a rich embroider’d canopy 
To kings, that fear their subjects’ treachery 
0 yes it doth ; a thousand-fold it doth. 

And to conclude,— the shepherd’s homely curds. 

His cold thin drink out of his leather bottle, 

His wonted sleep under a fresh tree’s shade, 

All which secure and sweetly he enjoys, 

Is far beyond a prince’s delicates, 
tiis viands sparkling in a golden cup, 

His body couched in a curious bed, ^ 

When care, mistrust, and treason wait on mm. 
Alarum. Enter a Son tliat has killed Ms Father, (Pragglng 
in the dead bodg. 

Son. Ill blows the wind, that profits no-boay.- 

This man, whom hand to hand I slew in fight. 

May be possessed with some store of crowns . 

And 1, that haply take them from him now. 

May yet ere night yield both my life and them 
To some man else, as this dead man doth me. 
Who’s this ?— O God 1 it is my father’s face, 
Whom in tliis conflict I unwares have kill d. 

O heavy times, begetting such events ! 

From London by the king was 1 press’d forth ; 

My father, being the Earl of W arwick s man, 
Came on the part of York, press’d by his master ; 
And I, who at his hands receiv’d my life, 

Have by my hands of life bereaved him.— 

Pardon me, God, I knew not what I did ! — 

And pardon, father, for I knew not thee I 


My tears shall wipe away these bloody marks ; 
And no more words, till they have flow’d their fill. 

K. lien. O piteous spectacle 1 O bloody times ! 
Whilst lions war, and battle for their dens, 

Poor harmless lambs abide their enmity, — 

Weep, wretched man. I’ll aid theo, tear for tear; 
And let our hearts, and eyes, like civil war, 

Be blind with tears, and break o’ercharg’d vritli 
grief. 


Enter a Father %dio has killed his Son, ivith the body in 
Ms arms. 

Fath. Thou tliat so stoutly hast resisted me, 

Give me thy gold, if thou hast any gold ; 

For I have bought it witli an Imiuired blows. — 

But let me see : — is this onr foeman’s face ? 

Ah, no, no, no, it is mine only son!— 

Ah, boy, if any life be left in thee, 

Throw up thine eyes ; see, see, wliat showers arise. 
Blown with the windy tempest ol’ my heart, 

Upon thy wounds, that kill mine eye and heart !— 

O, pity, God, this miserable age ! — 

What stratagems, how fell, how bntclieiiy, 
Erroneous, mutinous, and unnatiirai, i 

This deadly quarrel daily doth beget !— | 

O bov, thy father gave thee life too soon, | 

And hath bereft thee of thy life too late ! | 

K. Hen. Woe above woe! grief more than com- j 
mon grief! 

O, that my death would stay these ruthful deeds !— 

O pity, pity, gentle heaven, pity! 

The red rose and the white are on his face, 

The fatal colours of our striving houses : 

The one, his purple blood right well resembles ; 

The other, his pale cheeks, methinks, present : 
Wither one rose, and let the other flourish ! 

If von contend, a thousand lives must wither. 

Son. How will my mother, for a_ father’s death, 
Take on with me, and ne’er be satisfied ? 

Fath. How will my wife, for slaughter of my sou, 
Shed seas of tears, and ne’er be satisfied? ^ 

K. Hen. How will the country, for these woiui 
chances, 

Misthink the king, and not be satisfied? 

Son, Was ever son, so rued a father s death. 
Fatk. Was ever fiither, so bemoan’d a son . 

IC Hen. Was ever king, so griev’d for subjects 

woe ? . , 

Much is your sorrow ; mine, ten times so much. 
Son. fllbear thee hence, "'here I may weep my 

p/S.x’if, rvtlh the body. 

Fath. These arms of mine shall be thy windmg- 

sheet i t : 

My heart, sweet boy, shall be thy sepulchre ; 

For from my heart thine image ne’er shall go. 

My sigliing breast shall be thy funeral hell; 

\nd so obsequious will tliy father be, 
kad for the loss of thee, having no more, 

As Priam was for all his valiant sons. 

] ’ll bear thee hence ; and let them tight that will, 

For I hate murder’d where I «?• 

K. Ben. Sad-hearted men, much crergone with 

care, ■■ 

Here sits a king more wofui than you are. 

Excursions. Enter JlAnoAi-isT, Fpunci: 

OFWAJLBa, OlUiBxETUR. 

Prince. Fly, father, fly! 

A nd Warwick rages like a cuared bull : L 

Away ! for death doth hold us m pursuit. 
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Q. Mar. Mount you, my lord; towards Berwick 
post amain ; 

Edward and Richard, like a brace of greyhounds, 
HaTing the fearful flying hare in sight, 

'With fiery eyes, sparkling for very w’ratli, 

And bloody steel grasp’d in their ireful hands, 

Are at our backs ; and therefore hence amain. 

Exe. Away ! for vengeance comes along with 
them : 

Nay, stay not to expostulate, make speed ; 

Or else come after. 111 away before. 

K. Ilea. Nay, take me with thee, good sweet 
Exeter ; 

Not that I fear to stay, but love to go 
■Whither the queen intends. Forward ; away 1 

[iSa-rnat. 


Rich. A deadly groan, like life and death’s de- 
parting. 

Echo. See who it is : and now the battle’s ended. 

If friend, or foe, let him be gently us’d. 

Rich. Revoke that doom of merc3q for ’tis 
Clifford ; 

Who, not contented that he lopp’d the branch 
In hewing Rutland when his leaves put forth, I 
But set his murd’ring knife unto the root 
From whence that tender spray did sweetly spring, 

I mean, our princely father, duke of York. 

TFar. From off the gates of York fetch down 
the head, 

Ahur father’s head, which Clifford placed there : 
Instead whereof, let this supply the room ; 

Measure for measure must be answered. 

Edw. Bring forth that fatal screech-owl to our 
house. 

That nothing sung bnt death to us and ours : 

Now death shall stop his dismal threatening sound, 
And his ill-boding tongue no more shall speak. 

£Atte7idants hrmg the bodi/ forward. 
JVar. I think his understanding is bereft : — 
Speak, Cliff'ord, dost thou know who speaks to 
thee ? — 

Dark cloudy death o’ershades his beams of life, 

And he nor sees, nor hears us wdiat we say. 

Rich. O, would he did! and so, perhaps, he 
’Tis but his policy to counterfeit, [doth ; 

Because he would avoid such bitter taunts 
Which in the time of death he gave our father. 

Geo. If so thou tliink’st, vex him with eager 
words. 

Rich. Clifford, ask mercy, and obtain no grace. 
Edw. Clifford, repent in bootless penitence. 

War. Clifford, devise excuses for thy faults- 
Geo. While we devise fell tortm'es for thy faults. 
Rich, Thou didst love Yoi'k, and I am son to 
York. 

Edit). Thon pitied’ st Rutland, I will pity thee. 

Geo. Where’s captain Margai*et, to fence you 
now ? 

War. They mock thee, Clifford ! swear as thou 
wast wont. 

Rich. WTiat, not an oath ? nay, then the world 
goes hard, 

When Clifford cannot spare Ms friends an oath : — 

I know by that, he’s dead ; And, by my soul, 

If this right hand would buy two hours’ life, 

That I in all despite might rail at him, 

This hand should chop it off ; and with the issuing 
blood 

Stifle the villain, whose unstaunched thirst 
ATork and young Rutland could not satisfy. 

War. Ay, but he’s dead : Off with the traitor’s 
head, 

And rear it in the place your father’s stands. — 

And now to London with triumphant march, 

There to be crowned England’s royal king. 

From whence shall Warwick cut the sea to France, 
And ask the lady Bona for thy queen : 

So shalt thou sinew both these lands together ; 

And, having France, thy friend thou shalt not dread 
The scatter’d foe, that hopes to rise again ; 

For though they cannot greatly sting to hurt, 

Yet look to have them buz, to offend thine ears. 

First, will I see the coronation ; 

And then to Brittany I’ll cross the sea, 

To effect this marriage, so it please my lord, [be ; 


SCENE YL— The same. 

A loud Alarum. Enter Clifford, tvoundcd. 

Clif. Here burns my candle out, ay, here it dies, 
Which, while it lasted, gave king Henry light. 

0, Lancaster ! I fear thy overthrow, 

More than my body’s parting with my soul. 

My love, and fear, glew’d many friends to thee ; 
And, now I fall, thy tough commixtures melt. 
Irapairing Henry, streiigth’ning mis-proml ork, 
The common people swarm like summer hies. 

And whither fly the gnats, but to the sun } 

And who shines now but Henry’s enemies ? 

0 Phoebus ! hadst thou never given consent 
That Phaeton should check thy fiery steeds, 

Thy burning car never had scorch’d the earth : 

And Henry, hadst thou sway’d as kings should do, 
Or as thy father, and his father, did, 

Giving no ground unto the house of York, 

They never then had sprung like summer flies ; 

1, and ten thousand in this luckless realm, 

Had left no mourning widows for our death, 

And thou this day hadst kept thy chair in peace. 
For what doth cherish weeds, but gentle air.^ 

And what makes robbers bold, but too much lenity ? 
Bootless are plaints, and cureless are my wounds : 
No way to fly, nor strengtli to hold out flight ; 

The foe is merciless, and will not pity ; 

For, at their hands, I have deserv’d no pity. 

The air hath got into my deadly wounds, 

And much effiise of blood doth make me faint : — 
Come, York, and Richard, Warwick, and the rest ; 

1 stabb’d your fathers’ bosoms, split my breast. 

faints. 

Alarim and retreat. Enter Edw’'ab.d, George, Richaiid, 
Montague, 'WiiRwicK, a^id Soldiers. 

Edw. Now breathe we, lords ; good fortune bids 
. . us pause, 

And smooth the frowns of war, with peaceful 
looks.* — • 

Some troops ptxrsue the bloody-minded queen ; — 
That led calm Plenry, though he were a king, 

As doth a sail, fill’d with a fretting gust, 

Command an argosy to stem the waves. 

But think you, lords, that Clifford fled with them } 
War. No, ’tis impossible he should escape ; 

For, though before his face I speak the words, 

A our brother Richard mark’d him for the grave : 
And, wheresoe’er he is, he’s surely dead. 

[Clifford groa^u, and dies. 
Edvj. Whose soul is that Avliich takes her heaw 
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For on tliy shoulder do I build my seat ; 

And never will I undertake the thing, 

■Wherein thy counsel and consent is wanting. — 
Richard, I will create thee duke of Gloster ; — 
And George, of Clarence ; — Warwick, as ourself, . 
Shall do, and undo, as him pleaseth best. 


ACT 


ACT III. 


Bich. Let me be duke of Clarence ; Georf->-e of 
Gloster ; ^ ’ 

For Gloster’ s dukedom is too ominous. 

War. Tut, that’s a foolish observation ; 
Richard, be duke of Gloster ; Now to London, 

To see these honours in possession. lEreimt 


III. 



That she, poor vrretch, for grief can speak no more • 
Whiles Warwick tells ids title, smooths the wror^’ 
Iiiferreth arguments of mighty strength ; 

And, in conclusion, wins the ’king from her 
With promise of Ids sister, and what else ' 

To strengthen and support king Edward’s place. 

O Margaret, thus ’twill be ; and thou, poor soul, 
Art then forsaken, as thou vvent’st forlorn. ’ 

2 Keep. Say, what art thou, that taik’st of kings 
and queens ? 

K.' Hen.. M.ore than I seem, and less than I 
was born to : 

A man at least, for less I should not be ; 

And men may talk of kings, and wdiy not I } 

2 Keep. Ay, but thou taik’st as if thou wert a 
king. 

K. Hen. Why, so I am, in mind; and that’s 
enough. 

2 Keep. But if thou be a king, where is thy 
crowm ? 

K. Hen. Aly crown is in my heart, not on m? 
liead ; 

Not deck’d with diamonds, and Indian stones, 

Nor to be seen : my crown is>*all’d, content; 

A crowm it is, that seldom kings tmjoy. 

2 Keep. AFell, if you be a king crown’d with 
content, 

Your crown content, and you, must be contented 
To go along with us : for, as we think, 

Y'ou are the king, king Edward hath depos’d ; 
And we his subjects, swau-ii in all allegiance, 

Will apprehend you as Ids enemy. 

K. Hen. But did you never swear, and break an 
oath ? 

2 Keep. No, never such an oath ; nor will not 
now. 

K. Hen. Where did you dwell, when I was king 
of England ? 

2 Keep. Here in tld,s country, where we now re- 
main. 

K. Hen. I was anointed king at nine months 
Aly father, and my grandfather,' were kings 
And you were sworn true subjects unto me : 

And, tell me then, have you not broke your oaths.’ 
1 Keep. No; 

For we 'were subjects, but while you were king, 
it. Hen. Why, am I dead? do I not breathe a 
man ? 

Ah, simple men, you know not what you swear. 
Look, as I blow this feather from my face, 

And as the air blows it to me again, 

Obeying with my wdnd when I do blow, 

And yielding to another when it blows, 
Commanded always by the greater gust ; 

Such is the lightness of you common men. 

But do not break your oaths ; for, of that sin 
My mild entreaty shall not make you guilty. 

Go w’here you will, the king shall be commanded , 
And be you kings ; command, and I'd obey. 


SCENE l.—A Chace in the North o/ E ngland. 


Enter Two Keepers, with cross-hoies in their hands. 

1 Keep. Under this thick-growui brake wee’ll 

shroud ourselves ; 

For through this laund anon the deer will come ; 
And in this covert will wm make our stand, 

Culling the principal of all the deer. 

2 Keep. I’ll stay above the hill, so both may 

shoot. 

1 Keep. That cannot be ; the noise of thy cross- 

bow 

Will scare the herd, and so my slioot is lost. 

Here stand we both, and aim wo at the best : 

And, for the time shall not seem tedious. 

I’ll tell thee what hefeU me on a day, 

In this self-place where now we mean to stand. 

2 Keep. Here comes a man, let’s stay till he be 

past. 


Enter King Henry, disgu ised, 'witli a prayer-book. 

K. Hen. From Scotland am I stol’n, even of 
pure love, 

To greet mine own land witli my w’^ishful sight. 

No, harry, Harry, ’tis no land of thine ; 

Thy place is fill’d, thy sceptre wrung from thee, 
Thy balm wash’d off, wherewith thou wast anointed : 
No bending knee will call thee Csesar now, 

No humble suitors press to speak for right. 

No, not a man comes for redress of thee ; 

For how can I help them, and not myself ? 

1 Keep. Ay, here’s a deer whose skin’s a keeper’s 

fee ; 

This is the quondam king ; let’s seize upon him. 

K. Hen. Let me embrace these sour adversities : 
For wise men say, it is the wisest course. 

2 Keep. Why linger we ? let us lay hands upon 

him. 

1 Keep. Forbear awhile; we’ll hear a little 
more. 

K. Hen. My queen, and son, are gone to France 
for aid ; 

And, as I hear, the great commanding W'arwick 
Is thither gone, to crave the French king’s sister 
To wife for Edward : if this news be true, 

Poor queen and son, your labour is but lost ; 

For Warwick is a subtle orator, 

And Lewis a prince soon won with moving words. 
By this account, then, Margaret may win him ; 
For she’s a woman to be pitied much ; 

Her sighs will make a battery in his breast ; 

Her tears wiE pierce into a marble heart ; 

The tiger will be mild, while she doth mourn ; 
And Nero wiE be tainted with remorse, 

To hear, and see, her plaints, her brinish tears. 
Ay, but she’s come to beg; Warwick, to give : 
She, on his left side, craving aid for Henry ; 

He, on his right, asking a wife for Edward, 

She weeps, and says — ^her Henry is depos’d ; 

He smiles, and says — ^his Edward is install’d ; 
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I Keep. We are tnie subjects to the king, king 
Edward. 

K. Hen. So would you be again to Henry, 

If he were seated as king Edward is. 

1 Keep. We charge you, in God's name, and in 
the king's, 

To go ridtli us unto the officers, 
ir. /Jew, In God's name, lead! your king's name 
be obey'd : 

And what God wall, then let your king perform ; 
And what he will, I humbly yield unto. lExeunt 


SCENE II. — London. A Hoorn in the Palace. 

Enter King Edward, Gloster, Clarence, and 
Lady Grey. 

K. Edw. Brother of Gloster, at Saint Albans’ 
held 

This lady's husband, sir John Grey, w^as slain ; 

His lands then seiz'd on by the conqueror : 

Her suit is now, to repossess those lands ; 

Which w^e in justice cannot well deny, 

Because in quarrel of the house of York 
The worthy gentleman did lose his life. 

Glo. Your highness shall do well, to grant her 
It were dishonour, to deny it her. [suit ; 

E. Edw. It were no less ; but yet I’ll make a 
Glo. Yea ! is it so [pause. 

I see, the lady hath a thing to grant, 

Before the king will grant her bumble suit. 

Clar. He knows the game ; How true he keeps 
the wind 1 

Glo, Silence 1 [Ai.vMe. 

K. Edw. Widow, we will consider of your suit ; 
And come some other time, to know our mind. 

L. Grey. Right gracious lord, I cannot brook 

delay : 

May it please your highness to resolve me now ; 
And what your pleasure is, shall satisfy me. 

Glo. [Aside.] Ay, widow? then I’ll warrant you 
ail your lands, 

An if what pleases him, shall pleasure you. 

Fight closer, or, good faith, you’ll catch a blow. 
Clar, I fear her not, unless she chance to fall. 

[^Asidc. 

Glo. God forbid that ! for he'll take vantages. 

[Aside. 

K. Ediv. How many children hast thou, widow? 

tell me. 

Clar. I think, he means to beg a child of her. 

[Aside. 

Gh. Nay, whip me then; he'll rather give her 
two. [Aside. 

L. Grey. Three, my most gracious lord. 

Glo. You shall have four, if you’ll be ruled by 
him. [Aside. 

K. Ed?j;. 'Twere pity, they should lose their fa- 

ther's land. 

L. Grey. Be pitiful, dread lord, and grant it then. 
E. Edw. Lords, give us leave ; rU try this 

widow’s wit. 

Glo. Ay, good leave have you ; for you will have 
leave. 

Till drouth take leave, and leave you to the crutch. 

[Gloster and Clarence i^etire to the other side. 
K. Edw. Now tell me, madam, do you love your 
children.^ 

E. Grey. Ay, full as deaily as I love myself. 

K . Ed'w. And vrould you not do much, to do them 


L. Grey. To do them good, I would sustain some 
harm. 

K. Edw. Then get your husband's lands, to do 

them good. 

L. Grey. Therefore I came unto your majesty. 
K. Edw. I’ll tell you how these lands are to be 

got. 

X. Grey. So shall you bind me to your highness' 
service. 

K. Edw. What service wilt thou do me, if I give 
them ? 

X. Grey, What you command, that rests in me 
to do. 

K. Ediv. But you wdll take exceptions to my 

boon. 

H Grey. No, gracious lord, except I cannot do it. 
.K. Edit'. Ay, hut thou canst do what I mean 
to ask. 

X. Grey. Why, then I will do wffiat your grace 
commands. 

Glo. He plies her hard ; and much rain v^ears 
the marble. [Aside. 

Clar. As red as fire ! nay, then her w-ax must 
melt. [Aside. 

L. Grey. Why stops my lord? shall I not hear 

my task ? 

K. Edw. An easy task ; ’tis but to love a king. 
X. Grey. That's soon perform'd, because I am 
a subject. 

K. Edw. Why then, thy husband's lands I freely 
give thee. 

X. Grey. I take my leave, with many thousand 
thanks. 

Glo. The match is made ; she seals it with a 
curt'sy. 

K. Edw. But stay thee, 'tis the fruits of love I 

mean. 

L, Grey. The fruits of love I mean, my loving 

liege. 

K. Edw. Ay, but, I fear me, in another sense. 
What love, think’st thou, I sue so much to get ? 

L. Grey. My love till death, my humble thanks, 

my prayers ; 

That love, which virtue begs, and virtue grants. 

K. Edw. No, by my troth, I did not mean such 
love. 

X. Grey. MTiy, then you mean not as I thought 
you did. 

K. Edw. But now you partly may perceive my 
mind. 

X. Grey. My mind will never grant wdiat I per- 
ceive 

YAur highness aims at, if I aim aright. 

K. Ed'w. To tell thee plain, I aim to lie vrith thee. 
X. Grey. To tell you plain, I had rather lie in 
prison. 

K. Edw. Why, then thou shalt not have thy hus- 
band's lands. 

X. Grey. Why, then, mine honesty shall be my 
I dower ; 

For by that loss I wffil not purchase them. 

K. Edw. Therein thou wrong’st thy children 
mightily. 

X. Grey. Herein your highness wrongs both them 
and me. 

But, mighty lord, this merry inclination 
Accords not with the sadness of my suit ; 

Please you dismiss me, either with ay, or no. 

K. Edw. Aj ; if thou wilt say ay, to my rc- 
No ; if thou dost say no, to my demand, [quest : 
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My suit is at an 


L. Grey. Then, no, my lord. 

Glo. The wdow likes Hm not, she 
Clar. He”rthe bluntest -wooer in Christendom.^ 

K. Edw. Her looks do argue her re- 

plete with modesty ; 

Her words do show her wit incomparaDie. 

All her perfections challenge sovereignty : 

One way, or other, she is tor a king i 
And she shall be my love, or else ™y , 

Sav that king Edward take tbee for his queen. 

X. GrcTj. ’Tis better said than done, ray gracious 
lord : 

I am a subject fit to jest withal, 

But far unlit to be a sovereign. ^ 

K. Ed'iv. Sweet widovr, by my state I sweai 

I speak no more than what my soul intends ; 

And that is, to enjoy thee for my love. 

L. Grey. And that is more than I wdl yielil 

unto : 

I know, I am too mean to he your queen : 

And yet too good to he your concubine. 

IL Edw. You cavil, widow ; I did mean, my 

L. G)-ey'^*”rwill grieve your grace, my son should 
call you — father. , i 

Ji, Ediv. No more, than when thy daughters cal 
thee mother. 

Thou art a widow, and thou hast some childien : 

And, by God’s mother, I, being but a bachelor, 

Have other some : why, ’tis a happy thing 
To be the father unto many sons. 

Answer no more, for thou shalt be my qneeQ. 

Glo. The ghostly father now hath done his 

Clar. When he was made a shriver, Twas for 
shift. ^ ^ 

K. Edw. Brothers, you muse what chat we two 

have had. , , , i 

Glo. The widow likes it not, for she looks sad. 

K. Edw. Yoii'H think it strange, it I shoiiid 
marry her. 

Clar. To whom, my lor.d ? 

K. Edw. W^hy, Clarence, to myselt. 

Glo. That would be ten days’ wonder, at the i 

Clar. That’ s a day longer than a wonder lasts. 
Glo. By so much is the wonder in extremes. 

K. Edw. Well, jest on, brothers : I can tell you 
both, 

Her suit is granted for her husband s lands. 

Enter a Nobleman. 

Kob. My gracious lord, Henry your foe is taken, 
And brought your prisoner to your palace gate. 

K. Edw. See, that he be convey’d unto the 
Tower : — . 

And go we, brothers, to the man that took mm, 

To question of his apprehension.— 

Widow, go you along; — Lords, use her honourable. 

Edwaro, Obey, 

CnAKE3srcE, Gwdl liord. 

Glo. Ay, Edward will use women honourably. 
’Would he were wasted, marrow, bones, and all, 
That from his loins no hopeful branch may spring, 
To cross me from the golden time 1 look for ! 

And yet, between my soul’s desire, and me, 


(The lustful Edward’s title buried,) 

Is Clarence, Henry, and his son, young Edward, 
And all the nnlook’d-for issue of their bodies, 

To take their rooms, ere I can place myself : 

A cold premeditation for my purpose I 
Why, then I do but dream on sovereignty ; 

Like one that stands upon a promontory, 

And spies a far-off shore where he would tread, 
Washing his foot were equal with his eye ; 

And chides the sea that sunders him from thence, 
Saying— he’ll lade it dry to have his way : 

So do^ I wish the crown, being so far off : 


And so I chide the means that keep me from it ; 

And so I say— I’ll cut the causes off, 

Flattering me with impossibilities.— 

My eye’s too quick, my heart o’erweeiis too much, 
Unless my hand and strength could equal them. 
W''ell, say there is no kingdom then for Richard ; 
What other pleasure can the world afford ? 

I’ll make my heaven in a lady’s lap, 

And deck my body in gay ornaments, 

And witch sweet ladies with my words and looks. 

O miserable thought I and more unlikely, 

Than to accomplish twenty golden crowns ! 

Why, love forswore me in my mother’s womb: 

And, for I should not deal in her soft laws, 

She did corrupt frail nature with some bribe 
To shrink mine arm up like a wither’d shrub ; 

To make an envious mountain on my back, 

Where sits deformity to mock my body ; 

To shape my legs of an unequal size ; 

To disproportion me in every part, 

Like to a chaos, or an unlick’d bear- whelp, 

That carries no impression like the dam. 

And am I then a man to be belov’d ? 
b, monstrous fault, to harbour such a thought! 
Then, since this earth affords no joy to me. 

But to command, to check, to o’erbear such ^ 

As are of better person than rnyseli’, 

I’ll make my heaven— to dream upon the crown ; 
And, whiles I live, to account this world but hell, 
Until my mis- shap’d trunk that hears this head, 

Be vomid impaled with a glorious crown. 

And yet I know not how to get the crown, 

For many lives stand between me and home ; 

And I,— like oneJost in a thorny w;ood, ^ 
That rents the thorns, and is rent with the thorns , 
Seeking a way, and straying from the way : 

Not knowing how to find the open aii, 

But toiling desperately to find it out,— 

Torment myself to catch the English crown : 

And from that torment I will free my sell, 

Orhew.my way out with a bloody axe. 

Why, I can smile, and murder wffiile I smile : _ 
And cry, ..content, to that which grieieb my 

And wet my cheeks with artificial teais, 

And frame my face to a.ll occasions. 

Uil drown more sailors than the meimnd sxia , 
I’ll slay more gazers than the basilisx : 

I’ll play the orator as well as Nestor, 

Deceive more slily than Ulysses could, , 

And, like a Sinon, take another Iroy : 

I can add colours to the cameleon ; 

Change shapes, with Proteus, for advant.^ , 
And set tlie murd’rous Machiavel to school. 

Can I do this, and cannot get a crown . 

1 Tut ! were it further off, I’ll pluck it now. . 
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SCENE in. — F rance. A Room in the Palace. 

Flouo'ish. Enter Lewis, the French King, and Lady 
Bona, attended ; the King takes his state. Then enter 
Queen Margaret, Prince Edward, her son, and the 
Babe of Oxford. 

R. Lew. Fair queen of England, worthy Mar- 
garet, IRising. 

Sit down with ns ; it ill befits thy state, 

And birth, that thou should’st stand, while Lewis 
doth sit. 

Q. Mar. No, mighty king of France; now 
Margaret 

Must strike her sail, and learn awhile to seiwe, 
Where kings command. I was, I must confess, 
Great Albion’s queen in former golden days • 

But now mischance hath trod my title down, 

And mth dishonour laid me on the ground ; 

Where I must take like seat unto my fortune, 

And to my humble seat conform myself. 

K. Letv. Why, say, fair queen, whence springs 
this deep despair ? 

Q. Mar. From such a cause as fills mine eyes 
with tears, 

And stops my tongue, while heart is drown’d in 
cares. 

M. . Lew. Whate’er it he, be thou still like thyself, 
And sit thee by our side : yield not thy neck 

ISeats her bg hitn . 

To fortune’s yoke, but let thy dauntless mind 
Still ride in triumph over all mischance. 

Be plain, queen Margaret, and tell thy grief ; 

It shall be eas’d, if France can yield relief. 

Q. Mar. Those gracious words revive my droop- 
ing thoughts, 

And give my tongue-tied sorrows leave to speak. 
Now, therefore, be ib known to noble Lewis, — 
That Henry, sole possessor of my love, 

Is, of a king, become a banish’d man, 

And forc’d to live in Scotland a forlorn ; 

While proud ambitious Edward, duke of York, 
Usurps the regal title, and the seat 
Of England’s time-anointed laurful king. 

This is the cause, that I, poor Margaret, — 

With this my son, prince Edward, Henry’s heir, — 
Am come to crave thy just and lawful aid ; 

And, if thou fail us, all our hope is done : 

Scotland hath will to help, but cannot help ; 

Our people and our peers are both misled, 

Our treasure seiz’d, our soldiers put to flight, 

And, as thou see’ st, ourselves in heavy plight. 

K. Lew. Renowned queen, with patience calm 
the storm, 

While we bethink a means to break it off. 

Q. Mar. Tlie more we stay, the stronger grows 
onr foe. - 

K. Lew. The more I stay, the more I’ll succour 
thee. 

/ .Q.. Mar. O, but impatience waiteth on true 
■ sorrow',: 

And see where comes the breeder of my sorrow. 
Enter Wabwick, attended. 

K. Lew. What’s he, approacheth boldly to onr 
p'resence?'' . , 

Q- Mar. Our earl of*Warwick, Edward’s greatest 
friend. 

K. Lew. Welcome, brave IVarwick! VTiat brings 
thee to France ? 

iHescending from Ms state. Queen Margaret rises. 
Q. Mar. Ay, nowhegins a second storm to rise ; 
For this is he, that moves both wind and tide. 


War. From worthy Edward, king of Albion, 
My lord and sovereign, and thy vowed friend, 

I come, — in kindness and unfeigned love, — 

First, to do greetings to thy royal person ; 

And, then, to crave a league of amity : 

And, lastly, to confirm that amity 

■With nuptial knot, if thou vouchsafe to grant 

That virtuous lady Bona, thy fair sister. 

To England’s king in lawful marriage. 

<?. Mar. If that go forward, Henry’s hope is 
done. 

Wa7\ And, gracious madam, [ifoBoNA.] in our 
king’s behalf, 

I am commanded, with your leave and favour, 
Humbly to kiss your hand, and with my tongue 
To tell the passion of my sovereign’s heart ; 

Where fame, late entering at his heedful ears, 

Hath plac’d thy heautj^’s image, and thy virtue. 

Q. 3Iar. King Lewis, — and lady Bona, hear 
me speak, 

Before you answer Warwick. His demand 
Springs not from Edward’s weU-meant honest love, 
But from deceit, bred by necessity ; 

For how can tyrants safely govern home, 

Unless abroad they purchase great alliance ? 

To prove him tyrant, this reason may suffice, — 
That Henry liveth still : but were he dead, 

Yet here prince Edward stands, king Henry’s 
son. 

Look therefore, Lewis, that by this league and 
marriage 

Thou draw not on thy danger and dishonour : 

For though usurpers sway the rale a while, 

Yet heavens are just, and time suppresseth wrongs. 
War. Injuiions Margaret ! 

Prince. And why not queen ? 

War. Because thy father Henry did usurp ; 
And thou no more art prince, than she is queen. 
Oxf. Then Warwick disannuls great John of 
Gaunt, 

Which did subdue the greatest part of Spain ; 

And, after John of Gaunt, Henry the Fourth, 
Whose wisdom was a mirror to the wisest ; 

And, after that wise prince, Henry the Fifth, 

Who by his prowess conquered all France : 

From these our Henry lineally descends. 

War. Oxford, how haps it, in this smooth dis- 
course, 

You told not, how Henry the Sixth hath lost 
All that which Henry the Fifth had gotten ? 
Methinks, these peers of France should smile at 
that, — 

But for the rest, — You tell a pedigree 
Of threescore and two years ; a silly time 
To make prescription for a kingdom’s worth, 

Oxf. Wiy, Warwick, canst thou speak against 
thy liege, 

Whom thou obey’dst thirty and six years, 

And not bewray thy treason with a blush ? 

War. Can Oxford, that did ever fence the right, 
Now buckler falsehood with a pedigree ? 

For shame ! leave Henry, and call Edward king. 

Oxf. Call him my king, by whose injurious doom 
My elder brother, the lord Aubrey Vere, 

Was done to death ? and more than so, my father, 
Even in the downfall of his mellow’d years. 

When nature brought Mm to the door of death 
No, Warwick, no ; while life upholds this arm^ 
This arm upholds the house of Lancaster. 

War. And I the house of York. 

MM 
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ACT in:' 


K. Lew. Queen Margaret, prince Edward, and 
Oxford, 

A^ouclisafe, at our request, to stand ^side, 

YGiile I use further conference mth . 

Q. Mar. Heaven grant, that Waiwick s 

bewitch him not^._^^^ i/iC Prince and Oxford. 

/i. Lew. Now,Warwick,tellme, even upon thy 

conscience, 

Is Edward Tour true king? for I were loath, 

To link with him that were not ^ 

iVar. Thereon I pawn my credit and mine 

K iCT^But is he gracious in the people’s eye ? 
7l>«r! The more, that Henry was nntortunate 

K Lew. Then further,— alldissemWing set asiae. 

Tell me for troth the measure of his lore 

Unto our sister Bona. 

]^ar. Such It seems, 

As mav beseem a monarch like himself. 

Myself have often heard him say and swear, 

That this his love was an eternal plant ; 
mLeof the root was fix’d in virtue’s ground _ 

The leaves and fruit maintain d with beauty sun , 
Exempt from envy, but not trom_ disdain, 

1 «- 

' Boto. ’Yo’ii’ grant, or yonr denial, slmU be 

Yet I confe'ss! [to Wah.] that often ere this day. 
When I have heard your king’s desert recounted, 
Mine ear hath tempted judgment to desire. 

K. Lew. Then, Warwick, thus,— Oui sistei 
shall be Edward’s ; 

And now forthwith shall articles be drawn 
Touching the jointure that your king must make, 
Which with her dowry shall be couiiteipms d . 

Draw near, cpieen Margaret and b® a witaess. 

That Bona shall be wife to the English king. 

Prince. To Edward, hut not to the English 

Q. Jl/an’oeceitful Warwick ! it was thy device 
By this alliance to make void my suit ; ^ 

Before thy coming, Lewis was Henry s . 

K. Lew. And still is friend to him and Maigaiei, . 
But if your title to the crown be weak,— 

As may appear by Edward’s good success, -- 
Tiien ’tis but reason, that I be releas d 
From giving aid, which late I promised. 

Yet shall you have all kindness at my liand. 

That your estate requires, and mine can yield. 

War. Henry now lives in Scotland, at liis ease , 
Where having nothing, nothing he can lose. 

And as for you yourself, our quondam queen. 

You have a father able to maintainYOU ; 

And better 'twere, you troubled Lim than 

Q. Mar. Peace, impudent and shameless vV ai - 
wick, peace ; . t 

Proud setter-up and puller-down of kings . 

1 will not hence, till with my talk and tears, 

Both full of truth, I make king Lewis behold 
Thy sly conveyance, and thy lord s false love ; 

For both of you are birds of self-same leather. 

' K. Lew. Warwick, this is some post to us, or 
thee. 

Ento* a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord ambassador, these letters are 
for vou; 


Sent from your brother, marquis Montague. 

These from our king unto your majesty — 

And, .madam, these for you; from whom I know 
not. 

[To Margaret. They all read their letters. 

Oxf. I like it well, that our fair queen and mis- 
tress 

Smiles at her news, while Warwick frowuis at his. 
Prince. Nay, mark, how Lewis stamps as he 
were nettled ; 

I hope, all’s for the best. 

K. Lew. Warwick, what are thy news and 
yours, fair queen ? 

Q.Mar. Mine, such as fill my heart with un- 
hop’ d joys. 

fPar. Mine, full of sorrow^ and heart’s discontent, 
ii . Lew. What 1 has your king married the lady 
Grey ? 

And now, to soothe your forgery and Ms, 

Sends me a paper to persuade me patience ? 

Is this the alliance that he seeks with France? 

Dare he presume to scorn us in this manner ? 

Q. Mar. I told your majesty as much before ; 

This proveth Edward’s love, and Warwick’s 
honesty. 

War. King Lewis, I here protest, -—in sight of 
heaven, 

And by the hope I have of heavenly bliss,— 

That I am clear from this misdeed of Edward’s ; 

No more my king, for he dishonours me, 

But most himself, if he could see his shame.— , 

Did I forget, that by the house of York 
My father came untimely to his death ? 

Did I let pass the abuse done to my niece ? 

Did I impale him with the regal crown ? 

Did I put Henry from his native right ; 

And am I guerdon’d at the last with shame ? 

Shame on himself : for my desert is honour. 

And to repair my honour lost for him, 

I here renounce him, and return to Henry : 

My noble queen, let former grudges pass, 

And henceforth I am thy true servitoi ; 
i will revenge his wrong to^ lady Bona, 

And replant Henry in his former state. ^ 

Q. Mar. Warwick, these words have turn d my 

hate to love ; n r u 

And I forgive and quite forget old faults, 

And joy that thou becom’st king Henry s 

nLr. So much his friend, ay, Ins unfeigned 
friend, . 

That, if king Lewis vouchsafe to furnish us- 
With some few bands of chosen soldiers, 

I’ll undertake to land them on our coast, 

And force the tyrant from his seat by war.^ _ 

’Tis not Ms new-made bride sball succour mm . 
And as for Clarence,— as my letters teU me, 

He’s very likely now to fall from Mm,^ ^ 

For matcMng more for wanton lust tbaii ho^ > 
Or than for strength and safety of our country. _ 

iona. Dear brother, how shaUBonabe reveus d, 

But bv tby help to this distressed queen . ^ ^ 

Q, “Mar. Renowmed prince, how shall p 
Henry live, . 

Unless thou rescue Mm from foul ^re 

Bona. My quarrel and this English queen 

War. And mine, fair lady Bona, joins vritb 

K. i J.Tnd mine with hers, and thine, and 

■ Margaret'S,;: ■ ■ . 
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Therefore, at last, I firmly am resolv’d, 

You shall have aid. 

Q. Mar. Let me give humble thanks for all at 
once. 

K. Leta. Then England’s messenger, return in 
post ; 

And tell false Edward, thy supposed king, — 

That Lewis of France is sending over maskers, 

To revel it with him and his new bride : 

Thou seest what’s past, go fear thy king withal. 

Bona. Tell him, In hope he’ll prove a widower 
ril wear the willow garland for his sake, [shortly, 
Q. Mar. Tell him. My mourning weeds are 
laid aside, 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

War. Tell him from me, That he hath done me 
wrong ; 

And therefore I’ll uncrowm him, ere’t be long. 
There’s thy reward ; be gone. lExit Mess. 

K. Lew. But, Warwick, thou, 

And Oxford, with live thousand men, 

Shall cross the seas, and bid false Edward battle : 
And, as occasion serves, this noble queen 
And prince shall follow wdtli a fresh supply. 

Yet, ere thou go, but answer me one doubt ; — 
What pledge have we of thy firm loyalty ? 

War. This shall assure my constant loyalty : — 
That if our queen and this young prince agree, 


ACT 

SCENE I.^London. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Gloster, CLABEgwcE, Somerset, Montague, and 
others. 

Glo. Now tell me, brother Clarence, what think 
Of this new marriage with the lady Grey ? [you 
Hath not our brother made a worthy choice ! 

Clar. Alas, you know, ’tis far from hence to 
France ; 

How could he stay till Wai'wick made return I 
Som, My lords, forbear this tallc ; here comes 
the king. 

Flourish. Enter King Eoward, attended ; Lady Grey, 
as Queen jt Pembroke, Stafford, Hastings, and others. 
Glo. And his well-chosen bride. 

Clar. I mind to tell him plainly what 1 think. 

K. Edw. Now, brother of Clarence, how like 
you our choice, 

That you stand pensive, as half malcontent ? 

Clar. As well as Lewis of France, or the earl of 
Warwick; 

Which are so weak of courage, and in judgment, 
That they’ll take no offence at our abuse. 

E. Edw. Suppose they take offence without a 
cause, . ' ' 

They are but Lewis and Warwick ; I am Edward, 
Your king and W’'arwick’s, and must have my will. 

Glo. And you shall have your will, because our 
Yet hasty marriage seldom proveth well. [king : 
K. Edw. Y'ea, brother Richard, are you offended 
' too ? ■■■ 

Glo. Not I : 

No ; God forbid that I should wish th$m sever’d 
Whom God hath join’d together : ay, and ’twere 
To sunder them that yoke so well together, [pity, 
K. Edw. Setting your scorns, and your mislike, 
aside. 
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I’ll join mine eldest daughter and my joy, 

To him forthwith in holy wedlock bands. 

Q. Mar. Y'es, I agree, and thank you for your 
Son Edward, she is fair and virtuous, [motion : — • 
Therefore delay not, give thy hand to "Warwick ; 
And, with thy hand, thy faith irrevocable. 

That only Warwick’s daughter shall be tliine. 
Prince. Y'es, I accept her, for she well de- 
serves it ; 

And here, to pledge my vow, I give my hand. 

r//e gives his hand to NVa.rvyick. 
K. Lew. Why stay we now ? These soJdiers 
shall be leaded, 

And thou, lord Bourbon, our high admiral, 

Shalt waft them over with our royal fleet. — 

I long, till Edward fall by war’s mischance, 

For mocking marriage with a dame of France. 

{Exeunt all hut Warwick^ 
War. I came from Edward as embassador, 

But I return his sworn and mortal foe : 

Matter of mandage was the charge he gave me, 

But dreadful war shall answer his demand. 

Had he none else to make a stale, but me.^ 

Then none buft I shall turn his jest to sorrow. 

I was the chief that rais’d him to the crown, 

And I’ll be chief to bring him down again ; 

Not that I pity Henry’s misery, 

But seek revenge on Edward’s mocker}\ {Exit. 


IV. 

Tell me some reason, why the lady Grey 
Should not become my wife, and England’s 
queen : — 

And you too, Somerset, and Montague, 

Speak freely what you think. 

Clar. Then this is my opinion, — that king Lewis 
Becomes your enemy, for mocking him 
About the marriage of the lady Bona. 

Glo. And Warwick, doing what you gave in 
charge, 

Is now dishonoured by this new marriage. 

K. Edw. What, if both Lewis and Warwick be 
By such invention as I can devise? [appeas’d, 

Mont. Y’’et to have join’d with France in such 
alliance, 

Would more have strengthen’d this our common- 
wealth 

’Gainst foreign storms, than any home-bred mar- 
riage. 

Hast. Why, knows not Montague, that of itself, 
England is safe, if true within itself? 

Mont. Y'es ; but the safer, when it is back’d 
with France. 

Hast. ’Tis better using France, than trusting 
France : 

Let us be back’d with God, and with the seas, 
Which he hath given for fence impregnable, 

And with their helps only defend ourselves ; 

In them, and in ourselves, our safety lies. 

Clar. For this one speech, lord Hastings well 
deserves 

To have the heir of the lord Hungerford. 

K. Edw. Ay, what of that ? it was my will, and 
grant; 

And, for this once, my will shall stand for law. 

Glo. And yet, methinks, your grace hath not 
done well. 




1 ' 

4'" ' 




‘ f 

It 1’ 

i'll' , 






.fiiHi 

S ^ i I 




ii i , 


ii’Ai 

. 'm' 

«'■' * , ii'', * I t 

mV -V’*' ’ 

;l'.; "lyi; 

(M II 


• 1 


lillii 

list 


iH 



M M S! 





THIRD PART OF KING HENRY 'VI. 


To give the heir and daughter of lord Scales 
Unto the brother of yonr loving bride ; 

She better would have fitted me, or Clarence : 

But in your bride you bury brotherhood. 

Cldr. Or else you would not have bestow’d the 
Of the lord Bonville on your new wife’s son, [heir 
And leave your brothers to go speed elsewhere. 

if. Ed'W, Alas, poor Clarence ! is it for a wife, 
That thou art malcontent? I will provide thee. 
Clar. In choosing for yourself, you show’d your 
judgment ; 

'Which being shallow, you shall give me leave 
To play the broker in mine own behalf ; 

And, to that end, I shortly mind to leave you. 

K. Edw. Leave me, or tarry, Edward will be 
And not be tied unto his brother’s will [king, 
Q. Eliz, My lords, before it pleas’d his majesty 
To raise my state to title of a queen, 

Do me but right, and you must all confess 
That I was not ignoble of descent, 

And meaner than myself have had like fortune. 

But as this title honours me and mine, 

So your dislikes, to whom I would be pleasing, 

Do cloud my joys with danger and wdth sorrow. 

K. Edw. My love, forbear to fawn upon their 
frowns ; 

What danger, or what sorrow can befall thee, 

So long as Edward is thy constant friend, 

And their true sovereign, whom they must obey ? 
Nay, whom they shall obey, and love thee too, 
Unless they seek for hatred at my hands : 

"VS^ich if they do, yet will I keep thee safe. 

And they shall feel the vengeance of my wrath. 

Glo. 1 hear, yet say not much, but think the 
more. \_Asulc. 

Enter a Messenger. 

K. Edw. Now, messenger, what letters, or what 
From France ? [news, 

Mess, My sovereign liege, no letters ; and few 
words, 

But such as I, without your special pardon, 

Dare not relate. 

K. Edw. Go to, we pardon thee : therefore, in 
brief, 

Tell me their words as near as thou canst guess 
them. 

What answer makes king Lewis unto our letters ? 

Mess. At my depart, these were his very words ; 
Go tell false Edward^ thy supposed king, 

That Leieis of Fra7ice is seiiding over maskerSi 
To revel it with him, and his new bride. 

K. Edw. Is Lewis so brave ? belike, he thinks 
me Henry. 

But wdiat said lady Bona to my marriage ? 

Mess. These were her words, utter’d with mild 
disdain ; 

Tell him, in hope he'll prove a, ividoiver shortly, 
ril wear the willow garland for his sake. 

K. Edw. I blame not her, she could say little 
less ; 

She had the wrong. But what said Henry’s queen ? 
For I have heard that she was there in place. 

Mess. Tell him^ quoth she, my mourning weeds 
are done. 

And I am ready to put armour on. 

K. Edw. Belike, she minds to play the Amazon. 
But what said Warwick to these injuries ? 

Mess. He, more incens’d against your majesty 
Than all the rest, discharg’d me with these words ; 


Tell him from, me, that he hath done me wrong, 
And therefore ITl uncrown him, ereH he long. 

K. Ediv. Ha 1 durst the traitor breathe out so 
proud words ? 

Well, I will arm me, being thus forewarn’d : 

They shall have wars, and pay for their presumption. 
But say, is Warwick friends with Margaret ? 

Mess. Ay, gracious sovereign ; they are so link’d 
in friendship, 

That young prince Edward marries Warwick’s 
daughter. 

Clar. Belike, the elder ; Clarence will have the 
younger. 

Now, brother king, farewell, and sit you fast, 

For I will hence to Warwick’s other daughter ; 
That, though I want a kingdom, yet in marriage 
I may not prove inferior to yourself. — ■ 

You, that love me and "Warwick, follow me. 

\_ExU Clarence, and Somerset 

Glo. Not I. 

My thouglits aim at a further matter ; I 
Stay not for love of Edward, but the crown. 

K. Edw. Clarence and Somerset both gone to 
Warwick! 

Yet am I arm’d against the worst can happen j 
And haste is needful in this desperate case.— 
Pembroke, and Stafibrd, you in our behalf 
Go levy men, and make prepare for war. 

They are already, or quickly will be landed; 
Myself in person will straight follow you. 

{^Excun t Pembroke and Stafford. 
But, ere I go, Hastings, — and Montague, — 
Resolve my doubt. — You twain, of all the rest, 

Are near to Warwick, by blood, and by alliance : 
Tell me, if you love "Warwick more than me? 

If it be so, then both depart to him ; 

I rather wish you foes, than hollow friends j 
But if you mind to hold your true obedience, 

Give me assurance with some fiiendly vow, 

That I may never have you in suspect. 

Mont. So God help Montague, as he proves true ! 
Hast, And Hastings, as he favours Edward’s 
cause ! 

K. Edw. Now, brother Richard, will you stand 
by us ? 

Glo. Ay, in despite of all that shall withstand 
you. 

K. Edw. Why, so ; then am I sure of victory. 
Now therefore let us hence ; and lose no hour, 
Till we meet Warwick with his foreign power. 

^Exeunt. 


SCENE II. — A Plain in Warwickshire. 

Enter Warwick and Oxford, with French mid other 
Forces. 

War. Trust me, my lord, all hitherto goes well: 
The common people by numbers swarm to us. 

Enter Clarence and Somerset. 

But see, -where Somerset and Clarence come ; — 
Speak suddenly, my lords, are vre all friends ? 
Clar. Fear not that, my lord. 

War* Then, gentle Clarence, vrelcome unto War- 
wick 

And welcome, Somerset : — I hold it co-wardice, 

To rest mistrustful where a noble heart 
Hath pawn’d an open hand in sign of love ; 

Else might I think, that Clarence, Edward’ s brother, 

Were but a feigned friend to our proceedings i ^ 
But welcome, Clarence ; my daughter shall be thine* 
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And now what rests, but, in night^s covertnre, 

Xliy brother being carelessly encamp’d, 

His soldiers lurking in the towns about, 

And but attended by a simple guard, 

We may surprise and take him at our pleasure ? 
Our scouts hare found the adventure very easy : 
That as Ulysses, and stout Diomede, 

With sleight and manhood stole to Rhesus’ tents, 
And brought from thence the Thracian fatal steeds ; 
So we, well cover’d with the night’s black mantle, 
At unawares may beat down Edward’s guard, 

And seize himself ; I say not — slaughter him, 

For I intend but only to surprise him — 

You, that will follow me to this attempt, 

Applaud the name of Henry, with your leader. 

\_piey all cry Henry I 

Why, then, let’s on our way in silent sort 
For Warwick and his friends, God and Saint 
Georce ! tEA'cimt. 


K, Edw. The duke ! why, Warwick, when we 
parted last. 

Thou caU’dst me king ? 

War. Ay, but the case is alter’d : 

When you disgrac’d me in my embassade, 

Then I degraded you from being king, 

And come now to create you duke of York. 

Alas ! how should you govern any kingdom, 

That know not how to use ambassadors ; 

Nor how to be contented wdth one wife ; 

Nor how’- to use your brothers brotherly ; 

Nor how to study for the people’s welfare ; 

Nor how to shroud yourself from enemies ? 

K. Edw. Y’'ea, brother of Clarence, art thou 
here too ? 

Nay, then I see, that Edward needs must down. — 
Y’et, Warwick, in despite of all mischance, 

Of thee thyself, and all thy complices, 

Edward wall always hear himself as king : 

Though fortune’s malice overthrow my state, 

My mind exceeds the compass of her wheel. 

War. Then, for Ms mind, be Edward England’s 
king ; {Takes off his crown. 

But Henry now shall wear the English crown, 

And be true king indeed ; thou but the shadow. — 
My lord of Somerset, at my request. 

See that forthwith duke Edward be convey’d 
Unto my brother, archbishop of YYirk. 

When I have fought with Pembroke and his fellows, 
I’ll follow you, and tell what answer 
Lewis, and the lady Bona, send to him : — 

Now, for a wdiile, farewell, good duke of York. 

K. Edw. What fates impose, that men must 
needs abide ; 

It boots not to resist both wind and tide. 

{Exit King Edward, led out ,• So^mersbt with him, 
Oxf. What now remains, my lords, for us to do, 
But march to London with our soldiers ? 

War. Ay, that’s the first thing that we have to do ; 
To free king Henry from imprisonment. 

And see him seated in the regal throne. {Exeunt 


SCENE III. “-Edward’s Camp near W aib.wick. 
Enter certain Watchmen, to guard the King’s tent 

1 Watch. Come on, my masters, each man take 

his stand; 

The king, by this, is set him dowm to sleep. 

2 Watch. What, will he not to bed ? 

1 Watch. Why, no : for he hath made a solemn 

Never to lie and take his natural rest, [vow 

Till Warwick, or himself, be quite suppress’d. 

2 Watch. 'To-morrow then, belike, shall be the 

If Warwick be so near as men report. [day, 

3 Watch. But say, I pray, what nobleman is that, 
That with the king here resteth in his tent } 

1 Watch. ’Tis the lord Hastings, the king’s 

chiefest friend. 

8 Watch. 0, is it so ? But why commands the 
king, 

That his chief followers lodge in towns about him, 
While he himself keepeth in the cold field ? 

2 Watch. ’Tis the more honour, because more 

dangerous. 

3 Watch. Ay, but giveme worship, and quietness, 
I like it better than a dangerous honour. 

If Warwick knew in what estate he stands, 

’Tis to be doubted, he would waken him. 

1 Watch. Unless our halberds did shut up his 

passage. 

2 Watch. Ay ; wherefore else guard we his royal 

tent. 

But to defend his person from night-foes ? 

Enter Warwick, Clarence, Oxford, Soi\iebs,et, and 
Forces. 

War. This is his tent ; and see, where stand his 
guard. 

Courage, my masters : honour now, cn* never ! 

But follow me, and Edward shall he ours. 

1 Watch. Who goes there ? 

2 Watch. Stay, or thou diest. 

[%Varwick, and the rest, cry a??-— Warwick I War- 
wick ! and set upon the Guard: tvho jly, crying-— 
Arra ! Arm ! ^Varwiciv, and the rest following 
... them. 

The drum healing, and trmyipcls sounding, re-enter W An- 
wiciv, and the rest, bringing the King out in a gown, sit- 
ting in a chair; G-loster and HASTiNGayr^/r 
Som. What are they that fly there } 

War. Richard, and Hastings : let them go, here’s 
the duke. 


SCENE IV. — London. A E,oom bi the Palace. 

Enter Queen Elizabeth and Hivers. 

Eiv. Madam, what makes you in this sinlden 
change } 

Q. Eliz. Why, brother Rivers, are you yet to 
leam, 

W^hat late misfortune is befall’n king Edward t 
Riv. What,. loss of some pitch’d battle against 
Warwick ? 

Q. Eliz. No, but the loss of his ovm royal person. 
Riv. Then is my sovereign slain 
Q. Eliz. Ay, almost slain, for he is taken prisoner ; 
Either betray’d by falsehood of his guard, 

Or by his foe surpris’d at unawai*es : 

And, as I further have to understand. 

Is now committed to the bishop of Y ork, 

Fell Warvdek’s brother, and bv that our foe. 

Riv. These news, I must confess, are full of grief 
Y^et, gracious madam, bear it as you may ; 
YVarwick may lose, that now hath won the day. 

Q. Eliz. Till then, fair hope must hinder life’s 
And I the rather wean me from despair, [decay. 
For love of Edward’s offspring in my womb : 

This is it that makes me bridle passion 

And bear with mildness my misfortune's cross 5 

Ay, ay, for this I draw in many a tear, 

And stop the rising of blood-sucking sighs, 
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Lest •witli my sighs or tears I blast or drown 
King Edward’s fruit, true heir to the English crown. 
Riv. But, madam, where is Warwick then be- 
come ? 

Q. EUz. I am informed, that he comes towards 
London, 

To set the crown once more on Henry’s head : 
Guess thou the rest ; king Edward’s friends must 
But to prevent the tyrant's violence, [down. 

(For trust not him that hath once broken faith,) 
I’ll hence forthwith unto the sanctuary, 

To save at least the heir of Edward’s right ; 

There shall I rest secure from force, and fraud. 
Come therefore, let us fly, while we may fly ; 

If Warwick take us, we are sure to die. lEa^eunt 


SCENE V. — A Park near Middleliam Castle in 

YOIIKSIIIRE. 

EnUr Gloster, Hastings, Sir William Stanley, and 
others. 

Glo. Now, my lord Hastings, and sir William 
Stanley, 

Leave off to wonder, why I drew you hither, 

Into this chiefest thicket of the park. 

Thus stands the case: You know, omr king, my 
brother, 

Is prisoner to the bishop here, at whose hands 
He hath good usage and great liberty : 

And often, but attended with weak guard, 

Comes hunting this way to disport himself. 

I have advertis’d him by secret means, 

That if, about this hour, he make this way, 

Under the coloim of his usual game, 

He shall here And his friends, with horse and men, 
To set him free from his captivity. 

Enter King Edwabd, and a Huntsman. 

Hunt. This way, my lord ; for tliis way lies the 
game. 

E. Edw. Nay, this way, man ; see, where the 
huntsmen stand. — 

Now, brother of Gloster, lord Hastings, and the rest, 
Stand you thus close, to steal the bishop’s deer ? 

Glo. Brother, the time and case requireth haste ; 
Your horse stands ready at the park corner. 

K. Ediv. But whither shall we then ? 

Hast. To Lynn, my lord ; and sliip from thence 
to Flanders. 

Glo. "Well guess’d, believe me ; for that was my 
meaning. 

K. Edtv. Stanley, I will requite thy forwardness. 
Glo. But wherefore stay we ? ’tis no time to talk. 
A". Edio. Huntsman, what say’ St thou? wilt thou 
go along ? 

Hunt. Better do so, than tarry and he bang’d. 
Gio. Come then, away ; let’s have no more ado. 
E. Ediv. Bishop, farewell : shield thee from 
Warwick’s frown ; 

j And pray that I may repossess the crown. CAoJewnt. 


SCENE YI. — A Room- in the Tower. 

Enter King Henry, Clarence, Warviuck, Somerset, 
pounff Kichmond, Oxford, Montague, Lieutenant o/ihe 
Tower, and Attendants. 

E. Hen. Master lieutenant, now that God and 
friends 

Have shaken Edward from the regal seat ; 

And turn’d my captive state to liberty, 


My fear to hope, my sorrows unto joys ; 

At our enlargement what are tliy due fees ? 

Lietct. Subjects may challenge nothing* of their 
sovereigns ; 

But, if an humble prayer may prevail, 

I then crave pardon of your majesty. 

K. Hvn. For what, lieutenant? for well usino- 
m e ? 

Nay, be tliou sure, I’li wadi requite thy kindness 
For that it made my imprisonment a pleasure : ^ 
Ay, such a pleasure as incaged birds 
Conceive, when, after many moody thoughts, 

At last, by notes of household harmony. 

They quite forget their loss of liberty. — 

But, Warwick, after God, thou sett’st me free 
And chiefly tlierefore, I thank God, and thee • 

He was the author, thou the instrument. 
Therefore, that I may conquer fortune’s spite, 

By living lowq where fortune cannot hurt me ; 

And that the people of this blessed land 
May not be punish’d wdth my thwarting stars ,* 
Warwick, although my head still wear the crown, 

I here resign my government to thee, 

For thou art fortunate in all thy deeds. 

War. Your grace hath still been fam’d for vir- 
And now may seem as wise as virtuous, [tuous 5 
By spying, and avoiding, fortune’s malice, 

For few men rightly temper with the stars : 

Y’et in tins one thing let me blame your grace, 

For choosing me, when Clarence is in place. 

Ciar. No, W arwick, thou art worthy of the sway, 
To whom the heavens, in thy nativity, 

Adjudg’d an olive branch, and laurel crown, 

As likely to be blest in peace, and war ; 

And therefore I yield thee my free consent. 

War. And I choose Clarence only for protector. 
E. Hen. Warwick, and Clarence, give me both 
your hands ; 

Now’ join your hands, and, with your hands, your 
That no dissension hinder government : [hearts, 
I make you both protectors of this land ; 

While I myself will lead a private life, 

And in devotion spend my latter days, 

To sin’s rebuke, and my Creator’s praise. 

War. What answers Clarence to his sovereign’s 
will ? 

Clar. That he consents, if Wai*wick yield con- 
For on thy fortune I repose myself. [sent ; 

War. Why then, though loath, yet must I be 
content : 

We’ll yoke together, like a double shadow 
To Henry’s body, and supply Ms place; 

I mean, in bearing weight of government, 

While he enjoys the honour, and his ease. 

And, Clarence, now then it is more than needful, 
Forthwith that Edward be pronounc’d a traitor, 
And all his lands and goods be confiscate. 

Clar. What else ? and that succession be deter- 
min’d. v/',: ■ 

Ay, therein Clarence shall not want his 
part. 

K. Ben. But, with the first of all your chie. 
affairs, 

Let me entreat, (for I command no mor^) 

That Afargaret your queen, and my son Edward, 
Be sent for, to return from France with speed : 
For, till I see them here, by doubtful fear 
My joy of iibertv is half eclips’d. 

Clar. It shall be done, my sovereign, with all 
speed. 
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K. Hen. My lord of Somerset, wiiat yoiitli is 
Of whom yon seem to have so tender care? [that, 
Som. My liege, it is young Henry, earl of Rich- 
mond. 

K. Hen. Come hither, England's hope : If 
secret powers [.Lays Ms hand on Ms head. 
Suggest but truth to my divining thoughts, 

This pretty lad will prove our country’s bliss. 

His looks are full of peaceful majesty ; 

His head by nature fram'd to wear a crown, 

His hand to wield a sceptre ; and himself 
Likely, in time, to bless a regal throne. 

Make much of him, iny lords ; for this is he 
Must help you more than you are hurt by me. 


Enter a Messenger. 

War. Mliat news, my friend ? 

Mess. That Edward is escaped from your brother, 
And fled, as he hears since, to Burgundy. 

War. Unsavoury news: But how made he 
escape ? 

Mess. He was convey'd by Richard duke of 
Gloster, 

And the lord Hastings, who attended him 
In secret ambush on the forest side, 

And from the bishop's huntsmen rescued him ; 

For hunting was his daily' exercise. 

War. My brother was too careless of his 
charge. — 

But let us hence, my sovereign, to provide 
A salve for any sore that may betide. 

[Exeunt King Henry, War. Clar. Lieut. 
and Attendants. 

Som. My lord, I like not of this flight of Ed- 
ward’s : , 

For, doubtless, Burgundy w^iU yield him help ; 

And we shall have more wuirs before’t be long. 

As Henry's late presaging prophecy 
Did glad my heart, with hope of this young Rich- 
mond ; 

So doth my heart misgive me, in these conflicts 
Wliat may befall him, to his harm, and ours : 
Therefore, lord Oxford, to prevent the worst, 
Forthwith we’ll send him hence to Brittany, 

Till storms be past of civil enmity. 

Oxf. Ay ; for if Edward repossess the crown, 
’Tis like, that Richmond with the rest shall down. 

Som. It shall he so ; he shall to Brittany. 

Come, therefore, let’s about it, speedily. [Exeunt. 


SCENE VII Befbre York. 


Enter King Edward, Gloster, Hastings, and Forces. 


K. Ediu. Now, brother Richard, lord Hastings, 
and the rest ; 

Yet thus far fortune maketh us amends, 

And says— -that once more I shall interchange 
My waned state for Henry’s regal crown, 

Weil have we pass’d, and noT.v repass’d the seas, 
And bronghfc desired help from Burgundy : 

What then remains, we being thus arriv’d 
From Ravenspurg haven before the gates of York, 
But that we enter, as into our dukedom ? 

Glo. The gates made fast !— Brother, I like not 
this..;"'- 

For many men, that stumble at the threshold, 

Are well foretold — that danger lurks within. 

K. Edw. Tushj man ! abodements must not now 
affright us : 


By fair or foul means we must enter in, 

For hither will our friends repair to us. 

Hast. My liege, I’ll knock once more, to sum- 
mon them. 


Enter on the wall the Mayor a/ York, and Ms hrethren. 

May. My lords, we were forewarned of your 
coming, 

And shut the gates for safety of ourselves ; 

For now we owe allegiance unto Henry. 

K. Edw. But, master mayor, if Henry be your 
king, 

Yet Edward, at the least, is duke of York. 

May. True, my good lord ; I know you for no 
less. 

K. Edw. Wliy, and I challenge nothing but my 
dukedom ; 

As being well, content with that alone. 

Glo. But, when the fox hath once got in his nose, 

He’ll soon find means to make the body follow. 

[Aside. 

Hast. Why, master mayor, why stand you in a 
doubt ? 

Open the gates, we are king Henry’s friends. 

May. Ay, say you so ? the gates shall then he 
open’d. [Exeunt from above. 

Glo. A wise stout captain, and persuaded soon ! 

Hast. The good old man would fain that all 
were well, 

So 'twere not 'long of him : but, being enter’d, 

I doubt not, I, but we shall soon persuade 

Both him, and all his brothers unto reason. 

Re-enter the Mayor, and two Aldermen, below. 

K. Edw. So, master mayor : these gates must 
not be shut, 

But, in the night, or in the time of war. 

What ! fear not, man, but yield me up the keys ; 

[Takes Ms keys. 

For Edward will defend the town, and thee, 

And all those friends that deign to follow me. 


Drum. Enter Montgomery, and Forces, marching. 
Glo. .Brother, this is sir John Montgomery, 

Our trusty friend, unless I he deceiv’d. 

K. Edw. Welcome, sir John ! But why come 
you in arms 

Mont. To help king Edward in his time of 
As every loyal subject ought to do. [storm, 

K. Edw. Thanks, good Montgomery : but we 
now forget 

Our title to the crown ; and only claim 
Our dukedom, tiU God please to send the rest, 
Mont. Then fare you well, for 1 will hence again ; 
I came to serve a king, and not a duke, — 
Drummer, strike up, and let us march away. 

[A march begun, 

K. Edw. Nay, stay, sir John, awhile ; and we'll 
debate, 

By what safe means the crowm maybe recover'd. 

Mont. ’What, talk you of debating ? in few- words, 
If you'll not here proclaim yourself our king, 

I'll leave you to your fortune ; and be gone, 

To keep them back that come to succour you : 
Why, should we fight, if you pretend no title ? 

Glo. Why, brother, wherefore stand you on nice 
points? 

K. Edtv. Wh.m. we grow stronger, then we'll 
make our claim : 

Till then, 'tis wisdom to conceal our meaning. 
Hast. Away with scrupulous wit I now arms 
must rule. 
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Glo. And fearless minds climb soonest unto 
crowns. , ^ 

Brother, we will proclaim you out of , 

The bruit thereof will bring you many tnends.^ 

K. Ediv. Then be it as you will: for tis my ng , 
And Henry but usurps the diadem. 

Ay, BOW, my sovereign speaketh like 

himself ; . 

And now will I be Edward s champion. 

Hast. Sound, trumpet ; Edward shall be here ^ 

Come fellow-soldier, make thou proclamation. j 
L.ome, leiiONN s l(nvi\<t him a paper. Flourish, i 

^nhl rileads.l Edward the Fourth, hy the 
(imec 0 / Gorf, 0/ England and Franca, and 

Iw’iosoe’er gainsays king Edward’s 

right, . I T ^ 

Bv this I challenge him to single fight. 

15y inis 1 cua [T/traioj? doion his gauntlet. 

ill. Long live Edward the Fourth ! 

~K. Edte. Thanks, brave Montgomery; and 
thanks unto you all. ■ i .. 

If fortune serve me, I’ll requite to _ 

Now, for to night, let’s harboim here m Yoik . 
And, when the morning sun shall raise his cai 
Above the border of to horizon, ^ 

We’ll forward towards Warwick, and liis mates , 
For, well I wot, that Henry is no soldier.— 

Ah, froward Clarence !-how evil it beseems thee. 

To flatter Henry, and forsake thy brother 

Yet, as we may, we’ll meet both thee and Wa - 

Come on, brave soldiers ; doubt not of the day ; 
And, that once gotten, doubt not ot large 


SCENE VIII. — LotcDON. A Room in the 

Palace. 

Enter King ITknbv, Warwick, CLAnEsca, Montague 
Exbtku, and Oxford. 

War. What counsel, lords ? Edward from Belgia, 
With hasty Germans, and blunt Hollanders, 

Hath pass’d in safety through the narrow seas. 

And with his troops doth march amain to London ; 
And many giddy people dock to him. 

Oxf. Let’s levy men, and beat him back again. 
Clar. k little fire is quickly trodden out ; 
Which, being suffer’d, rivers cannot quench. 

Wur. In Warwickshire I have true-hearted 
friends, ^ % 

Not mutinous iu peace, yet bold in war ; 

Those will I muster up : — and thou, son Clarence, 
Shalt stir, in Suffolk, Norfolk, and in Kent, 

Tl'iC knights and gentlemen to coine mth thee 
Thou, brother Montague, in Buckingham, 
Northampton, and in Leicestershire, shalt find 
Men well incUu’d to hearwhatthou command st 
And thou, brave Oxford, wondrous well belov d, 
Tn Oxfordshire shalt muster up thy friends.— 


My sovereign, with the loving citizens, — 

Like to his island, girt in with the ocean, 

Or modest Dian, circled whth her nymphs, — 

Shall rest in London, till we come to him. 

Fair lords, take leave, and stand not to reply. — 
Farewell, my sovereign. 

K. Hen. Farewell, my Hector, and my Troy’s 
true hope. 

Clar. In sign of truth, I kiss your highness’ 
hand. 

K. Hen. Well-minded Clarence, be thou for- 
tunate ! 

Mont. Comfort, my lord ; — and so I take my 
leave. 

Oaf. And thus [Kissing Henry’s hand.'] I 
seal my truth and bid adieu. 

K. Hen. Sweet Oxford, and my loving Mon- 
tague, 

And all at once, once more a happy farewell. 

War. Farewell, sweet lords ; let’s meet at Co- 
ventry. 

lErcunt War. Clar. Oxp. and Mont. 
K. Hen. Here at the palace, will I rest a while. 
Cousin of Exeter, what thinks your lordship ? 
M:ethinks, the power that .Edward hath in field, 
Should not be able to encounter mine. 

Ere. The doubt is, that he will seduce the rest 
K. Hen. That’s not my fear, my meed hath got 
me fame. 

I have not stopp’d mine ears to their demands, 
Nor posted off their suits with slow delays 5 
My pity hath been balm to heal their wounds, 

My mildness hath allay’d their swelling griefs, 

My mercy dried their water-flowing tears ; 

I have not been desirous of wealth, 

Nor much oppress’d them with great subsidies, 
Nor forward of revenge, though they much err d ; 
Then why should they love Edward more than me? 
No, Exeter, these graces challenge grace ; 

And, when the lion fawns upon the lamb, 

The lamb will never cease to follow him. 

[Shout within. A Lancaster ! A Lancaster . 
Ere. Hark, hark, my lordl what shouts are 
these ? 


Enter Kino Edward, G loster, and Soldiers. 

Edw. Seize on the shame-fac’d Henry, bear mm 
hence 

And once again proclaim ns king of England.— 
You are the fount, that makes small brooks to flow, 
Now stops thy spring i my sea sha,ll suck them dry, 
And swell so much the higher by their ebb. 

Hence with him to the Tower 5 let him not spea 
[Exeunt sonic with King Henry. 
And, lords, towards Coventry bend we our course, 
Where peremptory Warwick now remains : 

The sun shines hot, and, if we use delay, 
Cold-biting winter mars our hop d-tor hay.^ 

Glo. A.way, betimes, before his forces jom, 

And take the great-grown traitor ; 

Brave warriors, march ama^n towauL 
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SCENI3 I. 


ACT V 


SCENE I. — Coventry. 

Enter, "upon the walls, WARmcic, the Mayor of Coventry, 
tivo Messengers, a^id others. 

Wat . Where is the post, that came from valiant 
Oxford ? 

How far hezice is thy lord, mine honest fellow ? 

1 Mess. By this at Dimsmore, marching hither- 

ward. 

War. How for off is our brother Montague? — 
Where is the post that came from Montague ? 

2 Mess. By this at Daintry, with a puissant troop. 

Enter Sir John Somerville. 

War. Say, Somerville, what says my loving son ? 
And, by thy guess, how nigh is Clarence now ? 

Som. At Southam I did leave him with his forces, 
And do expect him here some two hours hence. 

heard. 

War. Then Clarence is at hand, I hear his drum. 
Som. It is not his, my lord ; here Southam lies; 
The drum your honour hears, marcheth from War- 
wick. 

War. Who should that he ? belike, unlookM-for 
friends. 

Som. They are at hand, and you shall quickly 
know. 

Brums. Enter King Edward, Gloster, and Forces^ 
marching. 

E. Edw. Go, trumpet, to the walls, and sound 
a park. 

Glo. See, how the surly Warwick mans the wall. 
War. O, unbid^spite ! is sportful Edward come ? 
Where slept our scouts, or how are they seduc’d, 
That we could hear no news of his repair ? 

E. Edw. Now, W’'arwick, wilt thou ope the city 
gates, 

Speak gentle words, and humbly bend thy knee ? — 
Cali Edward — ^king, and at his hands beg mercy, 
And he shall pardon thee these outrages. 

War. Nay, rather, wilt thou draw thy forces 
hence, 

Confess who set thee up and pluck’d thee down.^ — 
Call Warwick — patron, and be penitent, 

And thou sbalt still remain the duke of York. 

Gio. I thought, at least, he would have said — 
the king ; 

Or did he make the jest against his will ? 

War. Is not a dukedom, sir, a goodly gift ? 

Glo. Ay, by my faith, for a poor earl to give ; 
I’ll do thee service for so good a gift. 

War. ’Twas I, that gave the kingdom to thy 
brother. 

E. Edw. Why, then, Tis mine, if but by War- 
wick’s gift. 

War. Thou art no Atlas for so great a weight : 
And, weakling, W^arvdck takes his gift again; 

And Heniy is my king, Warwick his subject. 

E. Edw. But Warwick’s king is Edward’s pri- 
soner : 

And, gallant W'arwick, do but answer this,— 

What is the body when the head is off ? 

Glo. Alas, that W^arwick had no more forecast, 
But, whiles he thought to steal the single ten, 

The king was slily finger’d from the deck ! 

You left poor Henry at the bishop’s palace. 

And, ten to one, you’ll meet him in the Tower. 

E. Edw. ’Tis even so; yet you are Waiwick still. 


Glo. Come, Warwick, take the time, kneel down, 
kneel down : 

Nay, when.J’ strike now, or else the iron cools. 

War. I had rather chop this hand off at a blow, 
And with the other fling it at thy face, 

Than bear so low a sail, to strike to thee. 

E. Edw. Sail how thou canst, have wind and tide 
thy friend ; 

This hand, fast wound about thy coal-black hair, 
Shall, whiles the head is warm, and new cut off, 
Write in the dust this sentence with thy blood,- — 
Wind-changing Warwick now can change no more. 

Enter Oxford, with drum and colours. 

War. O cheerful colours! see, where Oxford 
comes 1 

Oxf. Oxford, Oxford, for Lancaster ! 

[Oxford and Ms Forces enter the City. 
Glo. The gates are open, let us enter too. 

K. Ed'w. So other foes may set upon our hacks. 
Stand we in good array ; for they, no doubt, 

Will issue out again, and bid us battle : 

If not, the city, being but of small defence, 

We’ll quickly rouse the traitors in the same. 

Wa7'. O , welcome, Oxford 1 for we want thy help. 

Enter Montague, ivith drum and colours. 

Mo7it. Montague, Montague, for Lancaster 1 

[lie and his Forces enter the CHy. 
Glo. Thou and thy brother both shall buy this 
treason 

Even with the dearest blood your bodies bear. 

K. Edw. The harder match’d, the greater victory : j 
My mind presageth happy gain, and conquest. 

Enter Somerset, with drum and colours. 

Som. Somerset, Somerset, for Lancaster ! 

[He and his Forces enter the City. 
Glo. Two of thy name, both dukes of Somerset, 
Have sold their lives unto the house of Y’^ork ; 

And thou shalt be the third, if this sword hold. 

Enter Clarence, with drum and colours. 

War. And lo, where George of Clarence sweeps 
Of force enough to bid his brother battle ; [along, 
With whom an upright 2 eal to right prevails, 

More than the nature of a brother’s love ; — 

Come, Clarence, come ; thou wilt, if Warwick calls. 
Clar. Father of Warwick, know you what this 
means ? f Taking the red 9'ose out ofh is cap. 

Look here, I throw my infamy at thee : 

I will not ruinate my father’s house, 

Who gave his blood to lime the stones together. 

And set up Lancaster. Why, trow’st thou , Warwick, 
That Clarence is so harsh ,* so blunt, unnatural. 

To bend the fatal instruments of war 
Against his brother and his lawful king ? 

Perhaps, thou wilt object my holy oath ; 

To keep that oath, were more hnpiety 

Than Jephtha’s, vrhen he sacrific'd his daughter, j 

I am so sorry for my trespass made, 

That, to deserve well at my brother’s hands, 

I here proclaim myself thy mortal foe ; 

With resolution, wheresoe’er I meet thee, 

(As I will meet thee, if thou stir abroad.) 

To plague thee for thy foul misleading me. 

And so, proud-hearted Warwick, I defy thee, 

And to my brother turn my blushing cheeks. — ■ 
Pardon me, Edward, I will make amends ; i 
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And, Ricliard, do not frown npoii my faults, 

For I wdll henceforth be no more unconstant. ^ 
if. Edw. Now welcome more, and ten times 
more belov’d, 

Than if thou never hadst deserv’d our hate. 

GIo. Welcome, good Clarence ; this is brother- 
like. 

War. O passing ti’aitor, perjur’d, and unjust . 

K. Edio. What, W'arwick, wilt thou leave the 
town, and fight ? 

Or shall w^e beat the stones about thine ears ? 

War. Alas, I am not coop’d here for defence : 

I will away tow^ards Barnet presently, ^ 

And bid thee battle, Edwwd, if thou dar’st. 

K. Edw. Yes, Warwick, Edward dares, and 
leads the way : — 

Lords, to the field ; Saint George, and victory. 

\_Marcli. Ercunt 

SCENE IL— ^ Field of Battle near Bahnet. 

Alarums, and Excursions. JS’jifcr King Edward, hringing 
in Warwick ivounded. 

K. Edw. So, lie thou there : die thou, and die 
our fear ; 

For Warwick was a bug, that fear’d us all. — 

Now, Montague, sit fast ; I seek for thee, 

That Warwick’s bones may keep thine company. 

lExit. 

War. Ah, who is nigh ! come to me friend or foe, 
And tell me, who is victor, York, or Warwick ? 
Why ask I that ? my mangled body shouts. 

My blood, my want of strength, my sick heart 
shows, 

That I must yield my body to the earth, 

And, by my fall, the conquest to my foe. 

Thus yields the cedar to the axe’s edge. 

Whose arms gave shelter to the princely eagle, 
Under whose shade the ramping lion slept : 

Wiiose top-branch overpeer’d Jove’s spreading tree, 
And kept low shrubs from winter’s powerful wind. 
These eyes, that now are dimm’d with death’s 
black veil, 

Rave been as piercing as the mid-day sun, 

To search the secret treasons of the world : 

The wrinkles in my brows, now fill’d with blood, 
Were liken’d oft to kingly sepulchres ; 

For who liv’d king, but I could dig his grave ? 

And who durst smile, when Warwick bent liis 
brow ? 

Lo, now my glory smear’d in dust and blood ! 

My parks, my walks, my manors that I had, 

Even now forsake me ; and of all my lands, 

Is nothing left me, but my body’s length ! 

Why, what is pomp, mle, reign, but earth and dust.^ 
And, live we how we can, yet die we must. 

Enter Oxford and Somerset. 

Som. Ah, Warwick, Warwick ! wert thou as 
we are, 

We might recover all our loss again I 
The queen from France bath brought a puissant 
power ; 

Even now we heard the news: Ah, couid’st thou 
fly ! 

War. Why, then I would not fly. — Ah, Mon- 
tague, 

If thou be there, sweet brother, take my hand, 

And with thy lips keep in my soul a while I 
Thou lov’st me not ; for, brother, if thou did’st, 
Thy tears would wash this cold congealed blood, 


That glews my lips, and will not let me speak. 
Come quickly, Montague, or I am dead. 

Som. Ah, Warwick, Montague hath breath’d 
his last ; 

And to the latest gasp, cried out for Warwick, 

And said — Commend me to my valiant brother. 
And more he would have said; and more he spoke. 
Which sounded like a cannon in a vault, 

That might not be distinguish’d ; but, at last, 

I well might hear deliver’d with a groan,^ — 

O, farewell, W"arwick ! 

War. Sweet rest to his soul ! — 

Fly, lords, and save yourselves ; for Warwick bids 
You ail farewell, to meet again in heaven. 

Orf. Away, away, to meet the queen’s great 
power ! lExmnt, bearing offViAimwK’&hodg. 


SCENE III. --Another Pa7'i of the Field. 

Flourish. Enter King Edward, in triumph; tvith 
Clarence, G.i.oster, onul the 7'est. 

1l. Edw. Tims far our fortune keeps an upvirard 
course. 

And we are grac’d with wreaths of victory. 

But, ill the midst of this bright-shming day, 

I spy a black, suspicions, threat’ning cloud, 

That will encounter with our glorious sun, 

Ere he attain his easeful western bed : 

1 mean, my lords, — those powers, that the queen 
Hath rais’d in Gallia, have arriv’d oiir coast, 

And, as we hear, march on to fight with us. 

Clar. A little gale will soon disperse that cloud, 
And blow it to the source from whence it came : 
Thy very beams will dry those vapours up ; 

I'd* every cloud engenders not a storm. 

Glo. The queen is valu’d thirty thousand strong, 
And Somerset, with Oxford, fled toiler; 

If she have time to breathe, he well, assur’d, 

Her faction will be full as strong as ours. 

J{. Edw. We are advertis’d by our loving friends, 
That they do hold their course toward Tewksbury ; 
We liaving now the best at Barnet field, 

Will thitlier straight, For willingness rids way : 
And, as we march, our strength will he augmented 
In every county as we go along. — 

Strike up the drum : cry — Courage 1 and away. 

lExeunt 


SCENE IV.— Flams ‘near Tewksbuuy. 

March. Enter QueeN' Margaret, Prince Edward, 
SoiMERssT, Oxford, and Soldiers. 

Q. Mar. Great lords, wise men ne’er sit and wail 
their loss, 

But cheerly seek how to redress their harms. 
What though the mast be now blown over-board, 
The cable broke, the holding anchor lost. 

And half our sailors swallow’d in the flood ; 

Yet lives our pilot still : Is’t meet, that he 
Should leave the helm, and like a fearful lad, 

With tearful eyes add water to the sea. 

And give more strength to that which bath too 
' much ; 

Whiles, in his moan, the ship splits on the rock, 
Wliich industry and courage might have saveu 
Ah, what a shame I ahy what a fault were this. 
Say, Warwick was our anchor ; M hat of that . 

' And Montague our top-mast ; What of him . 

^ Our slaughter’d friends the tackles; Wfoat of theser 
Why, is not Oxford here another anchor ? 


I 
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And Somerset another goodly mast ? 

The friends of France our shrouds and tacklings ? 
And, though unskilful, why not Ned and I 
i For once allow’d the skilful pilot’s charge ? 
i We will not from the helm, to sit and weep ; 

I But keep our course, though the rough wind 
1 say — no, 

; From shelves and rocks that threaten us with wreck, 

I As good to chide the waves, as speak them fair. 

I And what is Edward, but a ruthless sea ? 

What Clarence, but a quicksand of deceit ? 

And Richard, but a ragged fatal rock ? 

All these the enemies to our poor bark. 

Say, you can swim ; alas, ’tis but a while : 

Tread on the sand ; why there you quickly sink : 
Bestride the rock ; the tide will wash you off, 

Or else you famish, that’s a threefold death. 

This speak I, lords, to let you understand, 

In case some one of you w^ould fly from us, 

That there’s no hop ’d-for mercy with the brothers, 
More than with ruthless waves, with sands and 
rocks. 

Why, courage, then ! what cannot be avoided, 
’Twere childish weakness to lament, or fear. 
Prince. Methinks, a w^oman of this valiant 
spirit 

Should, if a cowmrd heard her speak these wmrds, 
Infuse his breast wdth magnanimity. 

And make him, naked, foil a man at arms. 

I speak not this, as doubting any here : 

For, did I but suspect a fearful man, 

He should have leave to go away betimes ; 

Lest, in our need, he might infect another, 

And make him of like spirit to himself. 

If any such be here, as God forbid ! 

Let him depart, before we need his help. 

0<vf. Women and children of so high a courage ! 
And warriors faint! why, ’twere perpetual shame. — 
0, brave young prince ! thy famous grandfather 
Doth live again in thee ; Long may’st thou live, 

To bear his image, and renew his glories I 
Som. And he that will not fight for such a hope. 
Go home to bed, and, like the owl by day, 

If he arise, be mock’d and wonder’d at. 

Q. Mar. Thanks, gentle Somerset ; — sweet Ox- 
ford, thanks. 

Prince. And take his thanks, that yet hath 
nothing else. 

Enter a Bfessenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, lords, for Edward is at hand, 
Ready to fight ; therefore be resolute. 

Oxf. I thought no less : it is his policy, 

To haste thus fast, to find us unprovided. 

Som. But he’s deceiv’d, we are in readiness. 

Q. Mar. Tliis cheers my heart, to see your for- 
wai’dness. 

O^f. Here pitch oui’ battle ; hence we will not 
budge. 

3farcfi. Enter, at a distafice. King Edwabd, Clarenc®, 
Glostee, and Forces. 

K. Edw. Brave followers, yonder stands the 
thorny wood, 

Which, by the heavens’ assistance, and your 
' , strength,". 

Must by the roots be hewn up yet ere night, 

I need not add more fuel to your fire, 

For, well I wot, ye blaze to burn them out ; 

Give signal to the fight, and to it, lords. 


Q. Mar. Lords, knights, and gentlemen, what I 
should say, 

My tears gainsay ; for every word I speak, 

Ye see, I drink the water of mine eyes. 

Therefore, no more but this : — Henry, your sove- 
reign, 

Is prisoner to the foe ; his state usurp’d, 

His realm a slaughterhouse, his subjects slain, 

His statutes cancell’d, and his treasures spent ; 
And yonder is the wolf, that makes this spoil. 

You fight injustice ; then, in God’s name, lords, 
Be valiant, and give signal to the fight. 

{Exeunt both armies. 


SCENE V Another Part of the same. 

Alarums: Excursions: and afterwards a retreat. Then, 
King Edward, Clarence, Gjujstee, and Forces; 
ivitJi Q,ueen JVIargabet, Oxford, and Somerset, pri- 
soners. 

K. Edw. Now, here a period of tumultuous 
broils. 

Away with Oxford to Hammes' castle straight : 

For Somerset, off wdth his guilty head. 

Go, bear them hence ; I will not hear them speak. 

Oxf. For my part. I’ll not trouble thee -with 
words. 

Som. Nor 1, but stoop with patience to my for- 
tune. 

{Exeiint Oxford and Somerset, guarded. 

Q. Mar. So part we sadly in this troublous 
world, 

To meet with joy in sweet Jerusalem. 

K. Edw. Is proclamation made, — that, who 
finds Edward, 

Shall have a high reward, and he his life } 

Glo. It is : and lo, where youthful Edward comes. 

Enter Soldiers, with Prince Edward. 

K. Edw. Bring forth the gallant, let us hear him 
speak. 

What ! can so young a thorn begin to prick ? 

Edward, what satisfaction canst thou make, 

For bearing arms, for stirring up my subjects, 

And all the trouble thou hast turn’d me to ? 

Prince. Speak like a subject, proud ambitious 
York I 

Suppose, that I am now my father’s mouth ; 

Resign thy chair, and, where I stand, kneel thou, 

Whilst I propose the self-same words to thee, 

Which, traitor, thou would’st have me answer to. 

Q. Mar. Ah, that thy father had been so re- 
solv’d ! 

Glo. That you might still have worn the petti- 
coat, 

And ne’er have stol’n the breech from Lancaster. 

Prince. Let /Esop fable in a winter’s night ; 

His currish riddles sort not with this pla.ee. 

Glo. By heaven, brat, I’ll plague you for that 
word. 

Q. Mar. Ay, thou wast born to be a plague to 
men. 

Glo. For God’s sake, take away this captive scold. 

Prince. Nay, take away this scolding crook-back 
rather. 

K. Edw, Peace, wilful boy, or I will charm your 
tongue. 

Clar. Untutor’d lad, thou art too malapert. 

I know my duty, you are all umdutiful; 

Lascivious Edward,— and thou perjur’d George, — 
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And then misshapen Dick, — I tell ye all, 

I am your better, traitors as ye are ; — 

And tbou usurp’ st my father’s right and mine. 

K. Ediv. Take that, the likeness of this railer 
here. hhu- 

Gio. SprawTst thou ? take that, to end thy agony. 

[Glo. stabs him. 

Clar, And there’s for twitting me with perjury- 
[Clak. stabs him. 

Q. Mar. O, kiU me too ! 

Glo. Marry, and shall. LOffsrs to kill her. 

K. Edw. Hold, Richard, hold, for we have done 
too much. 

Glo. Why should she live, to fill the world with 
words } 

K. Edw. What! doth she swoon? use means for 
her recovery. 

Glo. Clarence, excuse me to the king my brother ; 
I’ll hence to London on a serious matter : 

Ere ye come there, be sure to hear some news. 
Clar. What ? what ? 

Glo. The Tower ! the Tower 1 iExU. 

Q. 3iar. O, Ned, sweet Ned 1 speak to thy 
mother, boy 1 

Canst thou not speak ? — O traitors ! murderers ! — 
They, that stabbed Csesar, shed no blood at all 
Did not offend, nor were not worthy blame. 

If this foul deed were by, to equal it. 

He was a man ; this, in respect, a child ; 

And men ne’er spend their fury on a child. 

What’s worse than murderer, that I may name it ? 
No, no ; my heart will burst, an if I speak : — 

And I will speak, that so my heart may burst. — 
Butchers and villains, bloody cannibals ! 

How sweet a plant have you untimely cropp’d 1 
. You have no children, butchers ! if you had, 

The thought of them would have stirr’d up remorse ; 
But, if you ever chance to have a child, 

Look in his youth to have him so cut off, 

A s, deathsmen ! you have rid this sweet young 
prince ! 

/t. Edw. Away with her ; go, bear her hence 
perforce. 

Q. Mar. Nay, never bear me hence, despatch 
me here ; 

Here sheath thy sword, I’ll pardon thee my death: 
What ! wilt thou not ? — then, Clarence, do it thou. 
Clar. By heaven, I will not do thee so much ease. 
Q. 3Iar. Good Clarence, do; sweet Clarence, 
do thou do it. 

Clar. Didst thou not hear- me swear, I would not 
do it ? 

Q. Mar. Ay, but thou usest to forswear thyself : 
’Twas sin before, but now ’tis charity. 

What ! wilt thou not ? where is that devil’s butcher, 
Hard-favour’d Richard ? Richard, where art thou? 
Thou art not here : Murder is thy alms-deed ; 
Petitioners for blood thou ne’er putt’st back. 

K. Edw. Away, I say: I charge ye, bear herhence. 
Q. 3Iar. So come to you, and yours, as to this 
prince ! out/orciblif. 

K. Edw. Where’s Richard gone ? 

Clar. To London, all in post ; and, as I guess, 
To make a bloody supper in the Tower. 

K. Edw. He’s sudden, if a thing comes inhishead. 
Now march we hence : discharge the common sort 
With pay and thanks, and let’s away to London, 
And see our gentle queen how well she fares ; 

By this, I hope, she hath a son for me. lExeunt 


SCENE VL — ^London. A Boom in ike Tovrer, 
Iving HfiiNRY is discovered, sttttiifj ivitli a, hook in iiis hand 
the Lieutenant attending. Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Good day, my lord ! What, at your book 
so hard ? 

K. Men. Ay, my good lord : My lord, I should 
say rather : 

’Tis sin to flatter, good was little better : 

Good Gloster, and good devil, were alike, 

And both preposterous ; therefore, not good lord. 
Glo. Sirrah, leave us to ourselves ; we must 
confer . [Exit Lieutenant. 

K. Men. So flies the reckless shepherd from the 
wolf : 

So first the harmless sheep doth yield his fleece, 

And next his throat unto the butcher’s knife. 

What scene of death hath Roscius now to act ? 

Glo. Suspicion always haunts the guilty mind ; 
The thief doth fear each busli an officer. 

K. Men. The bird, that hath been limed in a bush, 
With trembling wings misdoubteth every bush : 

And I, the hapless male to one sweet bird, 

Have now the fatal object in my eye, [kill’cL 
Where my poor young was lim’d, was caught, and 
Glo. 'Why, what a peevish fool was that of Crete, 
That taught his son the office of a fowl r 
And yet, for all his wings, the fool was drown’d. 

K. Men. I, Diedalus ; my poor boy, Icarus ^ 

Thy father, Minos, that denied our course ; 

The sun, that sear’d the wings of my sweet boy, 

Thy brother Edward ; and thyself, the sea, 

Whose envious gulf did swallow up his life. ' 

Ah, kill me with tliy weapon, not with words I | 

My breast can better brook thy dagger’s point, • 

Than can ray ears that tragic history. — j 

But wherefore dost thou come ? is’t for my life ^ | 

Glo. Think’ st thou, I am an executioner? I 
K. Men. A persecutor, I am sure, thou art ; 

If murdering innocents be executing, 

Why, then thou art an executioner. 

Glo. Thy son I kill’d for his presumption. 

E. Men. Hadst thou been kill’d, when first thou 
didst presume, 

Thou hadst not liv’d to kill a son of mine. 

And thus I prophesy, -—that many a thousand. 
Which now mistrust no parcel of my fear ; 

And many an old man’s sigh, and many a widow’s. 
And many an orphan’s water-standing eye, — 

Men for their sons, wives for their husbands’ fate. 
And orphans for tbeir parents’ timeless death. — 
Shall rue the hour that ever thou wast born. 

Tlie owl shriek’d at thy birth, an evil sign *, 

The night-crow cried, abodiiig luckless time ; 

Dogs howl’d, and hideous tempests shook down trees ; | 
Tlie raven rook’d her on the chimney’s top, 

And chattering pies in dismal discords sung. 

Thy mother felt more than a mother’s pain, 

And yet brought forth less than a mother’s hope; 

To wit, — an indigest deformed lump, 

Not like the fruit of such a goodly tree. 

Teeth hadst thou in thy head, when thou wast born„ 
To signify, thou cam’st to bite the world : 

And, if the rest be true which I have heard, 

Thou cam’st— ^ ^ , 

Glo. I’ll hear no more ; — ^Die, prophet, in thy 
speech : ^ 

For this, amongst the rest, was I ordain’ d. 

JT, Men. Ay, and for much more slaughter after 
this. 

O God I foi'give my sins, and pardon thee I [Bier. ; 
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Glo. What, will the aspiring blood of Lancaster 
Sink in the ground ? I thought it would have 
mounted. 

See, how my sword weeps for the poor king’s death ! 

0, may such purple tears be aiway shed 

From those that wish the downfal of our house ! — 
If any spark of life be yet remaining, 

Down, dowm to hell ; and say — I sent thee thither, 

\_Stahs him again. 

1, that have neither pity, love, nor fear. — 

Indeed, ’tis true, that Henry told me of ; 

For I have often heard my mother say, 

I came into the world with my legs forward ; 

Had I not reason, think ye, to make haste, 

And seek their min that usurp’d our right ? 

The midwife wonder’d ; and the women cried, 

0, Jems bless us, he is born loitli teeth! 

And so I was ; wdiich plainly signified — 

That I should snarl, and bite, and play the dog. 
Then, since the heavens have shap’d my body so. 
Let hell make crook’d my mind to answer it. 

I have no brother, I am like no brother ; 

And this word — love, which greybeards call divine, 
Be resident in men like one another, 

And not in me ; I am myself alone. 

Clarence, beware ; thou keep’st me from the light ; 
But I will sort a pitchy day for thee : 

For I will buz abroad such prophecies, 

That Edward shall be fearful of his life ; 

And, then, to purge his fear, I’ll be thy death. 
King Henry, and the prince his son, are gone : 
Clarence, thy turn is next, and then the rest 
Comiting myself but bad, till I be best. — 

I’ll throw thy body in another room, 

And tiiumph, Henry, in thy day of doom. lExit, 


Ne’er spurr’d their coursers at the trumpet/ s 
sound ; 

With -them, the two brave beans, Warwick and 
Montague, 

That in their chains fetter’d the kingly lion, 

And made the forest tremble when they roar’d. 
Thus have we swept suspicion from our seat, 

And made our footstool of security- — 

Come hither, Bess, and let me kiss my boy : — 
Young Ned, for thee, thine uncles, and myself, 
Have in our armours watch’d the winter’s night ; 
Went all a-foot in summer’s scalding heat, 

That thou might’st repossess the crown in peace ; 
And of our labours thou shalt reap the gain. 

Glo. I’ll blast his harvest, if your head were laid ; 
For yet I am not look’d on in the world. 

This shoulder was ordain’d so thick, to heave ; 
And heave it shall some weight, or break mv 
back ; 

Work thou the way, — and thou shalt execute. 

\_Aside 

K. Edw. Clarence, and Gloster, love my lovely 
queen. 

And kiss your princely nephew, brothers both. 

Clar. The duty, that I owe unto your majesty, 

I seal upon the lips of this sweet babe. 

K.. Edw. Thanks, noble Clarence ; worthy 
brother, thanks. 

Glo. And, that I love the tree from whence thou 
sprang’ st, 

Witness the loving kiss I give the fruit : — 

To say the truth, so Judas kiss’d his^ 

master ; I r ■ 

And cried — all hail ! when as he meant — Z' 
all harm. j 

K» Edw. Now am I seated as my soul delights, 
Having my country’s peace, and brothers’ loves. 
Clar. What will your grace have done with 
Margaret ? 

Reignier, her father, to the king of France 
Hath pawn’d the Sicils and Jerusalem, 

And hither have they sent it for her ransome. 

K. Edw. Away with her, and waft her hence to 
France. 

And now what rests, but that we spend the time 
With stately triumphs, mirthful comic shows, 

Such as befit the pleasures of the court ? — 

Sound, drums and trumpets I — farewell, sour 
annoy ! 

For here, 1 hope, begins our lasting joy. [.Exeunt 


SCENE Vn . — The same. A Boom m the Palace. 

King Edward is discovered silting on Ms throne ; CtiiEEN 
Elizabeth with the infant Pri-nce, Clarence, Gloster, 
Hastings, and others, near him. 

K. Edw. Once more we sit in England’s royal 
throne, 

Ee-purchas’d with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foe-men, like to autumn’s corn, 

Have we mow’d down, in tops of all their pride ? 
Three dukes of Somerset, threefold renown’ d 
For hardy and undoubted champions : 

Two Cliflbrds, as the father and the son, 

And two Northumberlands : two braver men 
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\Sons to the King. 


'1 


Brothers to the 
IGng. 


King Edwaup the Foukth. 

Edward, Prince of after- 

wards King Edward V. 

Ftciiard, Duke of Tork, 

Gii'ORGPi, Duke of Clarence, 

Eiciiard, Duke of Glostcr, after- 
wards King Richard HI. 

A Y oiing Son of Clarence. 

Henry, Earl of Richmond, afterwards King Henry VII. 
Cardinal Bourchier, Archbishop of Canterbury. 
THOflLiVS Rotheilvm, Archbishop of York. 

John Morton, Bishop of Ely. 

Duke op Buckingham. 

Duke op Norfolk. 

Earl of Surrey, his Son. 

Earl Rivers, Brother to King Edward’s Queen. 
Marquis of Dorset and Lord Grey', her Sons. 

E.iiJiL OF Oxford. 

Lord Hastings. 

Lord Stanlf.y. 

Lord Lovel. 

Sir Thoalts Vaughan. 


Sir Richard Ratcliff. 

Sir WiLLi.AM (’atesiiyl 

Sir James 'Ivrkkl. 

Sir James Blount. 

Sir Walter Bkrrert. 

Sir Robert Brakknrury', Lieutenant of the Tower, 

Christopher L'Usm’ick, a Priest. 

Another Priest. 

Ijord Mayor of London. 

Sheriff of Wiltshire. 

Elizabeth, Qwee/i of King Edward IV. 

INIargaret, Widow of King Henry VI. 

Duchess of York, Mother to King Edward IV. 
Clarence., and Glostee. 

Lady" Anne, If idow of Evwajid, Prince of Wales, Son 
to King Henry VI. ; afterwards married to the 
Duke of Gloster. 

A Young Daughter of Clarence. 

Lords, and other Attendants ; two Gentlemen, a Pur- 
suivant, Scrivener, Citizens, Mui'derers, Messengers, 
Ghosts, Soldiers, 


SCENE, — England. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I.— London. A Street. 

Enter Gloster. 

Glo. Now is the winter of our discontent 
Made glorious summer by this sun of York ; 

And all the clouds, that lowr’d upon our house, 

In the deep bosom of the ocean buried. 

Notv are our brows bound with victorious wreaths ; 
Our bmised arms hung up for monuments ; 

Our stern alarums chang’d to merry meetings, 

Our dreadful marches to delightful measures. 
Grim-visagM war hath smooth’d his wrinkled 
iroat; 

And now — instead of mounting barbed steeds, 

To fright the souls of fearful adversaries, — 

He capers nimbly in a lady^s chamber, 

To the lascivious pleasing of a lute. 

But I, — tliat am not shapM for sportive tricks, 
Nor made to court an amorous looking-glass ; 

I, that am rudely stampM, and want love’s ma- 

rr, 

To strut before a wanton ambling nymph ; 

I, that am curtail’d of this fair proportion, 


Cheated of feature by dissembling nature, 
Deform’d, unfinish’d, sent before my time 
Into this breathing world, scarce half made up, 
And that so lamely and unfashionable. 

That dogs bark at me, as I halt by them ; 

Why I, in. this weak piping time of peace, 

Have no delight to pass away the time ; 

Unless to spy my shadow in the sun, 

And descant on mine own deformity ; 

And therefore, — since I cannot prove a lover, 

To entertain these fair well-.spoken days, — 

I am determined to prove a villain, 

And hate the idle pleasures of these days. 

Plots have I laid, induction.s dangerous, 

By drunken prophecies, libels, and dreams, 

To set my brother Clarence, and the king, 

In deadly hate the one against the other : 

And, if king Edward be as true and just, 

As I am subtle, false, and treacherous, 

This day should Clarence closely be mew’d up ; 
About a prophecy, which says — that G 
Of Edward’s heirs the murderer shall be. 

Dive, thoughts, down to my soul I here Clarence 
comes. 
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Enter Clarence, guarded^ and Brakeneurv. 
Brother, good day : What means this armed guard, 
That waits upon your grace ? 

Clar. His majesty. 

Tendering my person’s safety, hath appointed 
This conduct to convey me to the Tower. 

Glo. Upon w-hat cause ? 

Clar. Because my name is — George. 

Glo, Alack, my lord, that fault is none of yours ; 
He should, for that, commit your godfathers : — — 
0, belike, his majesty hath some intent, 

That you shall be new christen’d in the Tower. 
But what’s the matter, Clarence ? may I know ? 

Clar. Yea, Richard, when I know ; for, I pro- 
As yet I do not : But, as I can learn, [test, 

He hearkens after prophecies, and dreams ; 

And from the cross-row plucks the letter G, 

And says — a wizard told him, that by G 
His issue disinherited should be ; 

And, for my name of George begins with G, 

It follows in his thought, that I am he : 

These, as I learn, and such like toys as these, 

Have mov’d his highness to commit me now. 

Glo. Why, this it is, when men are rul’d by 
women : — 

’Tis not the king that sends you to the Tower ; 

My lady Grey, his wife, Clarence, ’tis she, 

That tempers him to this extremity. 

Was it not she, and that good man of worship, 
Antony Woodeville, her brother there, 

That made him send lord Hastings to the Tower ; 
From whence this present day he is deliver’d ? 

We are not safe, Clarence, we are not safe. 

Clar. By heaven, 1 think, there is no man secure, 
But the queen’s kindred, and night-walking heralds 
That trudge betwixt the king and mistress Shore. 
Heard you not, what an humble suppliant 
Lord Hastings was to her for his dehvery ? 

Glo. Humbly complaining to her deity 
Got my lord chamberlain his liberty. 

I’ll tell you what, — I think, it is our way, 

If we will keep in favour with the king, 

To he her men, and w^ear her livery : 

The jealous o’er-worn widow, and herself, 

Since that our brother dubb’d them gentlewomen, 
Are mighty gossips in this monarchy. 

Brak. I beseech your graces both to pardon me ; 
His majesty hath straitly given in charge, 

That no man shall have private conference, 

Of what degree soever, with his brother. 

Glo. Even so.^ an please your worship, Braken- 
bmy, 

You may partake of any thing we say : 

We speak no treason, man ; — ^We say, the king 
Is wise, and virtuous ; and his noble queen 
WeU struck in years ; fair and not jealous .* — 

We say, that Shore’s wife hath a pretty, foot, 

A cherry lip, 

A bonny eye, a passing pleasing tongue : 

And the queen’s kindred are made gentlefolks : 
How say you, sir ? can you deny all this ? 

Brak. With this, my lord, myself have nought 
to do. 

Glo. Naught to do with mistress Shore ? I tell 
thee, fellow, 

He that doth naught with her, excepting one, 

Were best to do it secretly, alone. 

Brak. What one, my lord } 

Glo. Her husband, knave: — ^Would’st thou be- 
tray me ? 


Brak. 1. beseech your grace to pardon me; and, 
withal, 

Forbear your conference with the noble duke. ! 
Clar. We know thy charge, Brakenbary, and | 
will obey. 

Glo. We are the queen’s ahjects, and must obey. ’ 
Brother, farewell : I will unto the king ; 

And whatsoe’er you will employ me in, — 

Were it, to call king Edward’s widow — sister, — 

I will perform it, to enfranchise you. 

Mean time, this deep disgrace in brotherhood, 
Touches me deeper than you can imagine. 

Clar, I know, it pleaseth neither of us well. 

Glo. Well, your imprisonment shall not be long; 

I will dehver you, or else lie for you : 

Meantime, have patience. 

Clar. I must perforce ; farewell. 

\_Exeunt Clarence, Brak:en]3ury, and Guard. 
Glo. Go, tread the path that thou shalt ne'er 
return, 

Simple, plain Clarence ! — I do love thee so, 

That I will shortly send thy soul to heaven, 

If heaven will take the present at our hands. 

But who comes here? the new-deliver’d Hastings? 
Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Good time of day unto my gra^cious lord ’ 
Glo. As much unto my good lord chamberlain I 
Well are you welcome to this open air. 

How hath your lordship brook’d imprisonment ? 
Hast. With patience, noble lord, as prisoners 
must : 

But I shall live, my lord, to give them thanks, 

That were the cause of my imprisonment. 

Glo. No doubt, no doubt; and so shall Clarence 
For they, that were your enemies, are his, [too ; 
And have prevail’d as much on him, as you. 

Hast. More pity, that the eagle should be mew’d. 
While kites and buzzards prey at liberty. 

Glo. What news abroad ? 

Hast. No news so bad abroad, as this at home 
The king is sickly, weak, and melancholy. 

And his physicians fear him mightily. 

Glo. Now, by Saint Paul, this news is bad indeed. 

O, he hath kept an evil diet long, 

And over-much consum’d his royal person ; 

’Tis very grievous to be thought upon. 

What, is he in his bed ? 

Hast. He is. 

Glo. Go you before, and I will follow you. 

lExit Hastings. 

He cannot live, I hope ; and must not die, 

Till George be pack’d with posthorse up to heaven. 
I’ll in, to urge his hatred more to Clarence, 

With lies well steel’d with weighty arguments ; 

And, if I fail not in my deep intent, 

Clarence hath not another day to hve 

Which done, God take king Edward to his mercy, 

And leave the world for me to bustle in ! 

For then I’ll marry Warwick’s youngest daughter : 
What, though I kill’d her husband, and her father ? 
The readiest way to make the wench amends, 

Is — to become her husband, and her father : 

The which will I ; not aU so much for love, 

As for another secret close intent. 

By marrying her, which I must reach unto. 

But yet I run before my horse to market : 

Clarence still breathes ; Edward still lives, and 
reigns; 

When they are gone, then must I count my gains. 
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SCENE II . — The same. Another Street. 


FmUt the corpse of the Sixth, horne^ in an 

open coffin. Gentlemen bearing halberds, to guard it; 
and Lady Anne as mourner. 


For ’tis thy presence that exhales this blood 
From cold and empty veins, where no blood dwells • 
Thy deed, inlinman and unnatural, ’ 

Provokes this deluge most unnatural 

O God, which this blood inad’st, revenge his death ! 
O earth, which this blood drink’ st, reveno-e his 
death ! 

Either, heaven, with lightning strike the murderer 
dead, 

Or, earth, gape open wide, and eat him quick • 

As thou dost swallow up this good king’s blood 
Wliich liis hell-goverahi arm hath butchered 1 ’ 
Glo. Lady, you know no rules of charity, 

Which readers good for had, blessings for curses. 
Anne. Villain, thou know'st no law of God nor 
man ; 

No beast so tierce, but knows some touch of pity. 
Glo. But I know nonej and therefore am no 
beast. 

Anne. O wonderful, when de\dls tell the truth I 
Glo. More wonderful, when angels are so angry.— 
Vouchsafe, divine perfection of "a woman, 

Of these supposed evils, to give me leave, 

By circumstance, hut to acquit myself. 

^ Anne. AMuchsafe, dift'us’d infection of a man, 
For these known evils, but to give me leave, 

By circumstance, to curse thy cursed self. 

Glo. Fairer than tongue can name thee, let me 
Some patient leisure to excuse myself. [have 
Anne. Fouler than heart can think thee, thoo 
canst make 

No excuse current, but to hang thyself. 

Glo. By such despair, I sliouid accuse myself. 
Anne. And, by despairing, shalt thou stand 
excus’d ; 

For doing worthy vengeance oir thyself, 

That didst unworthy slaughter upon others. 

Glo. Say, that I slew' them not ? 

Anne. Why then, they are not dead ; 

But dead they are, and, devilish slave, by thee. 

Glo. I did not kill your husband. 

Anne. Why, then he is alive, 

Glo. Nay, he is dead; and slain by Edward’s 
hand. 

Anne. In thy soul’s throat thou liest ; queen 
Margaret saw 

Thy murderous faulchion smoking in his blood ; 
The which thou once didst bend against her breast, 
But that thy brothers beat aside the point. 

Glo. I w'as provoked by her sland’rous tongue, 
That laid their guilt upon my guiltless shoulders. 

Anne. Thou wast provoked by thy bloody mind, 
That never dreamt on aught but butcheries : 

Didst thou not kill this king? • 

Glo. I grant ye. 

Anne. Dost grant me, iiedge-hog? then, God 
grant me too, 

Thou may’st be damned for that wicked deed ! 

O, he was gentle, mild,, and' virtuous., . , 

Glo. The fitter for the king of heaven that hath 
him. 

Anne. He is in .heaven, where thou shalt never 
come.' .... 

Glo. Let him thank me, that hoip to send him 
thither ; 

For he was fitter for that place, than earth. 

Anne. And thou unfit for any place, but hell. 
Glo. Yes, one place else, if you w- ill hear me 
Anne. Some dungeon. [name it. 

Glo. Your bed-chamber. 


Anne. Set down, set down your honourable 
load, — 

If honour may be shrouded in a hearse, — 

Whilst I a while obsequiously lament 
The untimely fall of virtuous Lancaster.— 

Poor key- cold figure of a holy king ! 

Pale ashes of the house of Lancaster ! 

Thou bloodless remnant of that royal blood ! 

Be it lawful that I invoeate thy ghost, 

To hear the lamentations of poor Anne, 

Wife to tliy Edward, to thy slaugliter’d son, 
Stabb’d by the self-same hand that made these 
wounds ! 

Lo, in these windows, that let forth thy life, 

I pour the helpless balm of my poor eyes : — 

O, cursed be the hand, that made these holes ! 
Cursed the heart, that had the heart to do it ! 
Cursed the blood, that let this blood from hence ! 
More direful hap betide that hated wretch, 

That makes us wretched by the death of thee, 

Than I can wish to adders, spiders, toads, 

Or any creeping venom’d thing that lives 1 
If ever he have child, abortive be it, 

Prodigious, and untimely brought to light, 

Whose ugly and unnatural aspect 

May fright the hopeful mother at the view ; 

And that be heir to his unhappiness ! 

If ever he have wife, let her be made 
More miserable by the death of him, 

Than I am made by my young lord, and thee ! — 
Come, now, toward Cliertsey with your holy load, 
Taken from Paul's to be interred there ; 

And, still as you are weary of the weight, 

Rest you, whiles I lament king Henry's corse. 

[T/ie bearers take up th e corpse, and advance. 
Enter Glostkr. 

Glo. Stay you, that bear the corse, and set it 
down. 

Anne. What black magician conjures up this 
To stop devoted charitable deeds ? [fiend, 

Glo. Villains, set down the corse ; or, by Saint 
I’ll make a corse of him that disobeys. [Paul, 
1 Gent. My lord, stand back, and let the coffin 
pass. 

Glo. Unmanner’d dog ! stand thou when I com- 
mand ; 

Advance thy halberd higher than my breast, 

Or, by Saint Paul, I’ll strike thee to my foot, 

And spurn upon thee, beggar, for thy boldness, 

[The hearers set down the coffin. 
Anne. What, do you tremble } are you all afraid ? 
Alas, I blame you not ; for you are mortal, 

And mortal eyes cannot endure the devil — > 
Avaunt, thou dreadful minister of hell ! 

Thou iiad'st but power over his mortal body, 

His soul thou canst not have ; therefore, be gone. 
Glo. Sweet saint, for charity, be not so curst. 
Anne. Foul devil, for God's sake, hence, and 
trouble us not ; 

For thou hast made the happy earth thy hell, 

Fill’d it with cursing cries, and deep exclaims. 

If thou delight to view thy heinous deeds, 

Behold this pattern of thy butcheries : 

0, gentlemen, see, see ! dead Henry’s wounds 
Open their congeal'd mouths, and bleed afresh ! 
Blush, blush, thou lump of foul deformity ; 
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Anne. Ill rest betid 8 the cliamber where thou 
liest ! 

GIo. So will it, madam, till I lie with yon. 
Arme. I hope so. 

Gio. 1 know so. — But, gentle lady Anne, 

To leave this keen encounter of our wits, 

And fall somewhat into a slower method ; — 

Is not the causer of the timeless deaths 
Of these Plantagenets, Henry, and Edward, 

As blameful as the executioner ? 

Anne. Thou wast the cause, and most accurs’d 
effect. 

Gio. Your beauty was the cause of that effect ; 
Your beauty, which did haunt me in my sleep, 

To undertake the death of all the world, 

So I might live one hour in your sweet bosom. 

■ Anne. If I thought that, I tell thee, homicide, 
These nails should rend that beauty from my 
cheeks. 

Gio. These eyes could not endure that beauty’s 
wreck, 

You should not blemish it, if I stood by: 

As all the w^orld is cheered by the sun, 

So I by that ; it is my day, my life. 

Anne. Black night o’ershade thy day, and death 
thy life 1 

Gio. Curse not thyself, fair creature ; thou art 
both. 

An7ie. 1 would I were, to be reveng’d on thee. 
Gio. It is a quarrel most unnatural, 

To be reveng’d on him that loveth thee. 

Anne. It is a quarrel just and reasonable, 

To be reveng’d on him that kill’d my husband. 

• Gio. He that bereft thee, lady, of thy husband, 
Did it to help thee ip a better husband. 

Anne. His better doth not breathe upon the 
earth. 

Gio. He lives, that loves you better than he 
Anne. Name him. [could. 

Gto. Piantagenet. 

Anne. Why, that was he. 

Gio. The self-same name, but one of better 
Anne* Where is he ? [nature. 

Gio, 4 Here : IShe spils at him.'] Why 
dost thou spit at me ? 

Anne. ’Would it were mortal poison, for thy 
sake I 

Gio. Never came poison from so sweet a place. 
Anne. Never hung poison on a fouler toad. 

Out of my sight ! thou dost infect mine eyes. 

Gio. Thine eyes, sweet lady, have infected mine. 
Anne. ’Would they were basilisks, to strike thee 
^ dead ! 

Gio. I would they were, that I might die at once ; 
For now they kill me with a living death. 

Those eyes of thine from mine have drawn salt 
tears, 

Sham’d their aspects with store of childi.sh drops : 
These eyes, which, never shed remorseful tear, — 
Not, when my father York and Edward wept, 

To hear the piteous moan that Rutland made, 
When black-fac’d Clifford shook his sword at him : 
Nor when thy warlike father, like a child, 

Told the sad story of my father’s death ; 

.And tw-enty times made pause, to sob, and weep, 
That all the standers-by had wet their cheeks, 

Bike trees bedash’d with rain : in that sad time, 
My manly eyes did scorn an humble tear ; 

And what these sorrows could not thence exhale, 
Thy beauty hath, and made them blind with weepings 


I never su’d to friend, nor enemy ; 

My tongue could never learn sweet soothing word ; 
But now thy beauty is propos’d my fee. 

My proud heart sues, and prompts my tongue to 
speak. [She looks scornfully at him. 

Teach not thy lips such scorn ; for it was made 
For kissing, lady, not for such contempt. 

If thy revengeful heart cannot forgive, 

Lo ! here I lend thee this sharp-pointed sword ; 
Which if thou please to hide in this trae breast, 
And let the soul forth that adoreth thee, 

I lay it naked to the deadly stroke, 

And humbly beg the death upon my knee. 

IBe lays Ms breast open; she offers at it with 
his sword. 

Nay, do not pause ; for I did kill King Henry ; — 
But ’twas thy beauty that provoked me. 

Nay, now despatch ; ’tv^as I that stabb’d young 
Edward : — IShe again offers at Ms breast. 

But ’twas thy heavenly face that set me on. 

IShe lets fall the sword. 

Take up the sword again, or take up me. 

Anne. Arise, dissembler ; though I wish thv 
I will not be thy executioner. [death, 

Gio. Then bid me kill myself, and I will do it. 
Anne. I have already. 

Gio. That was in thy rage : 

Speak it again, and even with the word, 

This hand, which, for thy love, did kill thy love, 
Shall, for thy love, kill a far truer love ; 

To both their deaths shalt thou he accessary. 

Anne. I would, I knew thy heart. 

Gio. ’Tis figur’d in 

My tongue. 

Anne. I fear me both are false, 

Gio. Then man 

Was never tme. 

Anne. Well, well, put up your sword. 

Gio. Say then, my peace is made. 

Anne. That shall you know 

Hereafter. 

Gio. But shall I live in hope ? 

Anne. All men, 

I hope, live so. 

Gio. Vouchsafe to wear this ring. 

Amie. To take, is not to give. 

\_She puts on the rbig. 
Glo. Look, how this ring encompasseth thy 
finger, 

Even so thy breast encloseth my poor heart ; 

Wear both of them, for both of them are thine. 

And if thy poor devoted servant may 
But beg one favour at thy gracious hand, 

Thou dost confirm his happiness for ever. 

Anne. What is it ? 

Glo. That it may please you leave these sad de- 
signs 

To him that hath more cause to be a mourner, 

And presently repair to Crosby-place : 

Wliere — after I have solemnly interr’d, 

At Chertsey monast’ry, this noble king, 

And wet his grave with my repentant tears, — 

I will with all expedient duty see you : 

For divers unknown reasons, I beseech you, 

Grant me this boon. 

Anne. With all my heart, tmd much it joys me 
To see you are become so penitent.-— [too, 

Ti*essel, and Berkley, go along with me. 

Glo. Bid me farewell. 

Anne. ’Tis more than you deserve t 

NN 
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But, since you teach me how to flatter you, 
Imagine I have said ferewell already. 

[Exeunt Lady Anne, Tkessel, and Berkiu^y. 
G/o. Take up the corse, sirs. 

Gent Towards Chertsey, noble lord ? 

GIo. No, ■ to White-Friars ; there attend my 
coming. [Exeunt the rest , with the corse. 
Was ever woman in this liiimour -woo’d ? 

Was ever woman in this humour won ? 

I’ll have her, — but I wall not: keep her long. 

What ! I that kill’d her luishaiul, and ids father, 
To take her in lu-r heart’s eKireujest iuite ; 

With curses in her nioulh, tears in her eyes, 

The bleeding witsu'ss of her hatred ])y,- 
With God, lier eonseienee, and these burs against 
And 1 no friends o baek my Mtit witlu'di, [me, 
But the plain dtivil, and dissembling looks, 

And yet to win her, — all the world to notliing ! 

Ha ! 

Hath she forgot already that brave prince, 

Edward, her lord, whom I, some three months since, 
Stabh’d in my angry mood at Tewksbury ? 

A sw^eeter and a lovelier gentleman,— - 
Fram’d in the prodigality of nature, 

Young, valiant, wise, and, no doubt, right royal: — 
The spacious world cannot again afford : 

And mil she yet abase her eyes on me, 

That cropp’d the golden prime of this sweet prince, 
And made her widow to a woful bed ? ' 

On me, whose all not equals Edward's moiety ? 

On me, that halt, and am mis-shapen thus ? 

My dukedom to a beggarly denier, 

I do mistake my person all this while : 

Upon my life, she finds, although I cannot, 

Myself to be a marvellous proper man. 

I’ll be at charges for a looking-glass ; 

And entertain a score or two of tailors, 

To study fashions to adorn my body : 

Since I am crept in favoui* with myself, 

I will maintain it with some little cost. 

But, first, I'll turn yon’ fellow in his grave ; 

And then return lamenting to my love. — 

Shine out, fair sun, till I have bought a glass, 

That I may see my shadow as I pass. [ Exit . 


Buck, b'ood time ot day unto your royal o-race ! 
Stan. God make your majesty Jojdui as you have 
been ! 

Q. The countess Richmond, good my lord 
of Stanley, 

To your good prayer will sea; 

Yet, Stanley, notwithstaiidiiq 
And loves not me, be yoiu gc 
I hate not you for Tier proud 
Sian. I do beseech you, ei 
The envious slanders of her false 
Or, if she be accus’d on true report, 

Bear with her weakness, which, I think, proceeds 
From wayward sickness, and no grounded malice. 
Q. £lh. Saw you the king to-day, my lord of 
Stanley ? 

Sian. But now, the duke of Buckingham, and!,. 
Are come from visiting Iris majesty. ’ 

Q. Elis. Vvhat likelihood of his amendment, 
lords? 

Buck. Aladam, good hope ; his grace speaks 
cheerfully. 

Q. Elis. God grant him health ! did you confer 
with him ? 

Buck. Ay, madam : he desires to make atonement 
Between the duke of Gloster and your brothers. 
And between them a:uti my lord chamberlain; ■ 
And sent to warn them to Ills royal presence. 

Q. Elis. ’Would all were well !— but that, will 
never be ; — 

I fear our liappiness is at the heiglit. 

Enter Giuster, Hastings,' andDoiiSET.'' ' ' k 
Gio, They do me wrong, and I will not endure 
it: — 

Who are they, that complain unto the king, 

That I, forsooth, am stern, and love them not? 

By holy Paul, they love his grace but lightly, 

That fill his ears with such dissentious rumours. 
Because I cannot flatter, and speak fair, 

Smile in men’s faces, smooth, deceive, and cog, 
Duck with French nods and apish courtesy, 

I must be held a ra:ncorous enemy. 

Cannot a plain man live, and think no harm, 

But thus ills simple truth must be abus’d 
By silken, sly, insinuating Jacks ? 

Greff. To whom in all, this presence speaks voiu* 
grace ? ' 

Gh, To thee, that hast nor honesty, nor grace. 
Wdien have I injured thee? when done thee 
wrong ? — 

Or thee?-— or thee ? — or any of your faction? 

A plague upon you all i His royal grace, — ^ 
Whom God preserve better than you would wish !— 
Cannot be quiet scarce a brcatlnng-while, 

But YOU must trouble him with lewd complaints. 
qI Eliz. Brother of Gloster, you mistake the 
matter : 

The king, of his owm royal disposition, 

And not provok’d by any suitor else ; 

Aiming, belike, at your interior hatred, 

That in your outward action shows itself, ^ 

Against mv cliildren, brothers, and myself, 

Makes him to send *, that thereby he may gather 
The ground of your ill-will, and so remove it. 

Gio. I cannot tell The world is grown so bad. 
That wrens may prey where eagles dare iiot percn ; 


■irceiy say — amen, 
ig she’s your wife, 
■ood lord, assur’d, 
I arrogance. 

.‘ither not believe 
accusers ; 


SCENE Yi\.---The same, A Room in the Palace. 
Enter CLiteen Eli5!abi3Th, Loro Rivers, afid Lord Grey. 

Riu. Have patience, madam ; there’s no doubt, 
his majesty 

Will soon recover his accustom’d health. 

Grey. In that you brook it ill, it makes him 
worse : 

Therefore, for God’s sake, entertain good comfort, 
Anil clieer his grace with iRiick and merry wmrds. 
Q. Eliz, 3 file were dead, what -would betide of 


Grey. No other harm, hut loss of such a lord. 
Q. EUs. The loss of such a lord includes al! 
harms. 

Grey. The Imavens have bless ’d yon with a 
goodly son, 

To be your comforter, when he is gone. 

Q. 'Miz. All, he is young ; and his minority 
Is put unto the trust of Richard Gloster, 

A man that loves not me, nor none of you. 

Is it concluded, he shall be protector? 

Q. Elis, it is determin’d, not concluded yet : 
But so it must be, il' tiie king misca-^Tv. 
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Since every Jack became a gentleman 
There’s many a gentle person made a Jack. 

Q. Ehs. Come, come, we know your meaning, 

brotlier Gloster ; 

You envy my advancement, and my friends’ ‘ 

God grant, we never may have need of you » ’ 

G/o. Meantime, God grants that we have need 
' or you : 

Our brother is imprison’d by your means, 

Myself disgrac’d, and the nobility 
Held in contempt ; while great promotions 
Are daily given, to ennoble those 
That scarce, some two days since, were worth a 
noble. 

Q. EUz, By Him, that rais’d me to this careful 
From that contented hap which I eniov’d, rheiMit 
1 never did incense his maiestv ^ “ 


In Margaret’s battle at Saint Alban’s slain ? 

Let me put in your minds^, if you forget, 

now, and what you are : 
withal, what I have been, and what I am. 

Q. Mar. A murd’rous villain, and so still thoi 
art. 

Clarence did forsake his fathej 
Marwick, 

Ay, and forswore himself,— Which Jesu pai-don !- 
Q. Mar. M hich God revenge ! 

A Edward’s party, for the cro wn ; 

And, tor his meed, poor lord, he is mew’d up • 

1 would to God, my heart were flint like Edward’s. 
Or Edward’s soft and pitiful, like mine : 

1 am too childish-foolish for this wmrld. 

Q. Mar Hie thee to hell for shame,* and leave 
this world, 

Thon cacodmmon 


- J there thy kingdom is. 

Mw My jord of Gloster, in those busy days, 
Which here yon urge, to prove us enemies, 

W e follow d then our lord, our lawful king ; 
ause So should we yon, if you should be onr kiiio-. 

Glo. If I should be ? — I had rather be a pedlar ; 
bar be it from my heart, the thought thereof ' 

LOWS Q. Ehz As little joy, my lord, as you suppose 
lou should enjoy, were yon this country’s kiiifir • 
As little joy you may suppose in me, 

That I enjoy, being the queen thereof. 

Q. Mar. A little joy enjoys the queen thereof ! 
ror 1 am she, and altogether joyless. 

Qiay I can no longer hold me patient.— lAdvancing. 
le— Hear me, you wi-angling pirates, that fall out 
mg, In shanng that which you have piU’d from me • 

W hich of you trembles not, that looks on me ? 

V ^ queen, you bow like subjects : 

Yet that, by you depos’d, you quake Hke rebels — 
Ah, gentle villain, do not turn away ! 

Glo. Foul wrinkled witch, what mak st thou in 
my sight? 

Tw But repetition of what thou hast 

ihat will I make, before I let thee go. [marr’d ; 
Glo. Wert thou not banished on pain of death ?* 
Q. Mar. I was; but I do find more pain in 
banishment, 

Than death can yield me here by my abode. 

A husband, and a son, thou ow’st to me, — 

And thou, a kingdom ; — all of you, allegiance : 

This sorrow that I have^ by right is yours ; 

^ pleasures you usurp, are mine! 

“ father laid on thee,— 

When thon didst crown his warlike brows vnth 

And with thy scorns drew’st rivers from his eyes ; 
And then, to drj- them, gav’st the duke a clout, 
feteep d m the faultless blood of pretty Rutland 
His curses, then from bitterness of soul 
Denounc’d against thee, are all fallen upon thee ; 
And God, not we, hath plagu’d thy bloody deed! 

Q. Eliz. So just is God, to right the innocent. 
Mast. O, ’twas the foulest deed, to slay that 
babe, 

And the most merciless, that e’er was heard of. I 
I Miv. Tyrants themselves wept when it was re- I 
ported. i 

Dors. No man but prophesied revenge for it. I 
Buck. Northumberland, then present, wept to I 
see it. . ■ ■ . ■! 

Q- Mar. yniBtl were you snarling all, before 
, ■ -■ f came, 

- W as not your husbana Ready to catch each other by the throat, ' 

N N2 ■■ . . i' 


A bachelor, a handsome stiipling too : 

I wis, your grandamriiad a worser match. 

Q. Eliz. My lord of Gloster, I have too Ion; 
borne 

Your blunt upbraidings, and your bitter scoffs : 

By heaven, I will acquaint his majesty, 

Of those gross taunts I often have endur’d. 

J had rather be a country servant-maid, 

Than a great queen, with this condition— 

To be so baited, scorn’d, and storm’d at : 

Small joy have I in being England’ 


s queen. 

Enter Queen Margaret, heJ/rnd. 

Q. Mar. And lessen’d be that small, 
beseech thee ! 

Thy honour, state, and seat, is due to me. 

Glo. What? threat you me with telling 
king ? 

Tell him, and spare not : look, w.hat I have said 
i will avouch, in presence of the king : 

1 dare adventure to be sent to the Tower, 
ijs time to speak, my pains are quite forgot. 

A. Mar. Out, devil! I remember them too 
well : 

Thou killMst my husband Henry in the Tower, 
Ana r^dward, my poor son. at Tewh.Qhtirv. 
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And turn you all your hatred now on me ? 

Did York's dread curse prevail so much with 
heaven, 

That Henry's death, my lovely Edward’s death, 
Their kingdom’s loss, my wofiil banishment, 

Could all but answer for that peevish brat ? 

Can curses pierce the clouds, and enter heaven ? — 
Why, then give way, dull clouds, to my quick 
curses !. 

Though not by war, by surfeit die your king ! 

As ours by murder, to make him a king 1 
Edward, thy son, that now is prince of Wales, 

For -Edward, my son, that was prince of Wales, 
Die in his youth, by like untimely violence ! 
Thyself a queen, for me that was a queen, 

Outlive thy glory, like my wretched self 1 
Long may’st thou live, to wail tliy cliildreu’s loss ; 
And see another, as I see thee now, 

Deck’d in thy rights, as thou art stall’d in mine ! 
Long die thy happy days before thy death ; 

And, after many lengthen’d hours of grief, 

Die neither mother, wife, nor England’s queen ! — 
Rivers, and Dorset, — you were standers by, — 

And so wast thou, lord Hastings, — when my son 
Was stabb’ d with bloody daggers : God, I pray him, 
That none of you may live your natural age, 

But by some unlook’d accident cut off ! 

Glo, Have done thy charm, thou hateful wither’d 
hag. 

Q. Mar, And leave out thee? stay, dog, for 
thou shalt hear me. 

If heaven have any grievous plague in store, 
Exceeding those that I can wish upon thee, 

0, let them keep it, till thy sins be ripe, 

And then hurl down their indignation 
On thee, the troubler of the poor world’s peace ! 
The worm of conscience still be-gnaw thy soul ! 
Thy friends suspect for traitors while thou liv’st. 
And take deep traitors for thy dearest friends ! 

No sleep close up that deadly eye of thine, 

Unless it be while some tormenting dream 
Affrights thee with a hell of ugly devils ! 

Thou elvish-mark’d, abortive, rooting hog 1 
Thou that wast seal’d in thy nativity 
The slave of nature, and the son of hell ! 

Thou slander of thy mother’s heavy womb ! 

Thou loathed issue of thy father’s loins ! 

Tliou rag of honour ! thou detested 

Glo, Margaret. 

Q. Mar, Richard 1 

Glo. Ha? 

Q. Mar. I call thee not. 

Glo. I cry thee mercy then ; for I did think, 
That thou had’st call’d me all these bitter names. 

Q. Mar. Why, so I did ; but look’d for no reply. 
0, let me make the period to my curse. 

Glo. ’Tis done by me ; and ends in — Margaret. 
Q. Eliz. Thus have you breath’d your curse 
against yourself. 

Q. Mar. Poor painted queen, vain flourish of 
my fortune 1 

Why strew’st thou sugar on that bottled spider, 
Whose deadly web ensnareth tbee about ? 

Pool, fool ! thou whet’st a knife to kill thyself. 

The day will come, that thou shalt wish for me 
To help thee cm‘se this pois’nous bunch-back’d 
toad. 

Hast, False-boding woman, end thy frantic 
curse ; 

Lest, to thy harm, thou move our patience. 


ACT T. 


Q. Mar. Foul shame upon you ! you have all 
mov’d mine. 

Hiv. Were you well serv’d, you would be tau<?-ht 
your duty. 

Q. Mar. To serve me well, you all should do 
me duty, 

Teach me to be your queen, and you my subjects : 
O, serve me well, and teach yourselves that duty. ' 
-Dor. Dispute not with her, she is lunatic. 

Q. Mar. Peace, master marquis, you are mala- 
pert : 

Your fire-new stamp of lionour is scarce current : 
O, tliat your young nobility could judge, 

What ’twere to lose it, and be miserable ! 

They that stand high, have many blasts to shake 
them ; 

And, if they fall, they dash themselves to pieces. 
Glo, Good counsel, marry ; learn it, learn it, 
marquis. 

Dor. It touches you, my lord, as much as me. 
Glo. Ay, and much more : But I was born so 
Our aiery buildeth in the cedar’s top, [high, 
And dallies with the wind, and scorns the sun. 

Q. Mar. And turns the sun to shade ;--aias ! 
alas ! 

Witness my son, now in the shade of death ; 
Whose bright out-shining beams thy cloudy wrath 
Hath in eternal darkness folded up. 

Your aiery buildeth in our aiery’s nest: — 

O God, that see’st it, do not siitFer it ,* 

As it wns w’on with blood, lost be it so ! 

Buck. Peace, peace, for shame, if not for charity. 
Q. Mar. Urge neither charity nor shame to me ; 
Uncharitably with me have you dealt, 

And shamefully by you my hopes are butcher’d. 

My charity is outrage, life my shame,— 

And in my shame still live my sorrow’s rage ! 

Buck. Have done, have done. 

Q. Mar. O princely Buckingham, I kiss thy 
In sign of league and amity with thee : [hand, 

Now fair befal thee, and thy noble house 1 
Thy garments are not spotted with our blood, 

Nor thou within the compass of my curse. 

7B/ck. Nor no one here ; for curses never pass 
The lips of those that breathe them in the air. 

Q. Mar. I’ll not believe but they ascend the sky, 
And there awake God’s gentle-sleeping peace. 

O Buckingham, beware of yonder dog ; 

Look, when he fawns, he bites ; and, whenhe bites, 
His venom tooth will rankle to the death : 

Have not to do with him, beware of him ; 

Sin, death, and hell, have set their marks on him; 
And all their ministers attend on him. 

Glo. Wliatdothshesay,my lord of Buckingham? 
Buck. Nothing that I respect, my gracious lord. 
Mar. What, dost thou scorn me for my 
gentle counsel ? 

And soothe the devil that I warn thee from ? 

O, but remember this another day, 

When he shall split thy very heart with sorrow ; 
And say, poor Margaret was a prophetess.— 

Live each of you the subjects to his hate, 

And he to yours, and all of you to God’s I 

Hast. My hair doth stand on end to hear her 
curses, ■ ^ 

Biv. And so doth mine ; I muse, why she s at 
liberty* 

Qh. 1 cannot blame her, by God’s holy mother ; 
She hath had too much wrong, and I repent 
My pai*t thereof, that I have done to her. 
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<4.^. I nerer did her any, to my knowledge. 
Glo Yet you have aU the vantage of her wrong, 

I was too hot to do some body good 
That is too cold in thinking of it now. 

Marry, as for Clarence, he is well repaid • 

He is frank’d up to fatting for his pains *-1- 
God pardon them that are the cause thereof' 

Rw. A virtuous and a Christian-like conclusion, 

To pray for them that have done scatli to us. 

Glo. So do I ever, being well advis’d • 

For had I curs’d now, I had curs’d myself. [.Aside. 

Enter Catksby. 

Cates. Madam, his majesty doth call for you — 
And for your grace,— and you, my noble lords ’ 

Q. Eiiz. Catesby, I come Lords, will you 


BraJc. What 


was your dream, my lord ? I nra 
you, teU me. ^ 

Clar. Methought, that I had broken from tli 
lower, 

I And was embark’d to cross to Burgundv ; 

And, in my company, my brother Gloster: 

Who from my cabin tempted me to walk 
Upon the hatches ; thence we look’d toward England 
And cited up a thousand heavy times, 

Huring the wars of York and Lancaster 
That had befail’n us. As we pac’d along 
Upon the giddy footing of the hatches, 

Methought, that Gloster stumbled ; and, in faUing 

to stay him, over-board, 
Into the tumbling billows of the main. 

ww J ’ “f Jiought, what pain it was to drown ! 
W hat dreadful noise of water in mine ears f 
What sights of ugly death within mine eyes ! 
Methought I saw a thousand fearful wrecks : 

A thousand men, that fishes gnaw’d upon ; 

Wedges of gold, great anchors, heaps of pearl. 
Inestimable stones, unvalued jewels, ' ' 

All scatter’d in the bottom of the sea. 

Some lay in dead men’s scuUs ; and, in those holes 
VVhere eyes did once inhabit, there were crept 
(As twere in scorn of eyes,) reflecting gems, 

Ihat woo d the slimy bottom of the deep, 

And mock’d the dead bones that lay scatter’d bv 


The first that there did greet my stranger soul, 

W as my great father-in-law, renowned Warwick : 

ho cried aloud, — What scourge for per jury 
Can this dark monarchy afford false Clarence'? 
And so he vanish’d : Then came wand’ring by 
A shadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Babbled in blood ; and he shriek’d out aloud,— 
Clarence is come, — false, fleeting^ perjured Clar 
encSi — 

That stahb’d me in the field by Tewksbury ; 

Seize on Mm, furies, take him to your torments I— 
With that, methought, a legion of foul fiends 
Environ’d me, and howled in mine ears 
Such hideous cries, that, with the very noise, 


SCENE IV. 


The same, A Boom in the Tower. 
Enter Clarence and Braicenbury. 

Why looks your grace so heavily to-day? 
C/ar. O, I have pass’d a miserable night, 

0 lull of fearful dreams, of ugly sights, 
aat, as I am a Christian faithful man, 
would not spend another such a night, 
tioug]} ’twere to buy a world of happy days ; 


50 hiii of dismal terror was the time. 


is heavy, and I fain would sleen. 
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Bulk. 1 will, my lord ; God give your grace 
good rest ! — 

[CiiARE:N’CK reposes 7mnsel'/on a chair. 
Sorrow breaks seasons, and reposing hours. 

Makes the night morning, and the noon-tide night. 
Princes have but their titles for their glories. 

An outward honour for an inward toil; 

And, for unfelt imaginations, 

They often feel a world of restless cares : 

So that, behvecii their titles, and low name, 
There's nothing difters but the outw^ard fame. 

E^iter the tivo Munlerers. 

] MurcL Ho ! who’s here.^ 

Brak. What would’st thou, fellow ? and how 
cara’st thou hither ? 

1 Murd. 1 would speak with Clarence, and I 
came hitlier on my legs. 

Brak. What, so brief? 

2 Mnrd. O, sir, Tis better to be brief than 

tedious :~~ 

Let him see our commission ; talk no more. 

[/i paper is delivered to BrxUvJgvbury, ivho reads it. 

Brak. I am in this, commanded to deliver 
The noble duke of Clarence to your hands : — 

I will not reason what is meant hereby. 

Because I wall be guiltless of the meaning. 

Here are the keys ; — there sits the duke asleep ; 
I’ll to the king ; and signify to him. 

That thus I have resign’d to you my charge. 

1 Murd. You may, sir ; ’tis a point of wisdom: 

Fare you well. lExit BnAKENBrniv. 

2 Murd. What, shall we stab him as he sleeps ? 

1 Murd. No ; he’ll say, ’twas done cow^ardly, 
when he wakes. 

2 Murd. When he wakes ! why, fool, he shall 
never wake until the great judgment day. 

1 Murd. Why, then he’ll say, we stabb’d him 
sleeping. 

‘2 Murd. The urging of that word, judgment, 
hath bred a Icind of remorse in me. 

1 Murd. What? art tlmu afraid ? 

2 A/" iird. Not to kill him, having a warrant for 
it; but to be damn’d for killing him, from tlio 
wliicli no warrant can defend me. 

1 ]S[urd. I thought, thou had’st been resolute. 

2 Murd. So I am, to let him live. 

1 Murd. ril back to the duke of Gloster, and tell 
him so. 

2 Murd. Nay, I pr’ythee, stay a little : 1 hope, 
this holy humour of mine will change ; it wns wont 
to hold me but wdiile one would tell twenty. 

1 Murd, How dost thou feel thyself now ? 

*2 Murd. ’Faith, some certain dregs of conscience 
are yet within me, 

1 Mnrd. Remember our reward, when the deed’s 

done. 

2 Murd. Come, he dies ; I had forgot the reward. 

1 Murd. Where’s thy conscience now ? 

2 Murd. In the duke of Gloster’s purse. 

1 Murd. So, when he opens his purse to give us 
our reward, thy conscience flies out. 

2 Murd. ’Tts no matter ; let it go ; there’s few, 
or none, will entertain it. 

1 Murd. What, if it come to thee again ? 

2 Murd. m not meddle with it, it is a dangerous 
thing, it makes a man a coward ; a man cannot 
steal, hut it accuseth him ; a man cannot swear, 
but it checks him ; a man cannot lie with his neigh- 
bour’s wife, hut it detects him : ’Tis a blushing 
shame-faced spirit, that mutinies in a man’s bosom ; 


it fills one full of obstacles : it made me once re- 
store a purse of gold, that by chance I found ; it 
beggars any man that keeps it : it is turned out of 
all towns and cities for a dangerous thing ; and 
every man, that means to live well, endeavours to 
trust to himself, and live W'ithoiit it. 

1 3furd. ’Zounds, it is even now at iny elbow, 
persuading me not to kill the duke. 

^ 2 Murd. Take the devil in thy mind, and believe 
him not : he would insinuate with thee, but to make 
thee sigh. 

1 Murd. I am strong -fram’d, he cannot prevail 
with me. 

2 Murd, Spoke like a tall fellow, that respects 
his reputation. Come, shall we fall to work ? 

1 Murd. Take him over the costard with the hilts 
of tliy sword, and then throw him into the malmsey- 
butt, ill the next room. 

2 Murd. 0 excellent device ! and make a sop 
of him. 

1 Murd. Soft ! he wakes. 

2 M'urd. Strike, 

1 Murd. No,, we’ll reason with him. 

Clar. Where art thou, keeper? give me a cup 
of wine. 

1 Murd. You shall have wine enough, my lord, 
anon. 

Clar. In God’s name, what art thou? 

1 Murd. A man, as you are. 

Clar. But not, as 1 am, royal. 

1 Murd. Nor you, as we are, loyal. 

Clar. Thy voice is thunder, but thy looks are 
humble. 

1 Murd. My voice is now the king’s, my looks 
mine own. 

Clar. How darkly, and how deadly dost thou 
speak ! . 

Your eyes do menace me : Why look you pale? 
Who sent you hither ? Wherefore do you come ? 
Both Murd. To, to, to — — 

Clar. To murder me ? 

Both Murd. Ay, ay. 

Clar. Y ou scarcely have the hearts to tell me so, 
And therefore cannot liave the hearts to do it. 
Wherein, my friends, have I oflended you? 

1 IMurd. Offended us you have not, but the king. 
Clar. 1 shall be reconeird to him again. 

2 Murd. Never, my lord; therefore prepare to die^ 
Clar. Are you call’d forth from out a world of 

men, 

To slay the innocent ? What is my offence ? 

Tvliere is the ovklenee that doth accuse me ? 

What lawful quest have given their verdict up 
Unto the frowning judge ? or who pronounc’d 
The hitter sentence of poor Clarence’ death ? 
Before I be convict by course of law, 

To tlireaten me with death, is most unlawful. 

I charge you, as you hope for any goodness, 

By Christ’s dear blood shed for our grievous sins. 
That you depart, and lay no hands on me ; 

The deed you undertake is damnable. 

1 Wlurd. What we will do, we do upon command. 

2 Murd. And he, that hath commanded, is our 

king. 

Clar. Erroneous vassal ! the great King of kings 
H th in the table of his law commanded, 

That thou sbalt do no murder ; Wilt thou thtn 
Spurn at his edict, and fulfil a man’s ? ^ 

Take heed ; for he holds vengeance in his hand, 

To hurl upon their heads that break his law. 
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2 Murd. And that same vengeance doth he hurl 
on thee, 

For false forswearing, and for murder too : 

Thou didst receive the sacrament to hght 
In quarrel of the house of Lancaster. 

1 Murd. And, like a traitor to the name of God, 
Didst break that vow ; and, with thy treacherous 

blade, 

Unrip’dst the bowels of thy sovereign’s son. 

2 Murd. Whom thou wast sworn to cherish and 

defend, 

1 Murd. How canst thou urge God’s dreadful 
law to us, 

When thou hast broke it in such dear degree ? 

Ciar. Alas ! for whose sake did I that ill deed ? 
For Edward, for my brother, for his sake : 

He sends you not to murder me for this ; 

For in that sin he is as deep as I. 

If God will be avenged for the deed, 

0, know you, that he doth it publicly ; 

Take not the quarrel from his powerful arm ; 

He needs no indirect nor lawless course, 

To cut off those that have offended him. 

1 Murd. Who made thee then a bloody minister, 
When gallant-springing, brave Plantagenet, 

That princely novice, was struck dead by thee ? 
Clar. My brother’s love, the devil, and my rage. 

1 Murd. Thy brother’s love, our duty, and thy 
Provoke us hither now to slaughter thee. [fault, 

Clar. If you do love my brother, hate not me ; 

I am his brother, and I love him well. 

If you are hir’d for meed, go back again, 

And I will send you to my brother Gioster ; 

Who shall reward you better for my life, 

Than Edward wiU for tidings of my death. 

2 Murd. You are deceiv’d, your brother Gioster 

hates you. - 

Clar. O, no ; he loves me, and he holds me dear : 
Go you to him from me. 

Both Murd. Ay, so we will. [York 

Clar, Tell him, when that our princely father 
Bless’d his three sons with his victorious arm, 

And charg’d us from Ms soul to love each other, 
He little thought of this divided friendship : 

Bid Gioster think on this, and he will weep. 

1 Murd, Ay, mill-stones; as he lesson’d us to 
weep. 

Clar, O, do not slander him, for he is kind. 

1 Murd, Right, as snow in harvest. — Come, 
you deceive yourself : 

’Tis he that sends us to destroy you here. 


Clar, It cannot he ; for he be wept my fortune, 
And hugg’d me in his arms, and swore, with sobs, 
That he would labour my delivery. 

1 Murd. Why, so he doth, when he delivers you 
From tMs earth’s thraldom to the joys of heaven. 

2 Murd. Make peace with God, for you must 

die, my lord. 

Clar. Hast thou that holy feeling in thy soul, 
To counsel me to make my peace with God, 

And art thou yet to thy own soul so blind, 

That thou wilt war with God, by murdering me? — 
Ah, sirs, consider, he, that set you on 
To do this deed, will hate you for the deed. 

2 Murd. What shall we do ? 

Clar. Relent, and save your souls. 

1 Murd. Relent ! ’tis cowardly, and womanish. 
Clar. Not to relent, is beastly, savage, devilish. — 

Which of you, if you were a prince’s son, 

Being pent from liberty, as I am now, — 

If two such murderers as yourselves came to you, — 
Would not entreat for life ? — 

My friend, I spy some pity in thy looks ; 

O, if thine eye be not a flatterer, 

Come thou on my side, and entreat for me, 

As you would beg, w^ere you in my distress. 

A begging prince wbat beggar pities not ? 

2 Murd. Look behind you, my lord. 

1 Murd. Take that, and that ; if ail this will not 

do, [,Stabs Mm. 

I’ll drown you in the malmsey-butt within. 

with the hodij. 

2 Murd. A bloody deed, and desperately de- 

spatch’d ! 

How fain, like Pilate, would I wash my hands 
Of this most grievous guilty murder done I 

Re-enter first Blurderer. 

1 Murd, How now? what mean’st thou, that 

thou help’st me not? 

By heaven, the duke shall know how slack you 
have been. 

2 Murd. I would he knew, that I had sav’d his 

brother ! 

Take thou the fee, and tell him what I say ; 

For I repent me that the duke is slain. lExit. 

1 Murd. So do not I ; go, coward, as thou art. — 
Well, ITl go hide the body in some hole, 

Till that the duke give order for his burial : 

And when I have my meed, I will away; 

For this will out, and then I must not stay. lExit 


ACT II. 

&CENE I. — The same. A Moom in the Palace, j Riv, By heaven, my soul is purg’d from grudg- 
Enter King Edward, {Ud in sick,) QujGE.v Elizabeth, j ing hate ; 

Dorset, Kivers, Hastings, Buckingham, Grey, a7id j And with my hand I seal my true heart’s love. 
ethers, , I Mast So thrive I, as I truly swear the like ! 

K. Edia. Why, so : — now have I done a good j X. Edw. Take heed, you dally not before your 
day’s work 

You peers, continue this united league : 

I every day expect an embassage 
From my Redeemer to redeem me hence ; 

And more in peace my soul shall part to heaven, 

Since I have made my friends at peace on earth. 

Rivers and Hastings, take each other’s hand ; 

Oissemble not your hatred, swear your love. 


Lest he, that is the supreme King of kings, 
Confound your hidden falsehood, and award 
Either of you to be the other’s end. 
liasi. So prosper I, as I swear perfect love 1 
Biv. And I, as I love Hastings with my heart ! 
K, Edm, Madam, yourself are not exempt iu 
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Wlio knows 


Nor your son Dorset, —Buckingham, nor you ; 

You have been factious one against the . 

Wife, love lord Hastings, let him kiss your hand , 
And what you do, do it unfeignedly. 

Q. JEliz, There, Hastings I will ne\er mo 
remember . 

Our former hatred, so thrive I, and 

K. Edw. Dorset, embrace him,— HasUUoS, lov 
lord marquis. 

j j)or. This interchange of love, I here piotest, 
Upon my part shoB be inviolable. 

And so swear i. . 

K. Echo. Now, princely Buckingham, seal thou 

this league 

With thy embracements to my wife s aiiies, 

And make me happy in 

Buck. Whenever Buckingham doth turn ^ 

Upon your grace, po the Queen.] but with aU 
duteous love . 

Doth cherish you, and yours, God 

With hate in those where 1 expect most love . 

When I have most need to employ a friend, 

And most assured that he is a friend. 

Deep, hollow, treacherous, and full of guile, 

Be {e unto me 1 this do I beg of heaven. 

When I am cold in love, to you, or yours. 

lEm^^ucing Rivers, SfC 

K. Edio. A pleasing cordial, princely Bucking 

Is this thy vow unto my sickly heart. 

TiiPrft wanteth now our brother Gloster here, 


[They all start. 

Y'ou do him injury, to scorn his corse. 

K. Edw. Who knows not, he is dead 1 who knows 
he is ? 

Q . EUz. All-seeing heaven , what a world is this ! 
Buck. Look I so pale, lord Dorset, as the rest ? 
Dor. Ay, my good lord ; and no man in the 
presence, 

But his red colour hath forsook his cheeks. 

K. Edw. Is Clarence dead ? the order was re- 
vers’d. 

Glo. But he, poor man, by your first order died, 
And that a winged Mercury did bear ; 

Some tardy cripple bore the countermand, 

That came too lag to see him buried 
God grant, that some, less noble, and less loyal, 
Nearer in bloody thoughts, and not in. blood. 
Deserve not worse than wretched Clarence did, 
And yet go cui’rent from suspicion ! 

Enter Stanley. 

Stan. A boon, my sovereign, for my ser\dce done 1 
W Edw. 1 pr’vthee, peace ; my soul is full of 


And, priucely peers, a happy time of day ! 

K. Edw. Happy, indeed, as we have spent the 
Brother, we have done deeds of charity ; [day 
Made peace of enmity, fair love of hate, 

Between these swelling wrong-incensed peers. 

Glo. A blessedlabour, my most sovereign liege.— 
Among this princely heap, if any here, 

By false intelligence, or wrong surmise, 

Hold me a foe ; 

If I unwittingly, or in my rage. 

Have aught committed that is hardly borne 
By any in this presence, I desire 
To reconcile me to liis friendly peace : 

’Tis death to me, to be at enmity ; 

I hate it, and desire all good men’s love.— 

First, madam, I entreat true peace of you, 

Which I will purchase with my duteous service; 

Of you, my noble cousin Buckingham, 

If ever any grudge were lodg’d between us ; 

Of you, lord Rivers, — and lord Grey, of you, 

That all without desert have frown’d on ine 
Dukes, earls, lords, gentlemen ; indeed, of all, 

I do not know that Englishman alive, 

With whom my soul is any jot at odds, 

I More than the infant that is born to-mght ; 

I thank my God for my humility. 

Q. Eliz. Aholy-day shall thishe kepthereafter 

1 would to God, all strifes were well compounded — 
Mv sovereign lord, I do beseech your highness 
To take our brother Clarence to your grace. 

! Glo. Why, madam, have I offer’d love for this, 

I To be so flouted in this royal presence ? 


Who told me in the field at Tewksbury, 

When Oxford had me down, he rescu d me, 

And said, Dear brother, live, and be a king f 
Who told me, when we both lay in the field, 
Frozen almost to death, how he did lap me^ 

Even in his garments ; and did give fri^'seh. 

All thill and naked, to the numb-cold night . 

All this from my remembrance brutish wrath 
Sinfully pluck’d, and not a man of you 
Had so much grace to put it in my mmd. ^ 

But, when your carters, or your waiting-vassais, 
Have done a drunken slaughter, and defac d 
The precious image of our dear Redeemer, 

You straight are on your knees for pardon, pardo 

And I, unjustly too, must grant it you 

But for my brother, not a man would speax, 

Nor I (ungracious) speak unto myself 
For bilk poor soul.— The proudest of you ah 
Have been beholden to him m his lue ; 

Yet none of you would once plead for his iito. 

O God 1 I fear, thy justice wilUake hold ^ 
On me, and you, and mine, and yours, ior this. 
Come, Hastings, help me to my closet, u, 

Poor Queen, Hastings, Rivep 

Dorset, and Grey. 

Glo. This is the fruit of rashness !— Mark’d y 
How that the guilty kinged of , At 

Look’d pale, when they did hear olClarentt dt. 
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O ! they did urge it still unto the kinj 
God will revenge it. Come, lords ; 
To comfort Edward with our company 
Buck. We wait upon your grace. 


And I for comfort have but one false glass, 

That grieves me w'hen I see my shame in him. 
Thou art a widow ; yet thou ai-t a mother, 

And hast the comfort of thy children left thee 
But death hath snatch’d my husband from my arms, 
And pluck’d tw^o crutches from my feeble hands, 
Clarence and Edward ; O, what cause have I, 
(Thine being but a moiety of my grief,) 

To over-go thy plaints, and drown thy cries ? 

Son. Ah, aunt ! you wept not for our father’s 
death ; 

How can w’'e aid you with our kindred tears ? 

Daugk. Our fatherless distress was left nn- 
Your wddow-dolour likewise be imw^ept ! [moan’d, 
Q. Eliz. Give me no help in lamentation, 

I am not barren to bring forth laments : 

All springs reduce their currents to mine eyes. 
That I, being govern’d by the wat’ry moon, 

May send forth plenteous tears to drown the world ! 
All, for my husband, for my dear lord Edward ! 
CM. All, for our father, for our dear lord 
Clarence. 

Buc/i. Alas, for both, both mine, Edward and 
Clarence ! 

Q. Eliz. What stay had I, hut Edward.? and 
he’s gone. 

CML What stay had we, but Clarence? and 
he’s gone. 

Dtich. What stays had I, but they ? and they 
are gone. 

Q. Eliz. Was never widow, had so dear a loss. 
Chil. Were never orphans, had so dear a loss. 
Duck. Was never mother, had so dear a loss. 
Alas ! 1 am the mother of these griefs ; 

Their woes are parcell’d, mine are general. 

She for an Edward weeps, and so do 1 ; 

I for a Clarence weep, so doth not she : 

These babes for Clarence weep, and so do I : 

I for an Edward weep, so do not they : — 

Alas ! you three, on me, threefold distress’d, 

Pour all your tears, I am your sorrow’s nurse, 

And I will pamper it with lamentations, [pleas’d, 
Dor. Comfort, dear mother : God is much dis- 
That you take with unthankfulness his doing ; 

In common worldly things, ’tis call’d — ^ungrateful, 
With dull unwillingness to repay a debt, 

Which with a bounteous hand was kindly lent ; 
Much more to be thus opposite with heaven, 

For it requires the royal debt it lent you. 

Miv, Madam, bethink you, like a careful mother. 
Of the young prince your son : send straight for 
him, 

Let him be crown’d ; in Mm your comfort lives : 
Brown desperate sorrow in dead Edward’s grave, 
And plant your joys in living Edward’s throne. 

Enter Glostkb, Buckinghajm, Staklisy, HAsxrNGs. Kat- 
CLiFF, and others. 

Glo. Sister, have comfort : all of us have cause 
To wail the dimming of our shining star ; 

But none can cure their harms by wailing them. — 
Madam, my mother, I do cry you mercy, 

I did not see your grace : — Humbly on my knee 
I crave your blessing. 

Duch. God bless thee ; and put meekness in 
thy breast, 

Love, charity, obedience, and true duty 1 

Glo. Amen ; and make me die a good old man ! — 
That is the butt end of a mother’s blessing ; 

I marvel, that her grace did leave it out. iAstcU. 


lExeunt. 


DCE,iNiii 11. — I lie same. 

Enter the Duchess of York, with a Son and Daughter of 
Clarence. 

Son. Good grandam, tell us, is our father dead ? 
Duch. No, boy. 

Baugh. Why, do you weep so oft? and beat 
your breast ; 

And cry~~0 Clarence, mg unhappy son / 

Son. Why do you look on us, and shake your 
head, 

And call us — orphans, wretches, cast-aways, 

If that our noble father be alive ? 

Duch. My pretty cousins, you mistake me both ; 
I do lament the sickness of the king, 

As loath to lose him, not your father’s death ; 

It were lost sorrow to wail one that’s lost. 

Son. Then, grandam, you conclude that he is 
The king my uncle is to blame for this : [dead. 

God will revenge it ; whom I will importune 
With earnest prayers all to that effect. 

Baugh. And so will I. 

Duck. Peace, children, peace ! the king doth love 
you well : 

Incapable and shallow iimocents, 

You cannot guess who caus’d your father’s death. 
Son. Grandam, we can : for my good uncle 
Gloster 

Told me, the king, provok’d to’t by the queen, 
Devis’d impeachments to imprison him ; 

And when my nncle told me so, he wept, 

And pitied me, and kindly kiss’d my cheek *, 

Bade me rely on him, as on my father, 

And he would love me dearly as his child. 

Duch. Ah, that deceit should steal such gentle 
shapes, 

And with a virtuous visor hide deep vice I 
He is my son, ay, and therein my shame, 

Yet from my dugs he drew not: this deceit. 

Son, Think you, my uncle did dissemble, 
Duch, Ay, boy. [grandam ? 

Son. I cannot think it. Hark ! what noise is this ? 
Enter Queen Elizabeth, distractedly / Rivers and 
Domm following her. 

Q. Eliz. All ! who shall hinder me to wail and 
weep? 

To chide my fortune, and torment myself ? 

I’ll join with black despair against my soul, 

And to myself become an enemy. 

Duch. What .means this .scene,, of rude .im- 
patience ? 

Q. Eliz. To make an act of tragic violence : — 
Edward, my lord, thy son, our king is dead. — 
Why grow the branches, when the root is gone ? 
Why wither not the leaves, tliatw'ant their sap ? — 
If you will live, lament ; if die, be brief ; 

That our swift- winged souls may catch the king’s ; 
Or, like obedient subjects, follow him 
To his new kingdom of perpetual rest. 

D lich. Ah, so much interest have I in thy sorrow, 
As I had title in thy noble husband I 
I have bewept a worthy husband’s death, 

And liv’d by looking on Ms images : 

But now, two mirrors of his princely semblance 
Are crack’d in pieces by malignant death ; 
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Bnek, You cloudy princes, and heart- sorrowing 
That bear this mutual heavy load of moan, [peers, 
Now cheer each other in each other’s love : _ 

Though we have spent our harvest of this king. 

We are to reap the haiwest of his son. 

The broken rancour of your high swoin hearts, 

But lately splinted, knit, and join’d together, 

Must gently be preserv’d, cherish d, and kept : 

Me seemeth good, that, with some little tram, 
Forthwith from Ludlow the young prince he fetch d 
Hither to London, to he crown cl our king. 

Biv. Why with some little tram, my lord ot 
Buckingham? 

Buck* Marry, my lord, lest by a multitude, 

The netheaV d wo4d of malice should break out ; 
Which would he so much the more dangerous, 

By how much the estate is green, and yet im- 
govern’d : ^ . 

Where every horse bears his commanding rein, 

And may direct his course as please himself, 

As well the fear of harm, as harm apparent, 

In my opinion, ought to be prevented. 

Gh. i hope, the king made peace with all of us ; 
And the compact is firm, and true, in me. 

Riu. And so in me ; and so, I think, in all : 

Yet, since it is hut green, it should be put 
To no apparent likelihood of breach. 

Which, haply, by much company might be urg d : 
Therefore X say, with noble Buckingham,^ 

That it is meet so few should fetch the prince. 
Hast And so say L 

G/o. Then be it so ; and go we to determine 
Who they shall he that straight shall post to Ludlow. 
Madam,— and you my mother,— will you go 
To give vour censures in this weighty business . 

“ lExeiint all but Bucicingham and Glostbr. 
Buck. My lord, whoever journeys to the prince, 
For God’s sake, let not us two stay at home : 

For, by the way, I’ll sort occasion,' 

As index to the story we late talk’d of. 

To part the queen’s proud kindred from the prince. 

Gio. My other self, my coimsel’s consistory, 

My oracle, my prophet !— My dear cousin, 

I, as a child, will go by thy direction. 

Towards Ludlow then, for we’ll not stay behind. 

lExcunl 


SCENE IIL— same. A Street. 

Enter two Citizens, meeting. 

1 Cit Good morrow, neighbour : Whither away 

so fast ? 

2 Cit. I promise you, I scarcely know my sell : 

Hear you the news abroad ? , . , , . 

1 0 /^ Yes ; the king s dead. 

2 Cit. Ill news, by’r Lady ; seldom comes the 
I fear, I fear, ’twill prove a giddy world, [better : 

Enter another Citnsen. 

3 Cit. Neighbours, God speed I ^ 

][ Give you good morrow, sir. 

3 Cit. Doth the news hold of good king Ed- 
ward’s death? 

2 CU. Ay, sir, it is too true ; God help, the while ! 

3 Cit Then, masters, look to see a troublous 
world. 

1 Cit. No, no ; by God’s good grace, Ms son shall 

reign. . 

3 Cit Woe to that land, that’s govern’d by a 
child! 

2 CU. In Mm there is a hope of government ; 


That, in his nonage, council under him, 

And, in liis full and ripen” d years, himself, 

No doubt, shall then, and till then, govern well 
i Cit. So stood the state, when Henry the Sixth 
Was crown’d in Paris, but at nine months old. 

3 Cit. Stood the state so ? no, no, good friends, 
God wot ; 

For then this land was famously enrich’d 
With politic grave counsel ; then the king 
Had virtuous uncles to protect his grace. 

1 Cit. Why, so hath this, both by his father and 
mother. 

3 Cit. Better it were, they all came by his father, 
Or, by his father, there were none at all : 

For emulation now, who shall be nearest, 

Will touch us all too near, if God prevent not. 

O, full of danger is the duke of Gloster ; 

And the queen’s sons, and brothers, hauglit and 
proud ; 

And were they to be rul’d, and not to rule, 

This skkly land might solace as before. 

1 Cit. Come, come, we fear the worst ; all will 

he well. 

3 CU. When clouds are seen, wise mon put on 
their cloaks ; 

When great leaves fall, then winter is at hand ; 
When the sun sets, who doth not look for night? 
Untimely storms make men expect a dearth : 

All may be well ; but, if God sort it so, 

’Tis more than we deserve, or I expect. 

2 at. Truly, the hearts of men are full of fear : 
You cannot reason almost with a man 

That looks not heavily, and full of dread. ^ ^ 

3 at. Before the days of change, still is it so : 
By a divine instinct, men’s minds mistrust 
Ensuing danger ; as, by proof, we see 

The "water swell before a hoist’ rous storm. 

But leave it all to God. Whither away ?_ _ 

2 Cit. Marry, we were sent for to the justices. 

3 Cit And so was I ; I’ll hear you company. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE IV.— r/i« same. A Boom in the Palace^ 

Enter the Archbishop op York, the young Dukk of ^ orK; 
CiuBKx Elizabeth, and the Duchess op York. 

Arch. Last night, I heard, they lay at Stony- 
Stratford ; , 

And at Northampton they do rest to -night : 
To-morrow, or next day, they will be here. 

Duch, I long with all my heart to see the punce . 

X hone, he is much grown since last 1 saw him. ^ 
q! EUz. But I hear, no ; they say, my son m 
Hath almost overta’en him in his growth. [ i orL 
York. Ay, mother, but I would not hpe it so. 
Duch. Why, my young cousin? it is good to 

grow. . J . 

York. Grandam, one night, as we did sit Uv 

supper, 

Mv uncle Rivers talk’d how I did grow 
More than my brother; Ay, quoth my unc c 
Gloster, ^ 

Small herds have grace, great iceeds do grow apace : 
And since, methinks, I would not grow so last, ^ ^ 
Because sweet bowers are slow, and weeas ma-^.e 
haste. , . 

Duch. ’Good faith, 'good faith, the saymg d.d 
not hold 

In him that did object the same to thee : 

He was the wretched’ st thiog, when ae was yo s,, 
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( long a growing, and so leisurely, Duck. 'Who hath committed them ? 

lat, if his rule were true, he should he gracious. Mess, The mighty dukes, 

xircli. And so, no doubt, he is, my gracious Gloster and Buckingham. 

madam. ^ Q, Eliz, For what oifence ? 

Buch, I hope, he is ; but jtt let mothers doubt. Mess. The sum of all I can, I have disclos’d ; 
York. Now, by my troth, if I had been remem- Why, or for what, the nobles were committed, 
berhi. Is all unknown to me, my gracious lady. 

;ouId have given my uncle’s grace a flout, Q. EUz. Ah me, I see the ruin of my house ! 

> touch his growth, nearer than he touch’d mine. The tiger now hath seiz’d the gentle hind ; 

Buck. How, my young York? I pr’ytliee, let Insulting tyranny begins to jut 

me hear it. Upon the innocent and awless throne : — 

Fork. Marry, they say, my uncle grew so fast, Welcome, destruction, blood, and massacre ! 

lat be could gnaw a crust at two hours old ; I see, as in a map, the end of all. 

'was full two years ere I could get a tooth. Duch. Accursed and unquiet wrangling days : 

•andam, this w'ouid have been a biting jest. How many of you have mine eyes beheld ? 

Duch. I pr’ythee, pretty York, who told thee My husband lost his life to get the crown ; 

this ? ^ And often up and down my sons were tost, 

Yoi'k. Grandam, his nurse. For me to joy, and weep, their gain, and loss : 

Duch, His nurse ; wdiy, she was dead ere thou And being seated, and domestic broils 

wast born. Clean over-blown, themselves, the conquerors, 

York. If ’twere not she, I cannot tell who told Make -war upon themselves ; brother to brother, 

Blood to blood, self ’gainst self: — 0, preposterous 
And frantic courage, end thy damned spleen : 

Or let me die, to look on death no more 1 

Q. Eliz. Come, come, my boy, we will to sanc- 
tuary. — 

Madam, farewell- 

Buch. Stay, I will go with you. 

Q. EUz. You have no cause. 

Arch. My gracious lady, go. 

[To the duEEN. 

And thither bear your treasure and your goods. 
For my part. I’ll resign unto youi’ grace 
The seal I keep ; And so betide to me, 

As well I tender you^ and all of yours ! 

Come, I’U conduct you to the sanctuary. [Bzeunt. 


Q. Eliz. A parlous boy : Go to, you are too 
shrewd. 

Arch. Good madam, be not angry with the child. 
Q. EUz. Pitchers have ears. 

JSnter a Messenger. 

Arch. Here comes a messenger : 

What news ? 

Mess. Such news, my lord, 

As grieves me to unfold. 

Q. EUz. How doth the prince ? 

Mess. Well, madam, and in health. 

Duch. What is thy news ? 

Mess, Lord Rivers, and lord Grey, are sent to 
Pomfret, 

With them sir Thomas 'Vaughan, prisoners. 


Enter the Lord Blayor, and Jiis Train. 

May. God bless youi* grace with health and 
happy days ! 

Prince. I thank you, good my lord ; — and thank 
you all. — lExcun t Mayor, c^-c . 

I thought, my mother, and my brother York, 
Would long ere this have met us on the way : 

Fye, what a slug is Hastings ! that he comes not 
To tell us, whether they will come, or no. 

Enter Hastings. 

Buck. And in good time, here comes the sw^eat- 
ing lord. 

Prince. Welcome, my lord : What, will our 
mother come ? 

Hast. On what occasion, God he knows, not I, 
The queen your mother, and your brother Itork, 
Have taken sanctuary : The tender prince 
Would fain have come vnth me to meet your grace, 
But by his mother was perforce withheld. ^ 

Buck. Fye ! what an indirect and peevish course 
Is this of hers ?--Lord cardinal, will your^grace 
Persuade the queen to send the duke of York 
Unto his princely brother presently 
Xf she deny,— 'lord Hastings, go with Mm, 

And from her jealous arms pluck him perforce. 

Card. My lord of Buckingham, if my weak 
oratory 


SCENE I The same. A Street. 

The irtmpets sound» Enter the Prince of Wales, (Ilos- 

T'Eit, Buckingham, Cardinal Bourchibr, and others. 

Buck Welcome, sweet prince, to London, to 
your ebaraber. 

GIo. Welcome, dear cousin, my thougiits’ sove- 
reign : 

The weary way hath made you melancholy. 

Prinae. No, uncle ; but our crosses on the way 

Have made it tedious, wearisome, and heavy : 

1 want more uncles here to welcome me. 

Glo. Siveet prince, the untainted virtue of your 
years ■ 

Hath not yet div’d into the world’s deceit : 

No more can you distinguish of a man, 

Than of his outward show 5 which, God he knows, 

Seldom, or never, jumpeth v/itli the heart. 

Those uncles, wMcli you want, were dangerous ; 

Your grace attended to their sugar’d wmrds. 

But look’d not on the poison of their hearts ; 

God keep you from them, and from • such false 
friends I 

Prince. God keep me from false friends ! but 
they were none. 

Glo. My lord, the mayor of London comes to 
greet you. 
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Can from bis motber win tbe duke of 1 orK, 

Anon expect him here : But if she be obdurate 
To mild entreaties, God in heayen lorbia 
We should infringe the holy privilege 
Of blessed sanctuary I not for all this land, 

Would I be guilty of so deep a sm. 

Much. You are too senseless-obstinate, my lord, 
Too ceremonious, and traditional : 

Weigh it but with the grossness of this age, 

You break not sanctuary in seizing him. 

The benefit thereof is always granted 
To those whose dealings have deserv 
And those who have the wit to claim the place . 
This prince hath neither claim d it, nor deserv d it ; 
And therefore, in mine opimon, cannot have it . 
Then, taking him from thence, that is not there, 
You break no privilege nor charter there. 

Oft have I heard of sanctuary men ; 

But sanctuary children ne’er till now. 

Card, My lord, you shad o'er-rule my.mmd foi 

once. — ' , 

Come on, lord Hastings, will you go with me . 

^rincl GoodWs, make all the speedy haste 

you may. Cardinal and Hastings. 

Say, uncle Gloster, if our brother come,^ 

Where shall we sojourn till our coronation . 

Glo. Where it seems best unto your royal sell. 
If I may counsel you, some day, or two, 

Your highness shall repose you ft Jower : 
Then where you please, and shall be thought most 
For your best health and recreation. Lnt 

pUnce. I do not like the Tower, of any place 
Did Julius Caesar build that place, my lord . 

GIo. He did, my gracious lord, begin that place ; 
Which, since, succeeding ages have re-edified. 
Prince. Is it upon record ? or else reported 
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Hast, And then, — 

Mess. And then he sends yon word, he dreamt 
To-night the boar had rased oil his helm : 

Besides, he says, there are two conncils held ; 

And that may be determin’d at the one, 

Which may make yon and him to rue at the other. 
Therefore he sends to know your lordship’s plea- 
sure, — 

If, presently, you will take horse with him, 

And with all speed post with him toward the north, 
To shun the danger that his soul divines. 

Hast. Go, fellow, go, return unto thy lord : 

Bid him not fear the separated councils : 

His honour, and myself, are at the one ; 

And, at the other, is my good friend Catesby ; 
’\Wiere nothing can proceed, that toucheth us, 
Whereof I shall not have intelligence. 

Tell him, his fears are shallow, wanting instance t 
And for his dreams — I wonder, he’s so fond 
To trust the mockery of unquiet slumbers : 

To fly the boar, before the boar pursues, 

Were to incense the boar to follow us, 

And make pursuit, where he did mean no chase. 
Go, bid thy master rise and come to me ; 

And we wiU both together to the Tower, 

Where, he shall see, the boar will use us kindly. 
Mess. I’ll go, my lord, and tell him what you 
say. {.Exit. 

Enter Catesby. 

Cate. Many good morrows to my noble lord ! 
Hast. Good morrow, Catesby ; you are early 
stirring : 

What news, what news, in this our tottering state '' 
Cate. It is a reeling world, indeed, my lord ; 
And, I believe, will never stand upright, 

Till Richard wear the garland of the realm. 

Hast. Howl wear the garland.^ dost thou mean 
the crown } 

Cate. Ay, my good lord. 

Hast. I’ll have this crown of mine cut from my 
shoulders. 

Before I’ll see the crown so foul misplac’d. 

But canst thou guess that he doth aim at it ? 

Cate. Ay, on my life ; and hopes to And you 
forward 

Upon his party, for the gain thereof : 

And, thereupon, he sends yon this good news, — 
That, this same very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the queen, must die at ?omfi*et. 

Hast. Indeed, I am no mourner for that news, 
Because they have been stiU my adversaries : 

But, that I’ll give my voice on Richard’s side, 

To bar my master’s heirs in true descent, 

God knows, I will not do it, to the death. 

Cate. God keep your lordsliip in that gracious 
mind ! 

Hast. But I shall laugh at this a twelve-month 
hence, — 

That they, who brought me in my master’s hate, 

I live to look upon their tragedy. 

Well, Catesby, ere a fortnight make me older. 

I’ll send some packing, that yet think not on’t. 

Cate. ’Tis a vile thing to die, my gracious lord, 
When men are unprepar’d, and look not for it. 
Hast. O monstrous, monsti*ous ! and so falls it 
out 

With Rivers, Vaughan, Grey; and so ’twill do 
With some men else, who think themselves as safe 
As thou and I ; who, as thou know’ st, are dear 
To princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 


Bold, quick, ingenious, forward, capable ; 

He’s all the mother’s, from the top to toe. 

Buck. Well, let them rest. — 

Come hither, gentle Catesby ; thou art sworn 
As deeply to effect what we intend, 

As closely to conceal what we impart ; 

Thou know’st our reasons, urg’d upon the way ; 
What think’ st thou.^ is it not an easy matter 
To make William lord Hastings of our mind, 

For the instalment of this noble duke 
In the seat royal of this famous isle ? 

Cate. He for his father’s sake so loves the prince, 
That he will not be won to aught against him. 
Buck. What think’st thou then of Stanley.^ will 
not he ? 

Cate. He will do all in all as Hastings doth. 
Buck. Well then, no more but this : Go, gentle 
Catesby, 

x\nd, as it were far off, sound thou lord Hastings, 
How he doth stand affected to our purpose ; 

And summon him to-morrow to the Tower, 

To sit about the coronation - 
If thou dost find him tractable to us, 

Encourage him, and tell him all onr reasons ; 

If he be leaden, icy, cold, unwilling, 

Be thou so too ; and so break off the talk, 

And give us notice of his inclination : 

For we to-morrow hold divided councils, 

Wherein thyself shalt highly be employed. 

Glo. Commend me to lord WiUiam : tell him, 
Catesby, 

His ancient knot of dangerous adversaries 
To-morrow are let blood at Pomfret-castle ; 

And bid my friend, for joy of this good news, 

Give mistress Shor^ one gentle kiss the more. 
Buck. Good Catesby, go, effect this business 
soundly. 

Cate. My good lords both, with all the heed I 
can. 

Gio. Shall we hear from you, Catesby, ere we 
You shall, my lord. [ sleep 

Gio. At Croshy-piace, there shall you find us 
both. lExit Catesby. 

Buck. Now, my lord, what shall we do, if we 
perceive 

Lord Hastings will not yield to our complots ? 

Glo. Chop off his head, man; — somewhat we 
will do : — 

And, look, when I am king, claim thou of me 
The earldom of Hereford, and all the moveables 
Whereof the king my brother was possess’d. 

Buck. I’ll claim that promise at your grace’s 
hand. 

Glo. And look to have it yielded with all kind- 
Come, let us sup betimes ; that afterwards [ness. 
We may digest our complots in some form. 

lExeiint. 


SCENE II . — Before Lord Hastings’ House. 
Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My lord, my lord, — IKnockinff. 

Bast. I Within,.'] Who knocks? 

Mess. One from lord Stanley. 

Hast. What is’ t o’clock ? 

Mes.s. Upon the stroke of four. 

Enter Hastings. 

Hast. Cannot thy master sleep the tedious nights ? 
Mess. So it should seem by that I have to say. 
First, he commends him to your noble lordship. 
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ACT in. 


CMe. The princes both make high account of 
you, — 

For they account his head upon the bridge. lAskle. 
Hast, I know, they do ; and I have well deserv’d 
it. 


Enter Stanley. 

Come on, come on, where is your boar-spear, man ? 
Fear you the boar, and go so unprovided ? 

Stan. My lord, good morrow ; and good morrow, 
Catesby . — 

You may jest on, but, by the holy rood 
I do not like these several councils, I. 

Hast My lord, I hold my life as dear as yours ; 
And never, in my life, I do protest, 

Was it more precious to me than Yis now : 

Think joii, but that I know our state secure, 

1 would be so triumphant as I am ? 

Stan. The lords at Pomfret, when they rode 
from London, 

Were jocund, and suppos’d their states were sure, 
And they, indeed, had no cause to mistrust ; 

But yet, you see, how soon the day o’er-cast. 

This sudden stab of rancour I misdoubt ; 

Pray God, I say, I prove a needless coward ! 

What, shaE we tovrard the Tower ? the day is spent. 
Hast. Come, come, have with you. — ^Wot you 
what, my lord ? 

To-day, the lords you talk of are beheaded. 

Stan. They, for their truth, might better wear 
their heads, 

Than some, that have accus’d them, wear their hats. 
But come, my lord, let’s away. 

Enter a Fursviivant. 

Mast. Go on before, I’ll talk with this good 
fellow. [Exemit Stan, and Catesby. 

How now, sirrah ? how goes the world with thee ? 
Purs, The better, that your lordship please to 
ask. 

Hast. I tell thee, man, ’tis better wnth me now. 
Than when thou met’st me last where now we 
meet : 

Then was I going prisoner to the Tower, 

By the suggestion of the queen’s allies ; 

But now, I tell thee, (keep it to thyself,) 

This day those enemies are put to death, 

And I in better state than e’er I was. 

Pitrs. God hold it, to your honour’s good con- 
tent ! 

Hast. Gramercy, fellow : There, drink that' for 
me. him his purse. 

Pnr.^. I thank your honour. lExit Pursuivant. 


Enter a Priest. 

Pr. Well met, my lord ; I am glad to see your 
honour. 

Hast, I thank thee, good sir John, with all my 
heart. 

I am in your debt for your last exercise ; 

Come the next Sabbath, and I will content you. 

Enter Buckingham. 

Puck, What, talking with a priest, lord cham- 
berlain.^ 

Your friends at Pomfret, they do need the priest; 

Your honour hath no shriving work in hana. 

Hast. ’Good faith, and when I met this holy man, 

The men you talk of, came into my mind. 

What, go you toward the Tower? 

Buck, I do, my lord ; but long I cannot stay 
there : 

I shall return before your lordship thence. 


Hast. Nay, like enough, fori stay dinner there. 
Buefu And supper too, although'’ thou know’st 
it not. [Aside. 

Come, will you go ? 

Hast. I’ll wait upon your lordship. 

[ExeAinL 


SCENE in.—PoMFRET. Before the CasUe. 


Enter Hatcltfe, u'Hh a auard, conducUnq Rivers, Grey? 
a7/(rVAiiGLUN, to exeentian. 

Bat. Come, bring forth the prisoners. 

Mil). Sir Richard Ratcliff, let me tell thee this, 

To-day, slialt thou behold a subject die, 

For truth, for duty, and for loyalty. 

Grey. God keep the prince from all the pack of 
A knot you are of damned blood-suckers. [you! 
Vaufili. You live, that shall cry woe ihr'tlris 
liereafter. 

liat. Despatch ; the limit of your lives is out. 
Rio. O. Pomfret, Pomfret! O thou bloody pri- 
Fatal and ominous to noble peers ! [son, 

Within the guilty closure of thy walls, 

Richard the Second here was iiack’d to death : 
And, for more slander to thy dismal seat, 

We give thee up, our guiltless blood to drink. 
Grey. Now^ Margaret’s curse is fallen upon our 
heads, 

When she exclaim’d on Hastings, you, and I, 

For standing by, when Richard stabb’d her son. 
Rio. Then curs’d slie Hastings, then curs’d she 
Buckingham, 

Then curs’d she Richard : — O, remember, God, 

To hear her prayers for them, as now for u§ ! 

And for my sister, and her princely sons, — 

Be satisfied, dear God, with our true bloods, 
‘Wlricli, as tliou know’st, unjustly must be spilt ! 
Rat. Make haste, the hour of death is expiate. 
Rio. Come, Grey, — come, Vaughan, — let us 
here embrace : 

Farew^eil, until we meet again in heaven. [Exeunt. 


vSCENE IV. — Lo'Kbon. A Room in the Tower. 


Buckingham, Stanley, Hastings, the. Btsuor of Ely, 
Catesby. Loym,, and otherSf sltiinr} at a table: officers 
of the council uitcndiuy. 

Hast. Now, noble peers, the cause why we are 


Is — to determine of the coronation ; 

In God’s name, speak, 'when is the royal day ? 
Ruck. Are all things ready for that royal time ? 
Sfa'ti. They are ; and wants but nomination, 
Ply. To-morrow then I judge a happy day. 
Ruck. Who knows the lord protector’s mind 
herein? 

W^’lio’ is most inward with the noble duke ? 

jSiy. Y^our grace, we tlrink, should soonest know 
his mind. 

Buck. We know eacli other’s faces : for our 
hearts, — 

He knows no more of mine, than 1 of yours ; 

Nor I, of his, my lord, than you of mine : 

Lord Hastings, you and he are near in love. 

Hast. I thank his grace, I knoiv he loves me well : 
But, for his purpose in the coronation, 

I have not sounded him, nor he deliver’d ■ 

His gracious pleasure any way therein : 

But you, my noble lord, may name the time ; 



And ill tlie duke’s belialf I’ll give my voice. 
Which, I presume, he’ll take in gentle part. 

Enter Gi-osteb. 

Ell/. In happy time, here comes the duke himself. 
Gio. Bfy noble lords and cousins, all, good 
morrow ; 

I have been long a sleeper ; but, I trust, 

My absence doth neglect no great design, 

Which by my presence might have been concluded. 
Buck. Had you not come upon your cue, my 
lord, 

William lord Hastings had pronounc’d your part, — 
I mean, your voice, — for crowning of the king. 

Gio. Than my lord Hastings, no man might be 
bolder ; 

His lordship knows me well, and loves me well. — 
My lord of Ely, when I was last in Holborn, 

I saw good strawberries in your garden there 
! do beseech yoii, send for some of them, 

Ely. Marry, and will, my lord, with all my heart. 

lExit Ely. 

GIo, Cousin of Buckingham, a word with you. 

ITakes Mm aside. 

Catesby hath sounded Hastings in our business ; 
And finds the testy gentleman so hot, 

That he will lose his head, ere give consent 
His master’s child, as worshipMly he terms it, 
Shall lose the ro3'’alty of England’s throne. 

Buck. Withdraw yourself awhile, I’ll go with 
you. lExeunt Glosteb and Buckingham. 
Sian. We have not yet set down this day of 
triumph. 

To-morrow, in my judgment, is too sudden ; 

For I myself am not ^o well provided, 

As else I would be, were the day prolong’d. 

Re-enter Bishop op Ely. 

. Ely. Where is my lord protector ? I have sent 
For these strawberries. 

Hast. His grace looks cheerfully and smooth this 
morning; 

There’s some conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good-morrow with such spirit. 

I think, there’s ne’er a man in Christendom, 

Can lesser hide his love, or hate, than he ; 

For by his face straight shall you know his heart. 

Stan. What of his heart perceive you in his face, 
By any likelihood he show’d to-day ? 

Hast. Marry, that with no man here he is 
offended ; 

For, were he, he had shown it in his looks. 

Re-enter Glosteb o,nd Buckingham. 

Gio. I pray you ail, tell me what they deserve, 
That do conspire my death wdth devilish plots 
Of damned witchcraft ; and that have prevail’ d 
Upon my body with their hellish charms ? 

The tender love I hear your grace, my lord, 
Makes me most forward in this noble presence 
To doom the offenders : Whosoe’er they he, 

I say, my lord, they have deserved death, 

Gio. Then be your eyes the witness of their evil, 
Look how I am bewitch’d ; behold mine arm 
Is, like a blasted sapling, wither’d up : 

And this is Edward’s wife, that monstrous witch, 
Consorted with that harlot, strumpet Shore, 

That by theh witchcraft thus have marked me. 
Hast. If they have done this deed, my noble 
, lord, 


Gio. If! thou protector of this damned strumpet, 

Talk’st thou to me of ifs } — ^Thou art a traitor": — 
Off with his head : — now, by saint Paul I swear, 

I will not dine until I see the same. — 

Lovel, and Catesby, look that it be done ; 

The rest, that love me, rise, and follow me. 

^Exeunt Oouncil, with Glosteb and Buckingham. 
Hast. Woe, woe, for England! not a whit for me ; 
For I, too fond, might have prevented this : 
Stanley did dream, the boar did rase his helm ; 

But I disdain’d it, and did scorn to fly. 

Three times to-day my foot-cloth horse did stumble. 
And startled, when he look’d upon the Tower, 

As loath to bear me to the slaughter-house. 

0, now I want the priest that spake to me : 

I now repent I told the pursuivant, 

As too triumphing, how mine enemies, 

To-day at Pomft'et bloodily were butcher’d, 

And I myself secure in grace and favour. 

O, Margaret, Margaret, now thy heavy curse 
Is lighted on poor Hastings’ wretched head, 

Cate. Despatch, my lord, the duke would be ail 
dinner ; 

Make a short shrift, he longs to see your head. 

Hast. O momentary grace of mortal men, 
Which we more hunt for than the grace of God ! 
Who builds his hope in air of your fair looks, 

Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast ; 

Ready, with every nod, to tumble down 
Into the fatal bowels of the deep. 

Lov. Come, come, despatch ; ’tis bootless to 
exclaim. 

Hast. O, bloody Richard ! — miserable England ! 
I prophesy the fearful’st time to thee, 

That ever wretched age hath look’d upon. — 

Come, lead me to the block, bear him my head ; 
They smile at me, who shortly shall be dead. 

'lExeunt. 


SCENE V . — The same. The Tower Walls. 

Enter Glosteb and Buckingh.am, in rusty armour, 
marvellous ill-favoured. 

Gio. Come, cousin, canst thou quake, and change 
thy colour ? 

Murder thy breath in middle of a word, — 

And then again begin, and stop again, 

As if thou wert distraught, and mad with terror r 
Buck. Tut, I can counterfeit the deep tragedian ; 
Speak, and look back, and pry on every side, 
Tremble and start at wagging of a straw, 

Intending deep suspicion : ghastly looks 
Are at my service, like enforced smiles ; 

And both are ready in their offices, 

At any time, to grace my stratagems. 

But what, is Catesby gone ? 

Gio. He is ; and, see, he brings the mayor along. 

Enter the Lord Mayor and Catesby. 

Buck. Let me alone to entertain him. — Lord 
mayor,-— —• 

Gio. Look to the draw-bridge there. 

Buck. Hark, hark 1 a drum. 

Gio: Catesby, o’erlook the walls. 

Buck. Lord Mayor, the reason we have sent for 
you, 

Gio. Look back, defend thee, here are enemies. 
Buck. God and our innocence defend and guard 
usf 
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Without control, listed to make liis prey. 


Fntcr Lovel and Ratcliff, with Hastings’ heM. 

friends j Xtatcliff, and. 


Nay, for a need, thus iar come near my person-: — ■ 
Tell them, when that my mother went with child 
Of that insatiate Edward, noble York, 

My princely father, then had wars in France ; 

And, by just computation of the time, 

Found, that the issue was not his begot ; 

Which well appeared in his lineaments, 

Being nothing like the noble duke my father : 

Y^et touch this sparingly, as Twere far off ; 
Because, my lord, you know^, my mother lives. 

Buck. Doubt not, my lord : Hi play the orator, 
As if the golden fee, for which I plead, 

Were for myself : and so, my lord, adieu. 

Glo. If you thrive well, bring them to Baynard’s 
castle ; 

Where you shall find me well accompanied, 

With reverend fathers, and well-learned bishops. 

I Buck. I go ; and, towuirds three or four o’clock, 
Look for the news that the Guild-hall affords. 

lExit Buckingham. 
Glo* Go, Lovel, with all speed to Doctor Shaw.— - 
Go thou [io Cat.] to friar Penker ; — ^bid them both 
Meet me, within this hour, at Baynard’s castle. 

[_ Exe^lnt Lovel a 7 id Catesbv. 
Now will I in, to take some privy order 
To draw the brats of Clarence out of sight ; 

And to give notice, that no manner of person 
Have, any time, recourse unto the princes. 


Glo. Be patient, they 
Lovel. 


Lov. Here is the head of that ignoble traitor, 

The dangerous and unsuspected Hastings. 

Glo. So dear 1 Wd the man, that I must weep. 

I took him for the plainest harmless t creature, 

That breath’d upon the earth a Christian , 

Made him my book, wherein my soul lecoided 
The history of all her secret thoughts : 

So smooth he daub’d his vice with show of virtue, 
That, his apparent open guUt omitted, ^ 

X mean, his conversation with Shore s wite. 

He liv’d from all attainder of suspect. 

Buck. Well, well, he was the covert st shelter d 

traitor 

That ever liv’d.— Look you, my lord mayor, 

Would you imagine, or almost believe, 

(Were’t not, that by great preservation 

We live to tell it you,) the subtle traitor | 

This day had plotted, in the council-house. 

To murder me, and my good lord of Gloster . 

May. What! had he so? . 

Glo. What I think you we are Turks, or infidels . 
Or that would, against the form of to. 

Proceed thus rashly in the villain s death ; 

But that the extreme peril of the case, 

The peace of England, and our persons safety, 
Enforc’d ns to this execution? 

May. Now, fair hefal you ! he deserv d his death , 
And your good graces both have well proceeded, 

To warn false traitors from the like attempts. 

I never look’d for better at his hands. 

After he once fell in with mistress Shore. 

Buck. Yet had we not determin’d he should die, 
Until your lordship came to see his end y 
Which now the loving haste of these our friends, 
Somewhat against our meaning, hath prevented : 
Because, my lord, we would have had you heard 


For yesternight by Catesby was it sent me 
Tlie precedent was full as long a doing : 


And yet within these, five hours Hastings liv 
Untainted, unexamin’d, free, at liberty.^ 
liere’s a good world the while !— Who is so gr( 
That cannot see this palpable device ? 

Yet who so bold, but says— he sees it not . _ 
Bad is the world ; and all wUl come to nought. 
When such bad dealing must he seen in thougii 


SCENE YU.--The same. CoiiW 0 / B aynard’ 
Castle. 

Enter Gloster and Buckingham, mcfJW ; 

Glo. How now, how now ? what say the citizens 
Buck. Now by the holy mother of our Lord, 
The citizens are mum, say not a ^m'd. 

Glo. Touch’d you the- bastardy of Edvvaid 

B uck. I 'did rwith his contract with Lady Lm 
And his contract by deputy in France : 

The insatiate greediness of his desires, 

And his enforcement of the city wives; 

His tyranny for trifles ; his own 
As being got, your father ^ ^ 

And his resemblance, being not like the auKt. 
Withal, I did infer your lineament,— 

Being the right idea of your fathei . 

1 Both in vour form and nobleness of mind . 


Even where his raging eye, or savage heart, 
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Laid open all yonr. victories in Scotland, 

Your discipline in war, wisdom in peace. 

Your bounty, virtue, fair iiumility ; 

Indeed, left nothing, fitting for your purpose, 
Untouchhl, or slightly handled, in discourse. 

And, when my oratory grew to an end, 

I bade them, that did love their country’s good, 
Cij— God save Richard, England’’ s royal king I 
Glo. And did they so ? 

Ruck. No, so God help me, they spake not a 
• word ; 

But, like dumb statues, or breathless stones. 

Star’d on each other, and look’d deadly pale. 
Which when I saw, I reprehended them ; 

And ask’d the mayor, what meant this wilful 
silence : 

His answer w’as — the people were not us’d 
To be spoke to, but by the recordei'. 

Then he was urg’d to tell my tale again ; — 

Thus saiih the duke, thus hath the duke inferr'd ; 
But nothing spoke in warrarit from himself. 

When he had done, some followers of mine own, 

At lower end o’the hall, hurl’d up their caps, 

And some ten voices cried, God save king Richard ! 
And thus 1 took the vantage of those few, — 
Thanks, gentle citizens, and friends, quoth I ; 

This general applause, and cheerful shout, 

Argues your wisdom, and i/our love to Richard : 
And even here brake off^ and came away. 

Glo. W'hat tongueless blocks were they ! Would 
they not speak ? 

Will not the mayor then, and his brethren, come ? 
Ruck. The mayor is here at hand, intend some 
fear; 

Be not you spoke with, but by mighty suit : 

And look you, get a prayer-book in your hand, 
And stand between two churchmen, good ray lord ; 
For on that ground I’ll make a holy descant : 

And be not easily won to our requests ; 

Play the maid’s part, still answer nay, and take it. 

Glo, I go ; And if yoxi plead as well for them, 
As I can say nay to thee for myself, 

No doubt we’U bring it to a happy issue. 

Buck, Go, go, up to the leads ; the lord mayor 
knocks: i,ExU Glostbr. 

Enter the Lord Mayor, Aldermen, and Oitizens. 
Welcome, my lord : I dance attendance here ; 

1 think, the duke will not be spoke wdthal. — 

Enter from the castle, Catbsby. 

Now, Catesby ! what says your lord to my request? 

Cate. He doth entreat your grace, my noble lord, 
To visit him to-morrow, ‘or next day : 

He is within, with two right reverend fathers, 
Divinely bent to meditation : 

And in no worldly suit would he be mov’d, 

To draw him from his holy exercise. 

Ruck, Return, good Catesby, to the gracious 
duke ; 

Tell him, myself, the mayor and aldermen, 

In deep designs, in matter of great moment, 

No less importing than our general good, 

Are come to have some conference with his grace. 
Cate. I’ll signify so much unto him straight. 

[Exit. 

Ruck. Ah, ha, my lord, this prince is not an 
Edward I 

He is not lolling on a lev/d day-bed, 

But on his knees at meditation ; 

Not dallying with a brace of courtezans, 


But meditating with two deep dirines ; 

Not sleeping, to engross his idle body. 

But prajung, to enrich his watchful soul : 

Happy were England, would this virtuous prince 
Take on himself the sovereignty thereof : 

But, sure, I fear, we shall ne’er win him to it. 
Miay. Marry, God defend, his grace should say 
us nay I 

Buck. I fear, he will: Here Catesby comes 
again ; — 

Re-enter Catesby. 

Now, Catesby, what says his grace ? 

Cate. He wonders to what end you have as- 
sembled 

Such troops of citizens to come to him, 

His grace not being warn’d thereof before ; 

He fears, ray lord, you mean no good to him. 

Buck. Sorry I am, my noble cousin should 
Suspect me, that I mean no good to him : 

By heaven, w^e come to him in perfect love ; 

And so once more return and tell his grace. 

iExit Catesby. 

When holy and devout religious men 

Are at their beads, ’tis hard to draw them thence ; 

So swmet is zealous contemplation. 

Enter Gloster, in a gallery above, between Two Bishops. 
Catesby returns. 

May. See, where his grace stands ’tween two 
clergymen ! 

Buck. Two props of virtue for a Christian prince, 
To stay Mm from the fall of vanity : 

And, see, a book of prayer in Ms hand ; 

True ornaments to know a holy man. — 

Famous Plantagenet, most gracious prince, 

Lend favourable ear to our requests ; 

And pardon us the interruption 

Of thy devotion, and right Christian zeal. 

Glo. My lord, there needs no such apology ; 

I rather do beseech you pardon me, 

Who, earnest in the service of my God, 

Neglect the visitation of my Mends. 

But, leaving this, what is your grace’s pleasure ? 
Buck. Even that, I hope, wMch pleaselh God 
above, 

And all good men of this imgovern’d isle. 

G),o. I do suspect, I have done some ofience, 
That seems disgracious in the city’s eye; 

And that you come to reprehend my ignorance. 
Buck. You have, my lord ; Would it might 
please your grace, 

On our entreaties, to amend your fault ! 

Glo. Else wherefore breathe I in a Christian 
land ? 

Buck. Know, then, it is your fault, that you 
resign 

The supreme seat, the throne majestical, 

The scepter ’d office of your ancestors, 

Your state of fortune, and your due of birth, 

The lineal glory of your royal house, 

To the corruption of a blemish’d stock : 

Whilst, in the mildness of your sleepy thoughts, 
(Which here "we waken to our country’s good,) 

The noble isle doth want her proper limbs ; 

Her face defac’d with scars of infamy, 

Her royal stock graft with ignoble plants, 

And almost shoulder’d in the swallowing gulf 
Of dark forgetfulness and deep oblivion. 

Which to recure we heartily solicit 
Y our gracious sell’ to take on you the charge 
oo 
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And kingly government of this your land : 

Not as protector, steward, substitute, 

Or lowly factor for another's gain : 

But as successively, from blood to blood, 

Your right of birth, 3rour empery, your own. 

For this, consorted with the citizens, 

Your very worshipful and loving friends. 

And by their vehement instigation, 

In this just suit come I to move your grace. 

Glo. I cannot tell, if to depart in silence, 

Or Ihtterly to speak in your reproof, 

Best fitteth my degree, or your condition : 

If, not to answer, — you might haply think, 
Tongue-tied ambition, not replying, yielded 
To bear the golden yoke of sovereignty, 

Which fondly you would here impose on me ; 

If to reprove you for this suit of yours, 

So season’d with your faithful love to me, 

Then, on the other side, I check'd my friends. 
Therefore, — to speak, and to avoid the first ; 

And then, in speaking, not to incur the last, — 
Definitively thus I answer you. 

Your love deserves my thanks ; but my desert 
Unmeritahle, shuns your high request. 

First, if all obstacles were cut away, 

And that my path were even to the crown, 

As the ripe revenue and due of birth ; 

Yet so much is my poverty of spirit, 

So mighty, and so many, my defects. 

That I would rather hide me from my greatness, — 
Being a bark to brook no mighty sea, — 

Than in my greatness covet to be hid. 

And in the vapour of my glory smother’d. 

But, God be thank'd, there is no need of me ; 
(And much I need to help you, if need were ;) 

The royal tree hath left us royal fruit, 

Which, mellow'd by the stealing hours of time, 
Will well become the seat of majesty, 

And make, no doubt, us happy by his I'eign. 

On him I lay what you would Jay on me, 

The right and fortune of his happy stars,-— 

Which, God defend, that I should wring from 
him ! 

Buch, My lord, this argues conscience in your 
grace ; 

But the i-espeots thereof are nice and trivial, 

All circumstances well considered. 

You say that Edward is your brother’s son ; 

So say we too, but not by Edward's wife : 

For first he was contract to lady Lucy, 

Your mother lives a witness to his vow ; 

And afterwards by substitute betroth’d 
To Bona, sister to the king of France. 

These both put by, a poor petitioner, 

A care-craz’d mother to a many sons, 

A beauty-waning and distressed widow, 

Even in the afternoon of her best days, 

Made prize and purchase of his wanton eye, 
Seduc'd the pitch and height of all his thoughts 
To base declension, and loath’d bigamy ; 

By her, in his unlawful bed, he got 

This Edward, whom our manners call — the prince. 

More bitterly could I expostulate, 

Save that, for reverence to some alive, 

I give a sparing limit to my tongue. 


xu.a, good my lord, take to your royal self 
This profier d benefit of dignity : 

D not to bless us and the laud\vitlial 
Yet to draw forth your noble ancestry 

Frcra the corruption of abusing time, 

Un.,0 a uneal true-derived course. 

May. Do, good my lord ; your citizens entreat 

n 

Bvah. Refuse not, mighty lord, this profer’d 
Cate. O make them joyful, grant their lawfuj 
smt. 

Glo. Alas, why would you heap those cares on 

1 am unfit tor state and majesty ? 
I do beseech you, take it not amiss ; 

I cannot, nor I will not yield to you. 

Buck. If you refuse it, — as in love and zeal 
Loath to depose the child, yonr brother’s son ; 

As well we know your tenderness of heart * 

And gentle, kind, effeminate remorse, ^ 

Which we have notedin you to your kindred 

And equally, indeed, to all estates,— ’ 

Yet know, whe’r you accept our suit or no, 

Yonr brother’s son shall never reign our king ; 

But we will plant some other in your throne, * 

To the disgrace and downfal of your house. 

And, in this resolution, here we leave you ; 

Come, citizens, we will entreat no more. 

iBxeunt Buckingham and Citizens. 
Cate, Call them again, sweet prince, accept 
their suit ; 

If yon deny them, all the land will rue it. 

Gio. Will you enforce me to a world of cares ? 
Well, call them again ; I am not made of stone. 
But penetrable to your kind entreaties, 

iBxU Catesby. 

Albeit against my conscience and my soul. — 
Re-ontcr Buckingham, and the rei't. 

Cousin of Buckingham, — and sage gra.ve men, — 
Since you will buckle fortune on my back, 

To bear her burden, whe’r I will, or no, 

I must have patience to endure the load : 

But if black scandal, or foul-fac’d reproach, 

Attend the sequel of your imposition, 

Your mere enforcement shall acquittance me 
From all the impure blots and stains thereof ; 

For God he knows, and you may partly see, 

How far lam from the desire of this. 

Afay. God bless your grace ! we see it, and 
will say it. 

Glo. In saying so, you shall but say the truth. 
Buck. Then I salute you with this royal 
title, — 

Long live king Richard, England's worthy king. 

All. Amen. 

Buck. To - morrow may it please you to be 
crown'd ? 

Gio. Even when yon please, since you will have 
it so. 

Buck. To-morrow then we will attend your 
grace ; 

And so most joj’^fully, we take our leave. 

Glo. Come, let us to our holy work again : — 

' I'fo the Bishops. 

Farewell, good cousin ; — farewell, gentle friends. 

iBxewit. 
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SCENPJ X. 


SCENE I. — Before the Tower. 

Enter, on one side, Queen Elizabeth, Duchess op York, 
a«(i Marquis OF Dorset ; on the other, Anne, Duchess 
OP Gloster, leading Lady Margaret Plantaqenet, 
Clarence’s daughter. 

l)ueh. Who meets us here ?> 


Stan. Full of wise care is this your counsel, 
madam : — 

Take all the swift advantage of the hours ; 

You shall have letters from me to my son 
In your behalf, to meet you on the way : 

Be not ta’en tardy by unwise delay. 

Duch. O ill-dispersing wind of misery I — 

O my accursed womb, the bed of death ; 

A cockatrice hast thou hatch’d to the world, 

Whose unavoided eye is murderous ! 

Stan. Come, madam, come ; I in all haste was 
sent. 

Anne. And I with all unwillingness will go 

O, would to God, that the inclusive verge 
Of golden metal, that must round my brow, 

Were red-hot steel, to sear me to the brain ! 
Anointed let me be with deadly venom ; 

And die, ere men can say — God save the queen ! 

Q. Bliz. Go, go, poor soul, I envy not thy glory ; 
To feed my humour, wish thyself no harm. 

Amie. No! why? — ^When he, that is my hus- 
band now, 

Came to me, as I follow’d Henry’s corse ; 

WQien scarce the blood was well wash’d from his 
hands, 

Which issu’d from my other angel husband, 

And that dead saint which then I weeping follow’d; 
O, when, I say, I look’d on Richard’s face, 

This was my wish,~j55 thou^ quoth I, accursed, 
For making me, so young, so old a widow / 

And, when thou wed' st, let sorrow haunt thy bed; 
And he thy wife {if any he so mad) 

More miserable by the life of thee, 

Than thou hast made me by my dear lord's death ! 
Lo, ere I can repeat this curse again, 

Even in so short a space, my woman’s heart 
Grossly grew captive to his honey words, 

And prov’d the subject of mine own soul’s curse ; 
Which ever since hath held mine eyes from rest ; 
For never yet one hour in his bed 
Did I enjoy the golden dew of sleep, 

But with his timorous dreams was still awak’d. 
Besides, he hates me for my father Warwick ; 

And will, no doubt, shortly be rid of me. 

Poor heart, adieu; I pity thy complaining, 
Anne. No more than with my soul I mourn for 


-my niece Pianta- 

genet 

Led in the hand of her kind aunt of Gloster ? 

Now, for my life, she’s wand’ring to the Tower, 
On pure heart’s love, to greet the tender prince. — 
Daughter, well met. 

Anne. God give your graces both 

A happy and a joyful time of day 1 
Q. Eliz. As much to you, good sister ! Whither 
away ? 

Anne. No further than the Tower; and, as I 
Upon the like devotion as yourselves, [guess, 
To gratulate the gentle princes there. 

Q. Eliz. Kind sister, thanks ; we’ll enter all to- 
gether : 

Enter Brakeneury. 

And, in good time, here the lieutenant comes. — 
Master lieutenant, pray you, by your leave, 

How doth the prince, and my young son of York ? 

Brah. Right well, dear madam : By your 
I may not suffer you to visit them ; [patience. 
The king hath strictly charg’d the contrary, 

Q. Eliz. The king ! who’s that ? 

Brak. I mean, the lord protector. 

Q. Eliz. The Lord protect him from that kingly 
title! 

Hath he set bounds between their love, and me? 

I am their mother, who shall bar me from them ? 
Duch. I am their father’s mother, I will see 
them. 

Anne. Their aunt I am in law, in love their 
mother: , 

Then bring me to their sights ; I’ll bear thy blame. 
And take thy office from thee, on my peril. 

Brah. No, madam, no, I may not leave it so ; 

I am bound by oath, and therefore pardon me. 

[AA’ii Brakenbury. 

Enter Stanley, 

Stan. Let me but meet you, ladies, one hour 
hence, 

And I’ll salute your grace of York as mother, 

And reverend looker-on of two fair queens. — 
Come, madam, you must straight to Westminster, 
[2’<7 the Duchess of Gloster. 
There to be crowned Richard’s royal queen. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, cut my lace asunder ! 

That my pent heart may have some scope to beat, 
Or else I swoon with this dead-killing news. 

Anne. Despiteful tidings ! O unpleasing news ! 
Bor. Be of good cheer : — Mother, how fares 
your grace ? 

Q: Eliz. O Dorset, speak not to me, get thee 

.ueath and destruction dog thee at tiie heels ; 

Thy mother’s name is ominous to children : 

If then wilt outstrip death, go cross the seas, 

And live wnth Richmond, from the reach of hell. 
Go, hie thee, hie thee, from this slaughter-house, 
Lest thou increase the number of the dead ; 

And make me die the thrall of Margaret’s curse, — 
Nor mother, wife, nor England’s counted queen. 


Dor. Farewell, thou woful welcomer of glory ! 
Anne. Adieu, poor soul, that tak’st thy leave of it ! 
Duch. Go thou to Richmond, and good fortune 
guide thee ! — ITo Dorset. 

Go thon to Richard, and good angels tend thee ! — 

{To Anne. 

Go thou to sanctuary, and good thoughts possess 
thee I [T<) Q. Elizabeth. 

I to my grave, where peace and rest lie with me ! 
Eighty odd years of sorrow have I seen, 

And each hour’s joy wreck’d with a Week of teen. 
Q. Eliz. Stay yet j look back, with me, unto the 
Tower. — 

Pity, you ancient stones, those tender babes, 
Whom envy hath immur’d within your walls I 
Rough cradle for such little pretty ones 1 
Rude ragged nui’se ! old sullen play-fellow 
For tender princes, use my babies well! 

So foolish sorrow bids your stones tarewell. 

{Exeunt, 
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SCENE 11 . — Room of State in the Palace* 

Flourish of trumpets. Kichard, as King upon Ms throne ^ 
Buckingham, Catbsby, a Page, and others. 

K. Rich. Stand all apart. — Cousin of Bucking- 
Suck. My gracious sovereign. [liam— 

K. Rich. Give me thy hand. Thus high, by thy 
advice, 

And thy assistance, is king Richard seated ; — 

But shall we wear these glories for a day ? 

Or shall they last, and we rejoice in them ? 

Buck, Still live they, and for ever let them last! 
K. Rich. Ah, Buckingham, now do I play the 
touch. 

To try if thou be current gold, indeed : — 

Young Edward lives ; — Think now what I would 
Buck. Say on, my loving lord. [speak. 

K. Rich. Why, Buckingham, I say, I would be 
king. 

Buck. Why, so you are, my thrice-renowned liege. 
K. Rich. Ha ! am I king ? ’Tis so : but Edward 
B?xck. True, noble prince. [lives. 

K, Rich. O bitter consequence, 

That Edward still should live, — true, noble 
prince ! — 

Cousin, thou wast not wont to be so dull : — 

Shall I be plain ? I wish the bastards dead ; 

And I would have it suddenly perform’d. 

What say’st thou now? speak suddenly, be brief. 
Buck. Your grace may do your pleasure. 
jST. Rich. Tut, tut, thou art all ice, thy kindness 
freezes : 

Say, have I thy consent, that they shall die ? 

Buck. Give me some breath, some little pause. 
Before I positively speak in this : [dear lord, 

I will resolve your grace immediately. 

\_Exit Buckingham. 
Cate. The king is angry ; see, he gnaws his lip. 

\_Asidc. 

K. Rich. I will converse with iron-witted fools, 
{jDesce^idsfroni his throne. 
And unrespective bop ; none are for me. 

That look into me with considerate eyes ; — 

High- reaching Buckingham grows circumspect. — 

Boy, 

Page. M.y lord. 

K. Rich. Know’st thou not any, whom corrupt- 
ing gold 

Would tempt unto a close exploit of death ? 

Page. I know a discontented gentleman, 

Whose humble means match not his haughty mind : 
Gold \pre as good as twenty orators. 

And wiU, no doubt, tempt him to any thing. 

K. Rich. What is his name ? 

Rdge. His name, my lord, is — Tyrrel. 

K. Rich. I partly know the man ; Go, call him 
hither, boy — lExitVage. 

The deep-revolving witty Buckingham 
No more shall be the neighbour to my counsels ; 
Hath he so long held out with me untir’d, 

And stops he now for breath ? — well, be it so 

Enter Stanley. 

How now, lord Stanley ? what’s the news ? 

Stan. Know, my loving lord, 

Ihe marquis Dorset, as I hear, is fled 
To Richmond, in the parts where he abides. 

K. Rich: Come hither, Catesby : rumour it abroad, 
ihat Anne, my wife, is very grievous sick ; 

I will take order for her keeping close. 

Inquire me out some mean-born gentleman, 


act ty. 


Whom I will many straightto Clarence' daughter.- 
Ihe boy is foolish, and I fear not liim — 

Look, how thou dream'st 1-1 say again, give out 

lhat Anne my queen is sick, and like to die • 

About it : for it stands me much upon 

To stop all hopes whose growth may damage me.— 

T , , . , , , lExit Catesby, 

1 must be married to my brother’s dauriiter 
Or else my kingdom stands on brittle odass -L. 
Murder her brothers, and then marry her 
Uncertain way of gain ! But I am in 
So far in blood, that sin will pluck on sin. 
Tear-follirig pity dwells not in this eye!— 

Ite-cnter Page, loilh Tyhrel. 

Is thy name — Tyrrel ? 

pir James Tyrrel, and your most obedient sub- 
A. Jitc/i. Art thou, indeed ? 

7 n » I. gracious lord’ 

A. Rich. Dar st thou resolve to kill a friend of 

[enemies 

Tgr. Hease you; but I had rather kill two 
K. Rich. Wliy, then thou hast it; two delp 
enemies, ^ 

.Foes to my rest, and my sweet sleep’s disturbers 
Are they that I would have thee deal upon : ' 

Tyrrel, I mean those bastards in the Tower. 

Tgr. Let me have open means to come to them 
And soon I’ll rid you from the fear of them. ' 
A". Rich. Thou sing’st sweet music. Hark, come 
hither, Tyrrel ; 

Go, by this token Rise, and lend thine ear ; 

iWMspers. 

There is no more but so : — Say, it is done. 

And I will love thee, and prefer thee for it 
Tgr. I will despatch it straight. ZExitJ 

lie-enicr Buckingham. 

Buck. My lord, I have consider’d in my mind 
The late demand that you did sound me in. 

K. Rich. Weil, let that rest. Dorset is fled to 
Richmond. 

Buck. I hear the news, my lord. 

K. Rich. Stanley, he is your wife’s son Well, 
look to it. 

Buck. My lord, I claim the gift, my due by pro- 
mise, 

For which your honour and your faith is pawn’d ; 
The earldom of Hereford, and tlie moveables. 
Which you have promised I shall possess. 

K. Rich. Stanley, look to your wife ; if she 
convey 

Letters to Richmond, you shall answer it. 

Buck. What says your highness to my just re- 
quest ? 

K. Rich. I do remember me, — Henry the Sixth 
Did prophesy, that Richmond should be king, 

When Richmond was a little peevish boy. 

A king ! — perhaps 

Buck. My lord, 

K. Rich. How'' chance, the prophet could not at 
that time, 

Have told me, I being by, that I should kill him ? 
Buck. My lord, your promise for the earldom, — 
K. Rich. Richmond! — ^When last I was at 
Exeter, 

The mayor in courtesy show’d me the castle, 

And call’d it— Rouge-mont ; at which name T 
started ; 

Because a bard of Ireland told me once, 

I should not live long after I saw Richmond. 
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Buck. My lord, 

K. Uich. Ay, wliafs o’clock ? 

Buck . I am thus bold 

To put your grace in mind of what you promis’dme ? 
K. Rich. "Well, but what is’t o’clock? 

Buck. Upon the stroke 

Of ten. * 

K. Rich. Well, let it strike. 

Buck. Why, let it strike ? 

K. Rich. Because that, like a Jack, thoukeep’st 
the stroke 

Betwixt thy begging and my meditation. 

I am not in the giving vein to-day. 

Buck. Why, then resolve me wlie’r you will, 
or no. 

K. Rich. Thou troublest me ; I am not. in the 
vein. lExeunt King RrcHARD and Train. 
Buck. x\nd is it thus ? repays he my deep ser- 
vice 

With such contempt ? made I him king for this ? 
0, let me think on Hastings ; and be gone 
To Brecknock, while my fearful head is on. {.Exit. 


SCENE III.—T/ie same. 

Enter Tybrel. 

Tyr. The tyrannous and bloody act is done ; 
The most arch deed of piteous massacre, 

That ever yet this land was guilty of. 

Dighton, and Forrest, whom I did suborn 
To do this piece of ruthless butchery, 

Albeit they were flesh’d villains, bloody dogs, 
Melting with tenderness and mild compassion, 
Wept like two children, in their death’s sad story. 
0 thus, quoth Dighton, lay the gentle babes , — 
Thus, thus, quoth Forrest, girdling one another 
Within their alabaster mnocent arms : 

Their lips were four red roses on a stalk, 

Which, in their summer beauty, kiss'd each other. 
A book of prayers on their pillow lay : 

Which once, quoth Forrest, almost chang'd my 
mind; 

But, 0) the devil — there the villain stopp’d ; 

When Dighton thus told on , — we smothered 
The most replenished sweet work of nature. 

That, from the prime creation, e’er she fram’d . — 
Hence both are gone with conscience and remorse, 
They could not speak ; and so I left them both, 

To bear this tidings to the bloody king. 

Enter King RiCHAKn. 

And here he comes : — All health, my sovereign 
lord! 

K. Rich. Kind Tyrrel ! am I happy in thy news ? 
Tyr. If to have done the thing you gave in 
Beget your happiness, be happy then, [charge 
For it is done. 

K. Rich, But didst thou see them dead ? 

Tyr. I did, my lord. 

K. Rich.. And buried, gentle Tyrrel? 

Tyr. The chaplain of the Tower hath buried 
them ; 

But where, to say the truth, I do not know. 

K. Rich. Come to me, Tyrrel, soon, at after 
supper, 

When thou shalt tell the process of their death. 
Mean time, but think how I may do thee good, 

And be inheritor of thy desire. 

Farewell, till then. 

'Byr. ► I humbly take my leave., {Exit. 


E. Rick. The son of Clarence have I penn’d up 
close; 

His daughter meanly have I match’d in marriage ; 
The sons of Edward sleep in Abraham’s bosom, 
And Anne my wife hath bid the world good night. 
Now, for I know the Bretagne Richmond aims 
At young Elizabeth, my brother’s daughter, 

And, by that knot, looks proudly on the crown, 

To her go I, a jolly thriving wooer. 

Enter Catesby- 
Cafe. My lord, 

K. Rich. Good news or bad, that thou com’st in 
so bluntly ? 

Cate, Bad news, my lord : Morton is fled to 
Richmond ; 

And Buckingham, hack’d with the hardy Welsh- 
men, 

Is in the field, and still his power increaseth. 

E. Rich. Ely with Richmond troubles me more 
near 

Than Buckingham and his rash-levied strength. 
Come, — I have learn’ d, that fearful commenting 
Is leaden servitor to dull delay ; 

Delay leads impotent and snail-pac’d beggary : 
Then fiery expedition be my wing, 

Jove’s Mercury, and herald for a king I 
Go, muster men : My counsel is my shield ; 

We must be brief, when traitors brave the field. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. — The same. Before the Palace. 
Enter Queen Margabet. 

Q. Mar. So, now prosperity begins to mellow, 

I And drop into the rotten mouth of death. 

Here in these confines slily have I lurk’d. 

To watch the waning of mine enemies. 

A dire induction am I witness to, 

And will to France ; hoping, the consequence 
Will prove as bitter, black, and tragical. 

Withdraw thee, wretched Margaret! who comes 
here ? 

Enter Queen Elizabeth, and the Duchess of Yobk. 

Q. Eliz. Ah, my poor princes 1 ah, my tender 
babes 1 

My unblown flowers, new-appearing sweets ! 

If yet your gentle souls fly in the air, 

And be not fix’d in doom perpetual, 

Hover about me with your airy wings, 
xVnd hear your mother’s lamentation ! 

Q. Mar. Hover about her ; say, that right for 
right 

Hath dimm’d your infant morn to aged night. 

Buck. So many miseries have craz’d my voice, 
That my woe-wearied tongue is still and mute, — • 
Edward Plantagenet, why art thou dead ? 

Q. Mar. Plantagenet doth quit Plantagenet, 
Edward for Edward pays a dying debt. 

Q. Eliz. Wilt thou, O God, fly from such gentle 
lambs, 

And throw them in the entrails of the wolf ? 

When didst thou sleep, when such a deed was done ? 
Q. Mar. When holy Harry died, and my sweet 
son. 

Buck. Dead life, blind sight, poor mortal-living 
ghost, 

Woe’s scene, world’s shame, grave’s due by life 
usurp’d, 

Brief abstract and record of tedious days, 
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Rest thy unrest on England^'s lawful earth, 

ISUting down. 

Unlawfully made drunk with innocent blood ! 

Q. £liz. Ah, that thou would’ st as soon afford 
a grave, 

As thou canst yield a melancholy seat ; 

Then would I hide my bones, not rest them here ! 
Ah, who hath any cause to mourn, but we ? 

ISUting down hy her. 

Q. Mar. If ancient sorrow be most reverent. 
Give mine the benefit of seniory. 

And let my griefs frown on the upper hand- 
If sorrow can admit society, 

\^SUUng down with them. 

Tell o’er your woes again by viewing mine : — 

I had an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him; 

I had a husband, till a Richard kill’d him ; 

Thou hadst an Edward, till a Richard kill’d him : 
Thou hadst a Richard, till a Richard kill’d him. 
Duch. I had a Richard too, and thou didst kill 
him ; 

I had a Rutland too, thou holp’st to kill him- 
Q. Mar. Thou hadst a Clarence too, and Richard 
kill’d him. 

From forth the kennel of thy womb hath crept 
A hell-hound, that doth hunt us all to death ; 

That dog, that had his teeth before his eyes, 

To worry iambs, and lap their gentle blood, 

That foul defacer of God’s handy-work ; 

That excellent grand tyrant of the earth, 

That reigns in galled eyes of weeping souls, 

Thy womb let loose, to chase us to our graves. — 

0 upright, just, and true-disposing God, 

How do I thank thee, that this carnal cur 
Preys on the issue of his mother’s body. 

And makes her pew-fellow with others’ moan I 
Duch. O, Harry’s wife, triumph notin my woes ; 
God witness with me, I have wept for thine. 

Q. Mar. Bear with me ; I am hungry for re- 
And now I cloy me with beholding it. [venge, 
Thy Edward he is dead, that kill’d my Edward ; 
Thy other Edward dead, to quit my Edward ; 
Young York he is but boot, because both they 
Match not the high perfection of my loss. 

Thy Clarence he is dead, that stabb’d my Edward ; 
And the beholders of this tragic play. 

The adulterate Hastings, Rivers, Vaughan, Grey, 
Untimely smother’d in their dusky graves. 

Richard yet lives, hell’s black intelligencer ; 

Only reserv’d their factor, to buy souls, 

And send them thither : But at hand, at hand, 
Ensues his piteous and unpitied end : 

Earth gapes, hell burns, fiends roar, saints pray, 

To have him suddenly convey’d from hence : — 
Cancel his bond of life, dear God, I pray, 

That I may live to say, The dog is dead ! 

Q. EUz. O, thou didst prophesy, the time would 
come, 

That I should wish for thee to help me curse 
That bottled spider, that foul bunch-back’d toad. 
Q. Mar. I call’d thee then, vain flourish of my 
fortune ; 

1 call’d thee then, poor shadow, painted queen ; 
The presentation of but what I was, 

The flattering index of a direful pageant, 

One heav’d a-high, to be hurl’d down below : 

A mother only mock’d with two fair babes ; 

A dream of what thou wast ; a garish flag, 

To be the aim of every dangerous shot ; 

A sign of dignity, a breath, a bubble ; 


A queen in jest, only to fill the scene. 

Where is thy husband now? where be thy brothers ^ 
M here be thy two sons ? wherein dost thou joy ? ’ 
Who sues, and kneels, and says— God save the 
queen ? 

Where he the bending peers that flatter’d thee ? 
Where be the thronging troops that followed thee > 
Decline all this, and see what now thon art. 

For happy wife, a most distressed widow ; 

For joyful mother, one that wails the name ; 

For one being sued to, one that humbly sues ; 

For queen, a very caitifl’ crown’d with care : ’ 

For one that scorn’d at me, now scorn’d of'me * 
For one being fear’d of all, now fearing one ; ’ 
For one commanding all, obey’d of none. 

Thus hath the course of j ustice wheel’d about 
And left thee but a very prey to time ; 

Having no more but tlioughfc of what thou wert, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 
Thou didst usurp my place, and dost thou not 
Usurp the just proportion of my sorrow ? 

Now thy proud neck hears half my burden’d yoke, 
From wdiich even here I slip my wearied head, 

And leave the burden of it all on thee. 

Farewell, York’s wife, — and queen of sad mis- 
chance, — 

These English woes shall make me smile in France. 
Q. Eliz. O thou well skill’d in curses, stay a 
while, 

And teach me how to curse mine enemies. 

Q. Mar. Forbear to sleep the night, and fast 
the day ; 

Compare dead happiness with living woe ; 

Think that thy babes were fairer than they were, 
And he, that slew them, fouler than he is : 
Bettering thy loss makes the bad-causer worse 5 
Revolving this will teach thee how to curse. 

Q. Eliz. My words are dull, O, quicken them 
with thine! 

Q. Ma,r. Thy woes will make them sharp, and 
pierce like mine. IBaiU Q. M-a,RGABET. 
Duch. Why should calamity be full of words? 

Q. Eliz. Windy attorneys to their client woes, 
Airy succeeders of intestate joys, 

Poor breathing orators of miseries ! 

Let them have scope : though what they do impart 
Help nothing else, yet do they ease the heart. 

Duch. If so, then be not tongue-tied: go with me, 
And in the breath of hitter words let’s smother 
My damned son, that thy two sweet sons smother’d. 

[Brum, within. 

I hear his drum, — be copious in exclaims. 

Enter King Richard, and his Train, marching. 

K. Etch, Who intercepts me in my expedition? 
Duch. 0, she, that might have intercepted thee, 
By strangling thee in her accursed womb, 

From all the slaughters, wretch, that thou hast 
done. 

Q. Eliz. Hid’stthou that forehead with a golden 
crown, 

Where should be branded, if that right were right, 
The slaughter of the prince that ow’d that crown, ^ 
And the dire death of my poor sons, and brothers? 
Tell me, thou villain-slave, where are my children ? 

Thou toad, thou toad, where is thy bro- 
ther Clarence ? 

And little Ned Planta, genet, his son ? 

Q. Eliz. Where is the gentle Rivers, Vaughan, 
Duch. Where is kind Hastings ? ' [Grey ? 
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A flourish, trumpets I — Strike alarum, 
drums ! 

Let not the heavens hear these tell-tale women 
Rail on the Lord’s anointed ; Strike, I say. — > 

[Flourish. Alarums. 
Either be patient, and entreat me fair, 

Or with the clamorous report of war 
Thus will I drown your exclamations. 

Duch. hxt thou my son ? 

K, Rich. Ay ; I thank God, my father, and 
yourself. 

Duch. Then patiently hear my impatience. 

K. Rich. Madam, I have a touch of your con- 
dition, 

That cannot brook the accent of reproof. 

Duch. O, let me speak. 

K. Rich, Do, then; but ITl not hear. 

Duch. I will be mild and gentle in ray words. 

K. Rich. And brief, good mother ; for I am in 
haste. 

Duch. Art thou so hasty I have staid for thee, 
God knows, in torment and in agony. 

K. Rich. And came I not at last to comfort you ? i 
Duch. No, by the holy rood, thou know’st it 
well, 

Thou cam’st on earth to make the earth my hell. 

A grievous burden was thy birth to me ; 

Tetchy and wayward was thy infancy ; 

Thy school-days, frightful, desperate, wild, and 
furious ; 

Thy prime of manhood, daring, bold, and venturous, 
Thy age confirm’d, proud, subtle, sly, and bloody, 
Mm'e mild, but yet more harmful, kind in hatred : 
What comfortable hour canst thou name, 

That ever grac’d me in thy company ? 

K. Rich. ’Faith none, but Humphrey Hour, that 
call’d your grace 

To breakfast once, forth of my company. 

If I be so disgracious in your sight. 

Let me march on, and not offend you, madam. — 
Strike up the drum. 

Duch. I pr’ytliee, hear me speak. 

- JC. Rich. You speak too bitterly. 

Duch. Hear me a wmrd, 

For I shall never speak to thee again. 

K. Mich. So. 

Duch. Either thou wilt die, by God’s just or- 
dinance, 

Ere from this war thou turn a conqueror ; 

Or I with grief and extreme age shall perish, 

And never look upon thy face again. 

Therefore, take with thee my most heavy curse ; 
Which, in the day of battle, tire thee more, 

Than all the complete armour that thou wear’st ! 

My prayers on the adverse party fight : 

And there the little souls of Edward’s children 
Whisper the spirits of thine enemies, 

And promise them success and victory. 

Bloody thou art, bloody will be thy end ; 

Shame serves thy life, and doth thy death attend. 

L 

. Q. EUz. Though far more cause, yet much less 
spirit to curse 

Abides in me ; I say amen to her. [Going. 

K. Rich. Stay, madam, I must speak a word 
with you. 

Q. Eiiz. I have no more sons of the royal blood. 
For thee to murder : for my daughters, Richard, — 
They shall be praying nuns, not weeping queens ; 
And therefore level not to hit their lives. 


R. Mich. You have a daughter call’d — Elizabeth, 
Virtuous and fair, royal and gracious. 

Q. JSliz. And must she die for this ? O, let her 
live, 

And ITl corrupt her manners, stain her beauty ; 
Slander myself, as false to Edward’s bed ; 

Throw over her the veil of infamy : 

So she may live unscarr’d of bleeding slaughter, 

I will confess she was not Edward’s daughter. 

K. Rich. Wrong not her birth, she is of royal 
blood. 

Q. Eliz. To save her life. I’ll say — she is not so. 
K. Rich. Her life is safest only in her birth. 

Q. Eliz. And only in that safety died her brothers. 
K. Rich. Lo, at their births good stars were 
opposite. 

Q. Eliz. No, to their lives bad friends were 
contrary. 

K. Rich. Ail unavoided is the doom of destiny. 
Q, Eliz. True, when avoided grace makes 
destiny : 

My babes were destin’d to a fairer death, 

If grace had bless ’d thee with a fairer life. 

K. Rich. You speak, as if that I had skin my 
cousins. 

Q. Eliz. Cousins, indeed ; and by their uncle 
cozen’d 

Of comfort, kingdom, kindred, freedom, life. 
Whose hands soever lanc’d their tender hearts, 

Thy head, all indirectly, gave direction : 

No doubt the murd’rous knife was dull and blunt, 
Till it was whetted on thy stone-hard heart, 

To revel in the entrails of my lambs. 

But that still use of grief makes wild grief tame, 
My tongue should to thy ears not name my boys. 
Till that my nails were anchor’d in thine eyes ; 
And I, in such a desperate bay of death, 

Like a poor bark, of sails and tackling reft, 

Rush all to pieces on thy rocky bosom. 

K. Rich. Madam, so thrive I in my enterprise, 
And dangerous success of bloody wars, 

As I intend more good to you and yours, 

Than ever you or yours by me were harm’d ! 

Q. Eliz. What good is cover’d with the face of 
heaven, 

To he discover’d, that can do me good? 

K. Rich. The advancement of your chiklren, 
gentle lady. 

Q. Eliz. Up to some scaffold, there to lose their 
heads ? 

K. Rich. No,to the dignityand height of fortune, 
The high imperial type of this earth’s glory. 

Q. Eliz. Flatter my sorrows with report of it ; 
Tell me, what state, what dignity, what honour, 
Canst thou demise to any child of mine ? 

K. Rich. Even all I have ; ay, and myself and 
Will 1 withal endow a child of thine; [all, 

So in the Lethe of thy angry soul 
Thou drown the sad remembrance of those wrongs. 
Which, thou supposest, I have done to thee. 

Q. Eliz, Be brief, lest that the process of thy 
kindness 

Last longer telling than thy kindness’ date. 

K. Rich. Theii know, that, from my soul, I love 
thy daughter. 

Q. Eliz. My daughter’s mother thinks it with 

her soul. 

R. Rich. What do you think ? 

Q. Eliz. That thou dost love my daughter, from 
thy soul : 
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KING RICHARD IIL 


ACT xy* 


S05 from tliy soul’s love, didst thou love her bro- 
thers ; 

And, from my heart’s love, I do thank thee for it. 
K, Rich. Be not so hasty to confound my 
meaning ; 

I mean, that with my soul I love thy daughter, 
And do intend to make her queen of England. 

Q. JEHz. Well then, who dost thou mean shall 
be her king ? 

K, Rich. Even he, that makes her queen ; Who 
else should be? 

Q. Eliz, What, thou ? 

K, Rich. Even so : What think you 

of it, madam ? 

Q, EUz. How canst thou woo her? 

K. Rich. That I would learn of you, 

As one being best acquainted with her humour. 

Q. Eliz. And wilt thou learn of me ? 

K. Rich. Madam, with all my heart. 

Q. EUz. Send to her, by the man that slew her 
brothers, 

A pair of bleeding hearts ; thereon engrave, 
Edward, and York ; then, haply, will she weep : 
Therefore present to her, — as sometime Margaret 
Did to thy father, steep’d in Rutland’s blood, — 

A handkerchief ; which, say to her, did drain 
The purple sap from her sweet brother’s body, 
And bid her wipe her weeping eyes withal. 

If this inducement move her not to love, 

Send her a letter of thy noble deeds ; 

Tell her, thou mad’st away her uncle Clarence, 
Her uncle Rivers ; ay, and, for her sake, 

Mad’st quick conveyance with her good aunt Anne. 

K. Rich. You mock me, madam ; this is not 
To win your daughter. [the way 

Q. E'Uz. There is no other way ; 

Unless thou could’st put on some other shape, 

And not be Richard that hath done all this. 

K. Rich. Say, that I did all this for love of her? 
Q. EHz. Nay, then indeed, she cannot choose 
but have thee, 

Having bought love with such a bloody spoil. 

K. Rich. Look, what is done cannot be now 
amended ; 

Men shall deal unadvisedly sometimes, 

Which after-hours give leisure to repent. 

If I did take the kingdom from your sons, 

To make amends, I’ll give it to your daughter. 

If I have kill’d the issue of your womb. 

To quicken your increase, I will beget 
Mine issue of your blood upon your daughter, 

A grandam’s name is little less in love, 

Than is the doating title of a mother; 

They are as children, but one step below. 

Even of your mettle, of your very blood ; 

Of all one pain, — save for a night of groans 
Endur’d of her, for whom you bid like sorrow. 
Your children were vexation to your youth, 

But mine shall be a comfort to your age. 

The loss, you have, is but — a son being king, 

And, by that loss, your daughter is made queen. 

I cannot make you vrhat amends I would, 
Therefore accept such kindness as I can. 

Dorset, your son, that, with a fearful soul, 

Leads discontented steps in foreign soil, 

This fair alliance quickly shall call home 
To high promotions and great dignity : 

The king, that calls your beauteous daughter, — 
Familiarly shall call thy Dorset — ^brother ; [wife. 
Again shaU you be mother to a king, 


And all the ruins of distressful times 
Repair’d with double riches of content. 

What ! we have many goodly days to see : 

The liquid drops of tears that you have shed, 

Shall come again, transform’d to orient pearl • 
Advantaging tlieir loan, with interest ’ 

Of ten-times double gain of liappiness. 

Go, then, my mother, to thy daughter go ; 

Make bold her bashful years wdth your experience; 
Prepare her ears to hear a wooer’s tale ; ’ 

Put in her tender heart the aspiring fl Jne 
Of golden sov’reignty ; acquaint the princess 
With the sw'eet silent hours of marriage joys: 

And when this arm of mine hath chiistised ' 

The petty rebel, dull-brain’d Buckingham, 

Bound with triumphant garlands wilt I come, 

And lead thy dangliter to a conqueror’s bed : 

To whom I will retail my conquest won, 

And she shall be sole victress, Ctesar’s Ceesar, 

Q. EUz. What were I best to say ? her father’s 
brother 

Would be her lord? Or shall I say, her uncle ? 

Or, he that slew her brothers, and her uncles? 
Under w^hat title shall I woo for thee, 

That God, the law, my honour, and her love, 

Can make seem pleasing to her tender years ? 

K. Rich. Infer fair England’s peace by this 
alliance. 

Q. EHz. Which she shall purchase with still 
lasting war. 

K. Rich. Tell her, the king, that may command, 
entreats. 

Q. EUz. That at her hands, which the king’s 
King forbids. 

K. Rich. Say, she shall he a high and mighty 
queen. 

Q. EUz. To wail the title, as her mother doth. 

K. Rich. Say, I will love her everlastingly. 

Q. EUz. But how long shall that title, ever, last ? 

K. Rich. Sweetly in force unto her fair life’s end. 

Q. EUz. But how long fairly shall her sweet 
life last? 

/f. Rich. As long as heaven, and nature, 
lengthens it. 

Q. EUz. As long as hell, and Richard, likes of it. 

K. Rich. Say, I, her sovereign, am her subject 
low. 

Q. EUz. But she, your subject, loaths such 
sov’reignty. 

K. Rich. Be eloquent in my behalf to her. 

Q. EUz. An honest tale speeds best, being 
plainly told. 

E. Rich. Then, in plain terms tell her my loving 
tale. 

Q. EUz. Plain, and not honest, is too harsh a 
style. 

E. Rich. Your reasons are too shallow and too 
quick. 

Q, EUz. O, no, my reasons are too deep and 
dead ; — 

Too deep and dead, poor infants, in tlieir graves. 

E. Rich. Harp not on that string, madam ; that 
is past. 

Q. EUz. Harp on it still shall I, till hear t-srrings 
break. 

E. Rick. Now, by my George, my garter, and 
my crown,' — 

Q, EUz. Profan’d, dishonour’d, and the third 

E, Rich, I swear. ^ _ [usurp’d. 

Q. EUz. By nothing : for this is no oath. 








SCENE IV* 


KING RICHARD III. 


Thy George, profan'M, hath, lost his holy honour • 
Thy garter, hlemishM, pawn’d his knightly virtue; 
Thy cro^m, usurp’d, disgrac’d his kingly glory : 

If something thou wouldst swear to be believ’d 
Swear then by something that thou hast not wrong’d 
K. Rich. Now by the world, — 

% wrongs* 

K. Rich. My father’s death, — 

^iz. Thy life hath that dishonour’d. 

/i . Rich. Then, by myself, 

Thyself is self-mis-us’d. 

E. Rich. Wliy then, by God, 

Q’ Eliz. God’s wrong is most of all. 

If thou had’st fear’d to break an oath by him, 

The unity, the king thy brother made, 

Had not been broken, nor my brother slain. 

If thou had’st fear’d to break an oath by him, 

The imperial metal, circling now thy head, ’ 

Had grac’d the tender temples of my child ; 

And both the princes had been breathing here, 
Which now, two tender bed-fellows for dust, 

Thy broken faith hath made a prey for worms. 

What canst thou swear by now ? 

K. Rich. By the time to come. 

Q. Eliz. That thou hast wronged in the time 
o’erpast ; 

For I myself have many tears to wash 
Hereafter time, for time past, wrong’d by thee. 

The children live, whose parents thou hast 
slaughter’d. 

Ungovern’d youth, to wail it in their age : 

The parents live, whose children thou hast butcher’d. 
Old barren plants, to wail it with their age. 

Swear not by time to come ; for that thou hast 
Mis-us’d ere used, by times ill-us’d o’er past. 

E. Rich. ^ As I intend to prosper, and repent ! 

So thrive I in my dangerous attempt 
Of hostile arins I myself myself confound ! 

Heaven, and fortune, bar me happy hours ! 

Bay, yield me not thy light ; nor, night, thy rest ! 
Be opposite all planets of good luck 
To my proceeding, if, with pure heart’s love, 
Immaculate devotion, holy thoughts, 

I tender not thy beauteous princely daughter ! 

In her consists my happiness, and thine ; 

Without her, follows to myself, and thee, 

Herself, the land, and many a Christian soul, 

Death, desolation, ruin, and decay ; 

It cannot be avoided, but by this ; 

It will not be avoided, but by this. 

Therefore, dear mother, (I must call you so.) 

Be the attorney of my love to her. 

Read what I will be, not what I have been ; 

Not my deserts, but what I will deserve : 

Urge the necessity and state of times, 

And be not peevish found in great designs. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I be tempted of the devil thus ? 

E. Rich. Ay, if the devil tempt thee to do good. 

Q. Eliz. ShaU I forget myself, to be myself? 

E. Rich. Aj, if your self’s remembrance wrong ' 
yourself. 

I Q. Eliz. But thou didst kill my children. 

E. Rich. But in your daughter’s womb I hurv 
! them: ^ 

! ^^here, in that nest of spicery, they shall breed 
Selves of themselves to your recomforture.. 

Q. Eliz. Shall I go win my daughter to thy will ? 1 

E. Rich. And be a happy mother by the deed. 

Q. Eliz. I go. — ^Write to me very shortly, 

And you shall understand from me her mind. 


1 E. Rich Bear her my true love’s kiss, and so 
; ^ farewell, [Kissing her. Kj:ii Q. Elizabetk. 

Relenting fool, and shallow changing — woman ! 
How now ? what news ? 

Catesbv following. 

► sovereign, on the western 

Rideth a puissant navy ; to the shore fcoast 
i hrong many doubtful hollow-hearted friends 
Unarm’d, and unresolv’d to beat them back • ’ 

Tis thought, that Richmond is their admiral' * 

And there they hull, expecting but the aid 
Of Buckingham to welcome them ashore. 

E. Rich. Some light-foot friend post to the duke 
of Norfolk : — 

Ratcliff, thyself,— or Catesby ; where is he ? 

Cate. Here, my good lord. 

1 . Catesby, fly to the duke. 

I win, my lord, with all convenient haste. 
K. Rich. Ratcliff, come hither: Post to Salis- 
bury; 

When thou com’st thither,— Dull unmindful villain, 

-TTTr , f .1 , Catesby. 

Why stay St thou here, and go’st not to the duke? 
Cate. First, mighty liege, tell me your highness’ 
pleasure, 

What from your grace I shall deliver to him. 

E. Rich. O, true, good Catesby Bid him levy 
straight ^ 

The greatest strength and power he can make, 

And meet me suddenly at Salisbury. 

(^te. I g o. [ 

Rat. What, may it please you, shall I do at 
Salisbury ? 

E. Rich. Why, what wouJd’st thou do there, 
before I go ? 

Rat. Your highness told me, I should post before. 
Enter Stanley. 

K. Rich. My mind is chang’d— Stanley, what 
news with you? 

Sian. None good, my liege, to please you with 
the hearing ; 

Nor none so bad, but well may be reported. 

E. Rich. Heyday, a riddle ! neither good nor bad ! 
"What need’st thou run so many miles about, 

W hen. thou may’st tell thy tale the nearest way ? 
Once more, what news ? 

^ Richmond is on the seas. 

E. Rich. There let him sink, and he the seas on 
him I 

White-liver’d runagate, what doth he there ? 

Stan. 1 know not, mighty sovereign, but by 
E . Rich. Well, as you guess ? [guess. 

Stan. Stirr’d up by Dorset, Buckingham, and 
Morton, 

He makes for England, here to claim the crown. 

E. Rich. Is the chair empty ? Is the sword un- 
sway’d? 

Is the king dead ? the empire unpossess’d ? 

What heir of York is there alive, but we ? 

And who is England’s king, but great York’s heir ? 
Then, tell me, what makes he upon the seas ? 

Stan. Unless for that, my liege, I cannot guess. 

E. Rich. Unless for that he comes to be your 
liege, 

You cannot guess wherefore the Welshman comes. 
Thou -wilt revolt, and fly to him, I fear. 

Stan. No, mighty liege, therefore mistrust me 
not [back? 

E. Rich. Where is thy power then, to beat him 
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KINO RICHARD 111, 


Wliere be tliy tenants, and thy followers ? But this good comfort bring I to 3? 

Are they not now upon the western shore, The Bretagne navy is dispers’d by 

Safe- conducting the rebels from their ships ? Richmond, in Dorsetshire, sent 01 

Sian. No, my good lord, my friends are in the Unto the shore, to ask those on tt 

north. If tiiey were his assistants, yea, or 

K. Mich. Cold friends to me : ^\niat do they in Who answer’d him, they came froi 
the north, Hppn his party : lie, mistrusting t 

When they should serve their sovereign in the west ? Hois’d sail, and made his course aga 
Sian. They have not been commanded^ mighty K. Rich. March on, march on, 
Pleaseth your majesty to give me leave, [king : ^ in arms ; 

I’ll muster up my friends ; and meet your grace, If not to fight with foreign enemiei 

Where, and what time, your majesty shall please. Yet to beat down these rebels here 

K. Rich. Ay, ay, thou wouldst be gone to join 
with Richmond : 

I will not trust you, sir. 

Sian. Most mighty sovereign. 

You have no cause to hold my friendship doubtful; 

I never -was, nor never will he false. 

K. Rich. Well, go, muster men. But, hear you, 
leave behind 

Your son, George Stanley ; look your heart be firm, 

Or else his head’s assurance is but frail. 

Sian. So deal with him, as I prove true to you. 

lExii STANjLEY. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. My gracious sovereip, now in Devon- 
As I by friends am well advertised, [shire, 

Sir Edward Courtney, and the haughty prelate, 

Bishop of Exeter, his elder brother, 

With many more confederates, are in arms. 

Enter another Messenger. 

2 Mess. In Kent, my liege, the Gnilfords are in 

And every hour more competitors [arms ; 

Block to the rebels, and their power grows strong. 

Enter another Messenger. 

3 Mess. My lord, the army of great Bucking- 


SCENE V, 


SCENE 

EnUr the Sheriff a^ul Guard, with BocKiNGiaM, led to Do through the clouds behold this present horn: 

execution. Even for revenge mock my destruction ! — 

Buck. Will not king Richard let me speak with This is All- Souls’ day, fellows, is it not 1 
Mm ? Sher. It is, my lord. 

Sher. No, my good lord : therefore be patient. Buck. Why, then All-Souls^ day is my bod 
Buck. Hastings and Edward’s children, Rivers, doomsday. 

Grey, This is the day, which, in king Edward’s time. 

Holy king Henry, and thy fair son Edw^ard, 1 wish’d might fall on me, when I was found 

Yaughan, and all that have miscarried False to his children, or his wife’s allies : 




KING RICHARD HI 


This is the da}^, wherein I wish'd to fall 


/f. Rich. Wliy? 0^1* battalia trebles that acc 
Besides, the king s name is a tower of streng 
Which they upon the adverse faction want. ^ 
Up with the tent. — Come, noble gentlemen, 
Let us survey the vantage of the ground 
Call for some men of sound direction : — 
Let's want no discipline, make no delay : 
For, lords, to- 


By the false faith of him whom most I trusted • 
This, this All-Souls' day to my fearful soul, 

Is the determin’d respite of my wrongs. 

That high All- seer which I dallied wfth. 

Hath turned my feigned prayer on my head, 

And given m earnest what I begg'd in jest. 

Thus doth he force the swords of wicked men 
To turn their own points on their masters' bosoms ; 

Thus Margaret’s curse falls heavy on my neck ' 

When he, quoth she, shall split thy heart with 
sorrow. 

Remember Margaret was a prophetess. 

Come, sirs, convey me to the block of shame ; 
Wrong hath but wrong, and blame the due of blame. 

[jE'.rrwwi Buckingham, 4-c. 


lExeunt. 
Sir Wiu- 

, Oxford, and other Lords. Some of the 
IrcHMOND's tent. 

weary sun hath made a golden set, 
%ht track of liis hery car, 

Gives token of a goodly day to-morrow. — 

Sir William Brandon, you shall bear my standard. — 
Give me some ink and paper in my tent ; — 
ru draw the form and model of our battle, 

Limit each leader to his several charge, 

r A ‘ 11 power. 

lord of Oxford,— you, sir William Brandon,— 
alter Herbert, stay with me : 
r''”' " ^ his regiment ; — 

Good captain Blunt, bear my good night to him. 
And by the second hour in the morning 
Desire the earl to see me in my tent 
Yet one thing more, good captain, do for me ; 
Where is lord Stanley quarter'd, do you know ? 

Blunt. Unless I have mista'en his colours much, 
(Which, well I am assur’d, I have not done A ’ i 


SCENE II, 


■Plain near Tamworth, 

Enter, imth drum mid colours, Richmond, Oxford, Sir 
James Blunt, Sir Walter Herbert, and others, \oith 
Forces, marching. 

Fellows in arms, and my most loving 


And part in just proportion our smafl 
My] ■■ ^ ’ - - 

And ^ 

The earl ot Pembroke keeps his 


friends, 

Bruis'd underneath the yoke of tyranny, 
Thus far into the bowels of the land 
Have we march’d on without impediment ; 
And here receive we from our father Stanley 
Lines of fair comfort and encouragement. 
The wretched, bloody, and usurping boar, 
Thatspoil’d your summer fields, and fruitful 
Swills your warm blood like wash, and mak- 
trough 

In your emboweli'd bosoms, this foul swine 
Lies now even in the centre of this isle. 

Near to the town of Leicester, as we learn : 


From Tamworth thither is hut one day's march. 

In God’s name, cheerly on, courageous friends, 

To reap the harvest of perpetual peace 
By this one bloody trial of sharp war. 

Oaif. Every man's conscience is a thousand 
To fight against that bloody homicide. [swords, 
Berh. I doubt not, but his friends will turn to us. 
Blunt. He hath no friends, but who are friends 
for fear ; 

Which, in his dearest need, will fiy from him. 
Richm. AU for our vantage. Then, in God's 


SCENE III.— Bosworth Field. 

King Richard and Forces,- the Duke of Nor- 
folk, Earl of Surrey, and others. 

Rich. Here pitch our tents, even here in 


Enter 


Bosworth field. — 

My lord of Surrey, why look you so sad 
Sur. My heart is ten times lighter than my looks. 

/jT. Mich. My lord of Norfolk,. 

■Nor. ^ Here, most gracious liege. 

K. Rich. Norfolk, we must have knocks ; Ha I 
must we not ? [lord. 

N or. W'e must both give and take, my loving 
K. Rich. Up with my tent : Here will I lie to- 
night ; 

iSoldiers begin to set up the King’s tent. 
but where, to-morrow.^ — ^XVeil, all’s one for that.— 
Who hath descried the number of the traitors ? 

N or. Six or seven thousand is their utmost power. 




K. Rkh. RatcHff,- 
Rat. My lord ? 

K.. Rich. Sen 
To Stanley's regiment 
Before sun-risi 
Into the blind 
Fill me a bowl of wine. 

Saddle white Surrey for the field to- 


out a pursuivant at arms 
bid him bring his power 
is son George fall 
cave of eternal light. — 

V.* Give me a watch : — 

{To Catesby^ 
•morrow.- — 
my staves be sound, and not too heavy- 


Look that 
Ratcliff, — 



KING RICHARD HI. 


ACT V. 


Rat, My lord ? 

K. Rich„ Saw’st thou the melancholy lord Nor- 
thumberland ? 

Rat,.. Thomas the earl of Surrey, and himself, 
Much about cock-shut time, from troop to troop, 
Went through the army cheering up the soldiers. 

K. Rich, I am satisfied. Give me a bowl of 
I have not that alacrity of spirit, [wine : 

Nor cheer of mind that I was wont to have. 

So, set it down. — Is ink and paper ready ? 

Rat. It is, my lord. 

K, Rich. Bid my guard watch ; leave me. 

About the mid of night, come to my tent, 

And help to arm me. — Leave me, I say. 

[King Richard into his tent. Exeunt 

R'Itcmff mid Catksry. 

Richmonds tent oinns, and discovers him and his 
Officers, <5 c. 

Eniet Stanlky 

Stan. Fortune and victory sit on thy helm I 
Richm, All comfort that the dark night can 
Be to thy person, noble father-in-law ! [afford 
Tell me how fares our loving mother ? 

Sian. I, by attorney, bless thee from thy mother, 
Who prays continually for Richmond’s good : 

So much for that.^ — The silent hours steal on, 

And flaky darkness breaks within the east. 

In brief, for so the season bids us he, 

Frepare thy battle early in the morning ; 

And put thy fortune to the arbitreraent 
Of bloody strokes, and mortal-staring war, 

I, as I may, (that which I would, I cannot,) 

With best advantage will deceive the time. 

And aid thee in this doubtful shock of arms ; 

But on thy side 1 may not be too forward, 

Lest, being seen, thy brother tender George 
Be executed in his father’s sight. 

Farewell : The leisure and the fearful time 
Cuts off the ceremonious vows of love, 

And ample interchange of sweet discourse, 

Which so long sunder’d friends should dwell upon ; 
God give us leisure for these rites of love ! 

Once more, adieu : — be valiant, and speed well ! 

Richm. Good lords, conduct him to his regiment : 
I’ll strive, with troubled thoughts, to take a nap ; 
Lest leaden slumber peise me down to-morrow, 
When I should mount with wings of victory: 

Once mere, good night, kind lords and gentlemen. 

Lords, «§•<?., Stanlisy. 
O Thou I wdiose captain I account myself, 

Look on my forces with a gracious eye ; 

Put in their hands thy bruising irons of wrath, 

That they may crush down with a heavy fall 
The usurping helmets of our adversaries ! 

Make us thy ministers of chastisement, 

That we may praise thee in thy victory ! 

To thee I do commend my watchful soul, 

Ere I let fall the windows of mine eyes ; 

Sleeping, and waking, O, defend me still ! iSlceps, 

The Ghost of Princk IIiawRy, son lo Hknry the Sixth, 
rises hetween the two tents. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ! 

[To King Richard. 

Think, how thou stabb’dst me in my prime of | 
youth i 

At Tewksbury ; Despair therefore, and die ! — 

Be cheerful, Richmond ; for the wronged souls 
Of Imtcher’d princes fight in thy behalf : i 

King Henry’s issue, Richmond, comforts thee, j 


The Ghost o/^King IIknbv thg Sikth rim. 
Ghost. When I was mortal, my anointed body 

T, 1 Kivg Richard. 

By thee was punched full of deadly holes : 

Think on the Tower and me ; Despair, and die • 
Harry the Sixth bids thee despair, and die.— ’ 
Virtuous and holy, be thou conqueror ! ' 

Tjr , , . , , Richmond. 

Harry, that prophesied thou should’st be kino-, 
Doth comfort thee in thy sleep ; Live, and flourish ! 
The Ghost 0/ Clarence rises. 

Ghost. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow ' 
ITo King Richard. 

I, that was wash’d to death with fulsome wine, 
Poor Clarence, by thy guile betray’d to death ! 
To-morrow in the battle think on'me, 

And fall thy eclgeless sword ; Despair, and die !— 
Thou offspring of tlie house of Lancaster, 

iTo Richmond. 

The wronged heirs of York do pray for thee ; 

Good angels guard thy battle I Live, and flourish ! 
The Ghosts o/R.ivers, Grey, and Vaughan, rise. 
Riv. Let me sit heavy on thy soul to-morrow, 

[2'o King Richard. 

Rivers, that died at Pomfret ! Despair, and die ! 
Grei/. Think upon Grey, and let thy soul de- 
spair ! [To King Richard. 

Vangh. Think upon Vaughan ; and, with guilty 
Let fall thy lance ! Despair, and die !— [feaiy 

ITo King Richard. 

.rill. Awake ! and think, our wrongs in Richard’s 
bosom iTo Richmond. 

Will concpier him awake, and win the day ! 

The Ghost o./' H astings Q‘im. 

Ghost. Bloody and guilty, guiltily awake, 

[To ILng Richard. 

And in a bloody battle end thy days ! 

Think on lord Hastings ; and despair, and die! — 
Quiet untroubled soul, awake, awake ! 

[To Richmond. 

Arm, fight, and conquer, for fair England’s sake ! 
The Ghosts of the two young Princes rise. 

Ghosts. Dream on thy cousins smother’d in the 
Tower, 

Let us be lead within thy bosom, Richard, 

And weigh thee down to ruin, shame, and death ! 
Thy nephews’ souls bid thee despair, and die. — 
Sleep, Richmond, sleep in peace, and wake in joy ; 
Good angels guard thee from the boar’s annoy ! 
Live, and beget a happy race of kings ! 

Edward’s unhappy sons do bid thee flourish. 

T/ic Ghost 0 / Q,ueen Anne ru'a. 

Ghost, Richard, thy wife, that wretched Anne 
That never slept a quiet hour with thee, [thy wife, 
Now fills thy sleep with perturbations : 

To-morrow in the battle think on me. 

And fall thy edgeless sword ; Despair, and die ! — 
Thou, quiet soul, sleep thou a quiet sleep ; 

[.To Richmond. 

Dream of success and happy victory ; 

Thy adversary’s wife doth pray for thee. 

The Ghost o/BuciciNGHAMrw;.?. 

Ghost.. The first vpas I, that help’d thee to the 
crown; [Td King Richard. 

The last was I that felt thy tyranny ; 

O, in the battle think on Buckingham, 

And die in terror of thy guiltiness ! 

Dream on, dream on, of bloody deeds and death ; 
Fainting, despair ; despairing, yield thy breath !— , 

J 
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SCENE III. ^ KING RICHARD III. 47S | 

I died for hope, ere I could lend thee aid : 

[To Richmond. 

But cheer tliy heart, and he thou not dismay’d : 
God, and good angels, fight on Richmond’s side ; 
And Bichard falls in height of all his pride. 

IThe Ghosts vanish. King Richard starts out 
of Ms dream. 

K. Mich. Give me another horse, — ^hind up my 
■wounds, — 

Have mercy, Jesu [—Soft ; I did but dream. — 

0 coward conscience, how dost thou afflict me ! — 
The lights burn blue. — It is now dead midnight. 
Cold fearful drops stand on my trembling flesh. 
What do I fear ? myself ? there’s none else by ; 
Richard loves Richard ; that is, I am I. 

Is there a murderer here ? No ; — Yes ; I am : 

Then fly, — What, from myself ? Great reason : 

* Why ? 

Lest I revenge. What ? Myself on myself ? 

1 love myself. Wherefore ? for any good, 

That I myself have done unto myself ? 

0, no ; alas, I rather hate myself, 

For hateful deeds committed by myself. 

I am a villain : yet I lie, I am not. 

Fool, of thyself speak well : — Fool, do not flatter. 
My conscience hath a thousand several tongues, 
And every tongue brings in a several tale, 

And every tale condemns me for a villain. 

Perjury, perjury, in the high’st degree. 

Murder, stem murder, in the dir’st degree ; 

All several sins, all us’d in each degree, 

Throng to the bar, crying all, — Guilty ! guilty ! 

I shall despair — There is no creature loves me ; 
And, if I die, no soul will pity me :■ — 

Nay, wherefore should they ? since that I myself 
Find in myself no pity to myself. 

Methouglit, the souls of all that I had murder’d 
Came to my tent ; and every one did threat 
To-morrow^s vengeance on the head of Richard. 
Enter Ratcliff. 

Eat, My lord,^ — - 
K. Rich, Who’s there ? 

Rat. Ratcliff, my lord; ’tis I. The early 
village cock 

Hath twice done salutation to the morn ; 

Your friends are up, and buckle on their armour. 

K. Rich. 0, Ratcliff, I have dream’d a fearful 
dream ! — . 

What thinkest thou, will our friends prove all true ? 
Rat. No doubt, my lord. 

K. Rich, Ratcliff, I fear, I fear, — ' 

Rat. Nay, good my lord, be not afraid of shadows. ! 
K. Rich, By the apostle Paul, shadows to-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard, 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers, 
Armed in proof, and led by shallow Richmond. 

It is not yet near day. Come, go with me ; 

Under our tents, ITl play the eaves-dropper, 

To hear if any mean to shrink from me. 

King Richard and Ratcliff. 
Richmond loaJces. Enter Oxford and others. 

Lords. Good morrow, Richmond. 

Richm. ’Cry mercy, lords, and watchful gentle- 
That you have ta’en a tardy sluggard here, [men, 
Lords, How have you slept, my lord ? 

Richm. The sweetest sleep, and fairest-boding 
That ever enter’d in a drowsy head, [dreams, 

Have I since your departure had, my lords. 
Methought, their souls, whose bodies Richard 
murder’d, 

Came to my tent, and cried — On ! victory ! 

I promise you, my heart is very jocund 

In the remembrance of so fair a dream. 

How far into the morning is it, lords ? 

Lords. Upon the stroke of four. 

Richm. Why, then ’tis time to arm, and give 
direction, — C-ffe advances to the troops. 

More than I have said, loving countrymen, 

The leisure and enforcement of the time 

Forbids to dwell on : Yet remember this, — 

God, and our good cause, fight upon our side ; 

The prayers of holy saints, and wTonged souls, 

Like high-rear’d bulwarks, stand before our faces ; 
Richard except, those, whom we fight against, 

Had rather have us win, than him they follow. 

For what is he they follow ? truly, gentlemen, 

A bloody tyrant, and a homicide ; 

One rais’d in blood, and one in blood establish’d ; 
One that made means to come by what he hath, 

And slaughter’d those that were the means to help 

A base foul stone, made precious by the foil [him ; 
Of England’s chair, where he is falsely set ; 

One that hath ever been God’s enemy ; 

Then if you fight against God’s enemy, 

God will, in justice, ward you as his soldiers ; 

If you do sweat to put a tyrant down, 

You sleep in peace, the tyrant being slain ; 

If you do fight against your country’s foes, 

Your country’s fat shall pay your pains the hire ; 

If you do fight in safeguard of your wives, 

Your wives shall welcome home the conquerors ; 

If you do free your children from the sword, 

Your children’s children quit it in your age. 

Then, in the name of God, and all these rights, 
Advance your standards, draw your willing swords : 
For me, the ransom of my bold attempt 

Shall be this cold corpse on the earth’s cold face ; 
But if I thrive, the gain of my attempt 

The least of you shall share his part thereof. 

Sound, drums and trumpets, boldly and cheerfully ; 
God, and Saint George I Richmond and victory 1 

Ee-enterKim Richard, Ratcliff, Attendants, a?id Forces. 
K. Rich. What said Northumberland, as touch- 
ing Richmond ? 

Rat. That he was never trained up in arms. 

K, Rich. He said the truth : and what said Surrey 
then? 

Rat. He smil’d and said, thebetter for our purpose. 

K. Rich. He was i’ the right; and so, indeed, it is. 

1 iCIock strikes. 

i Tell the clock there.— Give me a calendar. — 
i Who saw the sun to-day ? 

Rat. Not I, my lord. 

K. Rich. Then he disdains to shine ; for, by the 
book, 

He should have brav’d the east an hour ago : 

A black day will it be to somebody. — 

Ratcliff. — 

Rat. My lord ? 

K. Rich, The sun will not be seen to-day ; 

The sky doth frown and lour upon our army. 

I would, these dewy tears were from the ground. 

Not shine to-day 1 Why, what is that to me, 

More than to Richmond .? for the self-same heaven, 
That frowns on me, looks sadly upon him. 

Enter BtouFOLK. 

Nor. Arm, arm, my lord ; the foe vaunts in the 
fleid. 
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ACT V 


SCENE IV .—Another Part of the Field. 

Alarum : Excursions. Enter Norfolk, and Forces to 
him CAi'iksBY, 

Cate. Rescue, my lord of Norfolk, rescue, rescue ! 
The king enacts more wonders than a man, 

Dating an opposite to every danger ; 

His horse is slain, and all on foot he fights, 
Seeking for Richmond in the throat of death : 
Rescue, fair lord, or else the day is lost ! 

Alarum. Enter King IIichard. 

K. Rich. A horse ! a horse ! my kingdom for a 

ny lord, rUhelp you to a horse. 

a cast, 


John duke of Norfolk, Thomas earl of Surrey, 

Shall have the leading of this foot and horse. 

They thus directed, we ourself will follow 

In the main battle ; whose puissance on either side 

Shall be well winged with our chiefest horse. 

This, and Saint George to boot ! — What think’st 
thou, Norfolk? 

Nor. A good direction, warlike sovereign. 

This found I on my tent this morning. 

{Giving a scrowl. 

K. Rich. Jochy of Norfolk, he not too bold, {Reads. 
For Dickon thy master is bought and sold. 
A thing devised by the enemy. — ^ 

Go, gentlemen, every man nnto his charge : 

Let not our babbling dreams affright our souls ; 
Conscience is but a word that cowards use, 

Devis'd at first to keep the strong in awe ; 

Our strong arms be our conscience, swords our law. 
March on, join bravely, let us to’t pell-mell ; 

If not to heaven, then hand in hand to hell. — 
What shall I say more than I have inferr’d.^ 
Remember whom you are to cope withal ; — 

A sort of vagabonds, rascals, and run-aways, 

A scum of Bretagnes, and base lackey peasants, 
Whom their o'er- cloy'd country vomits forth 
To desperate ventures and assur’d destruction. 

You sleeping safe, they bring you to unrest ; 

You having lands, and bless’d with beauteous wives, 
They would restrain the one, distain the other. 
And who doth lead them, but a paltry fellow, 

Long kept in Bretagne at our mother’s cost? 

A milk-sop, one that never in his life 
Felt so much cold as over shoes in snow ? 

Let’s whip these stragglers o’ersthe seas again ; 
Lash hence these over-weening rags of France, 
These famish’d beggars, weary of their lives ; 

Who, but for dreaming on. this fond exploit, 

For want of means, poor rats, hadhang’d themselves : 
If we be conquer’d, let men conquer us, 

And not these bastard Bretagnes, whom our fathers 
Have in their own land beaten, bobb’d, and thump’d, 
And, on record, left them the heirs of shame. 

Shall these enjoy our lands ? lie with our wives ? 
Ravish our daughters? — Hark, I hear their drum. 

{Brum afar of. 

Fight, gentlemen of England ! fight, bold yeomen ! 
Draw, archers, draw your arrows to the head ! 
Spur your proud horses hard, and ride in blood ; 
Amaze the welkin with your broken staves ! — 

Enter a Messenger. 

MTiat says lord Stanley? will he bring his power? 
Mess. My lord, he doth deny to come. 

K. Rich. Off instantly wnth his son George’s head. 
Nor, My lord, the enemy is pass'd the marsh ; 
After the battle let George Stanley die. 

K. Rich. A thousand hearts are great within my 
bosom : 

Advance our standards, set upon our foes ; 

Our ancient word of courage, fair Saint George, 
Inspire us with the spleen of fiery dragons ! 

Upon them 1 Victory sits on our helms. {Exeunt 


Cate. Withdraw, 11 ^ 

K. Rich. Slave, I have set my life upon i 
And I will stand the hazard of the die : 

I think, there be six Richmonds in the field 
Five have I slain to-day, instead of him : — 

A horse ! a horse 1 my kingdom for a horse ! 

{Exeunt. 

Alarums. Enter Kixg IlrcHARD and Richmond; and 
exeunt, fighting. Retreat, and fiourish. Then enter 
IlrcHMONi), Stanlky hearing the crown, with divers 
other Lords, and Forces. 

Richm. God, and your arms, be prais’d, victo- 
I’ious friends ; 

The day is onrs, the bloody dog is dead. 

Stan. Courageous Richmond, well hast thou 
acquit tliee ! 

Lo, here, this long-usurped royalty. 

From the dead temples of this bloody wretch 
Have 1 pluck’d off, to grace thy brows withal ; 
Wear it, enjoy it, and make much of it. 

Richm. Great God of heaven, say, amen, to 
all!— 

But, tell me first, is young George Stanley living ? 

Stan. He is, my lord, and safe in Leicester town ; 
Whither, if it please you, we may now withdraw us. 
Richm. What men of name are slain on either 
side 

Stan. John duke of Norfolk, Walter lord Ferrers, 
Sir Robert Brakenbury, and sir Y^^’illiam Brandon. 

Riohm. Inter their bodies as becomes their births. 
Proclaim a pardon to the soldiers ffed, 

That in submission will return to us ; 

And then, as we have ta’en the sacrament, 

We will unite the white rose with the red : — 

Smile heaven upon this fair conjunction. 

That long hath frown’d upon their enmity !— 
What traitor hears me, and says not, — amen ? 
England hath long been mad, and scarr’d herself; 
The brother blindly shed the brother’s blood, 

The father rashly slaughter’d his own son,^ 

The son, cornpell’d, been butcher to the sire ; 

All this divided York and Lancaster, 

Divided, in their dire division. — 

O, now let Richmond and Elizabeth, 

The true succeeders of each royal house, 

By God’s fair ordinance conjoin together ! 

And let their heirs, (God, if thy will be so,) 
Enrich the time to come with smooth-fac’d peace, 
With smiling plenty, and fair prosperous days 1 
Abate the edge of traitors, gracious Lord, 

That would reduce these bloody days again. 

And make poor England weep in streams of blood. . 
Let them not live to taste this land’s increase, 

That would with treason wo and this faiiTand’s peace. 

Now civil wounds are stopp’d, peace lives again ; 
That she may long live here, God say ^Amen . 


KING HENEY VIII. 


K/ng Henry the Eighth. 

Cardinal Wolsey. 

Cardinal Cabipeius. 

Capucius, Ambassador from the Em.perbr, Charles V. 
Cranmer, Arclihishop of Canterbury/. 

Duke of Norfolk. 

Duke of Buckingham. 

Duke of Suffolk. 

Earl of Surrey. 

Lord Gliamberlain. 

Lord Chancellor. 

Ctardiner, Dw/iop of Winchester. 

Bishop of Lincoln. 

Lord Arergavenny. 

Lord Sands. 

Sib Henry Guildford. 

Sir Thomas Lovell. 

Sir Anthony Denny. 

Sir Nicholas Vaux. 

Secretaries to Wolsey. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Cromwell, Servant to Wolsey, 

Griffith, Gentleman-JJsher to Queen KATHiiRiNS. 
Three other Gentlemen. 

Doctor Butts, Physician to the King. 

Garter, King at Arms. 

Surveyor to the Duke of Buckingham. 

Brandon, and a Sergeant at Arms. 

Door-keeper of the CoiinciPChamher. 

Porter, and Ms Man. 

Page to Gardiner. 

A Crier. 

Queen Katharine, Wife to King Henry, afterwards 
mvorced. 

Anne Bullen, her Maid of Honour , afterwards Queen. 
An Old Lady, Friend to Anne Bullen. 

Patience, iroman to Queen Katharine. 

Several Lords and Ladies in the Dumb Shows / Women 
attending upon the Queen; Spirits which appear to 
her; Scribes, Officers, Guards, nweZ et/icr Attendants. 


SCENE, Chiefly in London and Westminster ; once at Kimbolton, 


PROLOGUE. 


I come no more to make you laugh ; things now, 
That bear a weighty and a serious brow, 

Sad, high, and working, full of state and woe, 

Such noble scenes as draw the eye to flow, 

We now present. Those that can pity, here 
May, if, they think it well, let fall a tear ; 

The subject will deserve it. Such, as give 
Their money out of hope they may believe. 

May here find truth too. Those, that come to see 
Only a show or two, and so agree, 

The play may pass ; if they be still, and willing, 
ril undertake, may see away their shilling 
Richly in two short hours. Only they, 

That come to hear a merry, bawdy play, 

A noise of targets ,* or to see a fellow 
In a long motley coat, guarded with yellow, 


Will be deceiv’d ; for, gentle hearers, know, 

To rank our chosen truth with such a show 
As fool and fight is, beside forfeiting 
Our own brains, and the opinion that we bring, 
(To make that only tirue we now intend,) 

Will leave us never ah understanding friend. 
Therefore, for goodness’ sake, and, as you are known 
The first and happiest hearers of the town, 

Be sad, as we would make you : Think, ye see 
The very persons of our noble story, 

As they were living ; think, you see them great, 
And follow’d with the general throng, and sweat, 
Of thousand friends ; then, in a monaent, see 
Plow soon this mightiness meets misery ! 

And, if you can be merry then, I’ll say, 

A man may weep upon his wedding day. 


ACT 1 . 


SCENE I. — London. Jn Ante-cJiamher in the 
Palace. 

Enter the jyuKB OF Norfolk, one door ; at the oth/er, 
the Duke op Buckingham, and the Lord Aberga- 
venny. 

JSuck. Good morrow, and well met. Plow have 
you done, 

Since last we saw in France ? 

Wor. I thank your grace : 

UealtliM ; and ever since a fresh admirer 
Of what I saw there. 

An untimely ague 


Stay’d me a prisoner in my chamber, when 
Those suns of glory, those two lights of men, 

Met in the vale of Arde. 

r^or, , ’Twkt Guynes and Arde : 

I was then present, saw them salute on horseback ; 
Beheld them, when they lighted, how they clung 
In their embracement, as they grew together ; 
Which had they, what four thron’d ones could 
have weigh’d 
Such a compounded one ? 

Buck. All the whole time 

I was my chamber’s prisoner. 
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JSfor. Then you lost 

The view of earthly glory : Men might say, 

Till this time, pomp was single ; but now married 
To one above itself. Each following day 

Became the next day^s master, till the last 

Made former wonders it’s ; To-day, the French, 

All clinquant, all in gold, like heathen gods, 

Shone down the English ; and, to-morrow, they 
Made Britain, India : every man, that stood, 
Show’d like a mine. Their dwarfish pages were 

As clierubins, all gilt : the madams too. 

Not us’d to toil, did almost sweat to bear 

The pride upon them, that their very labour 

Was to them as a painting : Now this mask 

Was cried incomparable ; and the ensuing night 
Made it a fool, and beggar. The two kings, 

Equal in lustre, were now best, now worst, 

As presence did present them ; him in eye 

Still him in praise : and, being present both, 

’Twas said, they saw hut one ; and no discerner 
Burst wag his tongue in censure. When these snns 
(For so they phrase them,) by their heralds chal- 
leng’d 

The noble spirits to arms, they did perform 

Beyond thought’s compass : that former fabulous 
story, 

Being now seen possible enough, got credit, 

That Bevis was believ’d. 

Biick, 0, you go far. 

Nor. As I belong to worship, and affect 

In honour honesty, the tract of every thing 

Would by a good disconrser lose some life, 

Which action’s self was tongue to. All was royal ; 
To the disposing of it nought rebell’d, 

Order gave each thing view ; the office did 
Distinctly his full function. 

Buck. Who did guide, 

J mean, who sot the body and the limbs 

Of this great sport together, as you guess ? 

iVon One, certes, that promises no element 

In such a business. 

Buck. I pray yon, who, my lord? 

Nor. All this was order’d by the good discretion 
Of the right reverend cardinal of York. 

Buck. The devil speed him 1 no man’s pie is 
From his ambitions -finger. Wliat had he [free’d 
To do in these fierce vanities ? I wonder, 

That such a keech, can with his very bulk 

Take up the rays o’ the beneficial sun, 

And keep it from the earth. 

Nor. Surely, sir, 

There’s in him stuff that puts him to these ends : 
IMr, being not propp’d by ancestry, (whose grace 
Chalks successors their way,) nor call’d upon 

For high feats done to the crown ; neither allied 

To eminent assistants, but, spider-like, 

Out of his self-drawing web, he gives us note, 

The force of his own merit makes his way ; 

A gift that heaven gives for him, which buys 

A place next to the king. 

Aher, I cannot tell 

What heaven hath given him, let some graver eye 
Pierce into that; but I can see his pride 

Peep through each part of him : Whence has he 
If not from hell, the devil is a niggard ; [that ? 

Or has given all before, and he begins 

A new hell in himself. 

Buck. Why the devil, 

Upon this French going-out, took he upon him, 
Without the privity o’ the king, to appoint 

Who should attend on him ? He makes nn the file 
Of aU the gentry ; for the most part such^ 

Too, whom as great a charge as little honour 

He meant to lay upon : and his own letter 

The honourable board of council out ^ 

Must fetch him, in the papers. 

Aber. | do 

Kinsmen of mine, three at the least, that have 

By this so sicken’d their estates, that never 

They shall abound as formerly. 

Buck. 0, many 

Have broke their backs with laying manors on them 
For this great journey. What did this vanity, " 

But minister communication of : ^ 

A most poor issue ? 

No7\ Grievingly I think, 

The peace between the French and us not values 

The cost that did conclude it. 

Buck. Every man, 

After the liideous storm that follow’d, was 

A thing inspir’d ; and, not consulting, broke 

Into a general prophecy, — That this tempest, 
Dashing the garment of this peace, aboded 

The sudden breach on’t. 

Nor. Which is budded out ; 

For France hath flaw’d the league, and hath attach’d 
Our merchants’ goods at Bordeaux. 

Is it therefore 

The ambassador is silenc’d 1 

Nor. Marry, is’fc 

Aher. A proper title of a peace ; and purchas’d 

At a superfluous rate ! 

B7uk. Why, all this business 

Our reverend cardinal carried. 

Nor. ’Like it your grace, 

The state takes notice of the private difference 
Betwixt you and the cardinal. I advise you, 

(And take it from a heart that wishes towards you 
Honour and plenteous safety,) that you read 

The cardinal’s malice and his potency 

Together : to consider further, that 

What his high hatred would eifect, wants not 

A minister in his powder : You know his nature, 

That he’s revengeful ; and I know, his sword 

Hath a sharp edge : it’s long, and, it may he said, 

It reaches far ; and where ’twill not extend, 

Thither he darts it. Bosom up my counsel, 

You’ll find it wholesome. Lo, where comes that 
That I advise yonr shunning. [rock, 

Ca-rbtnai. WoLSKY, (the purse hoi'ne before Mm.} 

certain of the Guard, aral Two Secretaries icith papers. 

The CAuniNAL in his passage ftxeth Ms eye on Bvcumh 

HAM, and Buckingham on Mm, both full of disdain. 

WoL The duke of .Buckingham’s surveyor ? ha 
Where’s his examination ? 

1 Seer. Here, so please you. 

Wol. Is he in person ready ? 

1 Seer. Ay, please your grace. 

WoL Well, we shall then know more; and 
Shall lessen this big look. [Buckingham 

iEMXmt WOLSEY, and Train. 

Buck. This butcher’s cur is venom-mouth’d, 
and I 

Have not the power to muzzle him ; therefore, bes- 
Not wake him in his slumber. A beggar’s hook 
Out-worths a noble’s blood. 

What, are you chat d ? 

Ask God for temperance •, that’s the ajypliance only, 
Which your disease i-equires. i 

1 
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m 


^Buck. ^ I j-ead in Ms looks 

Matter against me ; and his eye revil’d 
Me, as his abject object : at this instant 
He bores me with some trick : He’s gone to the 
I’ll follow, and out-stare him. rkino-- 

Stay,mylorl 

And let your reason with your choler question 
What ’tis you go about : To climb steep hills, 
Requires slow pace at first ; Anger is like 
A full-hot horse ; who being allow’d his way, 
Self-mettle tires him. Not a man in Eno-land 
Can advise me like you : be to yourself, ^ 

As you would to your friend. 

Buck: I’ll to the king : 

And from a mouth of honour quite cry down 
This Ipswich fellow’s insolence ; or proclaim 
There’s difference in no persons. ' 

-Nor. I5e advis’d. 

Heat not a furnace for your foe so hot 
That it do singe yourself : We may outrun, 

By violent swiftness, that which we run at, ’ 

And lose by over-running. Know you not, 

The fire, that mounts the liquor till it run o’er, 

In seeming to augment it, wastes it } Be advis’d : 

I say again, there is no English soul 
More stronger to direct you than yourself; 

If with the sap of reason you would quench, 

Or but allay, the fire of passion. 

Buck. 

I am thankful to you : and I, ’ll go along 
By your prescription but this top-proud fellow, 
(Whom_ from the flow of gall I name not, but * 
From sincere motions,) by intelligence, 

And proofs as clear as founts in J My, when 
We see each grain of gravel, I do know 
To be corrupt and treasonous. 

Say not, treasonous. 
Buck. To the king I’ll say’t ; and make my 
vouch as strong 

As shore of rock. Attend. This holy fox, 

Or wolf, or both, (for he is equal ravenous 
As he is subtle ; and as prone to mischief, 

As able to perform it : his mind and place 
Infecting one another, yea, reciprocally,) 

Only to show his pomp as well in France 
As here at home, suggests the king our master 
To this last costly treaty, the interview, 

That swallow’d so much treasure, and like a glass 
Did break i’ the rinsing. 

. ^ _ ’Faith, and so it did. 

Buck. Pray, give me favour, sir. This cunning 
The articles o'the combination drew, [cardinal 
As himself pleas’d ; and they were ratified, 

As he cried, Thus let be : to as much end, 

As give a crutch to the dead : But our count- 
cardinal 

Has done this, and ’tis well ; for worthy Wolsey, 
Who_ cannot err, he did it. Now this follows, 
(Which, as I take it, is a kind of puppy 
To the old dam, treason,) — Charles the emperor, 
P^®^ence to see the queen his aunt, 

Gor ’twas, indeed, his colour; but he came 
To whisper Wolsey,) here makes visitation : 

His fears were, that the interview, betwixt 
England and France, might, through their amity, 
Breed him some prejudice ; for from this league 
i eep’d harms that menac’d him : He privily 
Deals with our cardinal ; and, as I trow, — 

Which I do well ; for, I am sure, the emperor 
raid ere he promis’d ; whereby his suit was granted 


Lre It was ask d but when the way was made, 

^ emperor thus desir’d •— 

That he would please to alter the king’s course ’ 
And break the foresaid peace. Let the king know, 
soon he shall by me,) that thus the cardinal 
Does buy and sell his honour as he pleases, 

And for his own advantage. 

m ^ sorry 

To hear this of him ; and could wish, he were 
oomethmg mistaken in’t. 

T ... No, not a syllable ; 

1 do pronounce him in that very shape, 

He shall appear in proof. 

Enter Brandon; a Sergeant at Arms before Mm, and 
two or three of the Guard. 

Bran. Your office, sergeant ; execute it. 

ScTQm Six* 

Jif/ diike of Buckingham, and earl * 

Of Hereford, Stafford, and Northampton, I 
Arrest thee of high treason, in the name 
Ot our most sovereign king. 

n you, luy lord; 

The net has fall n upon me ; I shall perish 
Under device and practice. 

^ I am sorry 

1 o see you ta’en from liberty, to look on 
1 he business present : ’Tis Ms highness’ pleasure, 
You shall to the Tower. ' 

_ It Trill ijelp me nothing, 

To plead mine innocence j for that dye is on me! 
Which makes my wMtest part black. The will of 
heaven 

Be done in this and all things ! — I obey. 

0 my lord Aberga’ny, fare you well. 

Bran. Nay, he must bear you company ; — The 

1 „ [To Abergavenny. 

is pleas d, you shall to the Tower, till you know 
How he determines further. 

d? rr 1 , said, 

Ihe will of Heaven be done, and the king’s pleasure 
By me obey’d. 

Brand. Here is a warrant from 

The king, to attach lord Montacute ; and the bodies 
Of the duke’s confessor, John de la Court. 

One Gilbert Peck, his chancellor, — 

Buck. gQ . 

These are the limbs of the plot : no more, I hope. 
Bran. A monk o’ the Chartreux. 

O, Nicholas Hopkins ? 

Bo'an. 

Buck. My surveyor is false ; the o’er-great car- 
dinal 

Hath show’d him gold : my life is spann’d already : 

I am the shadow of poor Buckingham ; 

Whose figure even this instant cloud puts on, 

By dark’ning my clear sun.— My lord, farewell. 

{Ecceunt. 

SCENE II. — The Ccuncil-Chamher. 

Cornets. Enter King Henry, Cardinai, Wolsey, the 
liOTiX&of the Council, Sir Thoaias Lovell, OfSeers, mic? 
Attendants. The King ent q’s, leaning on the Cardi- 
nal’s 

K. Hen. My life itself, and the best heart of it, 
Thanks you for this great care : I stood i’ the level 
Of a full-charg’d confederacy, and give thanks 
To you that choked it. — Let be call’d before us 
That gentleman of Buckingham’s : in person 
I'll hear him his confessions justify ; 
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And point by point tbe treasons of bis master 
He shall again relate. 

The King talzes his State. The Lords of the Council take 
their several 2:>laces. The Cardinal places himself under 
the King’s on his right side, 

A noise within, crying, Room for the aueen ! Enter Be 
Quken, ushered by the Dukes of Norfolk Suffolk ; 
she kneels. The King riseth from Ms State, takes her 
up, kisses, and placelh her by him. 

0. Kaih. Nay, we most longer kneel ; I am a 
suitor. „ 

K. Hen. Arise, and take place by us iia.r 
your suit 

Never name to us ; you have had* oiu power , 

The other moiety, ere you ask, is given ; 

Repeat your will, and take it. 

Q. Kath: Thank your majesty. 

That you would love yourself ; and, m that love, 
i Not unconsider’d leave your honour, nor 
1 The dignity of your office, is the point 
i Of my petition. 

i K. Hen. Lady mine, proceed, 

i Q, Kath. I am solicited, not by a lew, 
i And those of true condition, that your subjects 
Are in great grievance : there have been commissions 
i Sent down among them, which have flaw’d the heart 
Of all their lovalties :.~.wlierein, although, 

My good lord‘'cardinal, they vent reproaches 
' Most bitterly on you, as putLer-on 
i Of these exactions, yet the king our master, 

' (Whose honour Heaven shield troni soil .) even be 
1 escapes not 

I Language unmannerly, yea, such which breaks 
I The "sides of loyalty and almost appears 
I In loud rebellion. 

! jv'or. Not almost appears,— 

it doth appear : for, upon these taxations, 
i The clothiers all, not able to maintain 
The many to them ’longing, have put olT 
' The spiristtrs, carders, fullers, weavers, who, 

Dnflt for other life, corapell’d by Imnger, 

I And lack of other means, in des]>erate manner 
Daring the event to the teeth, are all in uproar, 

And Danger serves among them. 

I K. Hen. Taxation I 

i Wherein ? and what taxation ?— My lord cardinal, 

, You tliat are blam’d for it alike with us, 
i Know you of this taxation ? 

I WqI Please you, sir, 

I know but of a single part, in aught 
. Pertains to the state ; and front but in that hlc 
i Where others tell steps with me. 

, Q. Kaih. No, my lord, 

' You know no more than others : but you frame 
Things, that are known alike ; which are not whole- 
some 

To tliosc which would not know them, and yet must 
Perforce he their acquaintance. These exactions 
Whereof my sovereign vmuld have note, they are 
Most pestilent to the hearing ; and, to bear them, 
The back is sacriflee to the load. They say, 

They are devis'd by you ; or else you suffer 
Too hard an exclamation. 

K, Hen. Still exaction ! 

The nature of it ? In what kind, let’s know, 

Is this exaction ? 

Q. Kath. I am much too venturous^ 

In tempting of your patience ; but am bolden’d^ 
Under your promis’d pardon. The subject s grief 


Comes through commissions, which compel from 
The sixth part of his substance, to be levied [each 
Without delay ; and the pretence for this 
Is nam’d, your wars in lYance : This makes bold 
mouths : 

Tongues spit their duties out, and cold hearts freeze 
Allegiance in them ; their curses now, 

Live where their prayers did ; and it’s come to pass 
That tractable obedience is a slave 
To each incensed will. I would, your highness 
Would give it quick consideration, for 
There is no primer business. 

K. Hen. By my life, 

This is against our pleasure. 

WoL And for me, 

I have no further gone in this, than by 
A single voice ; and that not pass’d me, but 
By learned approbation of the judges. 

If I am traduc’d by tongues, which neither know 
My faculties, nor person, yet will be 
The chronicles of my doing, — let me say, 

’Tis but the fate of place, and the rough brake 
That virtue must go through. \Ye must not stint 
Our necessary actions, in the fear 
T’o cope malicious censurers ; wb.icli ever, 

As ravenous fishes, do a vessel follow 
I’hat is new trimm’d ; hut benefit no further 
Than vainly longing. AMiat we oft do best, 

By sick interpreters, once weak ones, is 
Not ours, or not allow’d ; what worst, as oft, 
Hitting a grosser quality, is cried up 
For our best act. If we shall stand still, 

In fear our motion will be mock’d or carp’d at. 

We should take root here where we sit, or sit 
State statues only. 

K. Hen. Things done well, 

And with a care exempt themselves from fear ; 
Things done without cxamjile, in their issue 
Are to be fear’d. Have you a precedent 
Of this commission ? I believe, not any. 

We must not rend our subjects from our laws, 

And stick them in cur will. Sixth part of eacii :‘ 

A trembling contribution ! AYhy, we take, ^ 

From every tree, lop, bark, and part o’ the timber ; 
And, Hiough wo leave it with a root, thus hack ri, 
The air will drink the sap. To every county. 
Where Ibis is question’d, send our letters, with 
Free pardon to each man that has denied ^ 

The force of this commission : Pray, look to t ; 

I put it to your care. 

/Nok A word with you. 

[To the Secretary. 

Let there be letters writ to every shire, ^ 

Of the king’s grace and pardon. The griev d com* 
mons 

Hardly conceive of me ; let it be nois d, 

That through our intercession, this revokement 
And pardon comes : I shall anon advise you 
Further in the proceeding. [Exit Secretary. 


Surveyor. 

Q. Kath. 1 am sorry, that the duke of Bucking 
Is run in your displeasure. L ‘ 

KHIen It grieves many : 

The gentleman is learn’d, and a most rare speaker, 

To nature none more bound ; his training si - ? 
That he may furnish and instruct great teachers, 
And never seek for aid out of himselt 
Yet see 

When these so noble benefits shall prove 
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Nofc well dispos’d, the mind growing once corrupt 
They turn to vicious forms, ten times more ugly ’ 
Than ever they were fair. This man so complete 
Who was enroll’d ’mongst wonders, and when we 
Almost with ravish’d list’ning, could not find 
His hour of speech a minute ; he, my lady, 

Hath into monstrous habits put the graces' 

That once were his, and is become as black 
As if besmear’d in hell. Sit by us ; you shall hear 
(This was his gentleman in trust,) of him 
Things to strike honour sad. — Bid him recount 
The fore-recited practices : whereof 
We cannot feel too little, hear too much. 

JVoL Stand forth and with bold spirit relate 
what you, 

Most like a careful subject, have collected 
Out of the duke of Buckingham. 

K. Hen. ^ Speak freely. 

Sure. First, it was usual with him, every day 
It would infect his speech, That if the king 
Should without issue die, he’d carry it so 
To make the sceptre his : These very words 
i have heard him utter to his son-in-law, 

Lord Aberga’ny ; to whom by oath he menac’d 
Kevenge upon the cardinal. 

Wol. Please your highness, note 

This dangerous conception in this point. 

Not friended by his wish, to your high person 
His will is most malignant ; and it stretches 
Beyond you, to your friends. 

Q. Kath. My learn’ d lord cardinal, 

Deliver all with charity. 

K. Hen. Speak on : 

How grounded he his title to the crown, 

Upon our fail ? to this point hast thou heard him 
At any time speak aught } 

He was brought to this 
By a vain prophecy of Nicholas Hopkins. 

K. Hen. What was that Hopkins ? 

■ Sufv. Sir, a Chartreux friar, 

His confessor ; who fed him every minute 
With words of sovereignty. 

K. Hen. How know’st thou this.^ 

SuTv. Not long before your highness sped to 
France, 

The duke being at the Rose, within the parish 
Saint Lawrence Poultney, did of me demand 
What was the speech amongst the Londoners 
Concerning the French journey : I replied, 

Men fear’d, the French would prove perfidious, 

To the king’s danger. Presently the duke 
Said, ’Twas the fear, indeed ; and that he doubted 
'Twould prove the verity of eertain words 
Spoke by a holy monk : that oft., says he, 

Hath sent to me, wishing me to permit 
John de la Court, my chaplain, a choice hour 
To hear from, him a matter of some moment : 

W hom after under the confession’s seal 
He solemnly had sworn, that, what he spoke. 

My chaplain to no creature living, lut 
To me, should utter, with demure confidence 
Thus pausingly ensu’d — Neither the king, qiot his 
heirs, 

( Tell you the duke) shall prosper ; hid him strive 
To gain the love of the commonalty ; the dulie 
Shall govern England. 

Q. Kath. If I know you well, 

You were the duke’s surveyor, and lost your office 
On the complaint o’ the tenants : Take good heed, 
You charge not in your spleen a noble person, 


And spoil your nobler soul ! I say, take heed ; 
Yes, heartily beseech you. 

K. Hen. Let him on : — 

' Go forward. 

r , On my soul, FU speak but truth. 

I told my lord the duke, By the devil’s illusions 
The monk might be deceived ; and that ’twas dan- 
gfrous for him 

To rumina,te on this so far, until 

It forg d him some design, which being believ’d, 

It was much like to do : He answer’d, Tush ! 

It can do me no damage : adding farther. 

That, had the king in his last sickness fail’d, 

The cardinal’s and sir Thomas LoveH’s heads 
Should have gone off. 

K. Hen. Ha ! what so rank ? Ah, ha 1 

inere s mischief in this man; Canst thou say 

Sure I can, my liege. [further ? 

K. Hen. Proceed. 

Niiru. Being at Greenwich, 

After your highness had reprov’d the duke 

About sir William Blomer, 

I remember 

Of such a time — Being my servant sworn. 

The duke retain’d him his. But on ; What 

hence ? 

Surv. If , quoth he, I for this had been committed, 
As, to the Tower, I thought , — I would have play’d 
The part my father meant to act upon 
, The usurper Richard : who, being at Salisbury, 

I Made suit to come in his presence ; which if granted, 

I As he made semblance of his duty, would 
H ave put his knife into him. 

A giant traitor ! 

Wol.^ Now, madam, may his highness live in 
And this man out of prison ? [freedom, 

Q. Kath. God mend all ! 

K. Hen. There’s something more would out of 
thee ; What say’st ? 

Surv. After — the duke his father, — with the 
knife , — 

He stretch’d him, and, with one hand on his dagger, 
Another spread on his breast, mounting his eyes, j 
He did discharge a horrible oath ; whose tenour | 
Was, — Were he evil us’d, he would out-go | 

His father, by as much as a performance | 

Does an irresolute purpose. j 

K. Hen. There’s his period, I 

To sheath his knife in us. He is attach’d ; j 

Call him to present trial : if he may j 

Find mercy in the law, ’tis his ; if none, I 

Let him not seek’t of us : by day and night, I 

He’s traitor to the height. lExeunt 


SCENE III . — A Room in the Palace. 

Belter the Lord Chamberlain and Lord Sands. 
Cham. Is it possible, the spells of France should 
Men. into such strange mysteries.^ [juggle 

Sands. New customs, 

Though they be never so ridiculous, 

Nay, let them be unmanly, yet are follow’d. 

Cham. As far as I see, all the good our English 
Have got by the late voyage, is but merely 
A fit or two o’ the face ; but they are shrewd ones ; 
For when they hold them, you would swear directly, 
Their very noses had been counsellors 
To Pepin, or Clotharius, they keep state so. 

Sands. They have all new legs, and lame ones ; 
one would take it, 
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rer saw them pace before, the spavin, 

;halt reign’d among them. ^ 

Death ! my lord, 

othes are after such a pagan cut too, 
re they have worn out Christendom. Hoy 


That, sure, they have worn out Christendom. How 
What news, sir Thomas Lovell ? • 

Enter Sir Thomas Lovbll. 

Lov. ’Faith, my lord, 

I hear of none, hut the new proclamation 
That’s clapp’d upon the court-gate. 

Cham. What is’t tor? 

Lov. The reformation of our travell’d gallants. 
That fdl the court with quarrels, talk, and tailors. 
Cham. I am glad, ’tis there ; now I would pray 


The Presence- Chamber in York- 
Place. 

Ha u tboys. A small table imder a sta te for the Cardinal, 
a longer table for the guests. Enter at one door Anne 
Bullbn, and.divers Lords, Ladies, Gentlewomen, 
as guests ; at another door, enter Sir Henry Guildford. 
Guild. Ladies, a general welcome from his grace 
Salutes ye all : This night he dedicates 
To fair content, and you : none here, he hopes, 

In all this noble bevy, has brought with her 
One care abroad : he would have all as merry 

rood wine, good welcome, 
0, my lord, you are 


SCENE IV 


As first-good company, g< 

Can make good people.- 
tardy *, 

Enter Lord Chamberlain, Lord Sands, and Sir Thoivias 
Lovell. 

The very thought of this fair company 
Clapp’d wings to me. 

Cham. You are young, sir Harry Guildford. 
Sands. Sir Thomas Lovell, had the cardinal 
But half my lay-thoughts in him, some of these 
Should find a running banquet ere they rested, 

I think, would better please them ; By my life, 
They are a sweet society of fair ones. 

Lov. O, that your lordship were but now con- 
To one or two of these ! [fessor 

Sands. I would I were; 

They should find easy penance. 

’Faith, how easy ? 

Sands. As easy as a down-bed would afford it. 
Cham. Sweet ladies, will it please you sit ? Sir 
Hai'ry, 

Place you that side, I’ll take the charge of this : 
His grace is ent’ring.—Nay, you must not freeze ; 
Two women plac’d together makes cold weather j— - 
My lord Sands, you are one will keep them waking ; 
Pray, sit between these ladies. 

Sands. By my faith, 

And thank your lordship.—By your leave, sweet 
ladies : ^ 

iSeals himself between Anne Bullbn ana 
another lady. 

If I chance to talk a little wild, forgive me ; 

I had it from my father. , . , 

Anne. Was he mad, sir ? 

Sands. O, very mad, pceedmg mad, in ioie 
But he would bite none ; just as I do now, L • 
lie would kiss you twenty with a 

Cham. Well said, my lord.- 

So, now you are fairly seated : — Gentlemen, 

TLft nenance lies on you, if these tai'r ladies 


With all their honourable points of ignorance 
Pertaining thereunto, (as fights, and fireworks ; 
Abusing better men than they can be, 

Out of a foreign wisdom,) renouncing clean 
The faith they have in tennis, and tall stockings, 
Short blister’d breeches, and those types of travel, 
And understand again like honest men 
Or pack to their old playfellows : there, I take it, 
cum privilegiOf wear away 

gh’d at. 
sic, their 
[diseases 

What a loss our ladies 


They may 

The lag en , 

Sands. ’Tis time to give them phy 
Are grown so catching 
Cham. 

Will have of these trim vanities ! 

Lov. Ay, m; 

There will be woe indeed, lords ; the s! 

sons , 

Have got a speeding trick to lay down ladies ; 

A French song, and a fiddle, has no fellow. 

Sands. The devil fiddle them ! I am glad, they’re 
going ; 

(For, sure, there’s no converting of them ;) now, 
An honest country lord, as I am, beaten 
A long time out of play, may bring his plain-song, 
And have an hour of hearing ; and, by’r Lady, 

Held current music too. 

Cham. Well said, lord Sands ; 

Your colt’s tooth is not cast yet. 

Sands. No, my lord; 

Nor shall not, while I have a stump. 

Cham. Sir Thomas, 

Whither were you a-going ? 

Lov. To the cardinal’s ; 

Y’our lordship is a guest too. 

Cham. 0, ’tis true ; 

This night he makes a supper, and a great one, 

To many lords and ladies ; there will be 
The beauty of this kingdom, I’ll assure you. 

Lov. That churchman bears a bounteous mind 
indeed, 

A hand as fruitful as the land that feeds us ; 

His dews fall everywhere. 

Cham. No doubt, he's noble ; 

He had a black mouth, that said other of him. 
Sands. He may, my lord, he has wherewithal ; 
in him, 

Sparing would show a worse sin than ill doctrine : 
Men of his way should be most liberal, 

They are set here for examples. 







Enter Two Gentlemen, meeting. 


I Gent Whither away so fast 

' Oj— God save yoi 

Even to the hall, to hear what shall become 


Pray, speak, what has happen’d 
1 Gent You may guess quickly what. 
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Is not my friend : This, to confirm my welcome ; 
And to you all good health. IBrinks. 

Sands. Your grace is noble : — 

Let me have such a bowl may hold my thanks, 

And save me so much tallcing. 

Wol. My lord Sands, 

I am beholden to you : cheer your neighboui's. 

Ladies, you are not merry ; — Gentlemen, 

Whose feult is this ? 

Sands. The red wine first must rise 

In their fair cheeks, my lord ; then we shall have ' 
Talk us to silence. [them 

Anne. You are a merry gamester. 

My lord Sands. 

Sands. Yes, if I make my play. 

Here’s to your ladyship ; and pledge it, madam, 

For ’tis to such a thing, — 

Anne. You cannot show me. 

Sands. I told your grace, they would talk anon. 

[j)rum and trumpets ivithin : Chamlers 
discharged. 

Wol. What’s that 

Cham. Look out there, some of you. 

[Exit a Servant. 

Wol. What warlike voice | 

And to what end is this ? — Nay, ladies, fear not ; j 
By all the laws of war you are privileg’d. 

Re-enter Servant. 

Cham. How now.f’ what is’t ? 

Serv. A noble troop of strangers ; 

For so they seem ; they have left their barge, and 
And hither make, as great ambassadors [landed ; 
From foreign princes. 

Wol. Good lord chamberlain, 

Go, give them welcome, you can speak the French 
Gongue ; 

And, pray, receive them nobly, and conduct them 
Into our presence, where this heaven of beauty 
Shall shine at full upon them : — Some attend him. — 
Chamberlain, JU arise, 

and tables removed. 

You have now a broken banquet ; but we’ll mend it. 
A good digestion to you all : and, once more, 

I shower a welcome on you ; — ^Welcome all. 

Eauthoys. Enter the King, and twelve others, as maskers, 
habited like shepherds, with sixteen torch - bearers / 
ushered by the Lord Chamberlain. They pass directly 
"before the Caudinal, and gracefully salute him. 

A noble company ! what are their pleasures ? 

Cham. Because they speak no English, thus they 
pray’d 

To tell your grace ; — That, having heard by fame 

Of this so noble and so fair assembly 

This night to meet here, they could do no less, 

Out of the great respect they bear to beauty. 

But leave their liocks ; and, under your fair conduct, 
Crave leave to view these ladies, and entreat 
An hour of revels vrith them. 

WoL Say, lord chamberlain, 


They have done my poor house grace ; for which I 
pay them [sures. 

A thousand thanks, and pray them take their plea- 
[Ladies chosen for the dance. 27ie King 
chooses Anns Bullen. 

K. Hen. The fairest hand I ever touch’d ! 0, 
beauty, 

Till now I never knew thee. . [Music. Dance. 

Wol. My lord, 

Cham. Your grace ? 

Wol. Pray, tell them thus much from me : 
There should be one amongst them, by his person, 
More worthy this place than myself ; to whom, 

If I but knew him, with my love and duty 
I would surrender it. 

Cham. I will, my lord. 

[Cham, goes to the company, and returns. 
Wol. What say they ? 

Cham. ^ Such a one, they all confess, 

There is, indeed ; which they would have your grace 
Find out, and he will take it. 

W ol. Let me see then. — 

[Comes from his state. 
By all your good leaves, gentlemen Here I’ll 
My royal choice. [make 

K. Hen. You have found him, cardinal : 

[Unmasking. 

You hold a fair assembly ; you do well, lord : 

You are a churchman, or I’ll tell yon, cardinal, 

I should judge now unhappily. 

Wot I am glad, 

Your grace is grown so pleasant. 

K. Hen. My lord chamberlain, 

Pr’ythee, come hither : What fair lady’s that ? 
Cham. An’t please your grace, sir Thomas 
Bullen’ s daughter, 

The viscount Rochford, one of her highness’ women. 
K. Hen. By heaven, she is a dainty one. — 
Sweetheart, 

I were unmannerly, to take you out, 

And not to kiss you. — A health, gentlemen, 

Let it go round. 

Wol. Sir Thomas Lovell, is the banquet ready 
I’the privy chamber ? 

Lov. Yes, my lord. 

Wol. Your grace, 

I fear, with dancing is a little heated. 

K. Hen. I fear, too much. 

Wol. There’s fresher air, my lord, 

In the next chamber. 

K. Hen. Lead in your ladies, every one. — Sweet 
partner, 

I must not yet forsake you : — Let’s be merry ; — 
Good my lord cardinal, I have half a dozen 
healths 

To drink to these fair ladies, and a measure 
To lead them once again ; and then let’s dream 
Who’s best in favour.— Let the music knock it. 

{_Exeunt, with trumpets. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I.— A Street. 


1 Genf. I’ll save you 

That labour, sir. AU’s now done, but the ceremony 
Of bringing back the prisoner 

2 Gent. Were yon there ? 

1 Gmt. Yes, indeed, was I. 
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2 Gent, Is he found guilty ? 

1 Gent, Yes, truly is he, and condemn’d upon 

2 Ge7it. I am sorry for’t. 

1 Gent So are a number more. 

2 Ge7iL Blit, pray, how pass’d it ? 

1 Gent. Ill tell you in a little. The great duke 
Came to the bar ; where, to liis accusations, 

He pleaded still, not guilty, and alleg’d 
Many sharp reasons to defeat the law. 

The king’s attorney, on the contrary, 

Urg’d on the examinations, proofs, confessions 
Of divers witnesses ; which the duke desir’d 
To him brought, viva voce, to his face : 

At which appear’d against him, his surveyor ; 

Sir Gilbert Peck, his chancellor ; and John Court. 
Confessor to Mm ; with that devil-monk, 

Hopkins, that made this mischief. 

2 Gent. That was he, 

Tiiat fed him with Ms prophecies ? 

1 Gent. The same. 

All these accus’d him strongly ; which he fain 
Would have flung from him, l)ut, indeed, he could 
And so his peers, upon this evidence, [not : 

Have found him guilty of high treason. Much 
He spoke, and learnedly, for life ; but all 

Was either pitied in him, or forgotten. 

2 Gent. After all this, how did he bear himself ? 

1 Gent. When he was brought again to the bar, 

— to hear 

His knell rung out, his judgment, — he was stirr’d 
With such an agony, he sweat extremely. 

And something spoke in choler, ill, and hasty : 

But he fell to himself again,, and, sweetly, 

In all the rest sliow’d a most noble patience. 

2 Gent. I do not think he fears death. 

1 Gc7tt. Sure, he does not, 

He never was so womanish ; the cause 

He may a little grieve at. 

2 Gent. Certairdy, 

The cardinal is the end of this, 

1 Gefit. ’Tis likely, 

By all conjectures : First, Kildare’s attainder, 
Then deputy of Ireland ; who remov’d, 

Earl Surrey was sent thither, and in haste too, 
Lest he should help his father. 

2 Gent. That trick of state 

Was a deep envious one. 

1 Gent. At his return, 

No doubt, he will requite it. This is noted, 

And generally ; whoever the king favours, 

Tlie cardinal instantly will find employment, 

And far enough from court too. 

2 Oefit. All the commons 

Hate liim perniciously, and, o’ my conscience, 
Wish him ten fathom deep : this duke as much 
They love and dote on ; call him bounteous Buck- 
Tlie mirror of all courtesy ; — [ingham, 

1 Ge77,t. Stay there, sir, 

And see the noble ruin’d man you speak of. 

BtVfttNGHAM /non his arraignment ; Tipstaves be- 
fore hi m; the eixe with the edge tonumls him ,• halberds 
on each side; ?o/7/t 7/, /wt, Kia Thomas Lovki.l, Sm Nicho- 
las Vaux, Sip. William Bands, and common people. 

2 Gent, Let’s stand close and behold him. 

All good people, 

You that thus far have come to pity me. 

Hear what I say, and then go home and lose me. 

1 have this day receiv’d a traitor’s judgment, 

And by that name must die ; Yet heaven beai* wit- 
I And, if i have a conscience, let it sink me, [ness, 


Even as the axe falls, if I be not faithful ! 

The law I bear no malice for my death, 

It has done, upon the premises, but justice * 

But those that sought it, I could wish ’ more I 
Christians : j 

Be what they will, I heartily forgive them • j 

Yet let tliem look they glory not in mischief, I 

Nor build their evils on the graves of great iWii • j 
For then my guiltless blood must cry against them 
For further life in this world I ne’er hope, * I 
Nor will I sue, although the king have mercies 
More than I dare make faults. You few that lov’d 
And dare be hold to weep for Buckingham, ' [me'' 
His noble friends, and fellows, whom"* to leave ^ I 

Is only bitter to him, only dying, 

Go witli me, like good angels, to my end ; I 

And, as^the long divorce of steel falls on me, { 

Make of your prayers one sweet sacrifice, 

And lift my soul to heaven. — Lead on, o’God’s 
name. 

Lov. I do beseech your grace, for charity, 

If ever any malice in your iieart 
Were Md apnnst me, now to forgive me frankly, 
Buck. Sir Thomas Lovell, I as free forgive yuii, 

As I would be forgiven : I forgive all ; 

There cannot be those numberless offences 
’Gainst me, I can’t take peace with : no black envy 
Shall make my grave. — Commend me to his grace"; 
And, if he speak of Buckingham, pray, tell him, 

You met him half in lieaven : iny vows and prayers 
Yet are the king’s ; and, till my soul forsake me, 
Shall cry for blessings on him : May he live 
Longer than I have time to tell his years ! 

Ever belov’d, and. loving, may his rule be ! 

And, when old time shall lead him to his end, 

G oodness and he fill up one monument ! 

Lov. To the water side I must conduct your 
grace ; 

Then give my charge up to sir Nicholas Vaux, 

Who undertakes you to your end. 

F7.m:i’. Prepare there, i 

The duke is coming ; see, the barge be ready ; 

And fit it with such furniture, as suits 
The greatness of his person. 

Buck. Nay, sir Nicholas, 

Let it alone ; my state now will but mock me. 

Wlien I came hither, I was lord high constable, 

And duke of Buckingham ; now, poor Edward 
Bohun : 

Yet I am richer than my base accusers, 

That never knew what truth meant : I now seal it ; 
And with that blood will make them one day groan 
for’t. 

My noble father, Henry of Buckingham, ^ 

Who first rais’d head against usurping Richard, 
Flying for succour to his servant Banister, 

Being distress’d, was by that wretch betray ’d,_ 

And without trial fell ; God’s peace be with him I 
Henry the vSeventh succeedingv truly pitying 
My father’s loss, like a most royal prince, ^ 

Restor’d me to my honours, and, out of ruins, 

! .Made my name once more noble. Now his son, 
Henry the Eighth, life, honour, name, and all 
That made me happy, at one stroke has taken 
For ever from the world. I had my trial, 

And, must needs say, a noble o.ne ; wdiich makes 
A little happier than my wretched father : [me 

Yet thus far we are one in fortunes, — Both 
Fell by our servants, by those men we lov’d most ; 

A most unnatural and faithless service ! 
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not before the king ; which stopped our mouths, < 
sir, 

I fear, he will, indeed : Yfell, let him have them : 
He will have all, I think. 


Enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk. 


Heaven has an end in all : Yet, yon that hear me, 
This from a dying man receive as certain : 

Where yon are liberal of your loves, and connsels, 
Be sure, yon be not loose ; for those yon make 
friends, 

And give your hearts to, wdien they once perceive 
The least rub in your fortunes, fall away 
Like water from ye, never found again 
But where they mean to sink ye. All good people, 
Pray for me ! I must now forsake ye ; the last hour 
Of my long v/eary life is come upon me. 

Farewell : 

And when you would say something that is sad, 
Speak how I fell. — I have done ; and God forgive 
me ! lExeA-tni Buckingham and Train. 

1 Gent. O, this is full of pity 1 — Sir, it calls, 

I fear, too many curses on their heads 

That were the authors. 

2 Gent. If the duke be guiltless, 

'Tis full of woe : yet I can give you inkling 

Of an ensuing evil, if it fall, 

Greater than this. 

1 Gent. Good angels keep it from us ! 

Wlieremay it be ? You do not doubt my faith, sir? 

2 Gent. This secret is so weighty, ’twill require 
A strong faith to conceal it. 

; I Gent. Let me have it ; 

I do not talk much. 

2 Gent. I am conhdent ; 

You shall; sir : Did you not of late days hear 
A buzzing, of a separation 
Between the king and Katharine ? 

1 Gent. Yes, but it held not : 

For when the king once heard it, out of anger 

He sent command to the lord mayor, straight 
To stop the rumour, and allay those tongues 
That durst disperse it. 

2 Gent. But that slander, sir, 

Is found a truth now : for it grows again 
Fresher than e’er it was ; and held for certain, 

The king will venture at it. Either the cardinal, 
Or some about him near, have, out of malice 

To the good queen, possess’d him with a scruple 
That will undo her ; To confirm this too, 

Cardinal Campeius is arriv’d, and lately ; 

As all think, for this business. 

1 Gent. ’Tis the cardinal ; 

And merely to revenge him on the emperor, 

For not bestowing on him, at his asking, 

The archbishopric of Toledo, this is purpos’d. 

2 Gent. I tliink, you have hit the mark : But 

is’t not cruel, 

That she should feel the smart of this ? The car- 
Wili have his will, and she must fail. [dinal 

1 Gent. ’Tis woeful. 

We are too open here to argue this ; 

Let’s think in private more. lExeimt 


Enter the Lord Chamljerlain, reading a letter. 

Cham. My lord, — The horses your lordship sent 
for, with all the care I had, I saw icell chosen, 
ridden, and fnrniAied. They were young, and 
handsome; and of the best breed in the north. 
When they were ready to set out for London, a 
man of my lord cardinal’s, by commission, and 
■main power, took ^em from me ; with this reason, 
— His master would he served before a subject, if 


j Nor. "Well met, my good 

Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Good day to both your graces. 

Suf. How is the king employ’d ? 

Cham. I left him private, 

Full of sad thoughts and troubles. 

Hor. W^hat’s the cause ? 

Cham. It seems the marriage with his brother’s 
Has crept too near his conscience. [wife 

Suf No, his conscience 

Has crept too near another lady. 

Nor. ’Tis so : 

This is the cardinal’s doing, the king- cardinal : 
That blind priest, like the eldest son of fortune, 
Tmms what he lists. The king will know him one 
day. 

Suf. Pray God, he do ! he’ll never know himself 
else. 

Nor. How holily he works in all his business 1 
And with what zeal ! For now he has crack’d the 
league 

Between us and the emperor, the queen’s great 
nephew. 

He dives into the king’s soul ; and there scatters 
Dangers, doubts, wringing of the conscience, 
Fears, and despairs, and all these for his marriage : 
And out of all these to restore the king, 

He counsels a divorce : a loss of her, 

That, like a jewel, has hung twenty years 
About his neck, yet never lost her lustre : 

Of her, that loves him with that excellence 
That angels love good men with ; even of her 
That, when the greatest stroke of fortune falls, 

Will bless the king : And is not this course pious.’ 
Cham. Heaven keep me from such counsel ! ’Tis 
most true, 

These news are everywhere ; every tongue speaks 
them, 

And every true heart weeps for’t : All, that dare 
Look into these affairs, see this main end, — 

The French king’s sister. Heaven will one day 
open 

The king’s eyes, that so long have slept upon 
This bold bad man. 

Suf. And free us from his slavery. 

Nor. We had need pray, 

And heartily, for our deliverance ; 

Or this imperious man will work us all 
From princes into pages ; aU men’s honours 
Lie in one lump before him, to be fashion’d 
Into what pitch he please. 

Suf. For me, my lords, 

I love him not, nor fear him ; there’s m)! creed : 

As I am made without him, so I’ll stand, 

If the king please ; his curses and his blepings 
Touch me alike, they are breath I not believe in. 

I knew him, and I know him ; so I leave him 
To him that made him proud, the pope. 

Nor, Let’s in ; 

And with some other business, put the king 
From these sad thoughts, that work too much 
upon him : 

My lord, you’ll beai' us company 

Cham, Excuse me ; 
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T3ie king hath sent me otlier-where : besides, 
You’ll find a most unfit time to disturb him : 
Health to your lordships. 

Nor. Thanks, my good lord chamberlain. 

{_Exit Lord Chamberlain. 

Norfolk opens a folding-door. The KrNG is discovered 
sitting, and reading pensively. 

Suf. How sad he looks! sure, he is much 
K. Hen. Who is there ? ha ? [afflicted. 

Nor. ’Pray God, he be not angry. 

K. Hen. Who’s there, I say? How dare you 
thrust yourselves 
Into my private meditations ? 

Who am I ? ha ? 

Nor. A gracious king, that pardons all offences 
Malice ne’er meant : our breach of duty, this way, 
Is business of estate ; in which, we come 
To know your royal pleasure. 

K. Hen. ' Yon are too bold ; 

Go to ; ITl make ye know your times of business ; 
Is this an hour for temporal affairs ? ha ? — 

Enter Wolsey and Campfiits, 

Who’s there? my good lord cardinal ?-~0 my 
The quiet of my wounded conscience, [Wolsey, 
Thou art a cure fit for a king. — You’re welcome, 

[To Campeius. 

Most learned reverend sir, into our kingdom ; 

Use us, and it : — My good lord, have great care 
I be not found a talker. ['I'o Wolsky. 

WoL Sir, you cannot. 

I wmnld, your grace would give us but an hour 
Of private conference. 

If. Hen. We are busy ; go. 

[To Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Nor. This priest has no pride in him ? ^ 

St/f, Not to speak of ; 

I would not be so sick though, for his place : 

But this cannot continue. y A. side. 

Nor. If it do, 

I’ll venture one heave at him. 

Svf. I another, j 

[Exeunt Norfolk and Suffolk. 
Wol Your grace has given a precedent of wisdom 
Above all princes, in committing freely 
Your scruple to the voice of Christendom ; 

Who can be angry now ? wbat envy reach you ? 
The Spaniard, tied by blood and favour to her, 
Must now confess, if they have any goodness, 

The trial just and noble. All the clerks, 

I mean the learned ones, in Christian kingdoms, 
Have their free voices ; Rome, the nurse of judg- 
Invited by your noble self, hath sent [ment, 
One general tongue unto us, this good man, 

This just and learned priest, cardinal Campeius ; 
Whom, once more, I present unto your highness. 
K. Hen. And, once more, in mine arms, I hid 
him welcome, 

And thank the holy conclave for their loves ; [for. 
They have sent me such a man I would have wish’d 
Cam. Your grace must needs deserve all strangers* 
loves, 

You are so noble : To your highness’ hand 
I tender my commission ; by whose virtue, 

(The court of Rome commanding,) — ^you, my lord 
Cardinal of York, are join’d with me their servant, 
In the unpartial judging of this business. 

K. Hen. Two equal men. The queen shall be 
acquainted 

Forthwith, for what you come ; — Where’s Gardiner.^ 


fFol. I know, your majesty has always lov’d her 
So dear in heart, not to deny her that 
A woman of less place might ask by law, 

Scholars, allow’d freely to argue for lier.^ 

K. Hen. Ay, and the best, she shall have ; and 
my favour 

To him that does best; God forbid else. Cardinal, 
Pr'ytliee, call Gardiner to me, my new secretary • 

I find bim a fit fellow. WolLy. 

Ee-cntcr Wolsey, with Gardiner. 

Wol Give me your hand ; much joy and favour 
to you ; 

You are the king’s now. 

Card. But to be commanded 

For ever by your grace, whose hand lias rais’d me. 

K. Hen. Come hither, Gardiner. 

[They converse apart 
Cam. My lord of York, was not one doctor Pace 
In this man’s place before him. P 

JFol. Yes, he was. ’ 

Cc(M. Was he not held a learned man ? 

^Fol. Yes, surely. 

Cam. Believe me, there’s an ill opinion spread 
Even of yourself, lord cardinal. [then 

Woi. How ! of me ? 

Cam. They will not stick to say, you envied him ; 
And, fearing he would rise, he was so virtuous, 
Kept liim a foreign man still ; which so griev'd 
That he ran mad, and died. [him, 

Wol. Heaven’s peace be with him ! 

That’s Christian care enough : for living murmurers, 
There’s places of rebuke. lie was a fool ; 

For he would needs be virtuous : That good fellow, 
If I command him, follows my appointment ; 

I will have none so near else. Learn this, brother, 
We live not to be grip’d by meaner persons. 

K. Hen, Deliver this with modesty to the queen. 

The most convenient place that I can think of, . 
For such receipt of learning, is Black-Friars ; 
There ye shall meet about this weighty business 
My Wolsey, see it furnish’d. — 0 my lord, 

Would it not grieve an able man, to leave 
So sweet a bedfellow ? But, conscience, con- 
science, — 

O, ’tis a tender place, and I must leave her. 

[Exeimt, 

SCENE III.— Hn Anie-Chamher in the Queen’s 
Apartments. 

Enter Anne Bullbn and an Old Lady. 

Anne. Not for that neither : — Here’s the pang 
that pinches : 

His highness having liv’d so long with her : and she 
So good a lady, that no tongue could ever 
Pronounce dishonour of her, — ^by my life, 

Slie never knew harm-doing ; — 0 now, after 
So many courses of the sun enthron’d, 

Still growing in a majesty and pomp,— the which 
To leave is a thousand-fold more bitter, than 
’Tis sweet at first to acquire,— after this process, 

To give her the avaunt ! it is a pity 
Would move a monster. 

Old L. Bfearts of most hard temper 

Melt and lament for her. , , 

Anne, 0, God’s will! muen better. 

She ne’er had known pomp : though it be temporal, 
Yet, if that quarrel, fortune, do divorce 
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It from the bearer, ’tis a sufferance, panging 
As soul and body’s severing. 

Old L. Alas, poor lady ! 

. She’s a stranger now again. 

Anne. So much the more 

Must pity drop upon her. Verily, 

, I swear, ’tis better to be lowly born, 

And range with humble livers in content, 

Than to be perk’d up in a glistering grief, 

And wear a golden sorrow. 

Old L. Our content 

Is our best having. 

Anne. By my troth, and maidenhead, 

I would not be a queen. 

Old L. Beshrew me, I would, 

And venture maidenhead for’t ; and so would you. 
For all this spice of your hypocrisy : 

You, that have so fair parts of woman on you, 
Have too a woman’s heart ; which ever yet 
Affected eminence, wealth, and sovereignty ; 
Which, to say sooth, are blessings : and which gifts 
(Saving your mincing) the capacity 
Of your soft cheverii conscience would receive, 

If you might please to stretch it. 

Amie. Nay, good troth, — 

Old L. Yes, troth, and troth, — You would not 
be a queen ? 

Anne. No, not for ail the riches under heaven. 
Old L. ’Tis strange : a three-pence bowed would 
hire me. 

Old as I am, to queen it : But, I pray you, 

What think you of a duchess ^ have you limbs 
To bear that load of title ? 

Anne. No, in trath. 

Old L. Then you are. weakly made ; Pluck off a 
little ; 

I would not be a young count in your way, 

For more than blushing comes to : if your back 
Cannot vouchsafe this burden, ’tis too weak 
Ever to get a boy. 

Anne. How you do talk ! 

I swear again, I would not be a queen 
For all the world. 

Old L. In faith, for liftle England 

You’d venture an emballing : I myself 
Would for Carnarvonshire, although there long’d 
No more to the crown but that, Lo, who comes here ? 

Enter the Lord Cliamberlain- 

Cham. Good morrow, ladies. What wer’t worth 
The secret of your conference ? [to know 

Anne. My good lord, 

Not your demand ; it values not your asking : 

Our mistress’ sorrows we were pitying. 

Cham. It was a gentle business, and becoming 
' The action of good women : there is hope, 
j All will be well. 

j Anne. Now I pray God, amen ! 

1 Chain. You bear a gentle mind, and heavenly 
blessings 

Follow such creatures. That you may, fair lady, 
Perceive I speak sincerely, and high note’s 
Ta’en of your many virtues, the king’s majesty 
Commends his good opinion to you, and 
Does purpose honour to you no less flowing 
Than marchioness of Pembroke ; to which title 
A thousand pound a year, annual support. 

Out of his grace he adds. 

Anne. I do not know. 

What kind of my obedience I should tender ; 


More than my all is nothing ; nor my prayers 
Are not words duly hallow’d, nor my wishes 
More worth than empty vanities ; yet prayers, and 
. wishes, 

Are all I can return. ’Beseech your lordship, 
Vouchsafe to speak my thanks, and my obedience, 
As from a blushing handmaid to his highness ; 
Whose health, and royalty, I pray for. 

Cham. Lady, 

I shall not fail to approve the fair conceit, 

The king hath of you. — I have perus’d her well ; 

[Aside. 

Beauty and honour in her are so mingled, 

That they have caught the king : and who knows 
But from this lady may proceed a gem, [yet, 
To lighten all this isle ? — I’ll to the king, 

And say, I spoke with you. 

Anne. My honour’d lord. 

[Exit Lord Chambeiiaia. 
Old L. Why, this it is ; see, see ! 

I have been begging sixteen years in court, 

(Am yet a courtier beggarly,) nor could 
Come pat betwixt too early and too late, 

For any suit of pounds : and you, (O fate !) 

A very fresh-fish here, (fye, fye upon 

This compell’d fortune !) have your mouth fill’d up, 

Before you open it. 

Anne. This is strange to me. 

Old L. How tastes it ? is it bitter ? forty pence. 
There was a lady once, (’tis an old story,) [no. 
That would not be a queen, that would she not, 

For all the mud in Egypt : — Have you heard it? 
Anne. Come, you are pleasant. 

Old L. With your theme, I could 

O’ermount the lark. The marchioness of Pembroke I 
A thousand pounds a year ! for pure respect ; 

No other obligation : By my life, 

That promises more thousands : Honour’s train 
Is longer than his foreskirt. By this time, 

I know, your back will bear a duchess ; — Say, 

Are you not stronger than you were ? 

A7zne. Good lady, 

Make yourself mirth with your particular fancy, 
And leave me out on’t. ’Would I had no being, 

If this salute my blood a jot ; it faints me, 

To think what follows. 

The queen is comfortless, and we forgetful 
In our long absence ! Pray, do not deliver 
W’hat here you have heard, to her. 

Old L. What do you think me ? 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE IV. — A Hall in Blace-fryars. 

Trumpets, senet, and cornets. Enter Two Yergers, toith 
short silver wands y next them. Two Scribes, in the habits 
of doctors ; after them, the Archbishop of Canterbury 
alone; after him, the Bishops of Lincoln, Ely, 
Rochester, and Saint Asaph ; oiexi them, with som£ 
small distance, folloics a Gentleman hearing the purse, 
with the great seal, and a cardinal’s hat; tlun Two 
X^riests, hearing each a silver cross; then a Gentleman- 
Usher hare-headed, accompanied tcith a Sergeant-at- 
Aiins, hearing a silver macc; then Two Gentlemen, 
hearing two great silver pillars; after them, side by 
side, the Two Cardinals ’Wolsey and Campeius ; Two 
Noblemen ivith the sword and mace. Then enter the 
King and Queen, aiid their Trains. The King takes 
place under the cloth of state ; the Two Cardinals sit 
under him as judges. The Queen takes place at some 
distance from, the King. The Bishois place themselves 
on each side the court, in manner of a consistory ; 
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bctiri’CH them, the ScriTjes. TfU> Lords sit next iM 

Bishops. The Crier and the rest of the Attendants 

stand 'in convenient o7’der about the stage. 

WoL Whilst our commission from Rome is read, 
Let silence he commanded. 

K. IIoM. YTliat’s the need ? 

It hath already publicly been read, 

And on all sides the authority allow’d ; 

You may then spare that time. 

Uroi, Be’t so : — Proceed. 

Scribe. Say, Henry king of England, come into 
the court. 

Crier. Henry king of England, &c. 

/{'. IJe'H. Here. 

Scribe. Say, Katharine queen of England, come 
into court. 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, &.c. 

[77n’ Qukmn nnikes 'uo answer, rises out of her chair, goes 
about the court, comes to the King, and kneds at his 
feet ; then sfieaks. 

Q. Kaih. Sir, I desire you, do me right and justice ; 
Anil to bestow your pity on me : for 
I am a most poor woman, and a stranger, 

Born out of your dominions ; having here 
No judge indiiferent, nor no more assurance 
Of equal friendship and proceeding. Alas, sir, 

In what have I ohended you ? what cause 
Hath ray behaviour given to your displeasure, 

That thus you should proceed to put me olF, 

And take your good grace from me ? Heaven witness, 
I have been to you a true and humble wife, 

At all times to your mil conformable : 

Ever in fear to kindle your dislike, 

Yea, subject to your countenance ; glad, or sorry. 
As I saw it iriciin’d. When was the hour, 

I ever contradicted your desire, 

Or made it not mine too ? Or which of your friends 
Have I not strove to love, although I knew 
He w^ere mine enemy what friend of mine 
That had to him deriv’d your anger, did I 
Continue in my liking ? nay, gave notice 
He was from thence discharg’d. Sir, call to mind 
That I have been your wife, in this obedience, 
Upward of twenty years, and have been blest 
With many children by you ; If, in the course 
And process of this time, you can report, 

And prove it too, against mine honour aught, 

My bond to wedlock, or my love and duty, 

Against your sacred person, in God’s name, 

Turn me away ; and let the foul’st contempt 

Shut door upon me, and so give me up 

To the sharpest kind of justice. Please you, sir. 

The king, your father, was reputed for 

A prince most prudent, of an excellent 

And unmatched wit and Judgment : Ferdinand, 

My father, king of Spain, was reckon’d one 
The wisest prince, that there had reign’d by many 
A year before : It is not to be question’d 
That they had gather’dl a wise council to them 
Of every realm, that did debate this business, 

Who deem’d our marriage lawful : Wherefore I 
Beseech you, sir, to spare me, tiE I may [humbly 
Be by my friends in Spain advis’d ; whose counsel 
1 will implore ; if not, i’tiie name of God, 

Your pleasure be Mfiird! 

WoC You have here, lady, 

(And of your choice,) these reverend fathers ; men 
Of singular integrity and learning, 

Yea, the elect of the land, who are assembled 
To plead your cause : It shall be therefore bootle.ss, 


That longer you desire the court ; as w^ell 
For your own quiet, as to rectify 
What is unsettled in the king. 

Cam. Jlig gj;.g^0o 

Hath spoken well, and justly : Therefore, madam 
It’s lit this royal, session do proceed ; ’ 

And that, witliout delay, their arguments 
Be now produc’d, and heard. 

Q. Kath. Lord cardinal, — - 

To you I speak. 

Wol. Your pleasure, madam ? 

Q. Kath. 

I am about to weep ; but, thinking that 
We are a queen, (or long have dream’ cl so,) certain, 
The daughter of a king, my drops of tears 
I’ll turn to sparks of fire. 

lY ol. Be patient yet. 

Q. Kath. I w,ill, when you are humble ; nay, 
Or God will punibli me. I do believe, [before, 
Induc’d by jioteut circumstances, that 
Abui are mine enemy ; and make my challenge, 
You shall not be my judge ; for it is you 

Have blown tins coal betwixt my lord and me, 

Which God’s dew quench !• — Therefore, I say again, 
I utterly abhor, yea, from my soul, 

Refuse you for my judge ; whom, yet once more, 

I hold my most malicious foe, and think not 
At all a friend to ti-u,th. 

Wol. I do profess, 

You speak not like yourself; who ever yet 
Have, stood to charity, and display’d the effects 
Of disposition gentle, and of wisdom 
O’ertopping woman’s power. Madam, you do me 
wTong : 

I have no spleen against you ; nor injustice 
For you, or any : how far I have proceeded, 

Or how far furtlier shall, is warranted 
By a commission from the consistory, 

Yea, the whole consistory of Rome. You charge 
That I have blown this coal : I do deny it : [me, 
The king is present : if it be known to him, 

That I gainsay my deed, how may he wound. 

And worthily, my falsehood ? yea, as much 
As you have done my truth. But if he know 
That I am free of your report, he knows, 

I am not of your wrong. Therefore in him 
It lies, to cure me : and the cure is, to 
Remove these thoughts from you ; The which before 
His highness shall speak in, I do beseech 
You, gracious madam, to unthink your speaking, 
And to say so no more. 

Q. Kath. My lord, my lord, 

I am a simple woman, much too weak 
To oppose your cunning. You are meek, and 
bumble-mouth’ d ; 

You sign your place and calling, in full seeming 
With meekness and humility : but your heart 
Is cramm’d with arrogancy, spleen, and pride. 

You have, by fortune, and Ins highness' favours, 
Gone slightly o’er low steps ; and now are mounted 
Where powers are your retainers : and your words, 
Domestics to you, serve your will, as’t please 
Yourself pronounce their office. I must tell you, 
You tendeiMnore your person’s honour, than 
Your high profession spiritual : That again 
I do refuse you for my judge ; and here, 

Before you ail, appeal unto the pope, 

To bring my whole cause ’fore his holiness, 

And to be judg’d by him. 

IBUe curVsies to the KxvfO, and offers io depart. 



>. )>■> t 



KINO HENRY VIII. 


Cam. Tlie queen is obstinate? 

Stubborn to justiccj apt to accuse it, and 
Disdainful to be tried by it ; ’tis not well. 

She’s going away. 

J{. lien. Call her again. 

Crier. Katharine queen of England, come into 
the court. 

Grif. Madam, you are call’d back, 

Q. Katli. 'What need you note it ? pray you, keep 
your way : 

■When you are call’d, return. — Now the Lord help, 
They vex me past my patience ! — pray you, pass on : 
I will not tarry ; no, nor ever more, 

Upon this business, my appearance make 
In any of their courts. 

[_Exeunt Queen, Griffith, and her other Attendants. 
K. II 671. Go thy ways, Kate : 

That man iTlie world, who shall report he has 
A better wife, let him in nought be trusted, 

For speaking false in that : Thou art, alone, 

(If thy rare qualities, sweet gentleness, 

Thy meekness saint-like, wife-like government, — 
Obeying in commanding, — and thy parts 
Sovereign and pious else, could speak thee out,) 
The queen of earthly queens : — She is noble born ; 
And, like ber true nobility, she has 
Carried herself towards me. 

Wol. Most gracious sir, 

In humblest manner I require your highness. 

That it shall please you to declare, in hearing 
Of all these ears, (for where I am robb’d and 
bound. 

There must I be unloos’d ; although not there 
At once and fully satisfied,) whether ever I 
Did broach this business to your highness ; or 
Laid any scruple in your way, which might 
Induce you to the question on’ t ? or ever 
Have to you, — ^but with thanks to God for such 
A royal lady,— spake one the least word, might 
Be to the prejudice of her present state, 

Or touch of her good person ? 

E. Hen. My lord cardinal, 

I do excuse you ; yea, upon mine honour, 

I free you from’t. You are not to be taught 
That you have many enemies, that know not 
Why they are so, but, like to village curs, 

Bark when their fellows do ; by some of these 
The queen is put in anger. You are excus’d: 

But will you be more justified } you ever 
Have wish’d the sleeping of this business; never 
Desir’d it to be stirr’d ; but oft have hinder’d ; oft 
The passages made toward it : — on my honour, 

I speak my good lord cardinal to this point, 

And thus far clear him. Now, what mov’d me to’t, — 

I I will be bold with time, and your attention : — ^ 
Then mark the inducement. Thus it came ; — give 
heed to’t : 

My conscience first receiv’d a tenderness, 

Scruple, and prick, on certain speeches utter’d 
By [;he bishop of Bayonne, then French ambassador ; 

I V/ho had been hither sent on the debating 
! A marriage, ’twixtthe duke of Orleans and 
Our daughter Mary : I’ the progress of this biisi- 
Ere a determinate resolution, he [ness, 

(I mean, the bishop) did require a respite ; 

Wherein he might the king his lord advertise 
Whether our daughter were legitimate, 


Respecting this our marriage with the dowager, 
Sometimes our brother’s wife. This respite shook 
The bosom of my conscience, enter’d me, 

Yea, with a splitting power, and made to tremble 
The region of my breast ; which forc’d such way. 
That many maz’d considerings did throng, 

And press’d in with this caution. First, methought, 

I stood not in the smile of heaven ; who had 
Commanded nature, that my lady’s womb, 

If it conceiv’d a male child by me, should 
Do no more offices of life to’t, than 
The grave does to the dead : for her male issue 
Or died where they were made, or shortly after 
This world had air’d them : Hence I took a thought , 
This was a judgment on me ; that my kingdom, 
Well worthy the best heir o’ the world, should no 
Be gladded in’t by me : Then follows, that 
I weigh’d the danger which my realms stood in 
By this my issue’s fail : and that gave to me 
Many a groaning throe. Thus hulling in 
The wild sea of my conscience, I did steer 
Toward this remedy, whereupon we are 
Now present here together ; that’s to say, 

I meant to rectify my conscience, — ^which 
I then did feel full sick, and yet not well, — 

By all the reverend fathers of the land. 

And doctors learn’d. — First, I began in private 
With you, my lord of Lincoln ; you remember i 
How under my oppression I did reek, i 

When I first moved you. i 

Lin. Very well, my liege. j 

K. Hen. I have spoke long ; be pleas’d yourself 
How far you satisfied me. [to say 

Lin. So please your highness, 

The question did at first so stagger me, — | 

Bearing a state of mighty moment in’t, j 

And consequence of dread, — that I committed 1 
The daring’st council which I had, to doubt ; ! 

And did entreat your highness to this course, ! 

Which you are running here. I 

E. Hen. I then mov’d you, 

My lord of Canterbury ; and got your leave i 

To make this present summons ; — Unsolicited I 

I left no reverend person in this court ; i 

But by particular consent proceeded, ! 

Under your hands and seals. Therefore, go on ; ^ 

For no dislike i’the world against the person j 

Of the good queen, but the sharp thorny points ; 

Of my alleged reasons, drive this forward : j 

Prove but our marriage lawful, by my life. 

And kingly dignity, we are contented i 

To wear our mortal state to come, wdth her, , 

Katharine our queen, before the primest creature i 
That’s paragon’d o’the world. 

Cam. So pleasure your highness, 

The queen being absent, ’tis a needful fitness 
That we adjourn this court till f mother day : j 

Meanwhile must be an earnest motion i 

Made to the queen, to call back her appeal 
She intends unto his holiness. IThcy rise to depart. 

E. Hen. I may perceive, Uli/de- 

These cardinals trifle with me : I abhor ; 

This dilatory sloth, and tricks of Rome. | 

My learn’d and well-beloved servant, Cranmer, i 
Pr’ythee, return ! with thy approach, I know, | 
My comfort comes along. Break up the court : j 

I say, set on. [Exeunt in manner as they entered. ; 


/ 
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ACT HI. 


SCENE I.— Pa to Bridewell. A Roormn 

the Queen’s Apartment. 

Th e CtuEEisr, and some of her Women, at work. 

Q, Kath. Take thy lute, wench : my soul grows 
sad with troubles : 

Sing, and disperse them, if thou canst: leave wor 
ing. 

SONG. 

Oi'plieus witli Ms Uite made trees, 

And the mountain-tops, that fmeze, 

Bow themselves, when he did sing ; 

To his music, plants, and flowers. 

Ever sprung ; as sun and showers 
There had made a lasting spring. 

Every thing that heard him play, 

Even the billows of the sea. 

Bung tlieir heads, and then lay by. 

In sweet music is such art ; 

Killing care, and grief of heart. 

Fall asleep, or, hearing, die. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

Q. Kaih. How now? 

Gent. An’t please your grace, the two great 
Wait in the presence. [cardinals 

Q. Kath. Would they speak with me ? 

Gent. They will’d me say so, madam. 

Q.Kath. Pray their graces 

To come near. Gent.] What can be their 

business . „ « ^ 

With me, a poor weak woman, fallen from mvour . 
I do not like their coming, now I think on t. 

They should be good men ; their alfairs as righteous : 
But all hoods make not monks. 


Enter Wolsey and CAMPmus. 

Peace to your highness ! 

Q. Kaih. Your graces find me here part of a 
housewife ; , 

I would be all, against the worst may happen. i 
What are your pleasures with me, reverend lords . 
Wol. May it please you, noble madam, to with- 
draw 

Into your private chamber, we shall give you 
The full cause of our coming. 

Q. Kath. Speak it here ; 

There’s nothing I have done yet, o’ my conscience. 
Deserves a corner : ’Would, all other women 
Could speak this with as free a soul as I do I 
My lords, I care not, (so much I am happy 
Above a number,) if my actions 
Were tried by every tongue, evei^ eye saw them, 
Envy and base opinion set against them, 

I know my life so even : If your business 
Seek me out, and that way I am wife in, 

Out with it boldly ; Truth loves open dealing. ^ 
Wol Tanta est ergh te mentis integritas, regma 
serenissima , — 

Q. Kath. O good, my lord, no Latin ; 

I am not such a truant since my coming, 

As not to know the language I have lived in : 

A strange tongue makes my cause more strange, 
suspicious; 

Pray, speak in English : here are some will thank 

If you speak truth, for their poor mistress sake ; 
Believe me, she has had much wrong : Lord car- 
The willing’ st sin I ever yet committed, [dinal, 
May be absolv’d in English. 


WoL Noble lady, 

I am sorry, my integrity should breed, 

(And seiwice to his majesty and you,) 

So deep suspicion, where all faith was meant. 

We come not by the way of accusation, 

To taint that honour every good tongue blesses ; 
Nor to betray you any way to sorrow ; 

You have too much, good lady : but to know 
How yon stand minded in the weighty difference 
Between the king and you ; and to deliver, 

Like free and honest men, our just opinions, 

And comforts to your cause. 

Cam. Most honour’d madam, 

My lord of York, — out of his noble nature, 

Zeal and obedience he still bore yonr grace ; 
Forgetting, like a good man, your late censure 
Both of iris truth and him, (which was too far,)— 
Oflers, as I do, in a sign of peace, 
tlis service and his counsel. 

Q. Kath. To betray me. [Aside. 

My lords, I thank you both for your good wills, 
Ye speak like honest men, (pray God ye prove sol) 
Blit how to make ye suddenly an answer, 

In such a point of weight, so near mine honour, 
(More near my life, I fear,) with my weak wit, 

I And to such men of gravity and learning, 

' In truth, I know not. I was set at work 
Among my maids ; full little, God knows, looking 
Either for such men, or such business. 

For her sake that 1 have been, (for I feel 
The last lit of my greatness,) good your graces, 
Let me have time, and counsel, for my cause ; 
Alas ! 1 am a woman, friendless, hopeless. 

Wol Madam, you wrong the king’s love with 
these fears ; 

Your hopes and friends are infinite. ' ^ 

Q.Kath. In England, 

But little for my profit : Can you think, lords, 


out ■ 

That any Englishman dare give me counsel. 

Or he a known friend, ’gainst his highness plea- 

sure, . r i. i. V 

(Though he be grown so desperate to be honest, > 
And live a subject ? Nay, forsooth, my friends, 
They that must weigh out my aftlictions, 

They that my trust must grow to, live not here : 
They are, as all my other comforts, far hence, 

In mine own country, lords. _ _ 

Cam. I would, your grace 

Would leave your griefs, and take my counsel ^ 

Q Kaih Mow, sir . 

Cam. Put your main cause into the king’s pro- 
tection ; , 

He’s loving, and most gracious ; twill be muen 
Both for four honour better, and your cause j 
For, if the trial of the law o’ertake you, 

Yo^U part away disgrac’d. 

Q. Kath. Ye tell me what ye wish for both, my 
ruin : , . , „ .. 

Is this your Christian counsel ? out n^on y ■ 
Heaven is above all yet ; there sits a judge. 

That no king can corrupt. 

Q. Kath. The more shame for ye; holy men 

Upon my*so^!'wo reverend ’ . 

But cardinal sins, and hoUow hearts, I 
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Mend them, for shame, my lords. Is this your 
comfort ? 

The cordial that ye bring a wretched lady ? 

A woman lost among ye, laugh’d at, scorn’d ? 

I will not wish ye half my miseries, 

I have more charity : But say, I warn’d ye ; 

Take heed, for heaven’s sake, take heed, lest at once 
The burden of my sorrows fall upon ye. 

fVoL Madam, this is a mere distraction ; 

You turn the good we offer into envy. 

Q, Hath. Ye turn me into nothing; Woe upon ye. 
And all such false professors 1 Would ye have me 
(If you have any justice, any pity ; 

If ye be anything but churchmen’s habits,) 

Put my sick cause into his hands that hates me ? 
Alas ! he has banish'd me his bed already ; 

His love, too long ago ; I am old, my lords. 

And all the fellowship I hold now with him 
Is only my obedience. What can happen 
To me above this wretchedness ? all your studies 
Make me a curse like this. 

Cam, Your fears are worse. 

Q. Kaiih. Have I liv'd thus long — (let me speak 
myself, 

Since virtue finds no friends,) — a wife, a true one? 
A woman (I dare say, without vain-glory,) 

Never yet branded wfith suspicion ? 

Have I with all my full affections 
Still met the king ? lov’d him next heaven ? obey'd 
him } 

Been, out of fondness, superstitious to him ? 
Almost forgot my prayers to content him ? 

And. am I thus rewarded ? 'tis not well, lords. 
Bring me a constant woman to her husband. 

One that ne'er di'eam'd a joy beyond his pleasure ; 
And to that woman, when she has done most. 

Yet will I add an honour,— a great patience. 

Wol. Madam, you wander from the good we 
aim at. 

Q. Kath. My lord, I dare not make myself so 
guilty, 

To give up willingly that noble title 
Your master wed me to : nothing but death 
Shall e'er divorce my dignities. 

WoL 'Pray, hear me. 

Q. Kath. 'Would I had never trod this English 
Or felt the flatteries that grow upon it ! [earth, 
Ye have angels' faces, but heaven knows your 
hearts. 

What will become of me now, wretched lady ? 

I am the most unhappy woman living. — 

Alas ! poor wenches, where are now your fortunes ? 

[To her ’Women. 

Shipwreck'd upon a kingdom, where no pity, 

No friends, no hope ; no kindred weep for me, 
Almost, no grave allow’d me : — Like the lily, 

That once was mistress of the field, and flouiish'd, 
rU hang my head, and perish. 

Wol. If your grace 

Could but be brought to know, om- ends are honest, 
You'd feel more comfort : why should we, good 
lady,' " ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ ■ 

Upon what cause, wrong you? alas! ^our places, 
The way of our profession is against it ; 

We are to cure such sorrows, not to sow them, 

For goodness' sake, consider what you do ; 

How you may hurt yourself, ay, utterly 

Grow from the king's acquaintance, by this carriage. 

The hearts of princes kiss obedience, 

So much they love it ; but, to stubborn spirits, 


They swell, and grow as terrible as storms. 

I know, you have a gentle, noble temper, 

A soul as even as a calm ; Pray, think us 
Those we profess, peace-makers, friends, and ser- 
vants. 

Cam. Madam, you'll find it so. You wrong 
your virtues 

With these weak women's fears. A noble spirit, 
As yours was put into you, ever casts 
Such doubts, as false coin, from it. The king 
loves you ; 

Beware, you lose it not : For us, if you please 
To trust us in your business, we are ready 
To use our utmost studies in your service. 

Q. Kath. Do what ye will, my lords: And, 
pray, forgive me, 

If I have us'd myself unmannerly ; 

You know, I am a woman, lacking wit 
To make a seemly answer to such persons. 

Pray, do my service to his majesty : 

He has my heart yet ; and shall have my prayers, 
While I shah have my life. Come, reverend fathers, 
Bestow your counsels on me : she now begs, 

That little thought, when she set footing here, 

She should have bought her dignities so dear. 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE 11. — Anie-chamher to the King’s 
Apartment. 

Enter the Dckb of Nobfolk, the Duke of Suffolk, the 
Eael of Subbby, and the Lord Chamberlain. 

Nor. If you wiU now unite in your complaints 
And force them with a constancy, the cardinal 
Cannot stand under them : If you omit 
The offer of this time, I cannot promise, 

But that you shaU sustain more new disgraces, 
With these you bear already. 

Sur. I am joyful 

To meet the least occasion, that may give me 
Remembrance of my father-in-law, the duke, 

To be reveng'd on him. 

Suf. Which of the peers 

Have uncontemn'd gone by him, or at least 
Strangely neglected ? when did he regard 
The stamp of nobleness in any person, 

Out of himself ? 

Cham. My lords, you speak your pleasures : 
What he deserves of you and me, I know ; 

What we can do to him, (though now the time 
Gives way to us,) I much fear. If you cannot 
Bar his access to the king, never attempt 
Any thing on him ; for he hath a witchcraft 
Over the king in his tongue. 

Nor, O, fear Mm not ; 

His speU in that is out: the king hath found 
Matter against him, that for ever mars 
The honey of his lan^ag:e. No, he's settled, 

Not to come off, in Ms Mspleasure. 

Sur. Sir, 

I should be glad to hear such news as this 
Once every hour. 

Nor. Beheve it, tHs is true, 

In the divorce, his contrary proceedings 
Are all unfolded ; wherein he appears, 

As I could wish mine enemy. 

Sur. How came 

His practices to light ? 

Suf. Most strangely. 

Sur. 0, how, how? 

Suf. The cardinal's letter to the pope miscarried, 
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And came to the eye o’ the king : wherein was 

How that the’cardinal did entreat his holiness 
To stay the judgment o’ the divorce ; For it 
It did take place, I do, qnoth he, perce^ve, 

My king is tangled in affection to 
A creature of the queen’s, lady Anne Bullen, 

SuT. Has the king this ? 

Believe it. 

' Will this work ? 

"chmi. The king in this perceives him, how he 
coasts, 

And hedges, his own way. But in this point 
All his tncks founder, and he brings his physic 
After his patient’s death ; the king already 

Hath married the fair lady. 

Sur. ’Would he had! 

'suf. Alay you be happy in your wish,' my lord ! 
For, I profess, you have it. 

Nowallmyjoy 

Trace the conjunction i 

My amen to 1 1 

Allmen’s. 

Suf There’s order given for her coronation : 
Marry, this is yet but young, and may be left 
To some ears unreconnted. — But, my lords. 

She is a gallant creature, and complete 
In mind and feature : I persuade me, from her 
Will fall some blessing to this laud, which shall 
In it be memoriz’d. 

But, will the king 
Digest this letter of the cardinal’s ? 

The Lord forbid 1 

;Afor Marry, amen 1 

suf. , N'!'"'’'- 

Tlier'e be more wasps that buz about bis nose, 

Wi 11 make tlii s sting th e sooner. Cardinal Campeius 
Is stolen away to Rome ; hatli laen no leave ; 

Has left the cause o’ the king unluuidled ; and 
Is posted, as the agent of our cardinal, 

To second all his plot. I do assure you, 

The king cried, ha ! at this. 

Chnm. Now, God incense him, 

And let him cry ha, louder ! 

jSj-Qf, But, my lord, 

When returns Cranmer? 

Suf. He is return’d, in his opinions ; which 
HavtS satisfied the king for liis divorce, 

Together with all famous colleges 
Almost in Christendom : shortly, I believe. 

His second marriage shall be publish d, and 
Her coronation. Katharine no more 
Shall be call’d, queen ; but princess dowager, 

And widow to prince Artbur. 

This same Cranmer s 

A worthy fellow, and hath ta’en much pain 
In the king’s business. „ H. 

He has ; and we shall see him 

For it, an archbishop. 

Nor. Sn I hear. 

Suf ’Tisso. : 

The cardinal — 

Enter WonsEY and Croiviwell. 

Nor. Observe, observe, lie’s moody. 

WqI The packet, Cromwell, gave it you the king? 
Crom. To his own hand, in his bed-chamber. 
Wol. Look’d he o’the inside of the paper ? ^ 

C/owh ' ' Presently 

He did unseal them : and the first he view’d, 


He did it with a serious mind ; a heed 
Was ill his countenance : You, he bade 
Attend him here this moriiiiig. 

W ol. Is lie ready 

To come abroad ? 

Crow. I think, by this he is. 

Leave me a while, — {.Exit Cromwelh;. 

It shall be to the duchess of Aleric;on, 

The French king’s sister : he shall marry her. — 
Anne Biillen ! No ; I’ll no Anne Biillens for him ; 
There is more in it than fair visage. — Bulleu ! 

No, we’ll BO Bulleiis — Speedily I wish 
To hear from Rome.— The marchioness of Pem- 
broke ! 

Nor. He’s discontented. 

Suf. May be, he hears the king 

Does whet his anger to him. 

Stir. Sharp enough, 

Lord, for thy justice ! 

Wol. The late queen’s gentlewoman ; a knight’s 
daughter, 

To be her mistress’ mistress ! the queen’s queen! — 
This candle burns not clear ; ’tis I must snuff it ; 
Then, out it goes.— What though I know her 
virtuous, 

And well deserving ? yet I know her for 
A spleeny Lutheran ; and not wholesome to 
Our cause, that she should lie i’the bosom of 
Our hard-rurd king. Again, there is sprung up 
An heretic, an arcli one, Cranmer ; one 
Hath crawl’d into the favour of the king, 

And is his oracle. 

Nor. He is vex’d at something. 

Suf I would, ’twere something that would fret 
the string, 

The master-cord of his heart ! 

Enter the King, reading a schedule; and Lovell. 

The king, the king. 
k'. Hen. What piles of wealth hath he accumu- 
lated 

To his own portion! and what expense by the hour 
Seems to flow from him! How, i’ the name ot 
thrift, 

Does he rake this together !— Now, my lords ; 

Saw you the cardinal ? 

Nor. My lord, we have 

Stood here observing him : Some strange commo- 
Is in his brain : he bites his lip, and starts ; [tion 
Stops on a sudden, looks upon the ground, 

Then, lays his finger on his temple ; straight, 
Springs out into fast, gait ; then, stops again, 
Strikes his breast hard ; and anon, he casts 
His eye against the moon : in most strange pos- 
We have seen him set himself. 

K. Men. ^ It may well be j ■ \ 

There is a mutiny in his mind. This morning 
Papers of state he sent me to peruse. 

As I requir’d; And, wot you, what I mind 
There ; on my conscience, put unwittingly . 
Forsooth, an inventory, thus importing,— 

The several parcels of his plate, Ms treasure, ^ 
Rich stuffk, and ornaments of household ; whic 
1 find at such proud rate, that it out-speaks 
Possession of a subject ,,, . 

_2vror. It’s Heaven’s Will, 

Some spirit put this paper in the packet 
To bless your eye withal. 

K.IIeu. Ifwedidthmk 

His contemplation were above th.e eai ti, 
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And fix’d on spiritual object, he should still 
Dwell, ill liis miisings : but, I am afraid, 

His thinkings are below the moon, not worth 
His serious considering. 

[J/f takes Ms seat, and wMspers Lovell, who 
goes to WoLSEY. 

WoL Heaven forgive me 1 

Ever God bless your highness 1 
K. Hen. Good my lord, 

You are full of heavenly stuff, and bear the inventory 
Of your best graces in your mind ; the which 
You were now running o’er ; you have scarce time 
To steal from spiritual leisure a brief span 
To keep your earthly audit : Sure, in that 
I deem you an ill husband : and am glad 
To have you therein my companion. 

WoL ^ ^ Sir, 

For holy offices I have a time ; a time 
To think upon the part of business, which 
I bear i’tbe state ; and nature does require 
Her times of preservation, which, perforce, 

I her frail son, amongst my brethren mortal, 

Must give my tendance to. 

K. Hen. You have said well. 

Wol. And ever may your highness yoke together, 
As I will lend you cause, my doing well 
With my well-saying ! 

K. Hen. ’Tis well said again ; 

And his a kind of good deed, to say well : 

And yet words are no deeds. My father lov’d 
you : 

He said, he did ; and with his deed did crown 
His word upon you. Since I had my office, 

I have kept you next my heart ; have not alone 
Employ’d you where high profits might come 
home, 

But par’d my present havings, to bestow 
My bounties upon you. 

Wol. What should this mean ? 

Sw. The Lord increase this business ! {.Aside. 
K. Hen. Have I not made you 

The prime man of the state ? I pray you, tell me, 
If what I now pronounce, you have found true ; 
And, if you may confess it, say withal, 

If you are bound to us, or no. What say you.^ 
Wol. My sovereign, I confess, your royal graces, 
Shower’d on me daily, have been more, than could 
My studied purposes requite ; which went 
Beyond all man’s endeavours my endeavours 
Have ever come too short of my desires, 

Yet, fil’d with my abilities : Mine own ends 
Have been mine so, that evermore they pointed 
To the good of your most sacred person, and 
The profit of the state. For your great graces 
Heap’d upon me, poor undeserver, I 
Can nothing render but ailegiant thanks ; 

My prayers to heaven for you; my loyalty. 

Which ever has, and ever shall be growing, 

Till death, that winter, kill it. 

K. Hen. Fairly answer’d; 

A loyal and obedient subject is 
Therein illustrated : The honour of it 
Does pay the act of it; as, i’ the contrary, 

The foulness is the punishment. I presume 
That, as my hand has open’d bounty to you, 

My heart dropp’d love, my power rain’d honour, 

On you, than any ; so your hand, and heart, 

; Your brain, and every function of your power, 

I Should, notwithstanding that your bond of duty,- 


501' I 

As ’twere in love’s particular, be more i 

To me, your friend, than any. I 

Wol. I do profess, i 

That for your highness’ good I ever labour’d i 
More than mine own ; that am, have, and will he. ■ 
Though all the world should crack their duty to '■ 
you, ! 

Anf^ throw it from their soul ; though perils did i 
Abound, as thick as thought could make them, and . 
Appear in forms more horrid ; yet my duty, i 

As doth a rock against the chiding flood, i 

Should the approach of this wild river break, 

And stand unshaken yours. | 

AT. Hen. ’Tis nobly spoken : 

Take notice, lords, he has a loyal breast, | 

For you have seen him open’t. — Read o’er this ; j 

[Giidtig him papers. 

And, after, this : and then to breakfast, with ! 

What appetite you have. | 

{Exit King, frowning upon Cardinal Wolsey : the | 
Nobles throng after him, smiling, and whispering. 
Wol. What should this mean? j 

What sudden anger’s this ? how have I reap’d it ? , 

He parted frowning from me, as if ruin j 

Reap’d from his eyes : So looks the chafed lion | 
Upon the daring huntsman that has gall’d him ; I 
Then makes him nothing. I must read this paper : | 
I fear, the story of his anger. — ’Tis so ; I 

This paper has undone me : — ’Tis the account i 

Of all that world of wealth I have drawn together | 
For mine own ends ; indeed, to gain the popedom, ; 
And fee my friends in Rome. O negligence, | 

Fit for a fool to fall by ! What cross devil i 

Made me put tliis main secret in the packet ! 

I sent the king ? Is there no way to cure this ? i 

No new device to beat this from his brains ? j 

I know, ’twill stir him strongly ; Yet I know j 

A way, if it take right, in spite of fortune I 

Will bring me off again. What’s this — To the i 
The letter, as I live, with all the business [Pope? i 
I writ to his holiness. Nay then, farewell ! 1 

I have touch’ d the highest point of all my greatness : | 
And, from that full meridian of my glory, j 

I haste now to my setting. I shall fall i 

Like a bright exhalation in the evening, j 

And no man see me more. j 

Re-enter the Dukes of Norfolk and Suffolk the Earl ^ 
OF Surrey, and the Lord Chamberlain. ! 

Nor. Hear the king’s pleasure, cardinal : who j 
commands you j 

To render up the great seal presently | 

Into our hands ; and to confine yourself i 

To Asher-house, my lord of Winchester’s, i 

Till you hear further from his highness, i 

Wol. Stay, I 

Where’s your commission, lords ? words cannot i 
Authority so weighty. [carry i 

Suf. Who dare cross them, j 

Bearing the king’s will from his mouth expressly ? i 
Wol. Till I find more than will, or words, to do it, ; 
(I mean, your malice,) know, officious lords, j 

I dare, and must deny it. Now I feel | 

Of what coarse metal ye are moulded, — envy. j 

How eagerly ye follow my disgraces, 

As if it fed ye ? and how sleek and wanton 
Ye appear in every thing may bring my ruin ! 

Follow your envious courses, men of malice ; 

You have Christian warrant for them, and, no doubt. 

In time will find their fit rewards. That seal, 

You ask with such a violence, the king, 
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Jt^roua lom, tuuu ucci- , 

Within* these forty hours Surrey durst better 
H^e burnt that tongue, than said 

Thor scarlet sin, robb’d this bewaiUng land 
Of noble Buckingham, my iatheijin-law . 

The heads of all thy brother cardinals, 

(With thee, and all thy best parts oound together,) 

Weigh’d not a hair of his. Hague ot your policy 1 
You sent me deputy for Ireland ; 

Far from his succour, from the king, fiotn 1 
That might have «^ercy on the fault ^ 

Whilst your gr^at goodness, out ot holy pity, 

Absolv’d him with an axe. , „ , 

^ol This, and aU else 

This talking lord can lay my credit, 

I answer, is most false. The duke by law 
Found his deserts : how innocent 1 was 
From any private malice in his end, 

His noble jury and foul cause can 
If I lov’d many words, lord, I should tell you, 

You have as little honesty as honour ; 

That I, in the way of loyalty and truth 
Toward the king, my ever royal master, 

Pare mate a sounder man than Surrey can be, 

And all that love his follies. 1 

sur *^y 

Your long coat, priest, protects you ; thou should st 

My sword i’the life-blood of thee else.— My lords. 

Can ye endure to hear this arrogance ? 

And from this fellow ? If we live thus tamely. 

To be thus jaded by a piece of scarlet, 

Farewell nohiUty ; let his grace go forward, 

An^dare us with his cap, like larks. ■ 

Is poLn to thy stomach. 

Of deaning all the land’s wealth into one, 

Into your own hands, cardinal, by extortion ; 

The eoodness of your intercepted packets, i 

You writ to the pope, against the king : youi 
ffOodncsSy . . 

Since you provoke me, shall be most notorious— 

My lord of Norfolk, as you are truly noble, 

As you respect the common good, the state 

Of our despis’d nobility, our issues, , farewell to tl 

\vol. How much, methinks, I could despise this 
But that I am bound in charity against it . [man. 

Nor. Those articles, my lord, are in the km, fa 
But^tos much, they are foul 

And spotless, shall mine innocence arise, 

When the king knows my truth. 

This cannot save you. 

I thank my memory, I yet remember 
Some of these articles ; and out they shall. 


Press not a falling man too far ; tis virtue : 

His faults lie open to the laws ; let them, 

Not you, correct him. My heart weeps to see him 

So little of his great self. _ . 

I forgive him. 

Suf. Lord cardinal, the king’s -further pleasure 

Because aUthose things, you have done of late 
By your power legatine within this kingdom, 

Fall into the compass of a pmmmiire,-— 

That therefore such a writ be sued against you ; 

To forfeit all your goods, lands, tenements, 
Chattels, and whatsoeyer, and to he ^ ^ 

Out of the kitiii’s protection This is my chaige. 

Nor' And s"o wl’ll leave you to your meditations 
Hcvw to live better. For your stubborn answer, 
About the giving back the go^eat seal to m , 

The king shall know it, and, no doubt, shall thanK 

So fare you well, my little good lord 

bear me. 


To-day he puts ft 

,ves of hope, to-morrow blossi 
blushing honours thick upon 

I +i»not 

The third day, comes a 1. . , 

And, — ^when he thinkS; 

His greatness is a-ripcning,--~nipi 
And then he faUs, as I do. I ha 
Like little wanton hoys that swim 
This many summers in a sea or glo y 

» beyond my depth: my high-I 

At length broke under me ; and now 
Weai-v, and old with service, to the i 
Of a rude stream, that must for ev 


frost, a killing frost ; 
good easy manl funs 
IS hi& root, 
ive yehtur’d 

a on bladder! 
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SCENE I. 


Vain pomp, and glory of this world, I hate ye ; The king has gone beyond me, all my glories 
I feel my heart new opened : O, how wretched In that one woman I have lost for ever : 

Is that poor man, that hangs on princes’ favours ! No sun shall ever usher forth mine honours, 

There is, betwixt that smile we would aspire to, Or gild again the noble troops that waited 

That sweet aspect of princes, and their min, Upon my smiles. Go, get tliee from me, CromweD ; 

More pangs and fears than wars or women have ; I am a poor fallen man, unworthy now 
And when he falls, he falls like Lucifer, To be thy lord and master : Seek the king ; 

Never to hope again. — That sun, I pray, may never set I I have told him 

En ter Cromwell, amazedlp. What, and how true thou art : he will advance thee ; 

Why, how now, Cromwell ? Some little memory of me will stir him, 

Crom. I have no power to speak, sir. (I know his noble nature,) not to let 

Wol. What, amaz’d Thy hopeful service perish too : Good Cromwell, 

At my misfortunes ? can thy spirit wonder, Neglect him not ; make use now, and provide 

A great man should decline? Nay, an you weep, lor thine own future safety. 

I am fallen indeed. , , Crom, O my lord, 

Crom. How does your grace ? Must I then leave you? must I needs forego 

gToi. Why, well ; So good, so noble, and so true a master ? 

Never so truly happy, my good Cromwell. Bear witness, all that have not hearts of iron, 

I know myself now ; and I feel within me With what a sorrow Cromwell leaves his lord — 

A peace above all earthly dignities. The king shall have my service ; but my prayers 

A still and quiet conscience. The king has cur’d Bor ever, and for ever, shall be yonrs. 

WoL Cromwell, I did not think to shed a tear 

I humbly thank his grace ; and from these shoulders, In all my miseries ; but thou hast forc’d me 
These ruin’d pillars, out of pity, taken Out of thy honest truth to play the woman. 

A load would sink a navy, too much honour : let’s dry our eyes : and thus far hear me, Cromwell j 

0, ’tis a burden, Cromwell, ’tis a burden, And,— when I am forgotten, as I shall be, 

Too heavy for a man that hopes for heaven. And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 

Crom. I am glad, your grace has made that Of me more must be heard of,— say, I taught thee ; 

right use of it. Say, Wolsey, — that once trod the ways of glory, 

Wol. I hope, I have ; I am able now, methinks, And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour,— 
(Out of a fortitude of soul I feel,) Found thee a way, out of his wi*eck, to rise in ; 

To endure more miseries, and greater far, A sure and safe one, though thy master miss’d it. 

Than my weak -hearted enemies dare offer. Mark but my fall, and that, that ruin’d me. 

What news abroad ? CromweU, I charge thee, fling away ambition ; 

Crom. The heaviest, and the worst. By that sin fell the angels ; how can man then, 

Is your displeasure with the king. The image of his Maker, hope to win hy’t ? 

Wol. God bless him I Love thyself last: cherish those hearts that hate thee ; 

' Crow, The next is, that sir Thomas More is Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Lord Chancellor in your place. [chosen Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

Wol. That’s somewhat sudden : To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not : 

But he’s a learned man. May he continue let all the ends, thou aim’st at,^ be thy country’s, 

Long in his highness’ favour, and do justice Thy God’s, and truth’s ; then if thou fall st, O 

Fortruth’ssake, and his conscience; that his bones, Cromwell, , 

When he has run his course, and sleeps in blessings, Thou fall’st a blessed martyr. Serve the king ; 
May have a tomb of orphans’ tears wept on ’em ! And, — ^Pr’ythee, lead me in : 

What more ? There take an inventory of all I have, 

Crom. That Cranmer is return’d with welcome, To the last penny; ’tis the king’s : my robe. 
Install’d lord archbishop of Canterbury. And my integrity to heaven, is all 

Wol. That’s news indeed. I I call mine own. 0 Cromwell, Cromwell, 

Crow. Last, that the lady Anne, Had I but serv’d my God with half the zeal 

Whom the king hath in secrecy long married, I serv’d my king, he would not in mine age 

This day was view'd in open, as his queen, Have left me naked to mine enemies. 

Going to chapel ; and the voice is now Crom. Good sir, have pa ti^ce. 

Only about heAoronation. Wol. So I have. larewe 1 

WoL There was the weight that pull’d me down. The hopes of court ! my hopes m heaven do dwell. 
0 Cromwell, lEtreuni. 


This, general joy. [sorrow; 

2 Gent. ’Tis well : The citizens, 

are you. I am sure, have shown at full their royal minds ; 
sre, and As, let them have their rights, they are ever fomard 
[behold 111 celebration of this day with shows, 
last en- Pageants, and sights of honour. 

1 Gent. Never greater, 

■ial. Nor, I’ll assure you, better taken, sir. 
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2 Gent. May I be bold to ask what thateon- 

That paper in your baud? lut ’ 

IGek Yes; ’tistheUst 

Of those, that claim their offices this day, 

By custom of tlie coronation. 

tL duke of Suffolk is the first, and claims 

To be high steward ; next, the duke ot Norfolk, 

He to be earl marshal : you may read the rest 
2 Gent. I thank you, sir ; had I not known those 
customs, 

I should have been beholden to your paper. ^ 

But, I beseech you, what’s become ot kathaime. 

The princess dowager ? how goes her business . 

1 Gent. That I can tell you too. The archbishop 
Of Canterbury, accompanied with other 
Learned and reverend fathers of ^s order, 

Held a late court at Dunstable, six miles off 
From Ampthiil, where the princess lay; to winch 
She oft was cited by them, but appear d not : 

And, to be short, for not appearance, and 
The king’s late scruple, by the main assent 
Of all these learned men she was divoin d, 

And the late marriage made of none efiect ; 

Since which she was remov’d to Kimbolton, 

Where she remains now, sick. , i i « 

0 Gpnt -A^ias, good lady 

^ [Trumpets. 

The trumpets sound: stand close, the cpieen is 
coming. 

THB ORDBB OF THE PROCESSION. 

A Kvelpjlouruh of Trumpets: then, enter 

1. Two Judges. , 1 . 

2. Lord Chancellor, with the puj’se and mace heforo lum.^ 

3. Choristers singing. [Music. 

4. Mayor of London hearing the mace. Then Garter, in 

his coat of arms, and, on his head, a gilt copper 
crown. 

5. Marquis Dorset, hearing a seeptro of gold, on Ins head 

a demi-coronal of gold. With him, the Bari of 
SiuTcy, hearing the rod of silver with the dove, 
crowned with an earl’s coronet. Collars of SS. 

6. Duke of Suffolk, in his robe of estate, his coronet on his 

head, hearing a long white wand, as high-steward. 
With him, the Duke of Norfolk, with the rod ot 
inarshalship, a coronet on his head. Collars of SS. 

7. A canopy borne by four of the Cinque-ports ; under it, 

the Queen in her robe ; in her hair richly adorned 
with pearl, crowned. On. each side of her, the 
Bishops of London and Winchester. 

3, The old Diicliess of Norfolk, in a coronal of gold, 
wrought with flowers, bearing the Queen’s train. 

D Certain Ladies or Countesses, with plain circlets of gold 
without flowers. 

2 Gent. A royal train, believe me.— These I 
Who’s that, that bears the sceptre ? [know 

1 Gent. Marquis Dorset : 

And that the earl of Surrey, with the rod. 

2 Gent, A bold brave gentleman: And that 
should be 

The duke of Suffolk. ^ 

1 Cent. 'Tis the same ; high-steward. 

2 Gent. And that my lord of Norfolk ? 

1 Gent. 

2 Gent Heaven bless thee I 

[Looking on tke 

Thou hast the sweetest face I ever look’d on.— 
Sir, as I have a soul, she is an angel ; 

Our king has all the Indies in his arms, _ 

And more, and richer, when he strains that lady ; 

1 cannot blame his conscience, 

i Gent. They, that bear 


The cloth of honour over her, are four barons 
Of the Cinque-ports. 

2 Gent, Those men are happy ; and so are all, 
are near her. 

I take it, she that carries up the train, 

Is that old noble lady, duchess of Norfolk. 

1 Gent. It is ; and all the rest are countesses. 

2 Gent. Their coronets say so. These are stars, 

And, sometimes, fidiing ones. [indeed ; 

1 Gent. No more of that. 

[Exit Procession, with a great flourish of trumpets. 

Eater a 27«>d! Geiitlenian. 

God save you, sir ! Where have you been broiling ? 

3 Gent. Among the crowd i’the abbey ; where 

a finger 

Could not be wedg’d in more ; and I am stifled 
With the mere rankness of their joy. 

2 Gent. You saw 

The ceremony ? 

3 Gent. * That I did. 

1 Getit. How was it ? 

3 Gent. Well worth the seeing. 

2 Gent. Good sir, speak it to us. 

3 Gent. ,As well as I am able. The rich stream 
Of lords, and ladies, having brought the queen 
To a prepar’d place in the choir, fell off 

A distance from her : while her grace sat down 
To rest a while, some half an hour, or so, 

In a rich chair of state, opposing freely 
The beauty of her person to the people. 

Believe me, sir, she is the goodliest woman 
That ever lay by man ; wliich when the people 
Had the full view of, such a noise arose 
As the shrouds make at sea in a stiff tempest, 

As loud, and to as many tunes : hats, cloaks, . 
(Doublets, I think,) flew up ; and had their faces 
Been loose, this day they had been lost. Such joy 
I never saw before. Great-bellied women, 

That had not half a week to go, like rams 

In the old time of war, would shake tlie press, ^ 

And make them reel before them. No man living 
Could say, Tfds is mg wife, there ; all were woven 
So strangmly in one piece. ^ 

2 Gent. But, ’pray, what lollow d ? 

3 Gent. At length her grace rose, and with 

modest paces ^ , • n 

Came to the altar : where she kneel’ d, and, samt-like, 
Cast her fair eyes to heaven, and pray d devoutly. 
Theu rose again, and bow’d her to the people . 
Wlien by the archbishop of Canterbury 
She had all the royal makings of a queen ; 

As holy oil, Edward Confessor’s crown, ^ 

The rod, and bird of peace, and all such enUflems 
Laid nobly on her ; which perform d, the choir, 
With all the choicest music of the kingdom, 

Together sung Dwte So she parted, ^ 

And with the same full state pac’d back again 
To York-place, where the feast is held. 

‘ I Qpjit 

Must no more call it York-place._ that is past : 

For, since the cardinal fell, that title s lost , 

’Tis now the king’s, and caU’d— Whitelialh ^ ^ 

3 Gent. . i 

But ’tis so lately alter’d, tnat tire old name 
Is fresh about me. 

2 Gent. What two reverend bishops 

Were those that went on each side of 

SGetiS. Stokesly and Gardiner; the one, o. 
Winchester, 



Kath. Spirits of peace, where are ye ? Are 
all gone ?. 

And leave me here in wretchedness behind ye? 
Q Q2 
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(Newly preferr’d from the king^s secretarv,) 

The other, London. 

2 Gent, He of 'Winchester 

Is held no great good lover of the archbishop's, 
The virtuous Cranmer. 

3 AE the land knows that : 
However, yet there's no great breach; when it 

comes, 

Cranmer will find a friend will not shrink from him. 

2 Gent. Who may that be, I pray you } 

3 Gent, Thomas CromweU ; 

A man in much esteem with the king, and truly 

A worthy friend. — The king 

Has made him master o'the jewel-house 

And one, already, of the privy-councE. 

2 Gent, He will deserve more. 

3 Gent. Yes, without all doubt. 

Come, gentlemen, ye shall go my v/ay, which 

Is to the court, and there ye shall he my guests ; 
Something I can command. As I walk thither,’ 
I’ll tell ye more. 

Both. You may command us, sir. 

\ Exeunt. 

SCENE II. — Kimbolton. 

EntST Lathamne, Doivuger, sick ; led between 
Griffith and Patience. 

Grif. How does your grace ? 

Bath. O, Griffith, sick to death : 

My legs, like loaden branches, bow to the earth, 
WEling to leave their burden : Reach a chair 
So, —now, methinks, I feel a little ease. 

Didst thou not tell me, Griffith, as thou led’st me, 
That the great chEd of honour, cardinal Wol^ev 
Was dead } ’ 

Grif, Yes, madam ; but, I think, your grace, 
Out of the pain you suffer’d, gave no ear to’t. 

Eath. Pr’ythee, good Griffith, teU me how he 
died ; 

If well, he stepp’d before me, happily, 

For my example. 

Gnf> Well, the voice goes, madam : 

For after the stout earl Northumberland 
Arrested him at York, and bi’ougbt him forward 
(As a man sorely tainted,) to his answer. 

He fell sick suddenly, and grew so ill, 

He could not sit his mule. 

Eath. Alas, poor man ! 

Gfif. At /last, with easy roads, he came to 
Leicester, 

Lodg'd in the abbey ; where the reverend abbot, 
With all his convent, honourably receiv'd him ; 

To whom he gave these words, >^0 father abbot, 

An old man, broken with the storms of state ^ 

Is^ come to lay his weary hones among ye ; \ 

Give liwn a little earth for charity t ' 

So went to ted : where eagerly his sickness 
Pursu'd h^^still ; and, three nights after this, 
About the E'our of eight, (which he himself 
loretold, should be his last,) full of I'epentance, 
Continual meditations, tears, and sorrows. 

He gave his honours to the world again, 

His^blessed part to heaven, and slept in peace. 

Kath. So may he rest ; Ms faults lie gently on him 
Yet thus fa,r, Griffith, give me leave to speak him, 
And yet with charity,, — He was a man 
Of an unbounded stomach, ever ranking 
Himself with princes ; one, that by suggestion 
Tied all the kingdom ; simony was fair play ; 


His own opinion was his law : Fthe presence 
He would say untruths ; and be evei double. 

Both in his words and meaning : He was never, ‘ 
But where he meant to ruin, pitiful : 

His promises were, as he then was, mighty ; 

But his performance, as he is now, noting. 

Of his own body he was ill, and gave 
The clergy El example- 

Grif. Noble madam, 

Men's evil manners live in brass ; their virtues 
We write in water. May it please your highness 
To hear me speak Ms good now ? 

Kath. Yes, good Griffith ; 

i were malicious else. 

Grif. TMs cardinal, 

Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashion’d to much honour. From his cradle, 
He was a scholar, and a ripe, and good one ; ^ 

Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading ; 

Lofty, and sour, to them that lov’d him not ; 

But, to those men that sought him. sweet as summer. 
And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 

(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, madam. 

He was most princely : Ever witness for Mm’ 

Those twins of learning, that he rais’d in you, 
Ipswich, and Oxford! one of which feE with him, 
Unwilling to outHve the good that did it ; 

The other, though unfinisli’d, yet so iamous, 

So excellent in art, and still so rising, 

That Christendom shall ever speak Ms virtue. 

His overthrow heap’d happiness upon Mm ; 

For then, and not tiE then, he felt himself, 

And found the blessedness of being little : 

And, to add greater honours to his age 
Than man could give Mm, he died, fearing God. 

Kath. After my death I wish no other herald, 

No other speaker of my living actions, 

To keep mine honour from corruption, 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 

Whom I most hated Eving, thou hast made me, 

With thy religious truth, and modesty, 

Now in his ashes honour : Peace be with him ! — 
Patience, be near me still ; and set me lower : 

I have not long to trouble thee Good Griffith, 

Cause the musicians play me that sad note 
I nam'd my kneE, wliEst I sit meditating 
On that celestial harmony I go to. 

Bad and solemn music. 

Grif. She is asleep : Good wench, let's sit down 
quiet, 

For fear we wake her ; — Softly, gentle Patience. 

The Vision. Enter, solemnly tripping one after another, 
six Personages, clad in white robes, wearing on their 
heads garlands of bays, and golden vizards on their 
faces; branches of hays, or palm, in their hands. They 
first congee unto her, then dance; and at certain 
changes, the first two hold a spare garland over her 
head; at which, the other four make reverend couid’sies; 
then the two, that held the garland, deliver the same to 
the otliernext two, who observe the same order in their 
changes, and holding the garland over her head: which 
done, they deliver the same garland to the last two, who 
likewise observe the same order: at which, (as it toere by 
inspiration,) she makes irt her sleep signs of rejoicing, 
and holdeth up her hands to heaven : and so in their 
dancing they vanish, carrying the garland with them. 

TJie music cohtinues. 



SCENE Gallery in the Palace. 

Enter GARDmwK., Bishop of Winchester, a Page toUh a 
torch before Mm, met by Sib Thomas Lovell, 

Gar. It’s one o’clock, boy, is’t not ? 

It hath struck. 

Gar. These should be hours for necessities, 

Not for delights ; times to repair our nature 
With comforting repose, and not for us 
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Grif. Madam, we are here. 

Kath. ^ * 

Saw ye none enter, since I slept? 

Grif. None, madam. 

Math. No ? Saw you not, even now, a blessed 
troop 

Invite me to a banquet ; whose bright faces 
Cast thousand beams upon me, like the sun . 

They promis’d me eternal happiness ; 

And brought me garlands, Griffith, which I feel 
I am not worthy yet to wear ; I shall, 

^^GrifUrn most joyful, madam, such good dreams 

Possess your lancy. , 

E^aih. music leave, 

They are harsh and heavy to me. IMusie ceases. 

Pat. y^’^ 

How much her grace is alter’d on the sudden ? 
How long her face is drawn ? How pale she looks, 
And of an earthly cold ? Mark you her eyes ? 
Grif. She is going, wench ; pray, pray. 

Heaven comfort her 1 


Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. An’t like your grace,— 

Eath. You are a saucy fellow ; 

Deserve we no more reverence ? 

You are to blame, 

Knowing, she will not lose her wonted greatness, 
To use so rude behaviour : go to, kneel. 

Mess. 1 humbly do entreat your highness’ pardon ; 
My haste made me unmannerly : There is staying 
A gentleman, sent from the king, to see you.^ 

Kath. Admit him entrance, Griffith : But this 
Let me ne'er see again. [fellow 

'iExcunt GRTVFrTH and Messenger. 

Re-enter Gbiffitii, with CAvticiu.s. 

If my sight fail not, 

You should be lord ambassador from the emperor, 
My royal nephew, and your name Capneius. 

Cap. Madam, the same, your servant. 

Kaih. „ 0 my lord, 

The times, and titles, now are alter d strangely 
With me, since first you knew me. But, I pray you, 
What is your pleasure with me ? _ , , 

Noble lady, 

First, mine own service to your grace ; the next, 
The king’s request that I would visit you ; 

Who grieves much for your weakness, and by me 
Sends you his princely commendations. 

And heartily entreats you take good comfort. 

Kath. O my good lord, that comfort comes too 
’Tis like a pardon after execution : ^ [late ; 

That gentle physic, given in time, had cur’d me ; 
But now 1 am past all comforts here, but prayers. 
How does his highness ? 


Cap. Madam, in good health. 

Kath. So may he ever do ! and ever flourish, 
When I shall dwell with worms, and my poor name 
Banish’d the kingdom ’.-^Patience, is that letter, 

I caus’d you write, yet sent away ? 

Pat. No, madam. 

[ Giving it to Katharine. 

Kath. Sir, I most humbly pray you to deliver 
This to my lord the king. 

Cap. Most willing, madam. 

Kath. In which I have commended to his good- 
ness 

The model of our chaste loves, his young daughter : — 
The dews of heaven fall thick in blessings on her ! — 
Beseeching him, to give her virtuous breeding ; 

(She is young, and of a noble modest nature ; 

I hope, she will deserve well ;) and a little 
To love her for her mother’s sake, that lov’d him, 
Heaven knows how dearly. My next poor petition 
Is, that his noble grace would have some pity 
Upon my wretched women, that so long, 

Have follow’d both my fortunes faithfully : 

Of which there is not one, I dare avow, 

(And now I should not lie,) hut will deserve, 

For virtue, and true beauty of the soul, 

For honesty, and decent carriage, 

A right good husband, let him be a noble ; 

And, sure, those men are happy that shall have them. 
The last is, for my men they are the poorest, 

But poverty could never draw them from me • 
That they may have their wages duly paid them, 
And something over to remember me by ; 

If heaven had pleas’d to have given me longer life, 
And able means, we had not parted thus. 

These are the whole contents And, good my lord, 
By that you love the dearest in this world, 

As you wish Christian peace to souls departed, 
Stand these poor people’s friend, and urge the king 
To do me this last right. 

Cap. By heaven, I will ; 

Or let me lose the fashion of a man ! 

Kaih. I thank you, honest lord. Remember me 
In all humility unto his highness : 

Say, Ms long trouble now is passing 
Out of this world : tell him, in death I Mess’d him, 
For so I will— Mine eyes grow dim.— Farewell, 
My lord.— Griffith, farewell.— 'Nay, Patience, 

You must not leave me yet. I must to bed ; 

Call in more women.— When I am dead, good 
wench, 

I.et me be us’d with honour ; strew me over 
With maiden flowers, that all the world may know 
I was a chaste wife to my grave : embalm me, 
Then lay me forth : although unqueen d, yet like 
A queen, and daughter to a king, inter me. , 

I cln no more. ICatharin., 
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It seems, you are in haste ; an if there be 
No great offence belongs to’tj-give your friend 
Some touch of your late business : Affairs, that 
walk 

(As, they say, spirits do,) at midnight, have 
In them a wilder nature, than the business 
That seeks despatch by day. 

Lov. My lord, I love you ; 

And durst commend a secret to your ear 
Much weightier than this work. The queen’s in 
labour, 

They say, in great extremity ; and fear’d, 

Shell with the labour end. 

Gar. The fruit, she goes with, 

I pray for heartily ; that it may find 
Good time, and live : but for the stock, sir Thomas, 
I wish it grubb’d up nov/. 

Lov. Methinks, I could 

Cry the amen ; and yet my conscience says 
She’s a good creature, and, sweet lady, does 
Deserve our better wishes. 

Gar. But, sir, sir,— 

Hear me, sir Thomas : You are a gentleman 
Of mine own way ; I know you wise, religious ; 
And, let me tell you, it will ne’er be well, — 

'Twill not, sir Thomas Lovel, take’t of me, — 

Till Cranmer, Cromwell, her two hands, and she, 
Sleep in their graves. 

Lov. Now, sir, you speak of two 

The most remark’d i’ the kingdom. As for Crom- 
well, — 

Beside that of the jewel-house, he’s made master 
O’ the rolls, and the king’s secretary ; further, sir, 
Stands in the gap and trade of more preferments, 
With which the time will load him ; The archbishop 
Is the king’s hand, and tongue; And who dare 
One syllable against him } [speak 

Gar. Yes, yes, sir Thomas, 

There are that dare ; and I myself have ventur’d 
To speak my mind of him : and, indeed, this day, 
Sir, (I may tell it you,) I think, I have 
Incens’d the lords o’the council, that he is 
(For so I know he is, they know he is,) 

A most arch heretic, a pestilence 
That does infect the land ; with which they moved, 
Have broken with the king ; who hath so far 
Given ear to our complaint, (of his great grace 
And princely care ; foreseeing those fell mischiefs 
Our reasons laid before him,) he hath commanded, 
To-morrow morning to the council-board 
He be convented. He’s a rank weed, sir Thomas, 
And we must root Mm out. From your affairs 
I hinder you too long ; good night, sir Thomas. 
Lov. Many good nights, my lord ; I rest your 
servant. lExeunt Gabdiker and Page. 

As Lovell is going out, enter the King, and the Duke op 
Suffolk. 

K. Hen. Charles, I will play no more to-night ; 
My mind’s not on’t, you are too hard for me, 

Suf. Sir, I did never win of you before. 

^ K. Hen. But little, Charles ; 

Nor shall not, wdien my fancy’s on my play. — 
Now, Lovell, from the queen what is the news ? 

Lov. I could not personally deliver to her 
What you commanded me, but by her woman 
I sent your message ; who return’d her thanks 
In the greatest humbleness, and desir’d your high- 
ness 

Most heartily to pray for her. 


K. Hen. What say’st thou? ha! 

To pray for her.^ what, is she crying out? 

Lov. So said her woman ; and that her suffer- 
ance made 

Almost each pang a death. 

A!". Hen. Alas, good lady 1 

Euf. God safely quit her of her burden, and 
With gentle ti*avail, to the gladding of 
Your highness with an heir ! 

H. Hen. ’Tis midnight, Charles, 

Pr’ythee to bed ; and in thy prayers remember 
The estate of my poor queen. Leave me alone ; 
For I must tMnk of that, which company 
Will not be friendly to. 

^ I wish your highness 

A quiet night, and my good mistress will 
Remember in my prayers. 

K. Hen. Charles, good night. — 

[_Exit Suffolk. 
Enter Sir Anthony Denny. 

Well, sir, what follows ? 

Den. Sir, I have brought my lord, the arch- 
As you commanded me. [bishop, 

K . Hen. Ha ! Canterbury ? 

Den. Ay, my good lord. 

K. Hen. ’Tis true : Where is he, Denny? 
Den. He attends your highness’ pleasure. 

K. Hen. Bring him to us. 

[_Exit Denny. 

Lov. This is about that which the bishop spake ; 
I am happily come hither. {Aside. 

Re-enter Denny, zvith Cranmer. 

K. Hen. Avoid the gallery. 

[Lovell seems to stay. 

Ha ! — I have said. — Be gone. 

W^hat ! — {Exeimt Lovell and Dennv. 

Cran. I am fearful : — Wherefore frowns he 
thus ? 

’Tis his aspect of terror. All’s not well. 

K. Hen. How now, my lord? You do desire to 
know 

Wherefore I sent for you. 

Cran. It is my duty, 

To attend your highness’ pleasure. 

K. Hen. ’Pray you, arise, 

My good and gracious lord of Canterbury. 

Come, you and I must walk a turn together ; 

I have news to tell you : Come, come, give me your 
hand. 

Ah, my good lord, I grieve at what I speak, 

And am right sorry to repeat what foEows : 

I have, and most unwillingly of late 
Heard many grievous, I do say, my lord, 

Grievous complaints of you ; which being con- 
sider’d. 

Have mov’d us and our council, that you shall 
TMs morning come before us ; where, 1 know, 

You cannot with such freedom purge yourself, 

But that, till further trial in those chai*ges 
W^hich wEl require your answer, you must take 
Your patience to you, and be weE contented 
To make your house our Tower : You a brother 
of us, 

It fits we thus proceed, or else no witness 
WMuld come against you, 

Cran. I humbly thank your highness ; 

And am right glad to catch tMs good occasion 
Most throughly to be winnow’d, where my chaff - 
And corn shaE fry asunder ; for, I know, 
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There'snone standsiindjer more calumnious tongues, 
Tban I myself, jiGor man. 

K. Ben. Stand up, good Canterbury ; 

Thy truth, and thy integrity, is rooted 
In us, thy friend: Give me thy hand, stand up; 
Pr’ythee, let's walk. Now, by my holy-dame, 
What manner of man are you ? My lord, I look’d 
You would have given me your petition, that 
I should have ta’en some pains to bring together 
Yourself and your accusers ; and to have heard you 
Without in durance further. 

Cran. Most dread liege, 

The good I stand on is my truth, and honesty ; 

If they shall fail, I, with mine enemies, 

Will triumph o’er my person ; which I weigh not, 
Being of those virtues vacant. I fear nothing 
What can be said against me. 

K. Ben. Know you not how 

Your state stands i’the world, with the whole 
world ? 

Your enemies 

Are many, and not small ; their practices 
Must bear the same proportion ; and not ever 
The justice and the truth o’the question carries 
The due o’the verdict with it : At what ease 
Might corrupt minds procure knaves as corrupt 
To swear against you? such things have been 
done. 

You are potently oppos’d ; and with a malice 
Of as great size. Ween you of better luck, 

I mean, in perjur’d witness, than your master, 
Whose minister you are, whiles here he liv’d 
Upon this naughty earth ? Go to, go to ; 

You take a precipice for no leap of danger, 

And woo your own destruction. 

Cran. God, and your majesty. 

Protect mine innocence, or I fall into 
The trap is laid for me ! 

I{. Men. Be of good cheer ; 

Tliey shall no more prevail, than we give way to. 
Keep comfort to you ; and this morning see 
You do appear before them ; if they shall chance, 
In charging you with matters, to commit you, 

The best persuasions to the contrary 
Fail not to use, and with what vehemency 
The occasion shall instruct you : if entreaties 
Will render you no remedy, this ring 
Deliver them, and your appeal to us 
There make before them. — Look, the good man 
vreeps ! 

He’s honest, on mine honour. God’s blest mother ! 
I swear, he is true-hearted ; and a soul 
None better in my kingdom. — Get you gone, 

And do as I have bid you. — C ranmer.] He 
Plis language in his tears. [has strangled 

JEnter an old La,cly. 

Gent. [ IVit.hin.'] Come back ; What mean you ? 
Lad?/. I’ll not come back; the tidings that I 
bring 

Will make my boldness manners. — ^Now, good 
angels 

Fly o’er thy royal head, and shade thy person 
Under their blessed wings I 

K. Ben. Now, by thy looks 

I guess thy message. Is the queen deliver’d? 

Say, ay ; and of a boy. 

Lady. Ay, ay, my liege ; 

And of a lovely boy . The god of heaven 
Both now and ever bless her — ’tis a girl, 


Promises boys hereafter. Sir, your queen ‘ 
Desires your visitation, an,d to be 
Acquainted with tins stranger ; 'tis as like you 
As cherry is to cherry. ’ 

K. Ben. Lovell,-— 

Enter Lovell. 

Lov. 

K. Hen. Give her an hundred marks. I’ll to 
the queen. [.Rn-iKjwG. 

Lady. An hundred marks ! By this light. I’ll 
have more. 

An ordinary groom is for such payment. 

I will have more, or scold it out of him. 

Said I for this, tlie girl is like to him ? 

I will liave more, or else inisay’t ; and now 
While it is hot, ITl put it to the issue. iExeunt. 


SCENE 11 . — Lohby before the Co?mcU- chamber. 
Enter Cranmer ; Servants, Door-Keeper, attending, 
Cran. I hope I am not too late ; and yet the 
gentleman, 

That \/as sc ut to me from the council, pray’d me 
To m.ikc gieat haste. All fast ? what means this 
Hoa ' 

Who V -iitb there ? — Sure, you know me 

D. Keep. Yes, my lord; 

But yet 1 cannot help you. 

Cran. Why ? 

I). Keep. Your grace must wait till you be call’d 
for. 

Enter Doctor Butts. 

Cran. So* 

Butts. This is a piece of malice. I am glad, 

I c<‘ime this way so happily; The king 

Shall understand it presently. lExit Butts. 

Cran. [Aside.] ’Tis Butts, 

The king’s physician ; as he pass’d along, 

How earnestly he cast his eyes upon me ! 

Pray heaven, he sound not my disgrace! For certain, 
This is of purpose laid, by some that hate me. 

( God turn their hearts ! I never sought their malice,) 
To quench mine honour ; they would shame to 
make me 

Wait else at door ; a fellow counsellor, 

Among boys, grooms, and lackeys. But their 
pleasures 

Must be Mhll’d, and I attend with patience. 

Enter, at a window above, the Kim and Butts. 

Butls. I’ll show your grace the strangest sight, — 

E. Ben. What’s that, Butts? 

Butts. I think your highness saw this many a 
K. Ben, Body o’me, where is it? [day. ; 

Biitis. There, my lord : i 

Tlie high promotion of his grace of Canterbury ; ! 

Who holds his state at door, ’mongst pursuivants. 
Pages and footboys. 

K. Hen. Ha 1 ’Tis he, indeed : j 

Is this the honour they do one another ? I 

’Tis well there’s one above them yet. I had thought, 
They had parted so much honesty among them, 

(At least, good maimers,) as not thus to suffer 
A man of his place, and so near our favour, 

To dance attendance on their lordships’ pleasures. 
And at the door too, like a post with packets. 

By holy Mary, Butts, there’s knavery ; 

Let them alone, and draw the curtain close ; 

We shall hear more anon. — iExmnl 





KING HENRY VIII. 


THE COUNCIL-CHAMBER, 

Enter the Lord Cliancellor, the Duke of Suffolk, Earl of 
Surrey, Lord Chamberlain, Gardiner, and Cro]\iwell. 
The Chancellor places himself at the upper end of the 
table on the left hand ; a seat being left void above him, 
as for the Archbishop of Canterbury. The rest seat 
themselves in order on each side. Cromwell at the loiver 
end, as secretary. 

Chan. Speak to the business, master secretary : 
Why are we met in council ? 

Cfom. Please your honours, 

The chief cause concerns his grace of Canterbury. 
Gar. Has he had knowledge of it ? 

Crom. Yes. 

Nor. ’ Who waits there ? 

D. Keep. Without, my noble lords ? 

Gar. Yes. 

D, Keep. My lord archbishop ; 

And has done half an hour, to know your pleasures. 
Chan. Let him come in. 

D. Keep. Your grace may enter now. 

[Cranmer approaches the council-table. 
Chan. My good lord archbishop, I am very sorry 
To sit here at this present, and behold 
That chair stand empty : But we all are men, 

In our own natures frail ; and capable 
Of our flesh, few are angels : out of which frailty, 
And want of wisdom, you, that best should teach 
Have misdemean’d yourself, and not a little, [us, 
Toward the king first, then his laws, in filling 
The whole readm, by your teaching, and your 
chaplains, 

(For so we are inform'd,) with new opinions, 
Divers and dangerous ; which are heresies, 

And, not reform'd, may prove pernicious. 

Gar. Which reformation must be sudden too, 
My noble lords for those that tame wild horses, 
Pace them not in their hands to make them gentle ; 
But stop their mouths with stubborn bits, and 
spur them. 

Till they obey the manage. If we suffer 

(Out of our easiness, and childish pity 

To one man's honour) this contagious sickness, 

Farewell, all physic ; And what follows then ? 

Commotions, uproars, with a general taint 

Of the whole state : as, of late days, our neighbours. 

The upper Germany, can dearly witness, 

Yet freshly pitied in our memories. 

Cran. My good lords, hitherto, in all the progress 
Both of my life and oflice, I have labour'd, 
x\nd with no little study, that my teaching, 

And the strong coiu’se of my authority, 

Might go one way, and safely ; and the end 
Was ever to do well : nor is there living 

(I speak it with a single heart, my lords,) 

A man that more detests, more stirs against, 

Both in his private conscience and his place, 
Defacers of a public peace, than I do. 

'Pray heaven, the king may never find a heart 
With less allegiance in it ! Men, that make 
Envy, and crooked malice, nourishment, 

Dare bite the best. I do beseech your lordships, 
That, in this case of justice, my accusers, 

Be what they will, may stand forth face to face, 
And freely urge against me. 

Snf. Nay, my lord, 

That cannot be ; you are a counsellor, 

And, by that virtue, no man dare accuse you. 

My lord, because w^e have business of 
more moment, 


We will be short with you. 'Tis his highness* 
pleasure, -<■ 

And our consent, for better trial of you. 

From hence you be committed to the Tower, 
Where, being but a private man again, 

You shall know many dare accuse you boldly, 
More than, I fear, you are provided for. 

Cran. Ah, my good lord of Winchester, I 
thank you, 

You are always my good friend ; if your will pass, 
I shall both find your lordship judge and juror, 
You are so merciful : I see your end, 

'Tis my undoing : Love and meekness, lord, 
Become a churchman better than ambition ; 

Win straying souls with modesty again, 

Cast none away. That I shall clear myself, 

Lay all the weight ye can upon my patience, 

I make as little doubt, as you do conscience, 

In doing daily wrongs. I could say more, 

But reverence to your calling makes me modest. 
Gar. My lord, my lord", you are a sectary. 
That's the plain truth; your painted gloss dis- 
covers, 

To men that understand you, words and weakness# 
Crom. My lord of Winchester, you are a little, 
By your good favour, too sharp ; men so noble, 
However faulty, yet should find respect 
For what they have been 'tis a cruelty, 

To load a falling man. 

Gar. Good master secretary, 

I cry your honour mercy ; you may, worst 
Of all this table, say so. 

Crom. Why, my lord t 

Gar. Do not I know you for a favourer 
Of this new sect ? ye are not sound. 

Crom. Not sound ? 

Gar. Not sound, I say. 

Crom. 'Would yon were half so honest! 

Men's prayers then would seek you, not their fears. 
Gar. I shall remember this bold language. 

Crom. Do. 

Remember your bold life too. 

Chan. This is too much ; 

Forbear, for shame, my lords. 

Gar. , I have done. 

Crom. And L 

Chan. Then thus for you, my lord, — It stands 
I take it, by all voices, that forthwith [agreed, 
You be conveyed to the Tower a prisoner ; 

There to remain, till the king's fhrther pleasure, 

Be known unto us : Are you all agreed, lords ? 

AIL We are. 

Cran. Is there no other way of mercy, 

But I must needs to the Tower, my lords ? 

Gar. What other 

Would you expect? You are strangely trouble- 
Let some o’the guard be ready there. [some : 

Enter Guard. 

Cran. ^ For me ? 

Must I go like a ti’aitor thither ? 

Gar. Receive him, 

And see him. safe i'the Tower. 

Cran. Stay, good my lords ; 

I have a little yet to say. Look there, my lords ; 
By virtue of that ring, I take my cause 
Out of the gripes of cruel men, and give it 
To a most noble judge, the king my master. 

Cham. This is the king’s ring. 

Sur. 'Tis no counterfeit. 
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Snf. ’Tis tlie right ring, by heaven : I told 
ye all, 

When we first put this dangerous stone a rolling, 
’Twoiiicl fall upon ourselves. 

J^ror. Bo you think, my lords, 

The king will suffer but the little finger 
Of this man to be vex'd ? 

Chan. ’Tis now too certain : 

How much more is his life in value with him ? 
’Would I were fairly out on’t. 

Crom. My mind gave me, 

In seeking tales, and informations, 

Against this man, (whose honesty the de\fil 
And his disciples only envy at,) 

Ye blew the fire that burns ye : Now have at ye. 

-Enter K.W(i,froivning on them , takes his seat. 

Gar. Bread sovereign, how much are we bound 
to heaven 

In daily thanks, that gave us such a prince ; 

Not only good and wise, but most religious : 

One that, in all obedience, makes the church 
The chief aim of his honour ; and, to strengthen 
That holy duty, out of dear respect, 

His royal self in judgment comes to hear, 

The canwse betwixt her and this great offender. 

K. Hen. You were ever good at sudden com- 
mendations, 

Bishop of Winchester. But know, I come not 
To hear such flattery now, and in my presence ; 
They are too thin and base to hide offences. 

To me yon cannot reach ; you play the spaniel, 
And think with wagging of your tongue to win 
me ; 

But, whatsoe’er thou tak’st me for, I am sure, 
Thou hast a cruel nature, and a bloody. — 

Good man, \J.o Cranmer.] sit down. Now let 
me see the proudest 

He, that dares most, but wag his finger at thee : 

By all that’s holy, he had better starve, 

Than but once think his place becomes thee not. 
Sur. May it please your grace, — 

K. Ben. No, sir, it does not please me. 

I had thought, I had had men of some under- 
standing 

And wisdom, of my council ; but I find none. 

Was it discretion, lords, to let this man, 

This good man, (few of you deserve that title,) 
This honest man, wait like a lousy foothoy 
At chamber door ? and one as great as you are ? 
Why, what a shame was this ? Bid my commission 
Bid ye so far forget yourselves ? I gave ye 
Power as he was a counsellor to try him, 

Not as a groom *, There’s some of ye, I see, 

More out of malice than integrity. 

Would try him to the utmost, had ye mean ; 
Which ye shall never have, while I live. 

Chan. Thus far, 

My most dread sovereign, may it like your grace 
To let my tongue excuse all. What was purpos'd 
Concerning his imprisonment, was rather 
(If there be faith in men,) meant for his trial, 

And fair purgation to the world, than malice ; 

I am sure, in me. 

K. Hen. Wcdl, well, my lords, respect him ; 

Take him, and use him well, he’s worthy of it, 

I will say thus much for him, If a prince 
May be beholden to a subject, I 
Am, for his love and service, so to him. 

Make me no more ado, but all embrace him ; 


Be friends, for shame, my lords.—My lord of 
Canterbury, 

I have a suit which you must not deny me ; 

That is, a tair young maid that yet wants baptism, 
You must be godfather, and answer for her. 

Cran. The greatest monarch now alive may 
glory 

In such an honour ; How may I deserve it, 

That am a poor and humble subject to you ? 

K. Hen. Come, come, my lord, you’d spare 
your spoons ; you shall have 
Two noble partners with you ; the old duchess of 
Norfolk, 

And lady marquis Borset : Will these please you ? 
Once more, my lord of Winchester, I charge you, 
Embrace, and love this man. 

Gar. With a true heart, 

And brother- love, I do it, , 

Cran. And let heaven 

Witness, how dear I hold this confirmation. 

K. Hen. Good man, those joyful tears show 
thy true heart. 

The common voice, I see, is verified 
Of thee, which says tlms, Do my lord of Canter-- 
bury 

A shrewd turn^ and he is your friend for ever , — 
Come, lords, we trifle time away ; I long 
To have this young one made a Christian. 

As I have made ye one, lords, one remain ; 

So I grow stronger, you more honour gain. 

^Exmnt: 


SCENE in.—T/zu Palace Yard, 

Noise and tumult within. Enter Porter a7id Ms Man. 
Port. You’ll leave your noise anon, ye rascals ; 
Do you take the court for Paris-garden ye rude 
slaves, leave your gaping. 

[WitMii.] Good master porter, I belong to the 
larder. 

Port. Belong to the gallows, and be hanged, ’ 
you rogue ! Is this a place to roar in Fetch me 
a dozen crab-tree staves, and strong ones ; these 
are but switches to them. — I’ll scratch your heads : 
You must be seeing christenings Bo you look 
for ale and cakes here, you rude rascals ? 

Man. Pray, sir, be patient ; ’tis as much im- 
possible 

(Unless we sweep them from the door with can- 
nons,) 

To scatter them, as ’tis to make them sleep 
On May-day morning; which will never be : 

We may as well push against Paul’s, as stir them. 
Port, How got they in, and be bang’d ? 

Man, Alas, I know not'; How gets the tide in ? 
As much as one sound cudgel of four foot 
(You see the poor remainder) could distribute ; 

I made no spare, sir. 

Port, You did nothing, sir. 

Man. I am not Samson, nor sir Guy, nor Col- 
brand, to mow them down before me : but, if I 
spared any, that had a head to hit, either young or 
old, he or she, cuckold or cuckold-maker, let me 
never hope to see a chine again ; and that I would 
not for a cow, God save her. 

[ Withm,] Do you hear, master porter ? 

Port. I shall be with you presently, good master 
puppy. — Keep the door close, sirrah. • 

Man. What would you have me do ? 

Port. What should you do, but knock them 
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down by the dozens ? Is this Mooi-fields, to muster 
in ? or have we some strange Indian with the great 
tool come to court, the women so besiege us ? 
Bless me, what a fry of fornication is at door ! On 
my Christian conscience, this one christening will 
beget a thousand; here will be father, godfather, 
and all together. 

I Man. The spoons will be the bigger, sir. There 
is a fellow somewhat near the door, he should be a 
brazier by his face, for, o’my conscience, twenty 
of the dog-days now reign in’s nose ; all that stand 
about him are under the line, they need no other 
penance : That hre-drake did I hit three times on 
the head, and three times was his nose discharged 
against me ; he stands there, like a mortar-piece, 
to blow us. There was a haberdasher’s wife of 
small wit near him, that railed upon me till her 
pink’d porringer fell off her head, for kindling such 
a combustion in the state. I miss’d the meteor 
once, and hit that woman, who cried out, clubs ! 
when I might see from far some forty truncheoneers 
draw to her succour, which were the hope of the 
Strand, where she was quartered. They fell on ; 

I made good my place ; at length they came to the 
broomstaff with me, I defied them still; when 
suddenly a file of boys behind them, loose shot, 
delivered such a shower of pebbles, that I was 
fain to draw mine honour in, and let them win the 
work : The devil was amongst them, I think, 
surely. 

Fort. These are the youths that thunder at a 
play-house, and fight for bitten apples ; that no 
audience, but the Tribulation of Tower-hill, or the 
limbs of Limehouse, their dear brothers, are able 
to endure. I have some of them in Limbo Patrum^ 
and there they are like to dance these three days ; 
besides the running banquet of two beadles, that is 
to come. 

Enter the Lord Chamberlain. 

Cham. Mercy o’ me, what a multitude are here ! 
They grow still too ; from all parts they are coming. 
As if we kept a fair here ! Where are these porters. 
These lazy knaves ? — Ye have made a fine hand, 
i fellows. 

Tliere’s a trim rabble let in : Are all these 
Your faithful friends o’the suburbs ? We shall have 
Great store of room, no doubt, left for the ladies, 
W’hen they pass back from the christening. 

Pori. An’t please your honour, 

We are but men ; and what so many may do. 

Not being torn a pieces, we have done : 

An army cannot rule them. 

Cham. As I live, 

If the king blame me for’t, I’ll lay ye all 
By the heels, and suddenly ; and on your heads 
Clap round fines, for neglect : You are lazy knaves ; 
And here ye lie baiting of bumbards, when 
Ye should do ser^dce. Hark, the trampets sound ; 
They are come already from the christening : 

Go, bi'eak among the press, and find a way out 
To let the troop pass fairly ; or I’ll find 
AMarshalsea, shall hold you play these two months. 

Port. Make way there for the princess. 

Man. Y’"ou great fellow, stand close up, or I’ll 
make your head ache. 

^ Port. You i’the camblet, get up o’the rail ; I’ll 
pick you o’er the pales else. lExeunt. 


SCENE lY.^The Palace. | 

Enter trumpets, sounding then Two Aldermen, Lord i 
Mayor, Garter, Cbanmer, Duke of Norfolk, with his 
marshaVs staff, Duke of Suffolk, Two Noblemen bear- 
ing great standing-bowls for the christening gifts / then 
Eour bearing a canopy, U7idcr which the 

Duchess of Eio'R.miaK,godmother, beai'ing the child richly 
habited in a mantle, %e. Train borne by a Lady : then 
follows tAe IMakchioness OF Dorset, the other godmother, 
and Ladies. The troop pass once about the stage, and 
Garter speaks. 

Gart. Heaven, from thy endless goodness, send 
prosperous life, long, and ever happy, to the high 
and mighty princess of England, Elizabeth I 

Flourish. Enter King and Train. 

Cran. \Kneeling.‘\ And to your royal grace, and 
the good queen. 

My noble partners, and myself, thus pray ; — 

All comfort, joy, in this most gracious lady, 

Heaven ever laid up to make parents happy, 

May hourly fall upon ye ! 

K. Hen. Thank yon, good lord archbishop ; 
What is her name ? 

Cran, Elizabeth. 

K. Hen, Stand up, lord. — 

[The King kisses the child. 
With this kiss take my blessing : God protect thee I 
Id to whose hands I give thy life. 

Cran. Amen. 

K. Hen. My noble gossips, ye have been too 
I thank ye heartily ; so shall this lady, [prodigal : 
When she has so much English. 

Cran. Let me speak, sir, 

For Heaven now bids me ; and the words I utter 
Let none think flatteiy, for they’ll find them truth. 
This royal infant, (Heaven still move about her l) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 
Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 

Which time shall bring to ripeness : She shall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodness,) 

A pattern to all princes living with her, 

And all that shall succeed : Sheba was never 
More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue. 

Than this pure soul shall be : all princely graces, 

That mould up such a mighty piece as this is, 

With all the virtues. that attend the good. 

Shall stiU be doubled on her : truth shall nurse her. 
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her : 

She shall he lov’d, and fear’d : Her own shall 
bless her : 

Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with sorrow : Good grows 
with her ; 

In her days, every man shall eat in safety 
Under his own vine, what he plants ; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours : 

God shall be truly known ; and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour, 

And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 

[Nor shall this peace sleep with her : But as when 
The bii'd of wonder dies, the maiden phoenix, 

Her ashes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herself ; 

So shall she leave her blessedness to one, 

(When heaven shall call her from this cloud of 
darkness,) 

Who, from the sacred ashes of her honour, 

Shan star-like rise, as great in fame as she was, 

And so stand fix’d: Peace, plenty, love, tnith, j 
terror, I 
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M. . Hen. O lord ardibisliop, 

Tliou hast made me now a man ; never, before 
Tliis happy child, did I get any thing : 

This oracle of comfort has so pleas’d me, 

That, when I am in lieaven, I shall desire 
To see what this child does, and praise my 
Maker. — 

I thank ye ail, — To you, my good lord mayor, 

And your good Irretliren, I am much beholden ; 

I have receiv’d much honour by your presence, 
And ye sliall iiiul me, thankful. Lead the way, 
lords ; 

Ye must all see the queen, and she must thank ye, 
She will be sick else. This day, no man think 
lie has busioiess at lii.'^ bouse ; for all shall stay, 
This little one shall make it holiday, iBxeunt 


That were the servants to this chosen infimt, 

Shall then be his, and Uke a vine grow to Mm ; 
Wherever the bright sun of heaven shall shine, 

His honour, and the greatness of his name 
Shall be, and make new nations : He shall tlouiisSi, 
And, like a mountain cedar, reach his branches ^ 

To all the plains about him : Our children s 

Shall see this, and hless Heaven. [children 

if. Hen. Thou speakest wonders.j 

Cran. She shall he, to the happiness of England, 
An aged princess ; many days shall see her. 

And vet no day without a deed to crown it. 

’Would I had known no more I but she must die. 
She must, tlie saints must have her; yet a virgin, 
A most unspotted lily shall she pass 
To the around, and all the world shall inoiiin. hei 


EPILOGUE. 


All the expected good we are like to hear 
Tor this play at this time, is only in 
The merciful construction of good women ; 

For such a one we show’d them ; If they smile, 
And say, ’twill do, I know, within a while 
All the best men are ours ; for ’tis ill hap, 

If they bold, when their ladies bid them ckp« 
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TKOILUS AND CRESSIDA 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Priam, King ofTrog. 

Hector, 

Troilus, 

Paris, 

DeIPHOBUS; 

Helenus, 

Smn, I Trojan Commanders. 

Calchas, a Trojan Priest, taking part with the Greeks. 
Pandarus, Uncle to Cressida. 

Margarelon, a bastard Son 0/ Priam. 

Agamemnon, the Grecian General. 

Menelaus, his Brother. 

Achilles, 'l 

Aj^ax, V Grecian Commanders. 

Ulysses, j 

SCENE, 


Nestor, "j 

Diomedes, ^ Grecian Commanders. 
Patroclhs, j 

Thersites, a deformed and scurrilous Grecian. 
Alexander, servant to Cressida. 

Servant to Troilus. 

Servant to Paris. 

Servant to Diomedes. 


Ms Sons. 


Helen, tuife to Menelaus. 
Andromache, wife to Hector, 
Cassandra, daughter to Pbiaz 
Cressida, daughter to Calcha 


I Trojan and Greek Soldiers, and Attendants. 

-Tuoy ; and the Grecian Camp before it» 


PROLOGUE. 


la Troy, there lies the sceae. Froai isles of 
Greece 

The priaces orguloas, their high blood chaf d, 
Have to the port of Athens sent their ships, 
Fraught with the ministers and instruments 
Of cruel war : Sixty and nine, that wore 
Their crownets regal, from the Athenian bay 
Put forth toward Phrygia : and their vow is made, 
To ransack Troy ; within whose strong immures 
The ravish’d Helen, Menelaus’ queen. 

With wanton Paris sleeps ; And that’s the quarrel. 
To Tenedos they come ; 

And the deep-drawing barks do there disgorge 
Their warlike fraughtage : Now on Dardaii plains 
The fresh and yet unbruised Greeks do pitch 
Their brave pawHons ; Priam’s six-gated city, 


Dardan, and Tymbria, Ilias, Chstas, Trojan, 

And Antenorides, with massy staples. 

And corresponsive and fulfilling bolts, 

Sperr up the sons of Troy. 

Now expectation, tickling skittish spirits, 

On one and other side, Trojan and Greek, 

Sets all on hazard ; — ^And hither am I come 
A prologue arm’d, — ^but not in confidence 
Of author’s pen, or actor’s voice ; but suited 
In like conditions as our argument, — 

To tell you, fair beholders, that our play 
Leaps o’er the vaunt and firstlings of those broils 
’Ginning in the middle ; starting thence away 
To what may be digested in a play. 

Like, or find fault ; do as your pleasures are ; 
Now good, or bad, ’tis but the chance of war. 


SCENE I — Troy. Before Priam’s Palace. 
Enter Troilus armed, and Pandarus. 

Tro. Call here my varlet. I’ll unarm again : 
Why should I war without the walls of Troy, 

That find such cruel battle here within ? 

Each Trojan, that is master of his heart, 

Let him to field ; Troilus, alas I hath none. 

Pan. \?iil this geer ne’er be mended ? 

Tro. The Greeks are strong, and skilful to their 
strength, 

Fierce to their skill, and to their fierceness valiant; 
But I am weaker than a woman’s tear. 

Tamer than sleep, fonder than ignorance ; 

Less valiant than the virgin in the night, 

And skill-less as uiipractis’d infancy. 

Pan. Well, I have told you enough of tiiis ; for 


my part, Pll not meddle nor make no further. He, ! 
that will have a cake out of the wheat, must tarry 
the grinding. 

Tro. Have I not tarried ? 

Pan. Ay, the grinding ; but you must tarry tbe | 
bolting. ! 

Tro. Have 1 not tarried ? i 

Pan. Ay, the bolting : but you must tarry the ' 
leavening. 

Tro. Still have I tarried. 

Pan. Ay, to the leavening : but here’s yet in the 
word — ^herewter, the kneading, the making of the 
cake, the heating of the oven, and the baking ; nay, 
you must stay the cooling too, or you may chance 
to burn your lips* 

Tro. Patience herself, what goddess e’er she be, 


I 
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Doth lesser blench at sufferance than I do. 

A.t Priam’s royal table do I sit ; 

And when fair Cressid comes into my thoughts, — 

So, traitor ! when she comes ! When is she 

thence ? 

Pan. Well, she looked yesternight fairer than 
ever I saw her look, or any woman else- 

Tro. I was about to tell thee,— When my heart, 
As wedged with a sigh, would rive in twain ; 

Lest Hector or my father should perceive me, 

I have (as wdien the sun doth light a storm,) 

Buried this sigh in wrinkle of a smile ; 

But sorrow, that is couch’d in seeming gladness, 

Is lilce that mirth fate turns to sudden sadness. 

Pan. An her hair were not somewhat darker 
than Helen’s, (well, go to,) there w^ere no more 
comparison between the women. — But, for my part, 
she is my kinswoman ; I would not, as they term it, 
praise her, — But 1 would somebody had heard her 
talk yesterday, as I did. 1 will not dispraise your 
sister Cassandra’s wit ; but — 

Tro. 0, Pandarus I I tell thee, Pandarus, — 
When I do tell thee, There my hopes lie drown’d, 
Reply not in how many fathoms deep 
They lie indrench’ d. I tell thee, I am mad 
In Cressid’s love : Thou answer’st, She is fair ; 
Ponr’st in the open ulcer of my heart 
Pier eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gait, her voice ; 
Handiest in thy discourse, O, that her hand, 

In whose comparison all whites are ink, 

Writing their own reproach ; To whose soft seizure 
The cygnet’s down is harsh, and spirit of sense 
Hard as the palm of ploughman ! This thou tell’st 
me, 

As true thou tell’st me, when I say — I love her ; 
But, saying thus, instead of oil and balm, 

Thou lay’st in every gash that love hath given me 
The knife that made it. 

Pan. I speak no more than truth. 

Tro. Thou dost not speak so much. 

Path. ’Faith, I’ll not meddle in’t. Let her be as 
she is : if she be fair, ’tis the better for her ; an she 
be not, she has the mends in her own hands. 

Tro. Good Pandarus ! How now, Pandarus } 

Pan. I have had my labour for my travel ; ill- 
thought on of her, and ill-thought on of you : gone 
between and between, hut small thanks for my 
labour. 

Tro. What, art thou angry, Pandarus ? what, 
with me ? 

Pan, Because she is kin to me, therefore she’s 
not so fair as Helen : an she were not kin to me, 
she would be as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sun- 
day. But, what care I I care not, an she were 
a hlack-a-moor ; ’tis all one to me. 

Tro. Say I, she is not fair ? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She’s 
a fool to stay behind her father; let her to the 
Greeks; and so j’!l teU her the next time I see 
her : for my part, FE meddle nor make no more 
in the matter. 

Tro, Pandarus, — 

Pa7i. Not I. 

Tro. Sweet Pandarus, — 

Pan. Pray you, speak no more to me; I will 
leave all as I found it, and there an end. 

Pandarus. An alarum. 

Tro. Peace, you ungracious clamours I peace, 
rude sounds i 

Fools on both sides ! Helen must needs be fair, 


When with your blood you daily paint her thus. 

I cannot fight upon this argument ; 

It is too starv’d a subject for my sword. 

But Pandarus—- O gods, how do you plague me ! 

I cannot come to Cressid, but by Pandar ; 

And he’s as tetchy to be woo’d to woo, 

As she is stubborn-chaste against all suit. 

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne’s love, 

Wliat Cressid is, wdiat Pandar, and what we? 

Her bed is India ; there she lies, a pearl : 

Between our Ilium, and where she resides, 

Let it be call’d the wild and wandering flood ; 
Ourself, the merchant ; and this sailing Pandar. 
Our doubtful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 

Alanitn. Enter Avneas. 

A^ne. How now, prince Troilus? wherefore not 
afield ? 

Tro. Because not there ; This woman’s answer 
For womanish it is to be from thence. [sorts, 
What news, Jhieas, from the field to-day.^ 

AEnc. That Paris is returned home, and hurt. 
Tro. By whom, /Eneas ? 

•^ne. Troilus, by Menelaus. 

Tro. Let Paris bleed : ’tis but a scar to scorn; 
Paris is gor’d with Menelaus’ horn. lAlantm. 
JEne. Hark ! what good sport is out of town 
to-day ! 

Tro. Better at home, if would I might, were 
mag . — 

But, to the sport abroad; — Are you bound thither ? 
AEne. In ail swift haste. 

Tro. Come, go we then together. 

lExeunt. 

SCENE II.-^-77ic same. A Street. 

Enter Cresstda and A„L;iiacANDi!3R. , 

Cres. Who were those went by ? 

Aleev. Queen Hecuba, and Helen. 

€7'es. And whither go they ? 

Aleev. Up to the eastern tower, 

Wliose height commands as subject all the vale. 

To see the battle. — Hector, whose patience 
Is, as a virtue, fix’d, to-day was mov’d : 

He chid Andromache, and struck his armourer ; 
And, like as there were husbandry in war, 

Before the sun rose, he was harness’d light. 

And to the held goes he ; where every flower 
Did, as a })rophet, weep what it foresaw 
In Hector’s wrath. 

Cres. What was his cause of anger? 

A lew. The noise goes, this : There is among the 
Greeks 

A lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector ; 

They call him, Ajax. 

Cres. Good and what of him ? 

Aleev. They say he is a very man per se, 

And stands alone. 

Cres. So do all men : unless they are drunk, sick, 
or have no legs. 

Aleat. This man, lady, hath robbed many beasts 
of their particular additions ; he is as valiant as the 
lion, churlish as the bear, slow as the elephant : a 
man into whom nature hath so crowded humours, 
that his valour is crushed into folly, his folly 
sauced with discretion : there is no man hath a vir- 
tue that he hath not a glimpse of ; nor any man an 
attaint, but he carries some stain of it : he is me- 
lancholy without cause, and merry against the hair : 
He hath the joints of every thing ; but every thing 
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so out of Joint, that he is a gouty Briareus, many 
hands and no use ; or purblind Argus, all eyes and 
no sight. 

Cres. But how should this man, that makes me 
smile, make Hector angry ? 

Alex. They say, he yesterday coped Hector in 
the battle, and struck him down ; the disdain and 
shame whereof hath ever since kept Hector fasting 
and waking. 

Enter Pandahus. 

Cres, Who comes here ? 

Alex. Madam, your uncle Pandarus. 

Cres. Hector’s a gallant man. 

Alex. As may be in the world, lady. 

Pan. What’s that ? what’s that ? 

Cres. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus, 

Pan. Good morrow, cousin Cressid : What do 
you talk of ? — Good morrow, Alexander. — How do 
you, cousin ? When were you at Ilium ? 

Cres. This morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came ? 
Was Hector armed, and gone, ere ye came to Ilium ^ 
Helen was not up, was she ? 

Cres. Hector was gone ; but Helen was not up. 

Pan. E’en so ; Hector was stirring early. 

Cres. That were we talking of, add of his anger; ^ 

Pan. Was he angry ? 

Cres, So he says here. 

Pan. True, he was so ; I know the cause too; 
he’ll lay about him to-day, I can tell them that : 
and there is Troilus, will not come far behind him ; 
let them take heed of Troilus ; I can teU them that 
too. 

Cres. What, is he angry too ? 

Pan. Who, Troilus ? Troilus is the better man 
of the two. 

Cres. O, Jupiter ! there’s no comparison. 

Pan. What, not between Troilus and Hector ? 
Do you know a man, if you see him } 

Cres. Ay ; if I ever saw him before, and knew 

Pan. Well, I say, Troilus is Troilus. [him. 

Cres. Then you say as I say ; for, I am sure, he 
is not Hector. 

Pan. No, nor Hector is not Troilus, in some 
degrees. 

Cres. ’Tis Just to each of them ; he is himself. 

Pan. Himself.^ Alas, poor Troilus! I would, he 
were, 

Cres. So he is. 

Pan. — — . ’Condition, I had gone bare-foot to 
. India. . 

Cres. Pie is not Plector. 

Pan. Plimself.’ no, he’s not himself. — ’Would ’a 
were himself! Well, the gods are above; Time 
must friend, or end : Well, Troilus, well, — I would, 
my heai't were in her body ! — No, Hector is not a 
better man than Troilus. 

Cres. Excuse me. 

Pan. He is elder. 

Cres. Pardon me, pardon me. 

Pan. The other’s not come to’t ; you shall teU 
me another tale, when the other’s come to’t. Plec- 
tor shall not have his wit this year. 

Cres. He shall not need it, if he have Ms own. 

Pan, Nor Ms qualities ; 

Cres. No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

CQ'es. ’Twould not become him, Ms own’s better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, niece; Helen her- 
self swore the other day, that Troilus, for a brown 


favoui*, (for so ’tis, I must confess,) — Not brown 
, neither. 

Cres. No, but brown. 

Pan. Faith, to say truth, brown and not brown. 

Cres. To say the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais’d Ms complexion above Paris. 

Cres. Why, Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cres. Then, Troilus should have too much : if 
she praised him above, his complexion is higher 
than his ; he having colour enough, and the other 
higher, is too flaming a praise fora good complexion. 

I had as lief, Helen’s golden tongue had commend- 
ed Troilus for a copper nose. 

Pan. I swear to you, I think, Helen loves him 
better than Paris. 

Cres. Then she’s a merry Greek, indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am sure she does. She came to i 
him the other day into the compassed window, — 
and, you know, he has not past three or four hairs 
oi^hisi chin. 

Cre^.; Indeed, a tapster’s arithmetic may soon 
bidn^ Ms particulars therein to a total. I 

Pan. Why, he is very young ; and yet will he, I 
within three pound, lift as much as his brother ! 
Hector. 

Cres. Is he so young a man, and so old a lifter ? 

Pan. But, to prove to you that Helen loves him ; 
— she came, and puts me her white hand to his 
cloven chin, 

Cres. Juno have mercy !— -How came it cloven ? 

Pan. Why, you know, ’tis dimpled : I think, 
his smiling becomes Mm better than any man in 
all Phrygia. 

Cres. O, he smiles valiantly. 

Pan. Does he not ? 

Cres. O yes, an ’twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan. W%, go to then ; — But to prove to you 
that Helen loves Troilus, . 

Cres. Troilus will stand to the proof, if you’ll 
prove it so. 

Pan. Troilus? why, he esteems her no more 
than I esteem an addle egg. 

Cres. If you love an addle egg as well as you 
love an idle head, you would eat chickens i’the 
shell. 

Pan. I cannot choose but laugh, to think how 
she tickled his chin ! — Indeed, she has a marvellous 
white hand, I must needs confess. 

Cres. Without the rack. 

Pan. And she takes upon her to spy a white 
hair on his chin. 

Cres. Alas, poor chin ! many a wart is richer. 

Pan. But, there was such laughing ; — Queen 
Hecuba laughed, that her eyes ran o’er. 1 

Cres. With mill-stones. i 

Pan, And Cassandra laughed. 

Cres. But there was a more temperate Are under 
the pot of her eyes ; — ^Did her eyes run o’er too ? 

Pan. And Hector laughed. 

Cres. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pa7i. Marry, at the white hair that Helen spied 
on Troilus’ chin. 

Cres. An’t had been a green hair, I should have’ 
laughed too. 

Pan. They laughed not so much at the hair, as 
at Ms pretty answer. 

Cres. What was Ms answer ? 

Pan, Quoth she, Here^s but one and fifty hairs 
on your cMUi and one of them is white. 
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Cres'. ’’.riiits is her question. 

Pa/i , I'liat’ s true ; make no question of that. One 
and JiJ'tu hairs, quoth he, and one white: That 
white hair is wy father, and all the rest are his 
sons. Jupiter ! quoth she, which of these hairs is 
Paris wy husband ^ The forked one, quoth he, 
pluck it out, and (jive it him. But, there was 
such laughing 1 and Helen so blushed, and Paris so 
chafed, and all the rest so laughed, tliat it passed. 

Cres. So let it now; for it has been a great 
while going by. 

Fan. Well, cousin, I told you a thing yester- 
day ; think on’t. 

Cres. So 1 do. 

Fan. ril be sworn, ^tis true ; lie will weep you, 
an ’twci’c a man born in April. 

Cres. And I’ll spring up in his tears, an 'twere 
a nettle against May, [-J rdrmt sountkd. 

Fan. iiark, they are coming from the held : 
Shall we stand up here, and sec them, as they pass 
toward Ilium ? good niece, do ; sweet niece Cres- 
sida. 

Cres. At yonr pleasure. 

Fan. Here, here, here’s an excellent place ; here 
we may see most bravely : Til tell you them all by 
their names, as they pass by ; but mark Troilus 
above the rest. 

Mneas passes over the Starje. 

Cres. Speak not so loud. 

Pan. That’s yEneas ; Is not that a brave man ? 
he’s one of the iiowers of Troy, I can tell you ; 
But mark Troilus ; you shall see anon. 

Cres. Who’s that? 

Ante NOR passes over. 

Pan. That’s Antenor; he has a shrewd wit, I 
can tell you ; and lie’s a man good enough : he’s 
one o’tliL soundest judgments in Troy, whosoever, 
and a })roper man of person : — When comes 
Troilus? — I’ll show you Troilus anon ; if he see 
me, you sliall see him nod at me. 

Cres, Will lie give you the nod ? 

Fan. You shall see. 

Cre,s. If he do, the rich shall have more. 

Hector pmsses over. 

Fan. That’s Hector, that, that, look you, that ; 
There’s a fellow ! — Go thy way. Hector ! — ^There’s 
a brave man, niece. — O brave Hector ! — Look, 
bow he looks ! there’s a countenance : Is’t not a 
brave man } 

Cres. 0, a brave man! 

Fan. Is ’a not.^ It does a man’s heart good — 
Ijook you what hacks are on his helmet? look you 
yonder, do you see ? look you there ! there’s no 
jesting : there’s laying on ; take’t off who will, as 
they say : there he hacks 1 

Cres. Be those with swords ? 

Vauis passes over. 

Fun. Swords ? any thing, he cares not : an the 
devil come to him, it’s all one: By god’s lid, it 
does one’s heart good : — Yonder comes Paris, yon- 
der comes Paris : look ye yonder, niece ; Is’t not 
a gallant man too, is’t not? — Why, this is brave 
now. — ^Who said, he came hurt home to-day ? he’s 
not hurt : why, this will do Helen’s heart good 
now. Hal ’would I could see Troilus now” 1 — 
you shall see Troilus anon. 

Cres. Who’s that ? 


II-EIjEnus over. 

Fan. That’s Heicmis, — I marvel, where Troilus 
is:™That’s Helcnus I think he went not forth 
to-day: — That’s Udenus. 

Cres. Can Hclcuus light, uncle? 

Fan. UiAcmJ no ;~yes, he’ll fight indifferent 
well : — i marvel, wnere Troilus is 1 — Hark ; do 
you not hear the people cry, Troilus ?— Heleniis is 
a priest. 

Cres. WTiat sneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

TrioiLus passes over. 

Pan. Where? yonder? that’s Beipliobus : ,’Tis 
Troilus ! tliere’s a man, niece ! — Plem !~~Brave 
Troilus ! tlie prince of chivalry. 

Cres. Peace, for shame, peace ! 

Fan. Alark liirn ; note liini O brave Troilus I 
— look well, u|>on him, niece ; look you, how his 
sword is bloodied, and his helm more hack’d than 
Hector’s ; And how he looks, and liow he goes ! 

0 admirable youth ! he ne’er saw^ three and twenty. 
Go thy w'ay, Troilus, go thy way ; had I a sister 
were n. grace, or a daughter a goddess, he should 
take liis choice. O admirable man! Paris?— 
Paris is dirt to him ; and I w^arrant, Helen, to 
change, would give an eye to boot. 

Forces pass over the Stage. 

Cres. Here come more. 

Fan. Asses, fools, dolts ! chaff and bran, chaff 
and bran ! porridge after meat! I could live and die 
i’the eyes of Troiius. Ne’er look, ne’er look ; the 
eagles are gone ; crows and daws, crows and daws ! 

1 liad rather be such a man as Troilus, than Aga- 
memnon and all Greece. 

Cres. ’’.riiere is among the Greeks, Achilles ; a 
better man than Troilus. 

Fa7i. Achilles ? a drayman, a porter, a very 
camel. 

Cres. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well ? — Why, have you any discre- 
tion ? have you any eyes ? Do you know what a man 
is? Is not birth, beauty, good shape, discourse, 
manhood, learning, gentleness, virtue, youth, lihe- 
rality, and such like, the spice and salt that season 
a man ? 

C7'es. Ay, a minced man: and then to be baked 
with no date in the pye, — for then the man’s date 
is out. 

Fa7i. You are such a woman ! one knows not 
at what ward you lie. 

Cres. Upon my back, to defend my belly ; upon 
my wit, to defend my wiles ; upon my secrecy, to 
defend mine honesty; rny mask, to defend my 
beauty ; and yo\r, to defend all these : and at ail 
these wards I lie, at a tliousand watches. 

Fan. Say one of your watches. 

Cres. Nay, I’ll watch yoiifor that ; and that’s one 
of t,he chiefest of them too ; if I cannot ward what 
1 would Tiot have hit, I can watch you for telling 
how I took the blow ; unless it swell x^ast hiding, 
and then it is past watching. 

Fcm. You are such another ! 

Enter Tnoinus’ Boy. 

Boy. Sir, my lord would instantly speak with yon. 

Fan, Where ? 

Boy. At your own house ; there he unarms him^. 

Fan. Good boy, tell him I come ; [_ExU Boy.] 
I doubt, he be hurt. — Pare ye well, good niece. 

Cres. Adieu, uncle. 

Fan. I’ll be with you, niece, by and by- 
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Cres. To bring, uncle, 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilns. 

Cres, By the same token- — yon are a bawd. — 

iPxit Pandarus. 

Words, vows, griefs, tears, and love’s full sacrifice, 
He offers in another’s enterprise : 

But more in Troilns thousand fold I see 
Than in the glass of Bandar’s praise may be ; 

Yet hold I off. Women are angels, wooing : 
Things won are done, joy’s soul lies in the doing : 
That she belov’d knows nought, that knows not this, — 
Men prize the thing ungain’d more than it is : 
That she was never yet, that ever knew 
Love got so sweet, as when desire did sue : 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach, — 
Achievement is command ; ungain’d, beseech : 
Then though my heart’s content firm love doth bear, 
Nothing of that shall from mine eyes appear. IPxit. 


SCENE III. — The Grecian Camp, Before 
Agamemnon’s Tent. 

Trumpets. Enter Agamemnon, Nestor, Ulysses, Mene- 
LAus, and others. 

Agam, Princes, 

What grief hath set the jaundice on your cheeks ? 
The ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below, 

Fails in the promis’d largeness : checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear’d ; 

As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap, 

Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 

That we come short of our suppose so far, 

Thar, after seven years’ siege, yet Troy walls stand; 
Sith every action that hath gone before. 

Whereof have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim, 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 
That gav’t surmised shape. Why then, you princes, 
Do you with cheeks abash’d behold our works ; 
And thMc them shames, which are, indeed, nought 
But the protract! ve trials of great Jove, [else 
To find persistive constancy in men ? 

The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune’s love : for then, the bold and coward, 
The wise and fool, the ai'tist and unread, 

The hard and soft, seem all affin’d and kin : 

But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 
Distinction, wnth a broad and powerful fan, 

Puffing at all, winnows the light away ; 

And what hath mass, or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat, 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men : the sea being smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk ? 

Bnt let the raflian Boreas once enrage 
The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 
The strong-ribb’d bark through iiq^uid mountains cut, 
Bo'imding between the two moist elements, 

Like Perseus’ horse : Where’s then the saucy boat, 
Whose weak untimber’d sides hut even now 
Co-rival’d greatness ? either to harbour fled, 

Or made a toast for Neptune. Even so 
Doth valour’s show, and valour’s w^orth, divide, 


In storms of fortune : For, in her ray and brightness. 
The herd hath more annoyance by the brize, 

Than by the tiger ; but when the splitting wind 
Makes flexible the knees of knotted oaks, 

And fliies fled under shade, — why, then, the thing 
of courage, 

As rous’d with rage, with rage doth sympathise, 
And, with an accent tun’d in self-same key, 
Returns to chiding fortune. 

Ulgss, Agamemnon, — 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 
Heart of our numbers, soul and only spirit, 

In whom the tempers and the minds of all 
Should be shut up, — hear what Ulysses speaks. 
Besides the applause and approbation 
The which, — most mighty for thy place and sway,— - 

I'fo Agamemnon. 

And thou most reverend for thy stretch'd-out life, — 

CTo Nestor., 

I give to both your speeches, — which were such, 

As Agamemnon and the hand of Greece 
Should hold up high in brass ; and such again, 

As venerable Nestor, hatch’d in silver, 

I Should with a bond of air (strong as the axletree 
j On which heaven rides,) knit all the Greekish ears 
To his experienc’d tongue, — yet let it please both, — 
Thou great, — and wise, — to hear Ulysses speak. 
Agam. Speak, prince of Ithaca ; and be’t of less 
expect 

That matter needless, of importless burden, 

Divide thy lips ; than w^e are confident. 

When rank Thersites opes his mastiff jaws, 

We shall hear music, wit, and oracle. 

XJlyss. Troy, yet upon his basis, had been down, 
And the great Hector’s sword had lack’d a master, 
But for these instances. 

The specialty of rule hath been neglected : 

And, look, how many Grecian tents do stand 
Hollow upon this plain, so many hollow factions. 
When that the general is not like the hive, 

To whom the foragers shall all repair, 

What honey is expected ? Degree being vizarded;, 
The nnworthiest shows as fairly in the mask. 

The heavens themselves, the planets and this centre, 
Observe degree, priority, and place, 

Insisture, course, proportion, season, form, 

Office, and custom, in all line of order : 

And therefore is the glorious planet, Sol, 

In noble eminence enthron’d and spher’d 
Amidst the other ; whose med’cinable eye 
Corrects the ill aspects of planets evil, 

And posts, like the commandment of a king, 

Sans check, to good and bad : But, when the planets, 
In evil mixture, to disorder wander, 

What plagues, and what portents ? what mutiny ? 

What raging of the sea ? shaking of earth ? 

Commotion in the winds } frights, changes, horrors, 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity and married calm of states 

Quite from their fixture ? O, when degree is shalv’d, 

Which is the ladder of all high designs, 

The enterprise is sick ! How could communities, 
Degrees in schools, and brotherhoods in cities. 
Peaceful commerce from dividable shores, 

The primogenitive and due of birth. 

Prerogative of age, crowns; sceptres, laurels, 

But by degree, stand in authentic place ? 

Take but degree away, untune that string, 

And, hark, what discord foEows ! each thing meets 
In mere oppugnancy : The hounded waters 
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Should lift theiv bosoms higher tban the sliores, 

And make a sop of all this solid gxobe : 

Strength should be lord ot imbecility. 

And the rude son should strike his tathei dead . 
Foilould be right ; or, rather, right and wrong 
^Between v/hose endless jar justice lesiaes, j 
Should lose their names, and so should justice too 
Then every thing includes itself in powei, 

Power into will, will into appetite ; 

And appetite, an universal wo It, 

So doubly seconded with will and power, 

Must make perforce an universal prey, 

Ind last, cat up himself. Gmat Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when degree is suflocate, 

Follows the choking. 

And this neglection of degree it is, 

Thai by a pace goes backward, with a p^i^posi^ 

It hath to climb. The general s disdain d 
By him one step below ; he, by the next , 

That next, by him beneath : so every step, 

Exampled by the first pace that is sick 
Of his superior, grows to an envious tevei 
Of pale and bloodless emulation : 

And 'tis this fever that keeps froy on foot. 

Not her own sinews. To end a ta.le o. leng , 

Troy in onr weakness stands, not m her stren^^th. 

Nest. Most wisely hath Ulysses here discovei d 
The fever whereof all our power is sick. 

Agam. The nature of the sickness found, Ulysses, 

Achilles, -who» pinion 

crowns 

The sinew and the forehand of our host,— 

Having Ms ear full of his airy fame. 

Grows dainty of his worth, ana in Ins tent 
Lies mocking our designs : With him, 1 atroclus, 
Upon a Inzy bed, the livelong day 
Breaks scurril jests ; , , , . 

And with ridiculous and awkward action 
('Which, slanderer, he imitation calls,) 

He pageants us. Sometime, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topless deputation he puts on ; 

And, like a strutting player,--whose conceit , 
Lies in his hamstring, and doth think it iich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and sound 
’Twixt his stretch'd footing and the scaffoldage,- 
Siich to-he-pitied and o’er- wrested seeming 
He acts thy greatness in : and when he spealcs, ^ 
’Tis like a chime a-mending ; with tm’ms unsquar d. 
Which, from the tongue of roaring Typlion droiip cl 
Would seem hyperboles. At this fusty stuff, 

The large Achilles, on Ms press d oecl lolling, 

From Ms deep chest laughs out a loud applause ; 

Cries— Excdlcnt!—’ Tis kga.merrmonjiist.— 

Now play me Nestor ; — Item, and stroke thy beard, 
As he, being Ulrest to some oration. 

That’s done as near as the extremest ends 
Of parallels : as like as Vulcan anvils wife : 

Yet good Achilles stiU cries, Excellent ; 

’ Tis Nestor right ! Now p^y him, me, Patroclus, 
Arminff to answer in a night alarm. 

And then, forsooth, the faint defects of age 
Must be the scene of mirth ; to cough, and spit, 
And with a palsy-fumbhng on bis gorget, ^ _ 
Shake in and out the rivet And at this sport. 
Sir Valour dies; cries, O!— enough, 1 atroclus, 
Or give me ribs of steel ! X shall sp%t all 
In ‘pleasure of ‘my spleen. And in this fashion, 
xVU our abilities, gifts, natures, shapes, 
Severais-and generals of grace exact, 


Achievements, plots, orders, prevention.^, 
Excitements to the lield, or speech for truce, 
Success, or loss, what is, or is not, serves 
As stuH* for these two to make paradoxes. 

Nest. And in the imitation of these twain 
(Whom, as Ulysses says, opinion crowns 
With an imperial voice,) many are infect. 

Ajax is grown self-willed; and hears his head 
111 sucli a vein, in full as proud a place 
As broad iVc-Mlles ; keeps his tent like him ; 

Makes factions feasts ; rails on our state of war 
Bold as au oracle ; and sets Thersites 
(A slave, whose gall coins slanders like a mint,) 

To match us in comparisons with dirt ; 

To weaken and discredit our exposure, 

How rank soever rounded in with danger. 

JJlyss. They tax our ])olicy, and call it cow^ardice ; 
Count wisdoni as no member of the war ; 

Forestall prescienec, and esteem no act 
But that of baud : the still and mental parts,— 
That do contrive how many hands shall strike, 
When fitness calls them on ; and know, by measure 
Of their observant toil, the enemies’ weight,— 
Why, this hath not a finger’s dignity : 

They call this— hed-work, mappery, closet-war ; 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 

For the great swing and rudeness of his poise, 
'Fhey place bcibre his hand that made the engine ; 
Or those, tliat with the tiiieness of their souls 
By reason guide his execution. 

Nest. Let this be granted, and Achilles’ horse 
Maktis many Thetis’ sons. iTrwnpet sounds. 

Agam. Wliat trumpet ? look, Menelaus. 


Enter /Enkas. 

Men. From Troy. 

I dam What would you ’fore our tent i 

Mne. ■ , I® 

Great Agamemnon’s tent, I pray? 

Ayam. Even this. 

Ailie. May one, that is a herald, and a prince, 

Do a fair message to his kingly ears ? 

Aeam. Whth surety stronger than Achilles arm 
’Fore all the Greekisli heads, which with one voice 
Call Agamemnon head and general. 

/Vrm. Fair leave, and large security. How may 

A stranger to those most impeiial looks 
Know tiiern from eyes of other mortals . ^ 

Agam. 

JEne.ihy; 

1 ask, that 1 might waken reverence. 

And bid the cheek be ready with a blush 
ATodest as morning when she coldly eyea 
The youthful Pheebns : 

Which is that god in office, guiding men . 

Which is the high and mighty 

Agam. This Trojan scorns ns ; oi the men oiu y 

Are ceremonious courtiers. „nsrm’d 

JEne. Courtiers as free, as dcbonai , ^ » 

As bending angels ; that s theii* have galls, 

But when they would seem soldieis, i ,g 

Good arms, strong joints, true swords : and Jove 

Nothing sTfSif of heart. 

Peace Trojan ; lay thy finger on thy * 

The worthiness of JrSse forth : 

Tf that the prais’d himself bring th p 
'b repining -emy — 

That breath fame blows ; that pi a , 
transcends. 
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! Agam, Sir, you of Troy, call you yourself 
Mne, Ay, Greek, that is my name. [JEneas ? 
A gam. .Wliat’s your affair, I pray you ? 

Mne. Sir, pardon ; ’tis for Agamemnon^s ears. 
Agam. He hears not privately, that comes from 
Troy. 

f JEne. Nor I from Troy come not to whisper him : 

f I bring a trumpet to awake his ear ; 

I To set his sense on the attentive bent, 

I And then to speak. 

; Agam. Speak frankly as the wind ; 

j It is not Agamemnon’s sleeping hour ; 

! That thou shalt know, Trojan, he is awake, 

1 He tells thee so himself, 

j JEne. Trumpet, blow loud, 

Send thy brass voice through all these lazy tents ; — 

I And every Greek of mettle, let him know, 

What Troy means fairly, shall be spoke aloud. 

[Trumpet sounde. 

We have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy 
A prince call’d Hector (Priam is his father), 

Who in this dull and long-continued truce 
Is rusty grown ; he bade me take a trumpet, 

And to this purpose speak. Kings, princes, lords ! 
If there be one, among the fair’st of Greece, 

That holds his honour higher than his ease ; 

That seeks his praise more than he fears his peril ; 
That knows his valour, and knows not his fear ; 
That loves his mistress more than in confession, 
(With truant vows to her own lips he loves,) 

And dare avow her beauty and her worth, 

In other arms than hers — to him this challenge. 
Hector, in view of Trojans and of Greeks, 

Shall make it good, or do his best to do it, 

He hath a lady, wiser, fairer, truer, 

» Than ever Greek did compass in his arms ; 

And wiD. to-morrow with his trumpet call, 

Mid-way between your tents and walls of Troy, 

/ To rouse a Grecian that is true in love : 

If any come, Hector shall honour him ; 

If none, he’ll say in Troy, when he retires, 

The Grecian dames are sun-bum’ d, and not worth 
The splinter of a lance. Even so much. 

Agam. This shall be told our lovers, lord iEneas ; 
If none of them have soul in such a kind, 

|‘ We left them aU at home : But we are soldiers ; 

1 And may that soldier a mere recreant prove, 

That means not, hath not, or is not in love ! 

If then one is, or hath, or means to be, 

I That one meets Hector ; if none else, I am he. 

f Nest. Tell him of Nestor, one that was a man 

When Hector’s grandsire suck’d : he is old now; 
But, if there be not in our Grecian host 
/ One noble man, that hath one spark of fire 

To answer for his love, teU him from me, — 

I’ll hide my silver beard in a gold beaver, 

And in my vantbrace put this wither’d brawn ; 

And meeting him, will tell him, that my lady 
Was fairer than his gran dame, and as chaste 
, ^ As may be in the world ; his youth in flood, 

. * I’ll prove this truth with my three drops of blood. 

AS7ie. Now heavens forbid such scarcity of youth ! 

; Utgss. Amen. 

t A gam. Fair lord AEneas, let me touch your hand ; 

! To our pavilion shall I lead you, sir. 

! Achilles shall have word of this intent ; 

So shall each lord of Greece, from tent to tent : 

Yourself shall feast with us before you go, 

I And find the welcome of a noble foe. 

' ^ ’^Exetint all but Ulvssjes a7id Nestor. 


Ulyss. Nestor, 

Nest. What says Ulysses ? 

Ulyss. I have a young conception in my brain, i 
Be you my time to bring it to some shape. I 

Nest. Whatis’t.^ i 

Ulyss. This ’tis ; 

Blunt wedges rive hard knots : The seeded pride j 
That hath to this maturity blown up i 

In rank Achilles, must or now be cropp’d, ! 

Or, shedding, breed a nursery of like evil, 

To overbulk us all. 

Nest. Well, and how ? 

Ulyss. This challenge that the gallant Hector 
However it is spread in general name, [sends, 
Relates in purpose only to Achilles. 

Nest. The purpose is perspicuous even as sub- 
stance, 

Whose grossness little characters sum up : 

And, in the publication, make no strain, 

But that Achilles, we.re his brain as barren 
As banks of Libya, — though, Apollo knows, 

’Tis d^ enough, — will, with great speed of judg- 
Ay, with celerity, find Hector’s purpose [ment. 
Pointing on him. 

Ulyss. And wake him to the answer, think you ? 
Nest. Yes, 

It is most meet ; Whom may you else oppose, 

That can fi:om Hector bring those honours off, 

If not Achilles ? Though’ t be a sportful combat, 

Yet in the trial much opinion dwells ; 

For here the Trojans taste our dear’st repute 
With their fin’st palate : And trust to me, Ulysses, 
Our imputation shall be oddly pois’d 
In this wild action : for the success, 

Although particular, shall give a scantling 
Of good or bad unto the general ; 

And in such indexes, although small pricks 
To their subsequent volumes, there is seen 
The baby figure of the giant mass 
Of things to come at large. It is suppos’d, 

He, that meets Hector, issues from our choice ; 

And choice, being mutual act of all our souls, 

Makes merit her election ; and doth boil. 

As ’twere from forth us aU, a man distHl’d 
Out of our virtues ; Who miscarrying, 

Wliat heart receives from hence a conquering part, 

To steel a strong opinion to themselves } 

Which entertain’d, limbs are his instruments, 

In no less working, than are swords and bows 
Directive by the Hmbs. 

Ulyss. Give pardon to my speech ; — 

Therefore ’tis meet, Achilles meet not Hector. | 
Let us, like merchants, show our foulest wares, 

And think, perchance, they’ll sell ; if not, 

The lustre of the better shall exceed, 

By showing the worse first. Do not consent, 

That ever Hector and Achilles meet ; 

For both our honour and our shame, in this, 

Are dogg’d with two strange followers. 

Nest. I see them not with my old eyes ; what 
are they ? 

Ulyss. What glory our Achilles shares from 
Hector, 

Were he not proud, we all should share with him : 

But he already is too insolent ; 

And we were better parch in Africk sun, 

Than in the pride and salt scorn of his eyes, 

Should he ’scape Hector fair ; If he were foil’d, 

Why, then we did our main opinion crush 
In taint of our best man. No, make a lottery ; 
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And, 1)Y device, let blockish Ajax draw 

The sort to fight with Hector : Among ourselves, 

Give him allowance for the better man, 

For that will physic the great Myrmidon, ^ 

Who broils in loud applause ; and make him laU 
His crest, that prouder than blue Iris bends. 

If the dull brainless Ajax come safe oft, 

We’Ii dress him up in voices : If he tail. 

Yet go we under onr opinion still 


That we have better men. But, hit or miss, 

Our project’s life this shape of sense assumes, — 
Ajax, employ’d, plucks down Achilles’ plumes. 
N’est. Ulysses, 

Now I begin to relish thy advice ; 

And I will give a taste of it forthwith 
To Agamemnon : go we to him straight. 

Two curs shall tame each other ; Pride alone 
Must tarre the mastifl's on, as ’twere their bone. 

{Exeunt, 


ACT II. 


SCENE I. — Another part of the Grecian Camp, 
Enter A jax and TmsiiSiTKB. 

AiOiV, Thei sites,- 5 

Ther. Agamemnon — how it he had boils . uni, 

all over, generally ? 

Ajaa\ Tliersites, , 

Ther. And those boils did run ?— hay so,-^lid 
not the general run then ? were not that a 

T/m\ Then would come some matter from him ; 

I see none now. , 

Thou bitch.wolf’s son, cansyhon not 

plague of Greece upon tliee, thou 

mongrel beef-witted lord ! . 

JJaeV. Speak then, tboii nnsalted leaven, speak . 

I will beat thee into handsomeness. 

Ther I shall sooner rail thee into wut and lioii- 
ness : but, I think, thy horse will sooner con an 
oration, than thou learn a prayer without hook. 
Thoucanst strike, canst thou ? a red murrain o thy 

iade’s tricks ! , 

Am-. Toad-stool, learn me the proclamatiom 
Ther. Dost thou think, I have no sense, thou 
s trikes t me thus ? 

A.‘}a.r. The proclamation,-— , ^ i 
'Ther Thou art proclaimed a tool, 1 tiiinic. 

Do not, porcupine, do not; my fingers itch. 
'rher. I would, thou didst itch from head to toot, 
and I had the scratching of thee ; 1 would make thee 
the loathsoinest scab inGreece. When thou art forth 
in the incursions, thou strikest as slow as another. 

Jjax. I say, the proclamation, 

Ther. Thou grumblest and railest every hour on 
Achilles ; and thou art as full of envy at his great- 
ness, as Cerberus is at Proserpma’s beauty, ay, that 
thou barkerst <at iiim. 

Ajaa-. Mistress Tbersites ! 
ther. Thou shouldest strike him. 

Cobloafl -t., i,- 

ther. He would pun thee into shivers with his 

fist, as a sailor breaks a biscuit. . , . 

Aju/c. You whoreson cur ! {Benhughvin. 

ther. Do, do. 

Thou stool for a witch! ^ 

ther. Ay, do, do ; thou sodden-witted lord ! thou 
hast no more brain than i have in mine elbows ; an 
assmego may tutor tbee : Thou scurvy valiant ass . 
thou art here put to thrash Trojans ; and thou art 
bought and sold among those of any wit, like a 
Barkrian slave. If thou use to beat me, I will 
begin at thy heel, and tell what thou art by inches, 
thou thing of no bowels, thou ! 

Jjast. You dog 1 
Ther. You scurvy lord 1 


Aja.v. You cur! {Beating him. 

ther. Mars his idiot! do, rudeness ; do, camel; 
do, do. 

.Enter AciniiT/GB and PAiaMicLus. 

Achil. Why, how now, Ajax ? wherefore do you 
thus ? 

How now, Tbersites? what’s the matter, man? 
Ther. You see him there, do you ? 

Achil. Ay; what’s the matter? 

Ther. Nay, look upon him. 

Achil. So 1 do ; What’s the matter ? 

Ther. Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil. Well, why 1 do so. 

Tfirr. But yet you look not well upon him : for, 
whosoever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Achil I know that, tbol. 

IVter. Kj, hut that fool knows not himself. 

Apia-. Therefore I beat thee. 
ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of mt he 
Titters ! his evasions have ears thus long. I have 
bobbed his brain, more than he has beat my bones : 

I will buy nine sparrows for a penny, and his pia 
mater is not worth the ninth part of a sparrow. 
This lord, Achilles, Ajax, --who wears Ms wit in 
Iris belly, and bis guts in his head,— ITl tell you 
what I say of Mm. 

Achil What? 

Ther. I say, this Ajax- — 

JcML Nay, good Ajax. 

[Ajax to strike Um, Achilles mterpose.<. 

Ther. Has not so much wit^ 

AcML Nay, I must hold you. 

Ther. As will stop the eye of Helen s needle, toi 
whom he comes to fight. ■ 

./ic/dA I’cace, fool! , -u ^ 

'Ther. 3 would have peace and quietness, but the 
fool will nut : he tliere ; that he ; look you there. 
Ajax. O thou damned cur! I shall— 

Achil Will you set your wit to a fool s . 

Ther. No, I warrant you ; forafool’s will shame it. 
Pair. Good words, Tbersites. 

HcAiA What’s tlie quarrel ? 

A jaa-. I bade the vile owl go learn me the tenoiii 
of the proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Th^r. 3 serve thee not. 

Ajaxc Well, go to, go to. 
ther. 1 serve here voluntary. 

Achil. Your last service was sufferance, 
voluntary ; no man is beaten voluntary ; ^Aj - 
here the voluntary, and you too 

lies in your sinews, or else there be liais. ^ 

shall hke a great catch, if ^ 

youi- brains; ’a were as good crack a fusty n 

no kernel. ? 
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at, with me too, Tliersites ? HeL No marvel, though you bite so sharp at 

•e’s Ulysses and old Nestor, — whose reasons, 

dy ere your grandsires had nails on You are so empty of them. Should not our father 
oke you like draught oxen, and make Bear the great sway of his affairs with reasons, 

) the w'ars. Because your speech hath none, that tells him so ? 

at, wdiat ? Tto. You are for dreams and slumbers, brother 

good sooth ; To, Achilles ! to, Ajax ! to I priest, 

ill cut out your tongue. You fur your gloves with reason- Here are your 

no matter ; I, shall speak as much as reasons^: 

*ds. You know, an enemy intends you harm ; 

Qore words, Thersites ; peace. You know, a sword employ’d is perilous, 

1 hold my peace when Achilles’ brach And reason flies the object of all harm : 

I ? Who marvels then, when Heienus beholds 

re’s for you, Patroclus. A Grecian and his sword, if he do set 

1 see you hanged, like clotpoles, ere I The very wings of reason to his heels ; 
re to your tents ; I will keep where And fly like chidden Mercury from Jox^e, 
irring, and leave the faction of fools. Or like a star dis-orb’d ? — Nay, if we talk of reason, 
lExiL Let’s shut onr gates, and sleep: Manhood andhonour 
od riddance. Should have hare hearts, would they but fat their 

•ry, this, sir, is proclaimed through ail thoughts 

‘^ost : With this cramm’d reason ; reason and respect 

by the first hour of the sun. Make livers pale, and lustihood deject, 

riimpet, ’twixt our tents and Troy, Heci. Brother, she is not worth what she doth cost 

orning call some knight to arms, The holding. 

:omach ; and such a one, that dare Tro. WTiat is aught, but as ’tis valued ? 

enow not what ; ’tis trash : Farewell. Ifeci. But value dwells not in particular will ; 
well. Who shall answer him ? It holds his estimate and dignity 

ownot, it is put to lottery ; otherwise, As well wherein ’tis precious of itself 
nan. As in the prizer : ’tis mad idolatry, 

Cleaning you : — I’ll go learn more of To make the service greater than the god ; 

Exeunt. And the will dotes, that is attributive 
— ^ — To what infectiously itself affects. 

Without some image of the affected merit. 

■Troy. A Room in Priam’s Palace. Tro. I take to-day a wife, and my election 

Is led on in the conduct of my will ; 

Hhctok. Tnoww, Pams, mid Helenus. enkindled by mine eyes and ears, 

so many hours, lives, speeches spent, Two traded pilots ’twixt the dangerous shores 
[in says Nestor from the Greeks ; Of wdll and judgment : How may I avoid, 
i, and all damage else — Although my will distaste what it elected, 

of time, travel, expense, The wife I chose ? there can he no evasion 

ids, and what else dear that is consum'd To blench from this, and to stand firm by honour: 
m of this cormorant ivar, — We turn not back the silks upon the merchant, 

k off; — Hector, what say you to’t? When we have soil’dthem: nor the remainder viands 
igh no man lesser fears the Greeks We do not throw in unrespective sieve, 

I, Because we now are full. It was thought meet, 

heth my particular, yet, Paris should do some vengeance on the Greeks : 

Your breath with full consent bellied his sails ; 
dy of more softer bowels. The seas and winds (old wranglers) took a truce, 

to suck in the sense of fear, And did him service : he touch’d the ports desir’d ; 

cry out — Who knows what follows 9 And, for an old aunt, whom the Greeks held captive, 
'.s: The wound of peace is surety, He brought a Grecian queen, whose youth and 
; but modest doubt is call’d freshness 

the wise, the tent that searches Wrinkles Apollo’s, and makes pale the morning. 

, of the worst. Let Helen go : Why keep we her ? the Grecians keep our aunt : 

sword was drawn about this question, Is she worth keeping.^ why, she is a pearl, 
ul, ’mongst many thousand dismes, W^hose price hath launch’d above a thousand ships, 
dear as Flelen ; I mean of ours : And turn’d crown’d kings to merchants, 

t so many tenths of ours : If you’ll avouch, ’twas wisdom Paris went, 

ng not ours ; not worth to us, (As you must needs, for you all cried— Go, go.) 

ne, the value of one ten ; If you’ll confess, he brought home noble prize, 

in that reason, which denies (As you must needs, for you all clapp’d your hands, 

f her up? And cried — Inestimable!) why do you now 

Fye, fye, my brother I The issue of your proper wisdoms rate ; 

; worth and honour of a king, ■ And do a deed that fortune never did, 
r dread father, in a scale Beggar the estimation which you priz’d 

inces ? will you with counters sum Richer than sea and land ? O theft most base ; 
ortion of his infinite ? • That we have stoldn what we do fear to keep ! 

a waist most fathomless, But, thieves, unworthy of a thing so stolen, 

d inches so diminutive That in their country did them that disgrace, 

Jasons ? fye, for godly shame ! We fear to wari’ant in our native place I 
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Cas. [ VFithm.'] Cry, Trojans, cry ! 

Pri. What noise ? what shriek is this ? 

T’ro. 'Tis our mad sister, I do know her voice. 
Cas. [JVUMn.'] Cry, Trojans ! 

Hect. It is Cassandra. 

Enter Cassandra, raving. 

Cas. Cry, Trojans, cry! lend me ten thousand eyes, 
And I will fill them with prophetic tears. 

• Hect. Peace, sister, peace. 

Cas. Virgins and boys, mid-age and wrinkled 
Soft infancy, that nothing canst but cry, [elders, 
Add to my clamours ! let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that mass of moan to come. 

Cry, Trojans, cry ! practise your eyes with tears I 
Troy must not be, nor goodly Ilion stand ; 

Our fire-brand brother, Paris, burns us all. 

Cry, Trojans, ery I a Helen, and a woe : 

Cry, cry I Troy burns, or else let Helen go. {.Exit. 

Hect. Now, youthful Troilus, do not these higli 
Of divination in our sister work [strains 

Some touches of remorse ? or is your blood 
So madly hot, that no discourse of reason, 

Nor fear of bad success in a bad cause, 

Can qualify the same ? 

Tro. Why, brother Hector, 

We may not think the justness of each act 
Such and no other than event doth form it ; 

Nor once deject the courage of our minds, 

Because Cassandra’s mad ; her brain-sick raptures 
Cannot distaste the goodness of a quarrel, 

Which hath our several honours all engag’d 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 

I am no more touch’d than all Priam’s sons : 

And Jove forbid, there should be done amongst us 
Such things as might offend the weakest spleen 
To fight for and maintain 1 

Par. Else might the world convince of levity 
As well my undertakings as your counsels : 

But 1 attest the gods, your full consent 
Gave wings to my propension, and cut off 
All fears attending on so dire a project. 

For what, alas, can these my single arms ? 

What propugnation is in one man’s valoui, 

To stand the push and enmity of those 
This quarrel would excite ? yet, I protest, 

Were I alone to pass the difficulties, 

And had as ample power as I have wall, 

Paris should ne’er retract what he hath done. 

Nor faint in the pursuit. 

Pri. Paris, you speak 

Like one besotted on your sw^eet delights : 

You have the honey still, but these the gall ; 

So to be valiant, is no praise at all. 

Par. Sir, I propose not merely to myself 
The pleasures such a beauty brings with it ; 

But 1 would have the soil of her fair rape 
Wip’d off, in honourable keeping her. 

What treason were it to the ransack’d queen, 
Disgrace to your great worths, and shame to me, 
Now to deliver her possession up, 

On terras of base compulsion ? Can it be, 

That so degenerate a strain as this, 

Should once set footing in your generous bosoms 
There’s not the meanest spirit on our party, 
Without a heart to dare, or sword to draw, 

When Helen is defended ; nor none so noble, 
Whose life were ill bestow’d, or “death unfam’d, 
Where Helen is the subject : then, I say, 

Well may w^e fight for her, whom, we know well, 
The world’s large spaces cannot parallel. 


Hect. Paris, and Troilus, you have both said v^^eii ; 
And on the cause and question now in hand * 
Have gloz’d, — ^but superficially ; not much 
Unlike young men, whom Aristotle thought 
Unfit to hear moral philosophy : 

The reasons, you allege, do more conduce 
To the hot passion of distemper’d blood, 

Than to make up a free determination 
1 wixt right and wrong ; for pleasure, and revenge, 
Have ears more deaf than adders to the voice 
Of any true decision. Nature craves, 

All dues be render’d to their owners ; Now 
What nearer debt in all humanity, 

Tlian wife is to the husband? if this law 
Of nature be corrupted through affection ; 

And that great minds, of partial indulgence 
To their benumbed wills, resist the same ; 

There is a law in each well-order’cl nation, 

To cui’l^ those raging appetites that are 
Most disobedient find refractory. 

If Helen then be wife to Sparta’s king, — 

As it is known she is, — these moral laws 
Of nature, and of nations, speak aloud 
To have her back return’d : Thus to persist 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hector’s opinion 
Is this, in way of truth : yet, ne’ertheless, 

My spritely brethren, I propend to you 
In resolution to keep Helen still; 

For ’tis a cause that liath no mean dependence 
Upon our joint and several dignities. 

Tro. Why, there you touch’ d the life of our design : 
Were it not glory that we more affected 
Than the performance of our heaving spleens, 

I would not wish a drop of Trojan blood 
Spent more in her defence. But, worthy Hector, 
She is a theme of honour and renown ; 

A spur to valiant and magnanimous deeds ; 

Whose present courage may beat down our foes, 
And fame, in time to come, canonize us : 

For, I presume, brave Hector would not lose 
So rich advantage of a promis’d glory, 

As smiles upon the fbi*eliead of this action, 

For the wide world’s revenue. 

Hect. I am yours, 

You valiant offspring of great Priamus. — 

I have a roisting challenge sent amongst 
The dull and factious nobles of the Greeks, 
j Will strike amazement to their drowsy spirits : 

I I was advertis’d, their great general slept. 

Whilst emulation in the army crept ; 

This, I presume, will wake Mm. lExemL 


SCENE IIL— TA 0 Grecian Camp Before 
Achilles’ Tent. 

JEniEer Thbrsitiss. 

Ther. Flow now, Thersites } what, lost in the 
labyrinth of thy fury ? Shall the elephant Ajax carry 
it thus ? he beats me, and I rail at him : 0 worthy 
satisfaction ! ’would it were otherwise ; that I could 
heat him, whilst he railed at me : ’Sfoot, I’ll learn 
to conjure and raise devils, but I’ll see some issue of 
ray spiteful execrations. Then there’s Achilles,— a 
rare engineer. If Troy be not taken till these two 
undermine it, the walls will stand till they fall of 
themselves. O thou great thunder- darter of Olym- 
pus*, forget that thou art J ove the king of gods ; 
and Mercury, lose all the serpentine craft of thy 
Caduceus ; if ye take not that little little less -than- 
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little wit from tliem that they have ! which short- 
armed ignorance itself knows is so abundant scarce, 
it will not in circumvention deliver a fly from a 
spider, without drawing their massy irons, and 
cutting the web. After this, the vengeance on the 
whole camp ! or, rather, the bone-ache ! for that, 
methinks, is the curse dependent on those that 
war for a placket. I have said my prayers ; and 
devil, envy, say Amen. What, ho ! my lord 
Achilles ! 

Enter Patkocltts. 

Fair. Who’s there } Thersites ? good Thersites, 
come in and rail. 

Ther. If I could have remembered a gilt coun- 
terfeit, thou wouldest not have slipped out of my 
contemplation : but it is no matter ; Thyself upon 
thyself I The common curse of mankind, folly and 
ignorance, be thine in great revenue ! Heaven bless 
thee from a tutor, and discipline come not near 
thee ! Let thy blood be thy direction till thy death ! 
then if she, that lays thee out, says — thou art a 
fair corse, I’ll be sworn and sworn upon’t, she 
never shrouded any but lazars. Amen. Where’s 
Achilles ? 

Pair. What, art thou devout ; wast thou in 
prayer ? 

Ther. Ay ; The heavens hear me ! 

Enter Achilles. 

Jchil. Who’s there ^ 

Fair. Thersites, my lord. 

Achil. Where, where — Art thou come ? Why, 
my cheese, my digestion, why hast thou not served 
thyself in to my table so many meals ? Come ; 
what’s Agamemnon 1 

Ther. Thy commander, Achilles ;~Then tell 
me, Patroclus, what’s Achilles ? 

Pair. Thy lord, Thersites ; Then tell me, I pray 
thee, what’s thyself.^ 

Ther. Thy knower, Patroclus ; Then tell me, 
Patroclus, what art thou ? 

Patr. Thou mayest tell, that knowest. 

Achil. O, tell, tell. 

Ther, I’ll decline the whole question. Agamem- 
non commands Achilles ; Achilles is my lord ; I am 
Patroclus’ knower ; and Patroclus is a fool. 

Pair. You rascal ! 

Ther. Peace, fool ; I have not done. 

Achil. He is a privileged man. — Proceed, Ther- 
sites. . 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool ; Achilles is a fool ! 
Thersites is a fool ; and, as aforesaid, Patroclus is 
a fool. 

Achil. Derive this ; come. 

Ther. Agamemnon is a fool to offer to command 
Achilles ; Achilles is a fool to be commanded of 
Agamemnon ; Thersites is a fool to serve such a 
fool : And Patroclus is a fool positive. 

Patr. Why am I a fool ? 

Ther. Make that demand of the prover. — ^It 
suffices me, thou art. Look you, who comes 


ana Dieea to aeatn upon. l\ow the dry serpigo on 
the subject ! and war, and lechery, confound all i 

I Exit. 

Agam. Where is Achilles } 

Patr. Within his tent ; but ill-dispos’d, my lord. 

Agam. I^et it be known to him, that we are 
He shent our messengers, and we lay by [here. 
Our appertainments, visiting of him : 

Let him he told so ; lest, perchance, he think 
We dare not move the question of our place, 

Or know not what we are. 

Patr. I shall say so to him. 

iExit. 

Ulyss. We saw him at the opening of his tent ; 
He is not sick. 

Ajax. Yes, lion-sick, sick of proud heart : you 
may call it melancholy, if you will favour the man : 
but, by my head, ’tis pride: But why, why.^ let 
him show us a cause. — A word, my lord. 

\_Takes Agamemnon- aside. 

Nest. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him ? 

Ulyss, Achilles hath inveigled his fool from him. 

Nest. Who ? Thersites ? 

Ulyss. He. 

Nest. Then will Ajax lack matter, if he have 
lost his argument. 

Ulyss. No ; you see, he is his argument, that 
has his argument ; Achilles. 

Nest. All the better ; their fraction is more our 
wish, than their faction : But it was a strong com- 
posure, a fool could disunite. 

Ulyss. The amity, that wisdom knits not, folly 
may easily untie. Here comes Patroclus. 

Re-enter Patroclus. 

Nest. No Achilles with him. 

Ulyss. The elephant hath joints, but none for 
courtesy ; his legs are legs for necessity, not for 
flexure. 

Patr. AchiUes bids me say — he is much sorry, 
If any thing more than your sport and pleasure 
Did move your greatness, and this noble state, 

To call upon him ; he hopes, it is no other. 

But, for your health and your digestion sake, 

An after-dinner’s breath. 

Agam. Hear you, Patroclus : — 

We are too well acquainted with these answers ; 
But his evasion, wing’d thus swift with scorn, 
Cannot outfly our apprehensions. 

Much attribute he hath ; and much the reason 
Why we ascribe it to him : yet all his virtues, — 
Not virtuously on his own part beheld, — 

Do, in our eyes, begin to lose their gloss ; 

Yea, like fair fruit in an unwholesome dish, 

Are like to rot untasted. Go and tell him, 

We come to speak with him : And you shall not 
If you do say — ^we think him over-proud, [sin, 

And under-honest ; in self-assumption greater, 
Thau in the note of judgment ; and worthier than 
himself 

Here tend the savage strangeness he puts on ; 
Disguise the holy strength of their command, 

And underwrite in an observing kind 
His humorous predominance ; yea, watch 
His pettish lunes, his ebbs, his flows, as if 
The passage and whole carriage of this action 
Rode on Ms tide. Go, tell him this ; and add, 
That, if he overbold Ms price so much, 

We’ll none of Mm ; but let him, like an engine 
Not portable, lie under this report — 

Bring action hither, this cannot go to war 


Enter Agamemnon, Ulysses, Nestor, Diomedes, and 
Ajax. 

Achil Patroclus, I’ll speak wlthnobody : — Come 
in with me, Thersites. 

Ther. Here is such patchery, such juggling, and 
such knavery ! all the argument is, a cuckold, and 
a whore : A good quarrel, to draw emulous factions, 
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ACT II. 


A stirring dwarf wo do allowance give 
Before a sleeping giant : — Tell liim so. 

Fair. I shall ; and bring his answer presently. 

iExiL 

Agam. In second voice we’ll not be satisfied, 
We come to speak with him. — Ulysses, enter, 

[Exit trLVSSKS. 

Ajax. What is he more than another ? 

Agarn. No more than what he thinks he is. 
Ajax. Is he so much? Do you not think, he 
thinks himself a better man than I am ? 

Agam. No question. 

Ajax. Will you subscribe his thought, and say 
— he is ? 

Agam. No, noble Ajax ; you are as strong, as 
valiant, as wise, no less nohle, much more gentle, 
and altogether more tractable. 

Ajax. Why sliould a man he proud? How' dotli 
pride grow? I know not what pride is. 

Agam. Your mind’s the clearer, Ajax, and your 
virtims the iiiirer. He that is proud, eats up him- 
self; pride is his own glass, his own trumpet, his 
own chronicle ; and whatever praises itself but in 
the deed, devours the deed in the praise. 

Aja,%\ I do hate a proud man, as I hate the en- 
gendering of toads. 

Nest. And yet he loves himself: Is it not 
strange ? 

Re-enter IIlyssss. 

Ulgss. Achilles will not to the field to-morrow- 
Agam. What’s his excuse ? 

Uhjss, He doth rely on none ; 

But carries on the stream of his dispose, 

Without observance or respect of any, 

In will peculiar and in self-admission. 

Agam. Why will he not, upon our foir request, 
Untent liis person, and share the air with us ? 
Uhjss. Things small as nothing, for recpiest’s 
sake only, 

He makes important : Possess’d he is with great- 
ness ; 

And speaks not to himself, but with a pride 
That quarrels at self-breath; imagin’d worth 
Holds in his blood such swoln and hot discourse, 
That, ’twixt his mental and his active parts, 
Kingdom ’d Achilles in commotion rages, 

And batters down himself: What should I say ? 
He is so plaguy proud, that the death-tokens of it 
Cry-r—Wo reaovenj. 

Agam. Let Ajax go to him. — 

Dear lord, go you and greet him in his tent ; 

’Tis said, he holds you well ; and will be led. 

At your request, a little from himgeif. 

Uhjss. O Agamemnon, let it not be so 1 
We’ll consecrate the steps that Ajax makes 
When they go from Achilles ; Shall the proud 
lord, 

That hastes his arrogance with his own seam ; 

And never suffei'S matter of the world 
Enter his thoughts, — save such as do revolve 
And I'liniinate Tdmself, — shall he be worshipp'd 
Of that we hold an idol more than he ? 

No, this thrice worthy and right valiant lord 
Must not so stale his palm, nobly acquir’d ; 

Nor, by my will, assubjugate his merit, 

.As amply titled as Achilles is, 

By going to Achilles : 

That were to enlard his fot already pride ; 

And add more coals to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion. 


Tills lord go to liiiu ! Jupiter forbid ; 

And say in thiinder--.£^lc/i?:fe go to him. 

N&sL O, tliis is well ; he rubs the vein of him 

Dio. And how his silence drinks up this ap- 

Ajax, if 1 go to him, with my arm’d fist I’ll 
pash him 
Over the face. 

Agam. O, no, you shall not go. 

Ajax. An he be proud with me, I’ll pheeze his 
Let me go to him. [pride : 

Ulyss. Not for the worth that hangs upon our 
quari'el. 

Ajax. A paltry, insolent fellow,' 

Nest. How lie'describes 

'■ , lAside. 

Ajax. Can lie not be sociable ? 
tlh/ss. The raven 

Cliiile.s blackness. [Aside. 

Ajax. I will let his humours blood. 

Agam. He’ll he pliysician, that should be the 

Ajax. An ail men 
Were o’my mind, 

Ulyss. Wit would be out of fashion. 

[.dA’ide. 

Ajax. He should not bear it so. 

He sliould eat swairds first : shall pride carry it? 
.Nasi. An ’twouid, you’d carry half. 

Uhjss. He’d have ten shares, 

[Asidei 

Ajax. I’ll knead him, I will make him supple : 

Nasi. He’s not yet thorough warm ; force Mm 
with praises ; 

Tour in, pour in ; his ambition is dry. [Aside. 
Uhjss. My lord, you feed too much on this dis- 
like. [2'0 AG.4.ME.MNO.Y. 

Nest. O nolilc general, do not do so. 

Dio. You must prepare to fight without Achilles. 
IJljss. W'hy, ’tis this naming of him does him 
Here is a man — But ’tis before his face ; [harm. 

I will be silent. 

Nest. Wherefore should you so ? 

lie is not emulous, us Achilles is. 

tFlyss. Know^ the whole world, he is as valiant. 
Ajax. A whoreson dog, that shall palter thus 
with ns ! 

I would, he were a Ti'ojan ! 

Nest. W-hat a vice ; 

Were it in Ajax now , 

Uhjss. If he were proud ? , 

Dio. Or covetous of praise ? 

Ulyss. Ay, or surly home ? 

Dio. Or strange, or self-affected? 

Ulyss. Thank the heavens, lord, thou art of sweet 
composure ; 

Praise him that got thee, she that gave thee suck : 
Fam’d be tliy tutor, and thy parts of nature 
Thrice-fam’d, beyond all erudition : 

But he that disciplin’d thy arms to fight, 

Let Mars divide eternity in twain, ^ 

And give him half : and, for thy vigour, 
BuU-beai'ing Milo his addition yield 
To sinewy Ajax. I will not praise thy wisdom. 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a shore, confines 
Thy spacious and dilated parts : Here’s Aestor, 
Instructed by the antiquary times, 

He must, he is, he cannot but be wise ; 

Bat pardon, father Nestor, were your days 


SCENE, I- 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


As green as Ajax, and your brain so temper’d, 
You slionld not ha¥e the eminence of him, 

But he as Ajax. ■ 

Ajaos. Shall 1 call yon father ? 

Nest. Ay, my good son. 

Dio. Be rul’d by him, lord Ajax. 

Ulyss. There is no t&Aying here ; the hart 
Achilles 

Keeps thicket. Please it onr great general 


To call together all his state of war ; 

Fresh kings are come to Troy : To-morrow, 

We must with all our main of power stand fast : 
And here’s a lord, — come knights from east to west, 
And cull their flower, Ajax shall cope the best. 

Again. Go we to council. Let Achilles sleep : 
Light boats sail swift, though greater hulks dra\-? 

deep. lExeunu 


ACT III. 


SCENE I.— Troy. A Room in Priam’s Palace. 

Enter Pandarus and a Servant. 

Pan. Friend 1 you ! pray you, a word : Do not 
you follow the young lord Paris ? 

Sere. Ay, sir, when he goes before me. 

Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean? 

Serv. Sir, I do depend upon the lord. 

Pan. You do depend upon a noble gentleman ; 
I must needs praise him. 

Serv. The lord be praised ! 

Pan. You know me, do you not ? 

Serv. ’Faith, sir, superficially. 

Pan. Friend, know me better ; I am the lord 
Pandarus. 

Serv. I hope, I shall know your honour better. 

Pan. I do desire it. 

Serv. Y^ou are in the state of grace. 

iMusic ivithin. 

Pan. Grace ? not so, friend ; honour and lord- 
ship are my titles -What music is this ? 

Serv. I do but partly know, sir ; it is music in 
parts. ‘ 

Pan. Know you the musicians ? 

Serv. Wholly, sir. 

Pan. Who play they to ? 

Sei'v. To the hearers, sir. 

Pan. At whose pleasure, friend ? 

Serv. At mine, sir, and theirs that love music. 

Pan. Command, I mean, friend. 

Serv. Who shall I command, sir ?. 

Pan. Friend, we understand not one another I 
am too courtly, and thou art too cunning : At 
whose request do these men play ? 

Serv. That’s to’t, indeed, sir : Marry, sir, at the 
request of Paris my lord, who is there in person ; 
with him, the mortal Venus, the heart-blood of 
beauty, love’s invisible soul,--— 

Pan. Who, my cousin Cressida ? 

Serv. No, sir, Helen ; Could you not find out 
that by her attributes ? 

Pan. It should seem, fellow, that thou hast not 
seen the lady Cressida. I come to speak with Paris 
from the prince Troilus ; I will make a com- 
plimental assault upon him, for my business 
seetlis, 

Serv. Sodden business ! there’s a stewed phrase, 
indeed ! 

Enter Paris and Hjslen, attended. 

Pan. Fair be to you, my lord, and to all this fair 
company ! fair desires, in all fair measure, fairly 
guide them! especially to you, fair queen! fair 
thoughts be your fair pillow ! 

Helen. Bear lord, you are full of fair words. 

Pan. You speak your fair pleasure, sweet queen. 
—Fair prince, here is good broken music. 


Par. You have broke it, cousin: and, by my 
life, you shall make it whole again ; you shall piece 
it out with a piece of your performance!^ — Nell, 
he is full of harmony. 

Pan. Truly, lady, no. 

Helen. O, sir, 

Pan. Rnde, in sooth ; in good sooth, very rude. 

Par. Well said, my lord ! well, you say so in 
fits. 

Pan. I have business to my lord, dear queen : — 
My lord, will you vouchsafe me a word ? 

Helen. Nay, this shall not hedge us out : we’li 
hear you sing, certainly. 

Pan. Well, sweet queen, you are pleasant with 
me. — But (marry) thus, my lord, — My dear lord, 
and most esteemed friend, your brother Troilus — 

Helen. My lord Pandarus ; honey-sweet lord, — 

Pan. Go to, sweet queen, go to: — commends 
himself most affectionately to you. 

Helert, Yovi shall not bob us out of our melody; 
If you do, our melancholy upon your head ! 

Pan. Sweet queen, sweet queen ; that’s a sweet 
queen, i’faith. 

Helen. And to make a sweet lady sad, is a sour 
offence. 

Pan. Nay, that shall not seiwe youi' turn ; that 
shall it not, in truth, la. Nay, I care not for such 

words : no, no ^And, my lord, he desires you, 

that, if the king call for him at supper, you will 
make his excuse. 

Helen. My lord Pandarus, — — 

Pan. What says my sweet queen,— my very 
very sweet queen ? 

Par. What exploit’s in hand? where sups he 
to-night? 

Helen. Nay, but my lord,— — 

Pan. WTiat says my sweet queen ?— My cousin 
will fall out with you. Y’^ou must not know where 
he sups. 

Par. I’ll lay my life, with my disposer Cressida, 

Pan. No, no, no such matter, you are wide ; 
come, your disposer is sick. 

Par. Well, I’ll make excuse. 

Pan. Ay, good my lord. Wliy should you say 
— Cressida ? no, your poor disposer’s sick. 

Par. I spy. 

Pan. You spy!' what do you spy ? — Come, give 
me an instrument. "“Now, sweet queen. 

Helen. Why, this is Idndly done- 

Pan. My niece is horribly in love with a thing 
you have, sweet queen. 

Helen. She shall have it, my lord, if it be not 
my lord Paris. 

Pan. He I no, she’ll none of him ; they two are 
twain. 



I t) I »■> 



SCENE H . — The same. Panbarus^ Orchard. 

Enter I’ANDAP.’iTS and a Servant, tnedini/. 

Pan. How now ? where's thy muster ? at my 
coxisini Cressida’s ? 

Serp. No^ sir ; iie stays for yoB to conduct him 
thither. 
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Helen. Falliiig in, after falling out^ may make 
them three. 

Pan. Come, come, I’ll hear no more of this ; 
I’ll sing yon a song now. 

Pleleri. Ay, ay, pr’ythee now. By my troth, 
sweet lord, thon hast a fine forehead. 

Pan. Ay, you may, you may. 

Helen. Let thy song be love : this love will undo 
us all. O Cupid, Cupid, Cupid ! 

Pan. Love ! ay, that it shall, i’ feith. 

Par. Ay, good now, love, love, nothing but love. 

Pan. In good troth, it begins so : 

Love, lovo, notliing l)iit love, still more ‘ , 

For, oil, love’s bow 
Slioots buck aiicl doe : 

The shaft confounds, 

Not that it wounds, 

But tickles still the sore. 

These lovers ei’y — Oh I ob ! they die ! 

Yet tliat which seems the wound to kill, 

Doth turn ob I oh ! to ha ! ha ! he ! 

So dying love lives still : 

Oh ! oh ! a while, but ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Oh ! oh ! groans out for lia ! Iia I ha ! 

Hey ho ! 

lleUn. In love, i’ faith, to the very tip of the nose. 

Par. He eats nothing but doves, love ; and that 
breeds Hot blood, and hot blood begets hot thoughts, 
and hot thoughts beget hot deeds, and hot deeds is 
love. 

Pan, Is this the generation of love? hot blood, 
hot thoughts, and hot deeds ? — Why, tliey are vi- 
pers : Is love a generation of vipers ? Sweet lord, 
who’s afield to -clay ? 

Par. Hector, Deipliobiis, Helenus, Antenor, and 
all the gallantry of Troy ; I would fain have armed 
to-night, but my Nell would not have it so. How 
chance my brother Troilus went not ? 

Helen. He hangs the Hp at something ; — you 
know all, lord Pandarus. 

Pan. Not I, honey-sweet queen. — I long to 
hear how they sped to-day. You’ll remember your 
brother’s excuse ? 

Par. To a hair. 

Pan, Farewell, sweet queen. 

Helen. Commend me to your niece. 

Pan. I wiU, sweet queen. VBxit. 

lA retreat soitnded. 

Par. They are come from field : let us to Priam’s 
ball, 

To greet the warriors. Sweet Helen, I must woo you 
To help unarm our Hector : his stubborn buckles, 
With these your white enchanting fingers touch’d, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of steel, 

Or force of Greekisli sinews ; you shall do more 
Than all the island kings, disarm great Hector. 

Helen. ’Twill make us proud to be his servant, 
Yea, what he shall receive of us in duty, [Paris : 
Give us more palm, in beauty than we have ; 

Y'ea, overshines ourself. 

Par. Sweet, above thought I love thec. 


Enter Tpoilus. 

lie comes.— How now, how now > 
Sin-ah, walk off. \_Exit Servant. 

Pan. Have you seen my cousin ? 

No, Pandarus : I stalk about her door 
Like a strange soul upon the Stygian banks ' 
Staying for waftage. O, be thou my Charon 
And give me swift transportauce to those fields 
Where I may wallow in the lily beds ' 

Propos’d for the deserver ! O gentte Pandarus, 
From Cupid’s shoulder pluck Ms painted wings, 
And fly with me to Cressid ! 

Pan. Walk here i’the orchard, PIl bring her 
straight. lExit Pandapus. 

Tro. I am giddy ; expectation whirls me round. 
The imaginary relish is so sweet 
That it enchants my sense ; What will it be, 
When that the wat’ry palate tastes indeed ^ 
Love’s thrice- reputed nectar ? death, 1 fear me; 
Swooning destruction ; or some joy too fine, 

Too subtle-potent, tun’d too sharp in sweetness, 
For flie capacity of my ruder powers : 

I fear it much ; and I do fear besides, 

That I shall lose distinction in my joys f 
As doth a battle, when they charge on heaps 
The enemy flying. 

Re-enter Pandabits. 

Pan. She’s making her ready, she’ll come 
straight ; you must be witty now. She does so 
^lush, and fetches her wind so short, as if she 
were frayed with a sprite: I’ll fetch her. It is 
the prettiest villain: — she fetches her breath as 
short as a new-ta’en sparrow. [Eteit Pandarus. 

Tro. Even such a passion doth embrace my 
bosom : ' ■ 

My heart beats thicker than a feverous pulse ; 

And all my powers do their bestowing lose, 

Like vassalage at unawares encoimt’ring 
The eye of majesty. 

Pandauus awcl Crsssida. 

Fa?i^ Come, come, what need you blush ? shame’s 
a baby.— .Here she is now ; swear the oaths now to 
her, that you have sworn to me. — ^What, are you 
gone again ? you must be watched ere you be 
made tame, must you? Come your ways, come 
your ways ; an you draw backward, we’ll put you 
i’the fills. — -Why do you not speak to her ?— Come, 
draw this curtain, and let’s see your picture. Alas 
the day, how loath you are to offend daylight ! an 
’twere dark, you’d close sooner. So, so ; rub on, 
and kiss the mistress. How now, a kiss in fee- 
farm! build there, carpenter; the air is sweet. 
Nay, you shall fight your hearts out, ere I part 
you. The falcon as the tercel, for all the ducks 
i’tlie river : go to, go to. 

7Vo. Youliave bereft me of all wmrds, lady. 

Pern. Words pay no debts, give her deeds : but 
she’ll bereave you of the deeds too, if she callyoiu* 
acti\dty in question. What, billing again? Here’s 
— Jn 'Witness whereof the parties intevchangeahty 
— Come in, come in ; X’ll go get a fire. 

{Exit Pandarus. 

Ores. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Tro. O Cressida, how often have I wished me 
thus? 

Cres. Wi.shed, my lord ?— The gods grant I— U 
my lord ! 

Tro. What should they grant ? what makes 
this pretty abruption ? What too curious dreg 
espies my sweet lady in the fomitain of our love . 
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Cunning in dumbness, from my weakness draws 
My very soul of counsel : Stop my mouth. 

Tro. And shall, albeit sweet music issues thence. 
Pan. Pretty, i'faith. 

Cres. My lord, I do beseech you, pardon me : 
'Twas not my purpose, thus to beg a kiss : 

I am asham'd ; — O heavens ! what have I done? — 
For this time will I take my leave, my lord. 

Tro. Your leave, sweet Cressid ? 

Pan. Leave! an you take leave till to-morrow 
morning, 

Cres. Pray you, content you. 

Tro, What offends you, lady ? 

Cres. Sir, mine own company. 

Tro. You cannot shim 

Yourself. 

Cres. Let me go and try : 

I have a kind of self resides with you : 

But an unkind self, that itself will leave, 

To be another’s fool. I would be gone : — 

Where is my wit ? I know not what I speak. 

Tro. W^ell know they what they speak, that 
speak so wisely. 

Cres. Perchance, my lord, I show more craft 
than love : 

And fell so roundly to a large confession, 

To angle for yom* thoughts : But you are wise ; 
Or else you love not ; For to be wise, and love, 
Exceeds man’s might ; that dwells with gods above. 

Tro. O, that I thought it could be in a woman, 
(As, if it can, I will presume in you,) 

To feed for aye her lamp and flames of love ; 

To keep her constancy in plight and youth, 
Outliving beauty’s outward, with a mind 
That doth renew swifter than blood decays ! 

Or, that persuasion could but thus convince me, — 
That my integrity and truth to you 
Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of such a winnow’d purity in love ; 

How were I then uplifted ! but, alas, 

I am as true as truth’s simplicity, 

And simpler than the infancy of truth. 

Cres. In that I’U war with you. 

Tq'O. O virtuous fight, 

When right with right wars who shall be most 
right ! 

True swains in love shall, in the world to come. 
Approve their truths by Troilus : when their 
rhymes, 

Full of protest, of oath, and big compare, 

Want similies, truth tir’d with iteration,— 

As true as steel, as plantage to the moon, 

As sun to day, as turtle to her mate, 

As iron to adamant, as earth to the centre,— 

Yet, after all compai’isons of truth, 

As truth’s authentic author to be cited, 

As true as Troilus shall crown up the verse, 

And sanctify the numbers. 

Cres. Prophet may you be 1 

If I be false, or swerve a hair from truth, 

When time is old and hath forgot itself. 

When waterdrops have worn the stones of Troy, 
And blind oblivion swallow’d*cities up, 

And mighty states chai'acteiiess are grated 
To dusty nothing ; yet let memory 
From false to false, among false maids in love. 
Upbraid my falsehood ! when they have said — as 
As air, as water, wind, or sandy earth, [false 
As fox to lamb, as wolf to heifer’s calf, 

Pard to the hind, or stepdame to her son ; 


Tro. Fears make devils cherubins : they never 
see truly. 

Cres. Blind fear, that seeing reason leads, finds 
safer footing than blind reason stumbling without 
fear : To fear the worst, oft cures the worst. 

Tro. O, let my lady apprehend no fear : in all 
Cupid’s pageant there is presented no monster. 

Cres. Nor nothing monstrous neither ? 

Tro. Nothing, but our undertakings ; when we 
vow to weep seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame 
tigers ; thinking it harder for our mistress to 
devise imposition enough, than for us to undergo 
any difficidty imposed. This is the monstruosity 
in love, lady, — that the will is infinite, and the 
execution confined ; that the desire is boundless, 
and the act a slave to limit. 

Cres. They say, aU lovers swear more per- 
formance than they are able, and yet reserve an 
ability that they never perform ; vowing more than 
the perfection of ten, and discharging less than the 
tenth part of one. They that have the voice of 
lions, and' the act of hares, are they not monsters ? 

Tro. Are there such ? such are not we : Praise 
us as we are tasted, allow us as we prove ; our 
head shall go hare, till merit crown it : no per- 
fection in reversion shall have a praise in present : 
we will not name desert, before his birth ; and, 
being born, his addition shall he humble. Few 
words to fair faith : Troilus shall be such to 
Cressid, as what envy can say worst, shall be a 
mock for his truth ; and what truth can speak 
truest, not truer than Troilus. 

Cres. Will you walk in, my lord ? 

Re-enter Pandarus. 

Pan. What, blushing still ? have you not done 
talking yet ? 

Cres. Well, uncle, what folly I commit, I dedi- 
cate to you. 

Pan. I thank ^Gu for that; if my lord get a 
boy of you, you’ll give him me : Be true to my 
lord : if he flinch, chide me for it. 

Tro. You know now your hostages; your 
uncle’s word, and my firm faith. 

Pan. Nay, I’ll give my word for her too ; our 
kindred, though they be Jong ere they are wooed, 
they are constant, being won : they are burs, I can 
tell you ; they’ll stick where they are thrown. ^ 

Cres. Boldness comes to me now, and brings 
me heart : — 

Prince Troilus, I have lov’d you night and day, 
For many weary months. 

Tro. Why was my Cressid then so hard to win ? 

Cres. Hard to seem won ; but I was won, my 
lord, 

With the first glance that ever — Pardon me ; — 

If I confess much, you will play the tyrant. 

I love yon now ; but not, till now, so much 
But I might master it : — in faith, I lie ; 

My thoughts were like unbridled children, grown 
Too headstrong for their mother : See, we tools I 
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ISnter AmihLus and Patjbocj.us, before thdr tent 
IJlyss, Acliilles stands i’the entrance of his tent 
please it our general to pass strangely by him, 
As if he were forgot ; and, princes all, 
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Yea, let them say, to stick the heart of falsehood, 
As false as Cressid. 

Fan. Go to, a bargain made : seal it, seal it ; 
I’ll be the witness. — Here I hold your hand : here, 
my cousin’s. If ever you prove false one to ano- 
ther, since I have taken such pains to bring you to- 
gether, let all pitiful goers-between be called to the 
world’s end after my name, call them all — Pandars ; 
let all constant men be Troiluses, all false women 
Cressids, and all brokers -between Pandars ! say, 
amen. 

Tro. Amen. 

Cres. Amen. 

Pan, kmen. Whereupon I will show you a 
chamber and a bed, which bed, because it shall 
not speak of your pretty encounters, press it to 
death : away. 

And Cupid grant all tongue-tied maidens here. 

Bed, chamber, Pandar to provide this geer ! 

^Exeunt 


Again, 

Nest. 


Lay negligent and loose regard upon him : 

I will come last : ’Tis like, he’ll question me, 
Why such unplausive eyes are bent, why 'turn’d 
on him : 

If so, I have derision nied’cinable, 

To use between your strangeness and his pride, 
Which his own will shall have desire to drink { 

It may do good : pride hath no other glass 
To show itself, but pride ; for supple knees 
Feed arrogance, and are the proud man’s fees. 

Agam. We’ll execute your purpose, and put on 
A form of strangeness as we pass along ; — 

So do each lord ; and either greet him not, 

Or else disdainfully, which sliall shake him more 
Than if not look’d on. I will lead the way. 

Achii. Wliat, comes the general to speak with 
me ? 

Y'ou know my mind, I’ll fight no more ’gainst 
Troy. 

What says Achilles ? would he aught 
with, us ? 

Would you, my lord, aught with the 
general ? 

Achii, 

Nest. Nothing, my lord. 

Agam, The better. 

lExcunt Agariemnon and Nbstor. 
Achii. Good day, good day. 

Men, How do you ? how do you ? 

\_Bxlt Mbnblaus. 

Achii. What, does the cuckold scorn me ? 
Ajax. How now, Patrocius ? 

Achii , Good morrow, Ajax. 

Ajax. '• 'Ha.^ 

Achii. Good morrow. 

Ajax. Ay, and good next day too. 

[Exit AjAy:., 

AchiL What mean these fellows Know they 
not Achilles ? 

Fair. They pass by strangely *. they were us’d 
to bend, 

To send their smiles before them to Achilles ; 

To come as humbly, as they us’d to creep 
To holy altars. 

Achii. What, am I poor of late ? 

’Tis certain, greatness, once fallen out with fortune, 
Must fail out with men too : What the declin’d is, 
He shall as soon read in the eyes of others, 

As feel in his owji fall : for men, like butterflies, 
Show not their mealy wings, but to the summer ; 
And not a man, for being simply man, 

Hath any honour ; but honour for those honours 
That are without him, as place, riches, favour, 
Prizes of accident as oft as merit 
Wliich when they fall, as being slippery standers, 
The love that loan’d on them as slippery too, 

Do one pluck down another, and together 
Die in the Ml. But ’tis not so with me : 

Fortune and I are friends ; I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did possess, ^ 

Save these men’s looks ; who do, methinks, find out 
Something not worth in me such rich beholding 
As they have often given. Here is Ulysses ; 

ITl interrupt his reading. — 

How now, Ulysses I 

Uhjss. Now, great Thetis’ son ? 

W^hat are you reading? 

fJlyss, A .strange fellow here 

Writes me, That man — how^ dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 


SCENE HI . — The Grecian Camp. 

Enter Agambmno.n, XJlyssijs, Diomed,es, Nestor, Ajax, 
M.ENELAUS, and Calchas. 

Cal. Now, princes, for the service I have done 
you, 

The advantage of the time prompts me aloud 
To call for recompence. Appear it to your mind, 
That, through the sight I bear in things, to Jove 
I have abandon’d Troy, left my possession, 
Incurr’d a traitor’s name; expos’d myself, 

From certain and possess’d conveniences, 

To doubtful fortunes ; seqiiest’ring from me all 
That time, acquaintance, custom, and condition, 
Made tame and most familiar to my nature ; 

And here, to do you service, am become 
As new into the world, strange, unacquainted : 

I do beseech you, as in way of taste, 

To give me now a little benefit, 

Out of those many register’d in promise, 

Which, you say, live to come in my behalf. 

Again. What would’ st thou of us, Trojan? make 
demand. 

Cal. You have a Trojan prisoner, call’d Antenor, 
Yesterday took ; Troy holds him very dear. 

Oft have you, (often have you thanks therefore,) 
Desir’d my Cressid in right great exchange, 

Whom Troy hath still denied : But this Antenor, 
I knows is such a wrest in their affairs, 

That their ncgociations all must slack, 

Wanting his manage; and they will almost 
Give us a prince of blood, a son of Priam, 

In change of him : let him be sent, great princes, 
And lie shall buy my daughter ; and her presence 
Shall quite strike off all service I have done, 

In most accepted pain. 

Agam., Let Diomedes bear him, 

And bring us Cressid hither ; Calchas shall have 
What he requests of us. — Good Diomed, 

Furnish you fairly for this interchange : 

Withal, bring word — ^^if Hector will to-morrow 
Be answer’d in his challenge : Ajax is ready. 

Dio. This shall I undertake ; and ’tis a burden 
Which I am proud to bear. 

lExennt Dioaiedes and Calchas. 
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Cannot make boast to have that which he hath, 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by reflection ; 

As when his virtues shining upon others 
Heat them, and they retort that heat again 
To the first giver. 

Achil. This is not strange, Ulysses. 

The beauty that is borne here in the face 
The bearer knows not, but commends itself 
To others’ eyes : nor doth the eye itself 
(That most pure spirit of sense, ) behold itself, 

Not going from itself ; but eye to eye oppos’d 
Salutes each other with each other’s form. 

For speculation turns not to itself, 

Till it hath travelFd, and is married there 
Where it may see itself : this is not strange at all. 

Uhjss, I do not strain at the position, 

It is familiar ; but at the author’s drift : 

Who, in his circumstance, expressly proves — 

That no man is the lord of any thing, 

(Though in and of Mm there be much consisting,) 
Till he communicate his parts to others : 

Nor doth he of himself know them for aught 
Till he behold them form’d in the applause 
Where they are extended; which, like an arch, 
reverberates 

The voice again ; or like a gate of steel 
Fronting the sun, receives and renders back 
His figure and his heat. I was much rapt in this ; 
And apprehended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 

Heavens, what a man is there ! a very horse ; 

That has he knows not what. Nature, what things 
there are, 

Most abject in regard, and dear in use I 
What things again most dear in the esteem, 

And poor in worth ! Now shall we see to-morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him, 
Ajax renown’d. O heavens, what some men do, 
While some men leave to do ! 

How some men creep in skittish fortune’s hail, 
Whiles others play the idiots in her eyes ! 

How one man eats into another’s pride, 

While pride is fasting in his wantonness ! 

To see these Grecian lords ! — why, even akeady 
They clap the lubber Ajax on the shoulder ; 

As if his foot were on brave Hector’s breast, 

And great Troy shrinking. 

Achil. I do believe it : for they pass’d by me, 
As misers do by beggars ; neither gave to me 
Good word, nor look : What, are my deeds forgot ? 

Ulyss. Time hath, my lord, a wallet at his back, 
V/herein he puts aims for oblivion, 

A great-sized monster of ingratitudes : 

Those scraps are good deeds past : which are 
As fast as they are made, forgot as soon [devour’d 
As done ; Perseverance, dear my lord, 

Keeps honour bright : To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the instant way ; 
For honour travels in a strait so narrow, 

Where one but goes abreast : keep then the path ; 
For emulation hath a thousand sons, 

That one by one pursue : If you give way, 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 

Like to an enter’d tide, they all rush by, 

And leave you hindmost ; — 

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank, 

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 

O’er-run and trampled on : Then what they do in 
present, 


Though less than yours in past, must o’ertop yours : 
For lime is like a fashionable host, 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand ; 
And with his arms out-stretch’ d, as he would fly, 
Grasps-in the comer : Welcome ever smiles, 

And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue 
seek 

Remuneration for the thing it was ; 

For beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of hone, desert in service, 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 
To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin, — 
That ail, with one consent, praise new-born gawds, 
Though they are made and moulded of things past ; 
And give to dust, that is a little gilt, 

More laud than gilt o’er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object : 

Then marvel not, thou great and cdmplete man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax ; 

Since things in motion sooner catch the eye, 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee, 
And still it might ; and yet it may again, 

If thou would’ st not entomb thyself alive, 

And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late, 
Made emulous missions ’mongst the gods them- 
And drave great Mars to faction. [selves, 

Achil. Of tMs my privacy 

I have strong reasons. 

Ulyss. But ’gainst your privacy 

The reasons are more potent and heroical : 

’Tis knovra, Achilles, that you are in love 
With one of Priam’s daughters. 

Achil. Ha! known? 

Ulyss. Is that a wonder ? 

The providence that’s in a watchful state, 

Knows almost every grain of Plutus’ gold ; 

Finds bottom in the uncomprehensive deeps ; 
Keeps place with thought, and almost, like the gods, 
Does thoughts unveil in their dumb cradles. 

There is a mystery (with whom relation 
Durst never meddle) in the soul of state ; 

■^Tiich hath an operation more diwne, 

Than breath, or pen, can give expressure to : 

All the commerce that you have had with Troy, 

As perfectly is ours, as yours, my lord ; 

And better would it fit AchiUes much, 

To throw down Hector, than Polyxena ; 

But it must grieve young Pyrrhus now at home, 
When fame shall in our islands sound her tramp ; 
And all the Greekish girls shall tripping sing, — 
Great Hector’s sister did Achilles win ,* 

JBut OUT great Ajas bravely heat down him. 
Farewell, my lord : I as your lover speak ; 

The fool slides o’er the ice that you should break. 

Pair. To this effect, Achilles, have I mo v’ d you : 
A woman impudent and mannish grown 
Is not more loath’d than an effeminate man 
In time of action. I stand condemn’d for this ; 
They think, my little stomach to the war, 

And your great love to me, restrains you thus : 
Sweet, rouse yourself; and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from your neck unloose his amorous fold, 
And, like a dew-drop from the lion’s mane, 

Be shook to air. 

Achil. Shall Ajax fight with Hector i 

Pair. Ay ; and, perhaps, receive much honour 
by Mm. 
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AcUL I see, my reputation is at stake ; 

My fame is shrewdly gor'd. 

Pair then oeware ; 

Those wovmds heal ill, that men do give themselves : 

Omission to do what is necessary 

Seals a commission to a blank of danger ; 

And danger, like an ague, subtly taints 
Even then when we sit idly in the sun. 

AcUl Go call Thersites hither, sweet Patroclus : 
I’ll send the fool to Ajax, and desire him 
To invite the Trojan lords after the combat, 

To see us here unarm’d : 1 have a woman s longing, 
An appetite that I am sick withal, 

To see great Hector in his weeds of peace ; 

To talk with him, and to behold his visage, 

Even to my full of view. A labour sav d ! 

Enter Thersites. 

Ther. A wonder! 

Achil, What? , , . 

Ther, Ajax goes up and down the nelu, asKing 

for himself. 

Ac'hiL How so? . , 

Ther. He must fight singly to-morrow with 
Hector ; and is so prophetically prond of an he- 
roical cudgelling, that he raves in saying nothing. 
Achil. How can that be ? 

Ther Why, he stalks np and down like a pea- 
cock, a stride, and a stand: ruminates, like an 
hostess, that hath no arithmetic but her brain to 
set down her reckoning : bites his lip with a politic 
regard, as who should say— there were mt m this 
head, an ’twould out ; and so there is ; hut ii lies 
as coldly in him as fire in a flint, which will not 
show without knocking. The man s undone for 
ever ; for if Hector break not his neck i the com- 
bat, he’ll break it himself in vain-glory. He knows 
not me : I said, Good-morrow, Ajjix ; and he re- 
plies, Thanks, Agamemnon. What think you of 
this man, that takes me for the general? He is 
grown a very land fish, languageless, a monster. A 
plague of opinion ! a man may wear it on both sides, 

like a leather jerkin. , ^ i • 

1 Achil. Thou must be my embassador to him, 

I Thersites. , , , i i 

i Ther. Who, I ? why, he’ll answer nobody ; he 
I professes not answering;^ speaking is for beggars : 
j he wears his tongue in his ai'ms. 1 ■will put on his 


presence ; let Patroclus make demands to me, you 
shall see the pageant of Ajax. 

Achil. To him, Patroclus ; Tell him, — I humbly 
desire the valiant Ajax, to invite the most valorous 
Hector to come unarmed to my tent ; and to pro- 
cure safe conduct for his person, of the magna- 
nimous, and most illustrious, six-or-seven-times- 
honoiired captain-general of the Grecian army, 
Agamemnon. Do this. 

Pair. Jove bless great Ajax. 

Ther. Humph ! 

Pair. I come from the worthy Achilles, 

Ther. Ha! 

Pair. Who most humbly desires you, to invite 
Hector to his tent 1— — 

Ther. Humph! 

Pair. And to procure safe conduct from Aga- 
memnon, 

Ther. Agamemnon? 

Pair. Ay, my lord. 

Ther. Ha! 

Patr. What say yon to’t ? 

Ther. God be wi’ you, with all my heart. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. If to-morrow be a fiiir day, by eleven 
o’clock it will go oneway or other; howsoever, he 
shall pay for me ere lie has me. 

Pair. Your answer, sir. 

Ther. Fare you well, with all my heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he ? 
Ther. No, but he’s out o’ tune thus. What 
music Will be in him when Hector has knocked out 
his brains, I know not: But, I am sure, none; 
unless tlie tiddler ApoUo get his sinews to make 

catlings on. i l \ • 

Achil. Come, thou shalt bear a letter to mm 

I Ijetme bear another to his horse ; for 

that’s the more capable creatme. 

Achil. My mind is troubled, like a fountain 
stirr’d ; 

Andlmvselfseenotthebottomof.it. 

^ [Exeunt Achilles and Patroclus. 

Ther. ’Would the fountain of your mind were 
clear again, that I might water an ass at xt ! I had 
rather be a tick in a sheep, than such a vahant 

ignorance. 


ACT 


SCENE 1.— Troy. A Street. 

Enter, at one side, jEskab, and Sorvimt loith a torch ; at 
the other, Paius, Deipiiobus, Antenor, Biomedes, a?id 
others, 'With torches. 

Par. See, ho I %vho’s that there? , ^ 

T) 0 h ^Yis the lord .^neas. 

Mne. Is the prince there in person ? — 

Had I so good occasion to lie long, 

As you, prince Paris, nothing but heavenly business 
Should rob my bed-mate of my company. 

Bio. That’s my mind too. — Good morrow, lord 

■ iEneas. , , , ■ ■ . 

Par. A valiant Greek, J5neas ; take his hand : 
Witness the process of your speech, wherein 
You told — ^how Diomed, a whole week by days, 
Did haunt you in the field. 

JSne. Health to you, valiant sir, 


During all question of the gentle truce : 

But when I meet you arm’d, as black deaauce, 

As heart can think, or courage execute. 

Dio. The one and other, Diomed embraces. ^ 
Our bloods are now in calm ; and, so long, neal i. 
But when contimtion and occasion 
By Jove, I’ll play the hunter for thy hie, 

With all my force, pursuit, and folicj- 

JF-nc And thou shalt hunt a lion, that wiU uj 
W^ihi;fac^iackward.-Inlm^^^^ 

Welcome to Troy I now, by Ancluses hte. 
Welcome, indeed 1 By Venus baud I sv\eai, 

No man alive can love, in such a , 

The thing he means to kill, more excelle y. 

Dio. We sympathise:— Jove, let.^neas Ii » 
If to my sword his fate be not the glory, 

A thousand cdmplete courses or the sun . 


IV. 



TKOILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


SCENE ir, 


And give as soft attachment to thy senses , 

As infants' empty of all thought ! 

Cres. Good morrow then. 

Tro. ’Pr'ythee now, to bed. 

Cres. ‘ Are you aweary of me ? 

Tro. O Cressida ! but that the busy day, 

Wak’d by the lark, hath rous'd the ribald crows, 
And dreaming night will hide our joys no longer, 

I would not from thee. 

Cres. Night hath been too brief. 

Tro. Beshrew the witch ! with venomous wignts 
she stays, 

As tediously as hell j but flies the grasps of love, 
With wings more momentary-swift than thought. 
You will catch cold, and curse me. 

Cres. Pr'ythee, tarry ; — 

You men will never tarry. 

0 foolish Cressid ! — I might have still held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Hark ! there's 

one up. 

Pan. [ Within.'] What, are all the doors open 
Tro. It is your uncle. [here ? 

Enter Pandarus. 

Cres. A i)estilence on him! now will he be 
mocking : 

1 shall have such a life, — 

Pan. How now, how now? how go maidenheads ? 
— Here, you maid! where’s my cousin, Cressid.' 
Cres. Go hang yourself, you naughty mocking 
uncle I 

You bring me to do, and then you flout me too. 

Pan. To do what ? to do what ? — let her say 
what : what have I brought you to do ? 

Cres. Come, come ; beshrew your heart : you’ll 
ne’er be good. 

Nor suffer others. 

Ha, ha! Alas, poor wretch! a poor ca- 
pocchia I hast not slept to-night ? would he not, 
a naughty man, let it sleep ? a bugbear take him ! 

[KnocMng. 

Cres. Did I not tell you? — ’would he w^ere 
knock’d o’the head! — 

Who’s that at door.^' good uncle, go and see. — 

My lord, come you again into my chamber : 

You smile, and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 
Tro. Ha ! ha ! 

Cres. Come, you are deceiv’d, I think of no such 
thing. — iKnocJiing, 

How earnestly they knock i pray you, come in ; 

I would not for half Troy have you seen here. 

[Exeunt Troilus and Cressida. 
Pan. '[Gomg to the door.] Who’s there ? what’s 
the matter ? will you beat down the door ? How 
now ? what’s the matter ? 

Enter iEwrEAS. 

.Mne. Good-mon-ow, lord, good-morrow. 

Pan. Who’ s there ? my lord ^neas ? By my troth. 
I knew you not : what news with you so early ? 
JEne, Is not prince Troilus here ? 

Pa7i. Here I what should he do here ? 

Mne. Come, he is here, my lord, do not deny 
him; 

It doth import him much, to speak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, say you ? ’tis more than 1 know, 
m he sworn : — For my own part, I came in late ; 


But, in mine emulous honour, let him die, 

With every joint a wound ; and that to-morrow ! 
Mne. We know each other weU. 

Dio. We do ; and long to know each other worse. 
Par. This is the most despiteful gentle greeting, 
The noblest hateful love, that e’er I heard of. — 
What business, lord, so early ? 

JEne. I w^as sent for to the king ; but why, I 
know not. 

Par. His purpose meets you ; ’Twas to bring 
this Greek 

To Calchas’ house ; and there to render him, 

For the enfreed Antenor, the fair Cressid : 

Let’s have your company ; or, if you please. 

Haste there before us : I constantly do think, 

(Or, rather, call my thought a certain knowledge,) 
My brother Troilus lodges there to-night ; 

Rouse him, and give him note of our approach, 
With the whole quality wherefore ; I fear. 

We shah, be much unwelcome. 

Mne. That I assure you ; 

Troilus had rather Troy were borne to Greece, 
Than Cressid borne from Troy. 

Par. There is no help ; 

The bitter disposition of the time 
Will have it so. On, lord; we’ll follow you. 

JEne. Good morrow, all. [Exit. 

Par. And teU me,' noble Diomed ; faith, tell me 
true, 

Even in the soul of sound good-fellowship, — 
Who, in your thoughts, merits fair Helen best, 
Myself, or Menelaus ? 

Dio. Both alike : 

He merits well to have her, that doth seek her 
(Not making any scruple of her soilure,) 

With such a hell of pain, and world of charge ; 

And you as well to keep her, that defend her 
(Not palating the taste of her dishonour,) 

With such a costly loss of wealth and friends : 

He, like a puling cuckold, would drink up 
The lees and dregs of a flat tamed piece ; 

You, like a lecher, out of whorish loins 
Are pleas’d to breed out your inheritors ; 

Both merits pois’d, each weighs nor less nor more ; 
But he As he, the heavier for a whore. 

Par, You are too hitter to your countrywoman. 
Dio. She’ s bitter to her country : Hearme, Paris. — 
For every false drop in her bawdy veins 
A Grecian’s life hath sunk ; for every scruple 
Of her contaminated carrion weight, 

A Trojan hath been slain ; since she could speak, 
She hath not given so many good words breath, 

As for her Greeks and Trojans suffer’d death. 

Par. Fair Diomed, you do as chapmen do, 
Dispraise the thing that you desire to buy : 

But we in silence hold this virtue well, — 

We’ll not commend what we intend to sell. 

Here lies our way, [Exeunt. 


SCENE ll.—The same. Court before the House 
of Pandabus. 

Enter Troilus and Obbssida. 

Tro. Dear, trouble not yourself ; the morn is cold. 
Cres. Then, sweet my lord, I’il call mine uncle 
down ; 

He shall unbolt the gates. 

Tro. Trouble him not ; 

To bed, to bed : Sleep kill those pretty eyes, 
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Comes fast upon : — Good my brotlier Tvoilus 


Tell you the. lady wliat she is to do, 

And haste her to the purpose. 

Tro. _ Walk in. to her house; 

111 bri.ng her to the Grecian presently : 

And to liis hand when I deliver her, 

Think it an altar ; and thy brother TroLlus 
A priest, there offering to it his own heart, lEm. 

Par, 1 know what ’tis to love ; 

And ’would, as I shall pity, I could help !— • 
Please you, walk in, my lords. [Exeunt 


SCENE IV. — The same, A mPANOAEUs’ 
House, 

Enter pAN,r)Aiujs and Crebstda. 

Pan. Be moderate, be moderate. 

Cres. Why tell you me of moderation ? 

The grief is tine, full, perfect, that I taste?' 

And violcnteth in a sense as strong 

As that which causeth it : How can I moderate it ? 

If I could temporize with my affection, 

Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 

The like allayment could I give my grief ; 

My love admits no qualifying dross : 

No more my grief, in such a precious loss. 

Enter Taori-us. 

Pan, Here, here, here he comes.~Ab, sweet 
duck s ! 

Cres. OTroilusl Troilus 1 [Emhfacing Mm, 

Pan. What a pair of spectacles is here ! Let 
me embrace too : O hearty— ns the goodly saying 

0 hearty 0 lieaey heari^ 

Why sigHst thou without breaking? 
where he answers again, 

Because thou const not ease thy smart, 

By friendship, nor by speaking : 

There never was <a truer rhyme. Let us cast away 
nothing, for we may live to have need of such a 
verse ; we see it, we see it. — How now, lambs. _ 
Tro. Cres.sid, I love thee in so strain’d a purity, 
That the blest gods—as angry with my fancy , 
More bright in. zeal than the devotion winch 
r.nid lins hlow to their deities, — take thee from me. 


SCENE IXl.-^The same. PA^fDAUUs’ 

House, 

Enter Paius, Troilus, JEneas, Dexphorus, Antenor, 
Biomkrbs. 

Par. It is great morning ; and the hour prefix'* 


Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 



TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


SCENE V. 


Tro. Hark 1 yon are call’d : Some say, the 
Genius so 

Oies, Come! to Mm tliat instantly must die. — 
Bid them have patience ; she shall come anon. 

Pmi. Where are my tears ? rain, to lay this wind, 
or my heart will be blown up by the root ? 

lExit Pandarus. 

Cres, I must then to the Greeks ? 

Tro. No remedy. 

Cres. A woeful Cressid ’mongst the merry 
Greeks ! 

When shall we see again ? 

Tro. Hear me, my love : Be thou but true of 
heart, 

Cres. I true ! how now ? what wicked deem is 
this ? 

Tro. Nay, we must use expostulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us : 

I speak not, be thou true, as fearing thee ; 

For I will throw my glove to death himself, 

That there’s no maculation in thy heart : 

But, he thou true^ say I, to fashion in 
My sequent protestation ; be thou true. 

And I will see thee. 

Cres. O, you shall be expos’d, my lord, to 
dangers 

As inhnite as imminent ! but, I’ll be true. 

Tro. And I’ll grow friend with danger. Wear 
this sleeve. 

Cres, And you this glove. When shall I see 
you? 

Tro. I will corrupt the Grecian sentinels, 

To give thee nightly visitation. 

But yet, be true. 

Cres. O heavens !— be true, again ? 

Tro. Hear why I speak it, love ; 

The Grecian youths are full of quality ; 

They’re loving, well compos’d, with gifts of nature 
flowing, 

And swelling o’er with arts and exercise ; 

How novelty may move, and parts with person, 

Alas, a kind of godly jealousy 

(Which, I beseech you, call a virtuous sin,) 

Makes me afeard. 

Cres. O heavens ! you love me not. 

Tro. Die I a villain then I 
In this I do not call your faith in question. 

So mainly as my merit : I cannot sing, 

Nor heel the high iavolt, nor sweeten talk, 

Nor play at subtle games ; fair virtues all. 

To which the Grecians are most prompt and preg- 
nant : 

But I can teU, that in each grace of these 
There lurks a still and dumb-discoursive devil, 
That tempts most cunningly : but be not tempted. 

Cres. Do you think, I will ? 

, ' Tro. No. 

But something may be done, that we will not : 

And sometimes we are devils to ourselves, 

When we will tempt the frailty of our powers, 
Presuming on their changeful potency. 

Mne. [ Within.'] Nay, good my lord, 

Tro. Come, kiss ; and let us part. 

Par. [Within.] Brother Troilus ! 

Tro. . Good brother, come you hither ; 

And bring iBneas, and the Grecian, with you. 
Cres. My lord, will you be true ? 

Tro. Who I ? alas, it is my vice, my _fa.ult ; 
While others flsh with craft for great opinion, 

I with great truth catch mere simplicity ; 


Whilst some with cunning gild their copper crowns, 
With truth and plainness I do wear mine bare. 

Fear not my truth ; the moral of my wit 

Is — plain, and true, — there’s all the reach of it. 

Enter ^Eneas, E^s, Antenob, Deiphoeus, a-nd Dio- 

1;. _ MEDES. 

Welcome, sir Diomed ! here is the lady, 

Which for Antenor we deliver you ; 

At the port, lord, I'll give her to thy hand ; 

And, by the way, possess thee what she is. 

Entreat her fair; and, by my soul, fair Greek, 

If e’er thou stand at mercy of my sword, j 

Name Cressid, and thy life shall be as safe i 

As Priam is in Ilion. 

Dio. Fair lady Cressid, 

So please you, save the thanks this prince expects : 
The lustre in your eye, heaven in your cheek, 

Pleads your fair usage ; and to Diomed 

You shall be mistress, and command him wholly. 

Tro. Grecian, thou dost not use me courteously, 

To shame the zeal of my petition to thee, 

In praising her : I tell thee, lord of Greece, 

She is as far high-soaring o’er thy praises, 

As thou unworthy to be call’d her servant. 

I charge thee, use her well, even for my charge ; 

For, by the dreadful Pluto, if thou dost not, 

Though the great bulk Achilles be thy guard, 

I’ll cut thy throat. 

Dio. O, be not mov’d, prince Troilus: 

Let me be privileg’d by my place, and message, 

To be a speaker free : when I am hence. 

I’ll answer to my lust : And know you, lord, 

I’ll nothing do on charge : To her own worth 
She shall be priz’d ; but that you say — be’t so, 

I’ll speak it in my spirit and honour, -—no. 

Tro. Come, to the port. — I’ll tell thee, Diomed, 
This brave shall oft make thee to hide thy head — 
Lady, give me your hand ; and, as we walk, 

To our own selves bend we our needful talk. 

^Exeunt Troilus, Cressida, and Diomei>„ 
ITrumpct heard. 

Par. Hark ! Hector’s trumpet. 

JEne. How have we spent this morning I 

The prince must think me tardy and remiss, 
f^t swore to ride before him to the field. 

Par. ’Tis Troilus’ fault : Come, come, to field 
with Mm 

Dei. Let us make ready straight. 

j^ne. Yea, with a bridegroom’s fresh alacrity, 

Let us address to tend on Hector’s heels : 

The glory of our Troy doth this day lie 
On his fair worth, and single chivalry. 


SCENE T . — The Grecian Camp. Lists set out. 
Enter Ajax, armed / Agamemmon, Achilles, Patroclus, 
Menelaus, Ulysses, Nestor, and others. 

Agam. Here art thou in appointment fresh and 
Anticipating time with starting courage. [fair. 
Give with thy trumpet a loud note to Troy, 

Thou dreadful Ajax ; that the appalled air 
May pierce the head of the great combatant. 

And hale Mm hither. 

Ajax. Thou, trumpet, there’s my purse. 

Now crack thy lungs, and split thy brazen pipe : 
Blow, villain, till thy sphered bias cheek, 
Out-swell the cohe of puffd Aquilon ; 

Come, stretch thy chest, and let thy eyes spout 
blood ; 

Thou blow’st for Hector. iTrumpet sounds. 
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Uhm, No trumpet answers. 

A in 

AgarL Is not yon Biomecl, with Calchas 
daughter ? ^ 

Uhjss. ’T-is he, I hen the manner of his gait ; 

He rises on the toe : That spirit of his 
In aspiration lifts him from the earth. 

Enter Diomed, tvUh CaESsr»A. 

/Inam. Is this the lady Cressid ? 

Dio ® ' 

Agam, Most dearly welcome to the Greeks, sweet 

Nest. oS'general doth salute you with a kiss. 
Ulyss. Yet is the kindness but particular ; 

’Twere better, she were kiss’d in . 

Nest. And very courtly counsel : 1 11 negin. 

So much for Nestor. 

AchiL I’ll take that winter from your lips, lair 
Achilles bids you welcome. ^ 

Men. I had good argument for kissing once. 

Fatf. But that’s no argument for kissing now : 
For thus popp’d Paris in his hardiment ; 

And parted thus you and your arpment. 

Ulyss. O deadly gall, and theme ot all our 

scorns I m i i * i 

For which we lose our heads, to gild his horns. 

Patr. The first was Menelaus’ kiss this, mine : 

Patroclus kisses you. . , . , 

O, this IS trim ! 

Patr. Paris, and I, kiss evermore for him. 

Mm. I’ll have my kiss, sir Lady, by your 
leave. . 

Cns. In kissing, do you render or receive 

Patr. Both take and give. , , ^ r 

ril make my match to live. 

The kiss you take is better than you give ; 

Therefore no kiss. 

Men. I’ll give you boot, 1 11 give you three foi 
one. 

Cres. You’re an odd man; give even, or give 
none. . 

Me. 7 i. An odd man, lady ? every man is odd. 
Cres. No, Paris is not ; for, you laiow, tis true, 
That you are odd, and he is even with you. 

Men. You hllip me o’ the head, 

Cfcs. No, ril be sworn. 

Ulyss. It were no match, your nail against his 
horn — 

May I, sweet lady, beg a kiss of you ? 

Cres. You may. 

Ulyss. I do desire It. 

Cres. Why, beg then. 

Ulyss. Why then, for Venus’ sake, give me a 
When Helen is a maid again, and his. [kiss, 
Cres. I am your debtor, claim it when ’tis due. 
Ulyss, Never’s my day, and then a kiss of you. 
Dio. Xady, a word I’ll bring you to your 
father* [DroRran leads out Cressida. 

Nest. A woman of quick sense. 
irli/ss. Pye.fye upon her! 

There’s language in her eye, her cheek, her lip, 
Nay, her foot speaks ; her wanton spirits look out 
At every joint and motive of her body. 

O, these encounters, so glib of tongue, 

That give a coasting welcome ere it comes, 

And wide unclasp the tables of their thoughts 
To every ticklish reader 1 Set them down 
For sluttish spoils of opportunity, 

And daughters of the game. ITrumpet irndm. 


All. The- Trojans’ trumpet 

Agam. Yonder comes the troop. 

Enter Hector., armed.; HCneas, Tboilus, and other 
Trojans, with Attendants. 

JEne. Hail, all the state of Greece I what shall 
be done 

To him that victory commands ? Or do yon pur- 
pose, 

A victor shall be known ? will you, the knights 
Shall to tlie edffe of aU extremitv 


Shall to tlie edge of aU extremity 
Pursue each, other : or shall they be divided 
By any voice or order of the field ? 

Hector bade ask. 

A gam. Which way would Hector have it ? 

JEne. He cares not ; he’ll obey conditions. 

Achil. ’Tis done like Hector ; but securely done, 

A little proudly, arid great deal misprizing 
The knight oppos’d. 

Mne. If uot Achilles, sir, 

What is your name ? 

Achil. If not Achilles, nothing, 

JFmc. Therefore Achilles : But, whate’er, know 
this ; — 

In the extremity of great and little, 

Valour and pride excel tliemselves in Hector: 

The one almost as infinite as all, 

The otlier blank as nothing. Weigh him well, 

And that, which looks like pride, is courtesy. 

This Ajax is half made of Hector’s blood : 

In love whereof, half Hector stays at home ; 

Half heart, half hand, half Hector Comes to seek 
This blended knight, half Trojan, and half Greek. 
Achil. Amaideii battle then.?-~0, 1 perceive you. 

Re-enter Diomed. 

Agam. Here is sirDiomed :*~-Go, gentle knight, 
Stand by our Ajax : as you and lord iEneas 
Consent upon the order of their fight, 

So be it ; either to the uttermost, 

Or else a breath : the combatants being kin, 

Half stints their strife before their strokes begin. 

[Ajax afid Hector enter the lists. 

Ulyss. They are oppos’d already. 

Aga 7 n. What Trojan is that same that looks so 

heavy? , i • bj, 

Uhjss. The youngest son of Pnam, a true knight; 
Not yet mature, yet matchless : firm ot word ; 
Speaking in deeds, and deedless in his tongue ; 

Not soon provok’d, nor, being provokd, soon 
calm’d: 

His heart and hand both open, and both tree ; 

For what he has, he gives ; what thinks, he shows ; 
Yet gives he not till Judgment guide his bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair thought with breath : 
Manly ^as Hector, but more dangerous ; 

For Hector, in his blaze of wrath, subsenhes 
To tender objects ; but he, in heat ot action, 

Is more vindicative than jealous love . 

They call him Troilus ; and on him erect 
A. second hope, as fairly built as Hector- 

Thus says jEneas : one that knows the youth 

Even to his inches, and, with pnvate soi^ 

Eid in great liion thns translate him *0 _ 

^ lAlanmi. memnand 

They are in action. 

"“''‘Hectori^ou sleep’s*; 
blows are well dispos’d :-there. 

Ajaicl 
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Dio. You must no more. {Tnmipets cease. 

Mne. Princes, enough, so please you, 

A;ja'jc, I am not warm yet, let us fight again. 

Dio. As Hector pleases. 

Meet. Why then, will I no more : — 

Thou art, great lord, my father's sister’s son, 

A cousin-german to great Priam’s seed ; 

The obligation of our blood forbids 

A gory emulation 'twixt us twain : 

Were thy commixtion Greek and Trojan so, 

That thou could’ St say— TAw hand is Grecian all. 
And this is Trojan ; the smews of this leg 

All Greek, and this gll Troy ; my mother's blood 
Runs on the dexter cheek, and this sinister 
Bounds-in my father’s ; by Jove multipotent, 

Thou should’ st not bear from me a Greeldsh 
member 

Wherein my sword had not impressure made 

Of our rank feud : But the just gods gainsay. 

That any drop thou borrow’st from thy mother, 

My sacred aunt, should by my mortal sword 

Be drain’d ! Let me embrace thee, Ajax : 

By him that thunders, thou hast lusty arms; 

Hector would have them fall upon him thus : 
Cousin, all honour to thee 1 

Ajax. I thank thee, Hector : 

Thou art too gentle, and too free a man : 

I came to kill thee, cousin, and bear hence 

A great addition earned in thy death. 

Meet. Not Neoptolemus so mirable 
(On whose bright crest Fame with her loud’st 

0 yes 

Cries, This is hej) could promise to himself 

A thought of added honour torn from Hector. 

jEne. There is expectance here from both the 
What further you will do. [sides, 

Meet. We’U answer it ; 

The issue is embracement : — Ajax, farewell. 

Ajax. If I might in entreaties find success, 

(As seld’ I have the chance,) I would desire 

My famous cousin to our Grecian tents. 

JDio. ’Tis Agamemnon’s wish, and great Achilles 
Doth long to see unarm’d the valiant Hector. 

Meet. yEneas, call my brother Troilus to me : 
And signify this loving interview 

To the expecters of our Trojan part ; 

Desire them home. — Give me thy hand, my cousin; 

I will go eat with thee, and see your knights. 

Ajax. Great Agamemnon comes to meet us here. 
Meet, The worthiest of them tell me name by 
name ; 

But for Achilles, my own searching eyes 

Shall find him by his large and portly size. 

Agam. Worthy of arms ! as welcome as to one 
That would be rid of such an enemy ; 

But that’s no welcome : Understand more clear^ 
'What’s past, and what’s to come, is strew’d with 
And formless ruin of oblivion ; [husks 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, 

Strain’d purely from all hollow bias-drawing, 

Bids thee, with most divine integrity, 

From heart of very heart, great Hector, welcome. 
Meet. 1 thank thee, most imperious Agamemnon. 
Agam. My weli-fam’d lord of Troy, no less to 
* you. To TEOILUS. 

Men. Let me confirm my princely brother’s 
greeting ; — 

You brace of warlike brothers, welcome hither. 
Meet. Whom must we answer ? 

Men. The noble Menelaus. 

Meet. 0 you, my lord ? by Mars his gauntlet, 
thanks ! 

Mock not, that I affect the untraded oath : 

Your quondam wife swears still by Venus’ glove : 
She’s well, but bade me not commend her to you. 
Men. Name her not now, sir ; she’s a deadly 
Meet. 0 , pardon ; I offend. [theme. 

Nest. I have, thou gallant Trojan, seen thee oft, 
Labouring for destiny, make cruel way 

Through ranks of Greekish youth ; and I have 
seen thee, 

As hot as Perseus, spur thy Phrygian steed, 
Despising many forfeits and subduements, 

When thou hast hung thy advanced sword i’the air, 
Not letting it decline on the declin’d ; 

That I have said to some my standers-by, 

Lo, Jupiter is yonder, dealing life / 

And I have seen thee pause, and take thy breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hemm’d thee in, 
Like an Olympian wrestling : This have I seen ; 

But this thy countenance, stiU locked in steel, 

I never saw till now. I knew thy grandsire, 

And once fought with him : he was a soldier good ; 
But, by great Mars, the captain of us all, 

Never like thee : Let an old man embrace thee ; 

And, worthy warrior, welcome to our tents. 

JEne. ’Tis the old Nestor. 

Meet. Let me embrace thee, good old chronicle, 
That hast so long walk’d hand in hand vnth time : — 
Most reverend Nestor, I am glad to clasp thee. 

Nest. I would, my arms could match thee in 
contention. 

As they contend with thee in courtesy. 

Meet. I would they could. 

Nest. Ha ! 

By this white beard, I’d fight with thee to-morrow. 
Well, welcome, welcome ! I have seen the time — 
Ulyss. I wonder now how yonder city stands, 
When we have here her base and pillar by us. 

Meet. I know your favour, lord Ulysses, well. 

Ah, sir, there’s many a Greek and Trojan dead. 

Since first I saw yourself and Diomed 

In Ilion, on your Greekish embassy. 

Ulyss. Sir, I foretold you then what would 
My prophecy is but half his journey yet ; [ensue : 
For yonder walls, that pertly front your town, 

Yon towers, whose wanton tops do buss the clouds, 
Must kiss their own feet. 

Meet. I must not believe you i 

There they stand yet ; and modestly I think, 

The fall of every Phrygian stone will cost 

A drop of Grecian blood : The end crowns all ; 

And that old common arbitrator, time, 

Will one day end it. 

Ulyss. So to him we leave it. 

Most gentle, and most valiant Hector, welcome : 

1 After the general, I beseech you next 

To feast with me, and see me at my tent. 

Achil. I shall forestall thee, lord Ulysses, thou I — 
Now, Hector, I have fed mine eyes on thee : 

I have with exact view perus’d thee, Hector, 

And quoted joint by joint. 

Meet. Is this Achilles ? 

Achil, I am Achilles. 

Meat. Stand fair, I pray thee : let me look on thee. 
Achil. Behold thy fill. 

Meet. Nay, I have done already. 

Achil. Thou art too brief ; I will the second 
time, 

As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb. 

S S 
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Hect. O, like a book of sport thou It read 

me o'er ; , i> ^ 

But there' s more in me, than thou understand st. 
Why dost thou so oppress me with thine eye ? 
AcUL Tell me, you heavens, m which part ot 
his body 

Shall I destroy him ? whether there, there, or there . 
That I may give the local wound a name ; 

And make distinct the very breach whereout 
Hector’s great spirit flew : Answer me, heavens . 

BeoL it would discredit the bless’d gmds, proud 
To answer such a question : Stand again ; [man, 
Thiiik’st thou to catch my Ute so pleasantiy, 

As to prenominate in nice conjecture, 

Where thou wilt hit me dead ? 

AoJiil. I tell thee, yea. 

Beet. Wert thou an oracle to tell me so, 

I’d not believe thee. Henceforth guard thee well 
For ril not kill thee there, nor there, nor there ; 
But, by the forge that stithied Mars his helm, 

I’ll kill thee evei7 where, yea, o’er and o'er.— 
You wisest Grecians, pardon me this brag. 

His insolence draws foUy from my lips ; 

But I’ll endeavour deeds to match these words, 
Or may I never 

Ajax, Do oot chafe thee, cousin 

And you, Achilles, let these threats alone, 

Till accident, or |)urpose, bring you to’t : 

You may have every day enough of Hector, 

If you have stomach ; the general state, I tear, 
Can scarce entreat you to be odd with him.^ 

Beet. I pray you, let us see you in the field; 


We have had pelting wars, since you refus’d 
The Grecians' cause. 

AchiL _ Dost thou entreat me, Hector ? 

To-morrow, do I meet thee, fell as death ; 
To-night, all friends. 

Hect. Thy hand upon that match. 

Agam. First, all you peers of Greece, go to my 
There in the frill convive we : afterwards, [tent"; 
As Hector’s leisure, and your bounties, shall 
Concur together, severally entreat him. — 

Beat loud tlie taljourines, let the trumpets blow, 
That this great soldier may his welcome know. 

all ?;'wtTRorLus and Ulyssss. 
Tro. My lord Ulysses, tell me, I beseech you, 
In what place of the field doth Calchas keep ? 

Ulijas. At Menelaus' tent, most princely Troilus : 
There Diomed doth feast with him to-uiglit ; 

Who neither looks upon the heaven, nor earth, 
But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 
On the fair Cressid. 

Tro. Shall 1, sweet lord, be bound to you so 
After we part from Agamemnon’s tent, [much. 
To bring me thither ? 

Uigsa. You shall command me, sir. 

As gentle tell me, of what honour was 
This Cressida in Troy ? Had she no lover there, 


The Grecian Camp. Before 
Achilles’ Te7ii, 

Enter Achjli.ks and Pathochjs. 

AchiL ni heat his blood with Greekish wine 
to-night, 

Which with my scimitar I’ll cool to-morrow.— 
Patroclus, let us feast him to the height. 

Pair. Here comes Thersites. 

Enter Thebsites. 

Aehil How now, thou core of envy ? 

Thou crusty batch of nature, what’s the news? 

Tker. Why, thou picture of what thou seemest, 
and idol of idiot worshippers, here’s a letter for 
thee. 

AchiL From whence, fragment ? 

Thcr. Why, thou full dish of fool, from Troy. 
Pair. Who keeps the tent now ? 

Ther. The surgeon'sbox, or the patient's wound. 
Pair. Well said, Adversity 1 and what need 
these tricks ? 

Tker, Fr’ythee be silent, boy ; I profit not by 
thy talk ; thou art thought to be Achilles’ male 
varlet 

Pair. Male varlet, you rogue! what’s that ? 
Thcr, Why, Ms masculine whore. ^ Now the 


SCENE I 


gM’s purse, thou? Ah,‘ how the poor world is 
pestered with such water-flies ; diminutives ol 
nature I 

■ Pair, Out, gall ! 

Ther. Finch egg ! ^ , 

AcM. My sweet Fatroclus, I am thwarted 
quite 

From my great purpose in to-morrow’s battle. 
Here is a letter Irom queen Hecuba ; . 

A token from her daughter, my fair love ; 

Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An oath that 1 have sworn. I will not break it : 
Fall, Greeks : tail, fame ; honour, or go, or stay ; 
My major vow lies here, this I’ll obey. 

Come, come, Thersites, help to trim my tent ; 
This night in banqueting must all be spent.— 

Away, Fatroolas. ^ ^ ^ 

^ [Exeunt Achilles and Paxroclus. 

Ther. With too much blood, and too little brain, 
these two may run mad ; but if with too muc i 
brain, and too little blood, they do, I ^ ^ 
of madmen. Here’s Agamemnon, -an honest tei 
low enough, and one that loves quails j but he nas 
Bot SO muA brain as ear-wax: And the goo|y 
! Juniter tnere, his brotlwi, 


led fee-simple of the tetter, take and. take again 


such preposterous discoveries I 
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bull,'— the primitive statue, and oblique memorial 
of cuckolds ; a thrifty shoeing-horn in a chain, 
hanging at his brother’s leg, — to what form, but 
that he is, should wit larded with malice, and 
malice forced with wit, turn him to ? To an ass, 
were nothing ; he is both ass and ox : to an ox 
were nothing ; he is both ox and ass. To be a 
dog, a mule, a cat, a fitchew, a toad, a lizard, an 
owl, a puttock, or a herring without a roe, I would 
not care ; but to be Menelaus, — I would conspire 
against destiny. Ask me not what I would be, if 
I were not Thersites ; for I care not to be the louse 
of a lazar, so I were not Menelaus. — Hey-day ! 
spirits and fires 1 

Enter Hector, Troilus, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulysses, 
Nestor, Menelads, and Diomed, with lights. 

Agam, We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajax. No, yonder 'tis ; 

There, where we see the lights, 

Hect. I trouble you. 

Ajax. No, not a whit. 

Ulyss. Here comes himself to guide you. 

Enter Achilles. 

Acliil. Welcome, brave Hector; welcome, princes 
all. 

Agam. So now, fair prince of Troy, I bid good 
Ajax commands the guard to tend on you. [night. 

Hect. Thanks, and good night, to the Greeks’ 

Men. Good night, my lord. [general. 

Hect Good night, sweet Menelaus. 

Ther. Sweet draught : Sweet, quoth ’a ! sweet 
sink, sweet sewer. 

Achil. Goodnight, 

And welcome, both to those that go, or tarry. 

Agam. Good night. 

^Exeunt Agamemnon and Menelaus. 

Achii. Old Nestor tarries ; and you too, Diomed, 
Keep Hector company an hour or two. 

Dio. I cannot, lord; I have important business, 
The tide whereof is now. — Goodnight, great Hector. 

Hect. Give me your hand. 

Ulyss. Follow his torch, he goes 

To Calchas’ tent ; I’ll keep you company. 

[Jside to Troilus. 

Tro. Sweet sir, you honour me. 

Hect. And so good night. 

TJSA’it BioMED ; Ulyss. «n£^ Tro. 

Achil. Come, come, enter my tent, 

[_Exeunt Achil. Hector, Ajax, and Nest. 

Ther. That same Diomed’ s a false-hearted rogue, 
a most unjust knave ; I will no more trust him 
when he leers, than I will a serpent when he hisses ; 
he will spend his mouth, and promise, like Brabler 
the hound ; hut when he performs, astronomers 
foretell it ; it is prodigious, there wiE come some 
change ; the sun borrows of the moon, when 
Diomed keeps his word, I will rather leave to 
see Hector, than not to dog him ; they say, he 
keeps a Trojan drab, and uses the traitor Calchas’ 
tent : I’ll after. — Nothing but lechery ! all incon- 
tinent varlets ! {Exit. 


Enter Troilus and Ulysses, at a distance ; after them 
Thersites. 

Ulyss. Stand where the torch may not discover us . 
Enter Cbessida. 

Tro. Cressid, come forth to him ! 

Dio. How now, my charge ? 

Ores. Now, my sweet guardian I — Hark I a 
word with you. {Whispers. 

Tro. Yea, so familiar ! 

Ulyss. She will sing any man at first sight. 

Ther. And any man may sing her, if he can take 
her cliff ; she’s noted. 

Dio. WiE you remember ? 

Ores. Remember ? yes. 

Dio. Nay, but do then ; 

And let your mind be coupled with your words. 
Tro. What should she remember } 

Ulyss. List! 

Ores. Sweet honey Greek, tempt me no more to 
Ther. Roguery ! [foEy. 

Dio. Nay, then, — 

Ores. I’E teE you what : 

Dio. Pho ! pho ! come, teE a pin : You are for- 
sworn. — 

Ores. In faith, I cannot : What would you have 
me do ? 

Ther. A juggEng trick, to be — secretly open. 
Dio. What did you swear you would bestow on 
me ? 

Ores. I pr’ythee, do not hold me to mine oath ; 
Bid me do any thing but that, sweet Greek. 

Dio. Good night. 

Tro. Hold, patience I 

Ulyss. How now, Trojan ? 

Ores. Diomed, 

Dio. No, no, good night : I’E be your fool no 
Tro. Thy better must. [more. 

Ores. Hark ! one word in your ear. 

Tro. O plague and madness ! 

Ulyss. You are mov’d, prince ; let us depart, I 
pray you, 

Lest your displeasure should enlarge itself 
To wrathful terms ; this place is dangerous ; 

The time right deadly ; I beseech you, go. 

Tro. Behold, I pray you I 
Ulyss. Now, good my lord, go off; 

You flow to great destruction ; come, my lord. 

Tro. I pr’ythee, stay. 

Ulyss. You have not patience ; come. 

Tro. I pray you, stay ; by hell, and all hell’s 
I will not speak a word. [torments, 

Dio. And so, good night. 

Ores. Nay, but you part in anger. 

Tro. Doth that grieve thee ? 

0 wither’d truth ! 

Ulyss. Why, how now, lord ? 

Tro. ' By Jove, 

1 will be patient. 

Ores. Guardian! — ^why, Greek 1 

Dio. Pho, pho I adieu ; you palter. 

Ores. In faith, I do not ; come hither once again. 
Ulyss. You shake, my lord, at something ; will 
You wEl break out. [y<3^ go ^ 

Tro. She strokes his cheek 1 

Ulyss. Come, come 

Tro. Nay, stay ; by Jove, I wEl not speak a 
word: 

There is between my wiE and aE offences 
A guard of patience : — stay a little wliile. 


SCENE 11. — The same. Re/ora Calchas’ Tent. 
Enter Diomedbs. 

Dio. What, are you up here, ho ? speak. 

Cal. IWithin.l mo calls? 

Dio: Diomed. — Calchas, I think. — mere’s 
your daughter ? 

Cal. l^Within.l She comes to you. 
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Thcr. How the devil luxury, with his fat rump, 
and potatoe finger, tickles these together ! Fry, 
lechery, fry I 

Dio. But will you then? 

Cres. In faith, I will, la ; never trust me else. 
Dio. Give me some token for the surety of it. 
Cres. T’il fetch you one. iEmt. 

Ulyss. You have sworn patience. 

Tro. Fear me not, my lord ; 

I will not be myself, nor have cognition 
Of what I feel ; I am all patience. 

lict-enter Chesswa. 

Ther. Now the pledge ; now, now, now ! 

Cres. Here, Diomed, keep this sleeve, 

Tro. O beauty ! where's thy faith } 

ITlyss. My lord, 

Tro. I will be patient ; outwardly 1 will. 

Cres. You look upon that sleeve : Behold it 
well. — 

He lov’d me — O false wench I — Give’t me again. 
Dio. Whose wasn't ? 

Cres. No matter, now I have’t again. 

I will not meet with you to-morrow night : 

I pr’ythee, Biomed, visit me no more. 

Ther. Now she sharpens ; — Well said, whet- 
Dio. 1 shall have it. [stone. 

Cres. What, this ? 

Dio. Ay, that. 

Cres. O, all you gods ! — O pretty pretty pledge! 
Thy master now lies thinking in his bed 
Of thee, and me ; and sighs, and takes my glove. 
And gives memorial dainty kisses to it, 

As I kiss thee. — Nay, do not snatch it from me ; 
He, that takes that, must take my heart withal. 
I)io. I had your heart before, this follows it. 
Tro. I did swear patience. 

Cres. You shall not have it, Biomed; ’faith you 
I’ll give you sometliing else. [shall not ; 

Dio. 1 will have this ; Whose was it ? 

Cres. ’Tis no matter. 

Dio. Come, tell me whose it was. 

Cres. ’Twas one’s that loved me better than you 
But, now you have it, take it. [will. 

Dio. Whose was it ? 

Cres. By all Diana’s waiting women, yonder, 
And by herself, I will not tell you whose, 

Dio. To-morrow will I wear it on my helm ; 
And grieve his sjiirit, that dares not challenge it. 

7Vo. Wert thou the devil, and wor’st it on thy 
It should be challeng’d. [horn, 

Cres. Well, well, ’tis done, ’tis past ; — And yet 
I will not keep my word. [it i.s not ; 

Dio. Why then, farewell ; 

Thou never shalt mock Biomed again. 

Cres. You shall not go: — One cannot speak a 
But it straight starts you, [word, 

Dio. I do not like this fooling. 

Ther. Nor I, by Pluto : but that that likes not 
you, pleases me best. 

Dio. What-, shall I come ? the hour ? 

Cres. Ay, come : — O Jove ! 

Do come : — I shall be plagu’d. 

Dio. Farewell till then. 

Cres. Good night. I pr’ythee, corne.-^ 

Troilus, farewell I one eye yet looks on thee 5 
But with my heart the other eye doth see. 

Ah ! poor our sex I this fault in us I find, 

The error of our eye directs our mind. 


Wlmt error leads, must err ; O then conclude 
Minds, sway’d by eyes, are full of turpitude. 

I her. A proof of strength she could not publish 
more, ^ 

Unless she said, My mind is now turn’d whore. 
Ulyss. All's done, my lord. 

It is. 

, 'Why stay we then ? 
i ro. 1 0 make a recordation to my soul 
Of every syllable that here was spoke. 

But, if I tell how these two did co-act. 

Shall I not lie in publishing a truth ? 

Sith yet there is a credence in my heart, 

An esperance so obstinately strong, 

That doth invert the attest of eyes and ears ; 

As if those organs had deceptions functions,’ 
Created only to calumniate. 

Was Cress id here ? 

Uiyss. I cannot conjure, Trojan. 

7Vo. She was not, sure. 

Most sure she was* 

Tro. Why, my negation hath no taste of madness. 
Uiyss. Nor mine, my lord : Cressid was here but 
now. 

Tro. Let it not be believ’d for womanhood I 
Think, we had mothers ; do not give advantage 
To stubborn critics — apt, without a theme, 

For depravation, — to square the general sex 
By Cressid’ s rule : rather think this not Cressid. 
Uiyss. What hath she done, prince, that can soil 
our mothers ? 

Tro. Nothing at all, unless that this wer,e she. 
7'her. Will he swagger himself out on’s own 
eyes ? 

Tro. This she ? no, this is Diomed’s Cressida ; 

If beauty have a soul, this is not she ; 

If souls guide vows, if vows be sanctimony, 

If sanctimony be the gods’ delight, 

If there be rule in unity itself, 

'This was not she. O madness of discourse, 

That cause sets up with and against itself I 
Bi-fold authority 1 where reason can revolt 
Without perdition, and loss assume all reason 
Without revolt ; this is, and is not, Cressid ! 
Within my soul there doth commence a fight 
Of this strange nature, that a thing inseparate 
Divides more wider than the sky and earth ; 

And yet the spacious breadth of this division 
Admits no orilicc for a point, as subtle 
As is Arachne’s broken roof, to enter. 

Instance, O instance ! strong as Pluto’s gates ; 
Cressid is mine, tied with the bonds of heaven : 
Instance, O instance ! strong as heaven itself ; 

The bonds of heaven are slipp’d, dissolv’d, and 
And with another knot, five-finger-tied, [loos’d ! 
TJie fractions of her faith, orts of her love. 

The fragments, scraps, the bits, and greasy reliques 
Of her o’er-eaten faith, are bound to Diomed. 

Uiyss. M ay woi'thy Troilus be half attach’d 
With that which here his passion doth express? ^ 
Tro. Ay, Greek ; and that shall be divulged well 
In characters as red as Mars his heart 
Inflam’d with Venus : never did young man fancy 
With so eternal and so fix’d a soul. 

Hark, Greek ; As much as I do Cressid love, 

So much by weight hate I her Biomed : 

That sleeve is mine, that he’ll bear on his helm ; 
Were it a casque compos’d by Vulcan’s skill, 

My sword should bite it : not the dreadful spout 
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WhicIrsHpmen do the hurricano call 


Life every man holds dear ; but the dear man 
I Holds honour far more precious dear than life.— 
Enter TaorLUs. 

How now, young man? meanest thou to ha-ht 
to-day ? ^ 

^nd, Cassandra, call my father to persuade. 

[E.vit C.AssA.vDnA, 

HecL No, ’faith, young Troiius ; doff thv 
harness, youth, 

I am to-day i’the vein of chivalry : 

Let grow thy sinews till their knots be strono-, 

And tempt not yet the brushes of the war. * 
Unarm thee, go ; and doubt thou not, brave boy, 
rU stand, to-day, for thee, and me, and Troy. 

Tro. Brother, you have a vice of mercy iii vou. 
Which better fits a lion, than a man. 

Heat. What vice is that, good Troiius ? chide me 
for it. I 

Tro. men many times the captive Grecians fall, | 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair sword, I 


Constring’d in mass by the almighty sun 
Shall dizzy with more clamour Neptune’i 
In bis descent, than shall my prompted s 
Falling on Diomed. 

Ther. He’ll tickle it for his concupy. 
Tro. O Cressid 1 O false Cressid ‘ " 
false, 

Let all untruths stand by thy stained 


* h ", oy my stained name, 

And they’ll seem glorious. 

Ulyss. ^ O, contain yourself: 

Your passion draws ears hither. 

Enter JEneas. 

TT seeking you this hour, mv 

Hector, by this, is arming him in Troy ; [lord“: 
Ajax, your guard, stays to conduct you home. 

Tro. Have with you, prince:— My courteous 
lord, adieu : — 

Farewell, revolted Mr !— and, Diomed, 

Stand fast, and wear a castle on thy head ! 

Uhjss. I’ll bring you to the gates. 

Tro. Accept distracted thanks. 

AjNeaSj CMC? Ulysses. 

^ J! 

I would bode, I would 
^ * - -- in- 

the parrot will not do 


You bid them rise and live. ^ 

Hect. O, ’tis fair play. 

Fool’s play, by heaven, Hector. 
Hect. How now ? how now ? 

Eor the love of all the gods. 
Let’s leave the hermit pity with our mother ; 

And when we have our armours buckled on, 

The venom’d vengeance ride upon our swords ; 
Spur them to ruthful work, rein them from ruth. 
Hect. Fye, savage, fye ! 

Hector, then ’tis wars. 
Hect. Troiius, I would not have you fight to-day. 
Tro. Who should withhold me ? 

Not fate, obedience, nor the hand of Mars 


Ther^ ’Would, I could meet that rogue Diomed 
I would croak like a raven ; T ” ’ ' i 
bode. Patroclus will give me any thing for the 

telligence of this whore : fh. ..111 

more for an almond, than he for a commodious 
drab. Lechery, lechery ; still, wars and lechery : 


SCENE HI.— Troy. 


Before Priam’s Palace. 
Enter Hector and Andromache. 

And. When was my lord so much ungMtly 
temper’d, 

To stop his ears against admonishment ? 

Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to-day. 

Hect. You train me to offend you ; get you in : 
By ail the everlasting gods, I’ll go. 

And. My dreams will, sure, prove ominous to 
the day. 

Hect. No more, I say. 

Enter Cassandra. 

‘ Wliere is my brother Hector ? 

And. Here, sister; arm’d, and bloody in intent: 
Consort with me in loud and dear petition, 

Pursue we him on knees ; for I have dream’d 
Of bloody turbulence, and this whole night 
Hath nothing been but shapes and forms of 
Cas. 0, it is true. [slaughter. 

Bfeot. Ho 1 bid mv ti'umnet sound ! 


Not Priamus, and Hecuba on knees, 

Their eyes o’ergalled with recourse of tears ; 

Nor you, my brother, with your true sword drawn, 
Oppos’d to hinder me, should stop my way, 

But by my ruin. 

Re-enter Cassandra, with Priaivi. 

Cas. Lay hold upon him, Priam, hold him fast. 
He is thy crutch ; now if thou lose thy stay, 

Thou on him leaning, and all Troy on thee, 

Fall all together. 

^ Come, Hector, come, go back : 

Thy wife hath dream’d; thy mother hath had 
Cassandi'a doth foresee ; and I myself [visions ; 
Am like a prophet suddenly enrapt, 

To tell thee — that this day is ominous ; 

Therefore, come back. 

Hect. jEneas is a-field ; 

And I do stand engag’d to many Greeks, 

Even in the faith of valour, to appear 
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ACT r. 


T.00IC, lioxv thy womids do bleed at many vents ! 
l^lrk liow Troy roars ! how Hecuba cries out . 

How noorAudromache shrills her dolours forth ! 
Behold, destruction, frenzy, and amazement, 

O Hector! 

Cal'. Fcv-ewell.— Yet,’ soft.— Hector, I take my 

Thou dosi a'yself and all our Troy <>ef ve. [£^e- 
Haul. You are amaz’d, my liege, at her t.\claim . 
Go in, and cheer ihc town; we’ll forth, and tign , 
Do deeds worth praise, and tell you them at ^oghf- 
PrL Farewell : the gods with safety stand about 
thee ! 

sevcram/ 'FRTam and IIkctoh. 
Alanms. 

Trn. They are at it ; hark ! Proud Diomed, be- 
I come, to lose my arm, or win my sleeve, [iieve, 

As TuoiLUb is going out, enter, from the otlu^r side, 
I»ANDARUa. 

Fan. T)o you hear, my lord ? do you hear ? 

Tro. What now ? , • 1 

Payi. Here’s a letter from yond poor girl. 

Tro. Let me read. 

pan. A whoreson ptisick, a whoreson rascally 
ptisick so troubles me, and the foolish fortune ot 
this girl ; and what one thing, what another, tnat 1 
shall leave you one o’these days : And I have a 
rheum in mine eyes too ; and such an ache m ray 
hones, that, unless a man were cursed, I cannot 
tell w4at to think on’t. — ^What says she there . 

Fro W^ords, words, mere words, no matter from 
the heart ; ITearing the letter. 

The effect doth operate another way, — 

Go, wind, to wind, there turn and change to- 
gether. — 

love with words and errors still she feeds ; 

But edifies another with her deeds. 

lExeunt sever allg. 


Ther. Hold thy whore, Grecian! — now for thy 
whore, Trojan ! — now the sleeve, now the sleeve! 

lExeiint Teoilus and 'Diomedes, fighting. 

En ter IlEcron. 

Sect. Wliat art thou, Greek, art thou for Hec- 
Art tlioii of blood, and honour ? [tor’s match ? 

Ther. No, no: — 1 am a rascal; a scurvy railing 
knave ; a very filthy rogue. 

Ilect. I do believe thee ; — live. lExlt. 

Ther. God-a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me ; 
But a plague break thy neck, for frighting me! 
Wliat’s become of the wenching rogues ? I think, 
they have swallowed one another : I would laugh at 
that miracle. Yet, in a sort, lechery eats itself, 
r il seek them. [.Exit 


SCENE T.V.- 


’Beiween Troy and the Grecian 
Camp. 

Alarums: Excursions. JS’aier T hersites. 

Ther. Now they are clapper-clawing one another ; 
I’ll go look on. That dissembling abominable var- 
let, Diomed, has got that same scurvy doting foolish 
young knave’s sleeve of Troy there in his helm : I 
would fain see them meet ; that that same young 
Trojan ass, that loves the whore there, might send 
that Greekish whoremasterly villain, with the sleeve, 
back to the dissembling luxurious drab, on a sleeve- 
less errand. O’ the other side. The policy of those 
crafty swearing rascals, — that stale old mouse- eaten 
dry cheese, Nestor; and that same dog-fox, Ulysses, 

is not proved worth a blackberry : ^They set me 

up, in policy, that mongrel cur, Ajax, against that 
dog of as bad a kind, Achilles : and now is the cur 
Ajax prouder than the cur Achilles, and wiU not arm 
to-day ; whereupon the Grecians begin to proclaim 
barbarism, and policy grows into an ill opinion. 
Soft I here come sleeve, and t’other. 

dSnier Diomedes, Tmium following, 

Tro. Fly not ; for, shouldst thou take the river 

I would swim after. . 

2)io. Thou dost miscall retire : 

1 do not fly ; but advantageous care^ 

Withdrew me from the odds of multitude i 
Have at thee 1 


SCENE V.— r//,£;.sm20. 

Enter 1) low K DBS and a Servant. 

Dio. Go, go, my servant, take thou Troilus’ 
horse ; 

Present the fair steed to my lady Cressid ; 

Fellow, coraraend my service to her beauty ; 

Tell her, I have chastis’d the amorous Trojan, 

And am her knight by proof. 

Srrv. I go? niy lord. 

[Exit Servant. 

Agamemnon. 

A gam. Renew, renew I The fierce Polydamus 
Hath beat down Menon : bastard Margarelon 
Hath Doreus prisoner ; 

And stands colossus-wise, waving his beam, 

Upon the pashed corses of the kings 
Epistrophus and Cedius : Polixenes is slain ; 
Amphimaeus, and Thoas, deadly hurt ; 

Patroclus ta’en, or slain; and Falamedes 
Sore hurt and bruis’d : the dreadful Sagittary 
Appals our numbers ; haste we, Diomed, 

To reinforcement, or we perish all. 

Nestoe. 

Nest. Go, bear Patroclus' body to Achilles ; 

And bid the snail-pac’d Ajax arm for shame.— 
There is a thousand Hectors in the field : 

Now here he fights on Galathe his horse, 

And there lacks work ; anon, he’s there afoot, 
And there they fly, or die, like scaled sculls 
Before the belching whale ; then is he yonder, 
And there the strawy Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
Fall down before him, like the mower s swath: 
Here, there, and every where, he leaves, and taxes, 

Dexterity so obeying appetite, 

That what he will, he does ; and does so much, 
That proof is call’d impossibility. 

Enter , 

(Jigss* O courage, courage, princes! great 
Achilles 

Is arming, weeping, cursing, vowing ’vengeance ; 
Patroclus’ wounds have rous d his_ drow.y hi i 
'rogether with Ms mangled Myrmidons, 

That noseless, handless, hack d and chipp a, 
to him, ^ f • A 

Crying on Hector. Ajax hath lost f tol, 

And foams at mouth, and he is arm , ’ 

Roaring for Troilus ; who hath done to-day 
Mad and fantastic execution;^ 

Engaging and redeeming of himseJi, 

With such a careless force, and forceleK.s ca , 

As if that luck, in very spite of cunning, 

Bade him win all. 


TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. 


Enter Ajax. 

Ajm\ Troikis, tLou coward Troilus ! IBxii, 

^ Ay, there, there. 

JS/est. feo, so, we draw together. 

Enter Achilles. ^ 

"Where is this Hector ? 

Come, come, thou boy-queller, show thy face ; 

Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 

Hector! where’s Hector? I will none but Hector. 

lExemit. 

SCENE Yl.^Another Part of the Field, 

Enter Ajax. 

Ajaat, Troilus, thou coward Troilus, show thv 
head ! 

Enter Diomedes. 

Dio. Troilus, I say 1 where’s Troilus ? 

Aiaw. What would’ st thou ? 

Dio. I would correct him. 

Ajax. Were I the general, thou should’st have 
my office 

Ere that correction: — Troilus, I say! what 

Troilus! ' ■ 


Empale him with your weapons round about ; 
In fellest manner execute your arms. 

Follow me, sirs, and my proceedings eye: — 

It is decreed — Hector the great must die. 


Enter TROiLirs. 

Tro. 0 traitor Diomedl— turn thy false face, 
thou traitor, 

And pay thy life thou ow’st me for my horse I 
Dio. Ha ! art thou there ? 

Ajax, ril fight with Mm alone : stand, Diomed. 
Dio. He is my prize. I will not look upon. 
Tro. Come both, you cogging Greeks ; have at 
you both. lExeunt fighting. 

Enter Hector. 

Jiecif. Yea, Troilus.^ 0 well fought, my youngest 
brother! 

J&wfer Achilles. 

AchiL Now do I see thee : — Ha l—Have at thee, 
Heet. Pause, if thou wilt. [Hector. 

AchiL I do disdain thy courtesy, proud Trojan. 
Be happy, that my arms are out of use : 

My rest and negligence befriend thee now, 

But thou anon shalt hear of me again ; 

Till when, go seek thy fortune. lExit. 

Died. Fare thee well : — 

I would have been mnch more a fresher man, 

Had I expected thee. — How now, my brother ? 
Re-enter Troilus. 

Tto. Ajax hath ta’en Jineas ; Shall it be ? 

No, by the flame of yonder glorious heaven, 

He shall not carry him ; I’ll be taken too, 

Or bring him off : — Fate, hear me what I say ! 

X reck not though I end my life to-day. lExit. 
Enter one in sumptuous armour. 

Hect. Stand, stand, thou Greek ; thou art a 
goodly mark ; — 

No ? wilt thou not ? — I like thy armour well ; 

I’ll finish it, and unlock the rivets aU, 

But I’ll be master of it; — ^Wilt thou not, beast, 
abide 

Why then, fly on, I’ll hunt thee for thy hide. 

[Exeunt 



SCENE Yll.—The same. 

Enter Achilles, with Slj’rmidons. 

AchiL Come here about me, you my Myrmidons ; 
Mark what I say. — Attend me where I wheel ; 
Strike not a stroke, hut keep yourselves in breath ; 
And when, I have the bloody Hector found, 


SCENE Ylll.—The ,^ame. 

Enter M.e's/^'BIjAxss and. 'FA'Vii&,j}.ghtinfi : then Thkrsites. 
Ther. The cuckold, and the cuckold-maker are 
at it : Now, bull ! now, dog! ’Hoo, Paris, ’loo ! now 
my double-henned sparrow I ’loo, Paris, ’loo ! The 
bull has the game ; — ’ware horns, ho ! 

[Exeun t Pa ris a 7id MeneijAUS. 
Enter 3L4RG,iiRELON. 

Mar. Turn, slave, and fight. 

Ther. What art thou ? j 

Mar. A bastard son of Priam’s. I 

Ther. I am a bastard too ; I love bastards : I am , 
a bastard begot, bastard instructed, bastard in mind, ' 
bastard in valour, in every thing illegitimate. One 
bear vtill not bite another, and wherefore should one 
bastard ? Take heed, the quarrel’s most ominous to , 
us : if the son ot a whore fight for a whore, he tempts ' 
judgment : Farewell, bastard. 

Mar. The devil take thee, coward ! [Exeimt. 

SCENE IX. — Another Part of the Field, i 

Enter Hector. 

Hect. Most putrified core, so fair without, 

Thy goodly armour thus hath cost thy life. 

Now is my day’s work done : I’ll take good breath : 
Rest, sword : thou hast thy fill of blood and death ! 

of Ms helmet, and hangs his shield 
beMndhiin. 

Enter Achilles and Mjarmidons. 

AchiL Look, Hector, how the sun begins to set ; I 
I How ugly night comes breathing at his heels . ! 

Even with the %M1 and dark’ning of the sun, i 

To close the day up, Hector’s life is done. | 

Hect. I am unarm’d ; forego this vantage, | 
Greek. 

AchiL Strike, fellows, strike ; tins is the man I j 
seek. [Hector 

So, Ilion, fall thou next ; now, Troy, sink down ; 

Here lies thy heart, thy sinews, and thy bone. 

On, Myi-midons ; and cry you all amain, 

Achilles hath the mighty Hector slain. i 

[A retreat sounded. ! 
Hark ! a retreat upon our Grecian part, | 

Mtjr, The Trojan trumpets sound the like, my ! 

lord. j 

AchiL The dragon wing of night o’erspreads the i 
And, stickler like, the armies separates. [earth, ! 
My half-supp’d sword, that frankly would have fed, i 
Pleas’d with this dainty bit, thus goes to bed. — | 

[Sheaths his sword. I 
Come, tie Ms body to my horse’s tail ; | 

Along the field I will the Trojan trail. [Exeunt I 


X.---The same. 

H'lAgr Agaaiejinon, Ajax, Msnelaus, Nestor, Dioaiedes, 
afid others, marching. Shouts leithm. 

A gam. Hark ! hark ! what shout is that ? 

Hest. Peace, drums. 

[ IVithin.'] Achilles ! 

Achilles ! Hector’s slain ! Achilles ! 

Dio. The bruit is — Hector’s slain, and by 
Achilles. 
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TROILUS AND CRESSJDA. 


ACT T« 


ril through and through you !-~Aiid thou, great- 
siz’d coward ! 

No space of earth shall sunder our two hates ; 

I’ll haunt thee like a wicked conscience still, ’ 
That mouldetli goblins swift as frenzy thoughts.— 
Strike a free march to Troy !— with comfort go ; 
Hope of revenge shall hide our inward woe. 

[_.Exc'unt jEneas and Trojans. 

As Troilcjs is going out, enter, from the other side, 
Fandarus. ’ 

Pan. But hear you, hear you ! 

'Pro, Hence, broker lackey I ignomy and shame 
Pursue thy life, and live aye with thy name, 

Tboiujs, 

Pan. A goodly med’eine for my aching bones !— 
O world ! world ! world ! thus is the poor agent 
despised ! 0 traitors and bawds, how earnestly are 
you set a’ work, and how ill requited I Why should 
our endeavour be so loved, and the performance so 
loathed ? what verse for it ? what instance for it ?— 
Let me see : — 

Full merrily the humble-bee doth sing, 

Till he hath lost his honey, and his sting : 

And being once subdued in armed tail, 

Sweet honey and sweet notes together fail.— 
Good traders in the flesh, set this in your painted 
cloths. 

As many as be here of pander’s hall, 

Your eyes, half out, weep out at Pandar’s fall : 

Or, if you cannot weep, yet give some groans, 
Though not for me, yei for your aching bones. 
Brethren, and sisters, of the hold-door trade, 
Some two months hence my will shall here be made : 
It should be now, but that my fear is this,— 

Some galled goose of W’inchester would hiss : 

Till then I’ll sweat, and seek about for eases ; 
And, at that time, bequeath you my diseases. 

lExiU 


Jjas, If it he so, yet bragless let it be ; 

Great Hector was as good a man as he. 

Agani. March patiently along ; — Let one be sent 
To pray Acliilles see us at our tent. — 

If in his death the gods have us befriended. 

Great Troy is ours, and our sharp wars are ended. 

lExcunt, marching. 


SCENE XI Another 2 )art of the Field. 

Enter .cEneas and Trojans. 

JEue. Stand, ho ! yet are we masters of the field : 
Never go home ; here starve we out the night. 
E:nter Thoilus. 

Tro. Hector is slain. 

All. Hector ? — The gods forbid I 

Yfo. He’s dead ; and at the murderer’s horse’s 
tail, 

In beastly sort, dragg’d through the shameful field, — 
Frown on, you heavens, efiect your rage with 
speed ! 

Sit, gods, upon your thrones, and smile at Troy ! 

1 say, at once let your brief plagues be mercy, 

And linger not our sure destructions on ! 

JBne. My lord, you do discomfort all the host. 
Tro. You understand me not, that tell me so : 

I do not speak of flight, of fear, of death ; 

But dare all imminence, that gods and men, 
Address their dangers in. Hector is gone ! 

Who shall tell Priam so, or Hecuba } 

Let him, that will a screech-owl aye be call’d, 

Go in to Troy, and say there — Hector’s dead : 
There is a word will Priam turn to stone ; 

Make wells and Niobes of the maids and wives, 
Cold statues of the youth ; and, in a word, 

Scare Troy out of itself. But, march, away ; 
Hector is dead ; there is no more to say. 

Stay yet ; — You vile abominable tents. 

Thus proudly pight upon our Phrygian plains, 

Let Titan rise as early as he dare. 


TIMON OF ATHENS. 


PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


TmoT^tanoUe Amenian, 

-Lucius, ^ 

Lucullus, >Lords, and Flatterers of 

SbmprOxVius, j 

Ventidius, i)weo/TiMON’s/aZ6‘c Friends. 
Apemantus, a churlish Philosopher. 
Alcibiades, an Athenian General. 

Flavius, Steward to Timon. 

Flaminius, ^ 

Lucilius, V Timon’s Servants. 

Sbevilius, j 
Caphis, "v 

PhILOTUS, I 

Titus, V Servants to Timon’s Creditors. 

Lucius, j 

HoRTENSIUS, j 

Two Servants 0 / Varro. 


The Servant o/Iswor^. 
Two 0 / Timon’s Creditors. 
Cupid and Maskers. 
Three Strangers. 

Poet. 

Painter. 

Jeweller. 

Merchant. 

An Old Athenian. 


A Pag e. 

A Fool. 

Phrynia, 

TuVLiVNDRA. 

Other Lords, Senators, Officers, Soldiers, Thieves, and 
Attendants. 


I Mistresses to Alcibiaoes. 


SCENE, — Athens, and the Woods adjoining. 


ACT 1. 


SCENE I.- 


- Athens. A Ball ^ 
House. 


i Timon^s 


Bnter Poet, Painter, Jeweller, Merchant, and others, at 
several doors. 

Poet. Good day, sir. 

Pd^^n* ^ I am glad you are well. 

Poet. I have not seen you long j How goes the 
Pain. It wears, sir, as it grows. [world? 

^Poet. ^ Ay, that’s well known : 

But what particular rarity what strange, 

Which manifold record not matches ? See, 

Magic of bounty I all these spirits thy power 
Hath conjur’d to attend. I know the merchant. 
Pain. I know them both ; Pother’s a jeweller. 
Mer. 0, 'tis a worthy lord 1 

Nay, that’s most fix’d. 
Mer. A most incomparable man ; breath’d, as 
it were, 

To an untirable and continuate goodness : 

He passes. 

Jew. I have a jewel here. 

Mer. 0, pray, let’s see’t : For the lord Timon, 

'Sir?-'' .. 

Jew. If he will touch the estimate: But, for 
that 

Poet. When we for recompense have praised 
the vile, 

It stains the glory in that happy verse 
Which aptly sings the good. 

Mer. 'Tis a good form. 

[Looking at the jewel. 

Jew. Amd rich : here is a water, look you. 

Pain. You are rapt, sir, in some work, some 
To the great lord. [dedication 

A thing slipp’d idly from me. 


Our poesy is as a gum, which oozes 
From whence ’tis nourished : the fire i’the dint 
Shows not, till it be struck ; our gentle flame 
Provokes itself, and, like the current, flies 
Each bound it chafes. What have you there ? 

Pain. A picture, sir. — And when comes your 
book forth ? 

Poet. Upon the heels of my presentment, sir. 
Let’s see your piece. 

’Tis a good piece. 

Poet. So ’tis : this comes off w'eli and excellent. 

Pain. Indifferent. 

P^^^’ _ ^ Admirable : How this grace 

Speaks his own standing ! what a mental power 
This eye shoots forth ! how big imagination 
Moves in this lip ! to the dumbness of the gesture 
One might interpret. 

Pain. It is a pretty mocking of the life. 

Here is a touch ; Is’t good ? 

Poet. I’ll say of it 

It tutors nature : artificial strife 
Lives in these touches, livelier than life. 

Enter certain Senators, and pass over. 

Pain. How this lord’s followed ! 

Poet. The senators of Athens : — ^Happy men ! 

Pain. Look, morel 

Poet. You see this confluence, this great flood of 
visitors, 

I have, in this rough work, shap’d out a man, 
Whom this beneath world doth embrace and hug 
WTth amplest entertainment i My free drift 
Halts not particularly, but moves itself 
In a wide sea of wax : no ievell’d malice 
Infects one comma in the course I hold 
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TIMON OF ATHENS., 


ACT I. 


But flies an eagle fliglit, bold, and forth on, 

Leaving no track behind. 

Pain. How shall I understand you.^ 

'Poet. 

You see how all conditions, how all minds, 

(As well of glib and slippery creatures as 
Of grave and austere quality,) tender down 
Their services to lord Timon : his large fortune, 
Upon his good and gracious nature hanging. 

Subdues and properties to his love and tendance 
All sorts of hearts ; yea, from the glass-fac d flattens 
To Apemantus, that few things loves better 
Than to abhor himself: even he drops down 
The knee before him, and returns in peace 

Most rich in Timon’s nod. 

Pain. I saw them speak together. 

PocL Sir, I have upon a high and pleasant hill, 
Feign’d Fortune to be thron’d : The base o tlie 
mount 

Is rank’d with all deserts, all kind of natures, 

That labour on the bosom of this sphere 
To propagate their states : amongst them all, 

Whose eyes are on this sovereign lady fix’d, 

One do 1 personate of lord Timon’s frame, 

Whom Fortune with her ivory hand wafts to her ; 
Whose present grace to present slaves and servants 
Translates his rivals. 

Pain. ’Tis conceiv’d to scope. 

This throne, this Fortune, and this hill, metliinks, 
With one man beckon’d from the rest below. 
Bowing his head against the steepy mount 
To climb his happiness, would be well express’d 
In onr condition. 

Poc(, Nay, sir, but hear me on ; 

All those which were his fellows but of late, 

(Some better than his value,) on the moment 
j^''ollovv Ins strides, his lobbies fill with tendance, 
Bain sacrificial whisperings in his ear, 

Make sacred even his stirrop, and through him 
Brink the free air. 

Pain. Ay, marry, what of these ? 

PoeL When Fortune, in her shift and change of 
mood, 

Spurns down her late belov’d, all his dependants, 
Which labour’d after him to the mountain’s top, 
Even on their knees and hands, let him slip down, 
Not one accompanying his declining foot. 

Pain. ’Tis common ; 

A thousand moral paintings I can show, 

Tliat sliail demonstrate these quick blows of fortune 
More pregnantly than words. Yet you do well, 

I’o show lord Timon, that mean eyes have seen 
The foot above the head. 

Trwnpeis sotwd. Entei' Tmoisi, attended; Servant qf 
I Ventiiuus talking tvWt him. 

j Imprison’d is he, say you ? 

I Vcn. Serv. Ay, my good lord : five talents is his 
1 debt ; ^ 

I His means most short, his creditors most strait t 
Your honourable letter be desires 
To those have shut him up ; which failing to him, 
Periods his comfort. ^ 

Xini. Noble Ventidms ! Well ; 

I am not of that feather, to shake off 

My friend when he must need me. I do know him 

A gentleman, that well deserves a help, 

Which he shall have: I’ll pay the debt, and free 
I'., him, 

Ven. Seri}. Your lordship ever hinds him. 


Tim. Commend me to him : I will send his 
ran some ; 

And, being enfranchis’d, bid him come to me : — 
’Tis not enougli to help the feeble up, 

But to support him after. — Fare you well. 

Fen. Serv. All happiness to your hono 


. happiness to your honour I 

lExU. 

Enter an old Athenian. 

Old Ath. Lord Timon, hear me speak. 

Tim. Freely, good father. 

Old Ath. Thou hast a servant nam’d Lucilius. 
Tim. 1 have so ; What of him ? 

Old Ath. Most noble Timon, call the man before 
thee. 

Tim. Attends he here, or no ? — Lucilius 1 
Enter LncrLius. 

Luo. Here, at your lordship’s service. 

Old Ath. This fellow here, lord Timon, this thy 
creature, 

By night frequents my house. I am a man 
That from my first have been inclin’d to thrift ; 
And my estate deserves an heir more rais’d, 

Than one which holds a trencher. 

Tim.. Well ; what further ? 

Old A th. One only daughter have I, no kin else, 
On whom I may confer what I have got: 

The maid is fair, o’ the youngest for a bride, 

And 1 have bred her at my dearest cost, 
in qualities of the best. This man of thine 
Attempts her love : 1 pr’ytlice, noble lord, 

Join with me to forbid liim her resort ; 

Myself have spoke in vain. 

"Tim. The man is honest. 

Old Ath. Therefore he will he, Timon : 

11 is honesty rewards him in itself, 

It must not bear my daughter. 

. Does she love him ? 

Old Ath. She is young, and apt ; 

Our own precedent passions do instruct us 
Wlnat levity’s in youth. 

Thu. [ To Lucilius.] Love you the maid 
Luc. Ay, my good lord, and she accepts of it. 
Old Ath. If in her marriage my consent bemissing, 

I call the gods to witness, 1 will choose 
Mine heir from forth the beggars of the world, 

And disiJossess her all. , , , , 

How shall she be endow a, 
If she be mated with an equal husband ? 

Old Ath. Three talents, on the present; mtuture, 

Thn. This gentleman of mine hath serv’d me long; 

To build his fortune I will strain a little, ^ 
For ’tis a bond in men. Give him thy daughtei : 
What you bestow, in him I’ll counterpoise, 

And make him weigh with her. _ , 

Old Ath. Most nol3.e lord, 

Pawn me to tins your honour, she is his. 

Tim. My hand to thee ; mine honour on mj 

l/ua. Humbiri thank your lordship ; Never may 
That state or fortune fall into my keeping, 

■Which is not ow’d to yon ! A twn. 

iExcnnt Luctlius and old Atiiem-iu. 

Poet. Vouchsafe my labour, and long live your 

Tim. I thank you ; you shollhear ' 

Go not away.-Wbat have you 

Pain. A piece of painting, which 1 do beseech 

i Your lordship to accept. 





TIMON OF ATHENS, 


SCENE I. 


Painting is welcome. 
The painting is almost the natural man ; 

For since dishonour traffics with man’s nature, 

He is but outside : These pencil’d figures are 
Even such as they give out. I like your work ; 
And you shall find, I like it : wait attendance 
Till you hear fuither from me. 

I Pdin, The gods preserve you ! 

Tim, Well fare you, gentlemen : Give me your 
hand : 

We must needs dine together.— Sir, your jewel 
Hath suffer’d under praise. 

What, my lord ? dispraise ? 
Tim. A mere satiety of commendations. 

If I should pay you for’t as ’tis extoll’d, 

It would unclew me quite. 

My lord, ’tis rated 

As those, which sell, would give : But you well know, 
Things of like value, differing in the owners, 

Are prized by their masters : believe’t, dear lord, 
You mend the jewel by wearing it. 

Tiw. WeU mock’d. 

Mer. No, my good lord ; he speaks the common 
Which all men speak with him. [tongue, 

Tim. Look, who comes here. Will you be chid.^ 

Enter Apsmantus. 

Jew. We will bear with your lordship. 

Mer. He’ll spare none. 

Tim. Good morrow to thee, gentle Apemantus ! 
Apem. Till I be gentle, stay for thy good morrow; 
When thou art Timon’s dog, and these knaves 
honest. 

Tim. Why dost thou call them knaves } thou 
know’st them not. 

Apem. Are they not Athenians ? 

Tim. Yes. 

Apem. Then I repent not. 

Jew. You know me, Apemantus. 

Apem, Thou know^est, I do ; I call’d thee by thy 
name. 

Tim. Thou art proud, Apemantus. 

Apem. Of nothing so much, as that I am nothke 
Timon. 

Tim, Whither art going ? 

Apem. To knock out an honest Athenian’s brains. 
Tim. That’s a deed thou’lt die for. 

Apem. Right, if doing nothing be death by the law. 
Tim. Howlikest thou this picture, Apemantus? 
Apem. The best, for the innocence. 

Tim. Wrought he not well, that painted it ? 
Apem. He wrought better, that made the painter ; 
and yet he’s but a filthy piece of work. 

Pain. You are a dog. 

Apem, Thy mother’s of my generation ; What’s 
she, if I be a dog ? 

Tim. Wnt dine with me, Apemantus ? 

Apem. No ; I eat not lords. 

Tim. An thou should’st, thou’dst anger ladies. 
Apem. O, they eat lords ; so they come by great 
bellies. 

Tim. That’s a lascivious apprehension. j 

Apem. So thou apprehend’st it : Take it for thy 
labour. 

Tim. How dost thou like this jewel, Apemantus ? 
Apem. Not so well as plain-dealing, which will 
not cost a man a doit. 

Tmi. What dost thou think ’tis worth ?• 

Apem. Not worth my thinking. — How now, 
poet? 


Foet. How now, philosopher ? 

Apem. Thou liest. 

Poet. Art not one ? 

Apem. Yes. 

Poet, Then I lie not. 

Apem. Art not a poet ? 

Poet. Yes. 

Apem. Then thou liest : look in thy last work, 
where thou hast feign’d him a worthy fellow. 

Poet. That’s not feign’d, he is so. 

Apem. Yes, he is worthy of thee, and to pay 
thee for thy labour : He, that loves to be fiattered", 
is worthy o’ the flatterer. Heavens, that I were a 
lord ! 

Tim. Wliat would’st do then, Apemantus ? 

Apem. Even as Apemantus does now, hate a lord 
with my heart. I 

Tim. What, thyself? | 

Apem. Ay. j 

Tim. Wherefore ? 

Apem. That I had no angry wit to be a lord. — ; 
Art not thou a merchant ? i 

Mer. Ay, Apemantus. j 

Apem, Traffic confound thee, if the gods will 
not ! 

Mer. If traffic do it, the gods do it. 

Apem. Traffic’s thy god, and thy god confound 
thee ! 

Trumpets sound. Enter a Servant. 

Tim. What trumpet’s that ? 

Serv. ’Tis Alcibiades, and 

Some twenty horse, all of companionship. 

Tim. Pray entertain them ; give them guide to 
us. — {Exeunt some Attendants. 

You must needs dine with me : — Go not you 
hence, | 

Till I have thank’d you ; and, when dinner’s done, j 
Show me this piece. — I am joyfiil of yom* sights. i 

En ter Alcibiades, with Ms company. 

Most welcome, sir 1 {They salute. 

Apem. So, so; there!— 

Aches contract and starve yonr supple joints ! — 

That there should be small love ’mongst these 
sweet knaves. 

And all this court’sy 1 The strain of man’s bred 
Into baboon and monkey. [out 

Alcib. Sir, you have sav’d my longing, and I 
Most hungrily on your sight. [feed 

Tim. Right welcome, sir ; 

Ere we depart, we’ll share a bounteous time 
In different pleasures. Pray you, let us in, 

{Exeunt all but APEiiiA:vTus. i 
Enter Two Lords. j 

1 Lord, What time a day is’t, Apemantus ? I 

Apem. Time tp be honest. j 

1 Lord. That time serves still. | 

Apem, The most accursed thou, that still omit’st j 

it. . I 

2 Lord, Thou art going to lord Timon’s feast. * 
Apem. Ay; to see meat fill knaves, and wine ' 

heat fools. 

2 Lord. Fare thee weff, fare thee well. 

Apem. Thou art a fool, to bid me farewell twice. 

2 Lord. Why, Apemantus.^ 

Apem, Shouldst have kept one to thyself, for I 
mean to give thee none. 

1 Lord. Hang thyself. 

Apem. No, I will do nothing at thy bidding ; 
make thy requests to thy Mend. i 



2 .Lord. A-waj, itnpeaceable dog, or I'll spurn 
thee hence. 

Ape 7 n. I will fly, like a dog, the heels of the ass. 

[_ExiL 

1 Lord. He’s opposite to humanity. Come, 

shall we in, 

And taste lord Timon’s bounty he outgoes 
The very heart of kindness. 

2 Lord. He pours it out ; Plutus, the god of 
Is but his steward : no meed, but he repays [gold, 
Sevenfold above itself ; no gift to him, 

But breeds the giver a retui'n exceeding 
All use of quittance. 

1 Lord. The noblest mind he carries, 

Tliat ever govern'd man. 

2 Lord. Long may he live in fortunes I Shall 

we in ? 

1 Lord. I'll keep you company. iEweunt. 


SCENE II. — The same. A Room of State in 
Timon's Hoitse. 

Hautboys playing loud music. A great banquet serued in ; 
FhAvniB and others attending ; then enter Tiuon, Awa- 
MABEs, Lucius, Lucullus, Sempronius, and other Athe- 
nian Senators, tcUh Yentioius, and Attendants. Then 
conics, dropping after all, Apemantus, discontentedly. 
Ven. Most honour’d Timon, 't hath pleas’d the 
gods remember 

My father's age, and call him to long peace. 

He is gone happy, and has left me rich : 

Then, as in grateful virtue I am bound 
To your free heart, 1 do return those talents, 
Doubled, with thanks, and service, from whose help 
I deriv’d liberty. 

Tim. 0, by no means, 

Honest Ventidius : you mistake my love ; 

I gave it freely ever ; and there’s none 
Can truly say, he gives, if he receives : 

If our betters play at that game, we must not dare 
To imitate them ; Faults that are rich, are fair. 
Ven. A noble spirit 

[They all stand ceremoniously looking on Timon. 
Tim. Nay, my lords, ceremony 

Was but devis'd at first, to set a gloss 
On faint deeds, hollow welcomes, 

Recanting goodness, sorry ere 'tis shown ; 

But where there is true friendship, there need none. 
Pray, sit ; more welcome are ye to my fortunes. 
Than my fortunes to me. ' {Tlwjsit 

i Lord. My lord, we always have confess’d it. 
Apem. Ho, ho, confess’d it } bang’d it, have you 
not ? 

Tim. 0, Apemantus 1 — you are welcome. 

Apem. No, 

You shall not make me welcome : 

I come to have thee thrust me out of doors. 

Tm. Fye, thou art a churl j you have got a 
humour there 

Does not become a man, 'tis much to blame — 
They say, my lords, that ira furor brevis esL 
But yond man's ever angry. 

Go, let him have a table by himself ; 

For he does neither affect company, 

Nor is he fit for it, indeed* 

Apem. Let me stay at thine own peril, Timon ; 
I come to oh.serve ; I give thee warning on't. 

Tim. X take no heed of thee ; thou art an Athe- 
nian ; therefore welcome : I myself would have no 
power : pr'ythee, let my meat make thee silent* 


Ape7n. I scorn tliy meat; 'twould choke me 
for 1 should ’ 

Ne'er flatter thee.— O you gods! what a number 
Of men eat Timon, and he sees them not! 

It grieves me to see so many dip their meat 
In one man’s blood ; and all the madness is 
He cheers them up too. ^ 

I wonder men dare trust themselves with men : 
Methinks, tlvey should invite them without kniTCs ; 
Good for their meat, and safer for their lives. 
There's mucli exam|)le for’t ; the fellow, that 
Sits next him now, parts bread with him, and 
The breath of him in a divided draught, [pledges 
Is the readiest man to kill him : it has been prov’d 
If I ' 

Were a huge man, I should fear to drink at meals; 
Lest they sliould spy my windpipe’s dangerous 
notes : 

Great men should drink with harness on their 
throats. 

Tim. My lord, in heart ; and let the health go 
round. 

2 Lord. Let it flow this way, my good lord. 

Apem. Flow this way t 

A brave fellow ! — he keeps his tides well Timon, 
Those healths will make thee, and thy state, look ill* 
Here’s that, which is too weak to be a sinner, 
Honest water, which ne’er left man i’the mire r 
I'liis, and my food, are equals ; there’s no odds. 
Feasts are too proud to give thanks to the gods. 

Apemantus’s Grace. 
lunnortnl gods, I crave no pelf; 
i. ])ray for no man, but rnyself: 

(Jrant I may n(;ver prove so fond, 

To trust man (m his oath or bond ; 

Or a harlot, for her weeping ; 

Or a dog, that seems a-slceping; 

Or a ki.n‘j)er with my freedom; 

Or my friends, if I should need ’em. 

Amen. So fall to’t ; 
l?,ich men sin, and 1 cat root. 

and drinks. 

Much good dich thy good heart, Apemantus ! 

JHm. Ca])tain Alcibiades, your heart’s in the 
field now. 

Alcih. My heart is ever at your service, my lord. 

'Tim. You had ratlicr be at a breakfast of enemies, 
than a dinner of friends. 

Akib. So they were bleeding-new, my lord, 
there’s no meat like them *, I could wish my best 
friend at such a feast. 

Apem. 'Would all those flatterers were thine 
enemies then ; that then thou might'st kill ’em, 
and bid me to 'cm. 

1 Lord. Might we but have that happiness, my 
lord, that you would once use our hearts, whereby 
we might expi'ess some part of our zeals, we should 
think ourselves for ever perfect. 

Tim. O, no doubt, my good ft’iends, but the 
gods themselves have provided that I shall have 
much help from you : How had you been my 
friends else ? why have you that charitable title 
from thousands, did yon not chiefly belong to my 
heart ? I have told more of you to myself, than 
you can with modesty speak in your own belief* 
and thus far I confirm you. 0, you gods, think 
I, what need we have any friends, if we should 
never have need of them? they were the most 
needless creatures living, should we ne'er have use 
for them ; and would most resemble sweet instru- 
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SCENE II. 
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merits hung up in cases, that keep their sounds to 
themseli^es. Why, I have often wished myself 
poorer, that I might come nearer, to you. We 
are born to do benefits : and what better or properer 
can we call our own than the riches of our friends? 
O, what a precious comfort 'tis, to have so many 
like brothers, commanding one another’s fortunes ! 
O joy, e’en made away ere it can be born ! Mine 
eyes cannot hold out water, methinks ; to forget 
their faults, I drink to you. 

Apem, Thou weepest to make them drink, 
Timon. 

2 Lord. J oy had the like conception in our eyes, 
And, at that instant, like a babe sprung up. 

Apcm. Ho, ho ! I laugh to think that babe a 
bastard. 

3 Lord, I promise you, my lord, you mov’d me 

much. 

Apem. Much ! ITucket sounded. 

Tim. What means that trump ? — How now ? 
Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Please you, my lord, there are certain 
ladies most desirous of admittance. 

Tim. Ladies ? AVhat are their wills ? 

Serv. There comes with them a forerunner, my 
lord, which bears that office, to signify their plea- , 
sm-es. 

Tim. 1 pray, let them be admitted. 

Enter Cupid. 

Cup. Hail to thee, worthy I’imon ; — and to all 
That of his bounties taste! — The five best senses 
Acknowledge thee their patron ; and come freely 
To congratulate thy plenteous bosom : The ear, 
Taste, touch, smell, all pleas’d from thy table rise ; 
They only now come but to feast thine eyes. 

Tim. They are welcome all ; let them have kind 
admittance. 

Music, make then’ welcome. lExit Cupid. 

1 Lord. You see, my lord, how ample you are 
belov’d. 

Music. Re-enter Cupid, loiih a masque of Ladies as 
Amazons, with lutes in their hands, dancing, and 
playing. 

Apem. Hey day, what a sweep of vanity comes 
this way! 

They dance ! they are mad women. 

Like madness is the glory of this life, 

As this pomp shows to a little oik; and root. 

W'e make ourselves fools, to disport ourselves ; 

And spend our flatteries, to drink those men, 

Upon whose age we void it up again, 

With poisonous spite, and envy. W’'ho lives, that’s 
not 

Depraved, or depraves ? who dies, that bears 
Not one spurn to their graves of their friends’ gift ? 

I should fear, those, that dance before me now, 
Would one day stamp upon me : It has been done : 
Men shut their doors against a setting sun. 

ThehoTdsrisefr 0071 table, with much adoring o/TaiOKr; 
and, to sho'io their loves, each singles out an Jonazon, 
and all dance, oneoi with wooneoi, a lofty sto'ain or two to 
the hautboys, and, cease. 

Tim. You have done our pleasures much grace, 
fair ia-dies, 

Set a fair fashion on our entertainment, 

Which was not half so beautiful and kind ; 

You have added worth uiito’t, and lively lustre, 

And entertain’d me with mine own device ; 

I am to thank you for it. 


1 Lady. My lord, you take us even at the best. 
Apem. ’Paith, for the worst is filthy ; and would 
not hold taking, I doubt me. 

Tim. Ladies, there is an idle banquet | 

Attends you : Please you to dispose yourselves. j 
All Lad. Most thankfully, my lord. I 

[,Exeunt Cupid and Ladies | 

Tim, Flavius, i 

Flan. My lord. ; 

Tim. The little casket bring me hitlier. i 

Flav. Yes, my lord. — More jewels yet I i 

There is no crossing him in his humour ; iAsidc. ; 
Else I should tell him, — Well, — i’faith, I should, | 
When all’s spent, he’d be cross’d then, an he | 
’Tis pity, bounty had not eyes behind ; [could. ; 
That man might ne’er be wretched for his mind. | 
[Exit, and returns with the casket 

1 Lord. WTiere he our men ? 

Sero. Here, my lord, in readiness. 

2 Loo'd. Our horses. 

Fim. O my friends, 1 have one word 

To say to you ; — Look you, my good lord, I must 
Entreat you, honour me so much, as to 
Advance this jewel ; 

Accept, and wear it, kind my lord. 

1 Lord. I am so far already in your gifts, — 

All. So are we all. 

Enter a Servant. 

1 Serv. My lord, there are certain nobles of the 
Newly alighted, and come to visit you. [senate 
Tim. They are fairly welcome. 

Flav. I beseech your honour, 

Vouchsafe me a word ; it does concern you near. 

Tim. Near ; why then another time I’ll hear 
thee : 

I pr’ythee, let us he provided 
To show them entertainment. 

Flav. I scarce know how. 

[Aside. 

Enter another Servant. 

2 Serv. May it please your honour, the lord 

Lucius, 

Out of his free love, hath presented to you 
Four milk-white horses, trapp’d in silver- 

Tim. I shall accept them fairly : let the presents j 


Be worthily entertain’d. — How now, what news ? 

3 Serv. Please you, my lord, that honourable 
gentleman, lord Lucullus, entreats yoin company 
to-morrow to hunt with him ; and has sent your 
honour two brace of greyhounds. 

Tim. I’ll hunt with him ; and let them be re- 
Not without fair reward. [ceiv’d, 

Flav. [Aside.} What will this come to ? 

He commands us to provide, and give great gifts, 
And ail out of an empty coffer.— 

Nor will he know his purse ; or jfield me this, 

To show him what a beggar his heart is, 

Being of no power to make his ^nshes good ; 

His promises fly so beyond his state, 

That wffiat he speaks is all in debt, he owes 
For eveiy word ; he is so land, that he now 
Pays interest for’t ; his lands put to their books. 
Well, ’would I were gently put out of office, 
Before I were forc’d out 1 
Happier is he that has no ft’iend to feed. 

Than such as do even enemies exceed. 

I bleed inwardly for my lord. [Esc it 

Tim. You do yourselves 


Enter a third Servant. 
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Much wrong, you bate too much of your own merits : 
Here, my lord, a trifle of our love. 

2 Lord. With more than common thanks I will 

receive it. 

3 Lord. O, he is the very soul of bounty ! 

Tim. And now I remember me, my lord, you 

Good words the other day of a bay courser [gave 
I rode on : it is yours, because you lik'd it ! 

2 Lord. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, in 
that. 

Tim. A on may take my word, my lord ; I know, 
no man 

Can justly praise, but what he does affect : 

1 weigh my friend's affection with mine own ; 
ril tell you true. I'll call on you. 

Ail Lords. None so welcome. 

Tim. I take all and your several visitations 
So kind to heart, 'tis not enough to give ; 
M^etliinks, I could deal kingdoms to my friends, 
And ne’er be weary. — Alcibiades, 

Thou art a soldier, therefore seldom rich, 

It comes in charity to thee ; for all thy living 
Is ’mongst the dead ; and all the lands thou hast 
Lie in a pitch’d field. 

A Mb. Ay, defiled land, my lord. 

1 Lord. We are so virtuously bound, 

Tim.. And so 

Am i to you. 

2 Lord. So infinitely endear’d 


Tim. All to you.—Lights, more lights. 

1 Lord. The best of happiness, 

Honour, and fortunes, keep with you, lord Timon ! 
Tim. Ready for Ills friends. 

[.Ercw we Alcibiades, Lords, Ar. 
A pern. What a coil’s here! 

Serving or De(‘ks, ;md jutting out of bums ! 

I doubt wludh(>.r iludr legs be worth the sums 
That m-e given for ’em. I^hdcndship's full of dregs: 
Methinks, false hearts sliould never have sound legs. 
Thus hoiu‘st foois lay out their wealth on court’sies] 
Tim. Now, Apemantus, if thou wert not sullen* 
rd be good to thee. 

Apem. ^ No, I’ll nothing : for 
If 1 sliould be brib’d too, there would be none left 
To rail upon thee ; imd then thou would’st sin the 
frister. 

Thou giv’st so long, Timon, I fear me, thou 
Wilt give away thyself in paper shortly : 

What need these feasts, pomps, and vain glories? 

'Tint. .Nay, 

An you liegin to rail on society once, 

I am sworn not to give regard to you. 

Farewell ; and come with better music. lEmit 
Apern. So; — 

Thoii’it not hear me now, — thou shalt not then, I’ll 
lock 

Thy lieaven from tliee. O, that men’s ears should be 
To counsel deaf, but not to flattery 1 lExit. 


ACT 11. 


SCENE L — -The same. A Room iu a Senator’s 
Home. 

Enter a Senator, wUh papers in ?ii.s hand. 

Sen. And late, five thousand to Varro ; and to 
Isidore 

He owes nine thousand ; besides my former sum, 
"WMiich makes it five-and- twenty. “—Still in motion 
Of raging waste ? It cannot hold ; it will not. ’ 

If I want gold, steal but a beggar’s dog, 

And give it Timon, why, the dog coins gold : 

If I would sell my horse, and buy twenty more 
Better than be, why, give my horse to Timon, 

Ask nothing, give it him, it foals me, straight, 

And able horses ; No porter at his gate ; 

But rather one that smiles, and still invites 
All that pass by. It cannot hold ; no reason 
Can found his state in safety. Caphis, hoi 
Caphis, I say I 

Enter OAr'nr.s. 

Caph. Here, sir ; What is your pleasure ? 
Sen^ Get on your cloak, and haste you to lord 
Timon ; 

Impurtime him for my moneys ; be not ceas’d 
With slight denial ; nor then silenc’d, wlien — 
Commend me ie your master^ — and the cap 
Plays in the right hand thus : — but tell him, sirrah, 
My uses cry to me, I must serve my turn 
Out of mine own ; his days and times are past, 
And my reliances on his fracted dates 
Have smit my credit : I love, and honour him ; 
But must not break my back, to heal his finger : 
Immediate are my needs ; and my relief 
Must not be toss’d and turn’d to me in words, 

But find supply immediate. Get you gone : 

Put on a most importunate aspect, 

A visage of demand ; for, I do feai% 


When every feather sticks in his own v^ing, 

Lord Timon will be left a naked gull, 

Which flashes now a pheenix. Get you gone. 
Caph. I go, sir. 

Sen. 1 go, sir ? — take the bonds along with you, 
And have the dates in compt. 

Cdph. I wall, sir. 

Sen. Go. 

— f. — 

SCENE IL-^nc same. A Hall in Timon’s 

House. 

Enter Flav/uh, with many hiUs in Ms hand. 
Flap. No care, no stop ! so senseless of expense, 
Tliat he will nefither know how to maintain it, 

Nor cease his flow of riot : Takes no account 
How things go from him ; nor resumes no care 
Of what is to continue ; Never mind 
Was to be so unwise, to be so kind. 

What shall he done ? He will not hear, tfll feel : 

I must be ro\md with him, now he comes from 
Eye, fye, fye, fyc! [hunting. 

Enter Caphis, and Ike Sewants />/IsiDORis and Varbo, 
Cap/i. Good even, Varro : What, 

You come for money ? 

Var. Serv. Is’t not your business too? 

Caph. It i.s ; — and yours too, Isidore ? 

Isid. Sera. ^ so. 

Caph. ’Would we were all discharg’d ! 

Var. Sera. ^ 

Caph. Here comes the lord. 

ICnter Timow, ALcmiAms, and Lords, ^c. 

Tim. 8o soon as dinner’s done, we’ll forth again, 
My Alcibiades.— With me? What’s your will? 
Caph. My lord, here is a note of certain dues. 
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Tim. Dues ? whence are you ? ‘ 

Athens here, my lord 
Tim. Go to my steward. ^ 

Caph. Please it your lordship, he hath put me of 
To the succession of new days this month • 

My rnaster is awak’d by great occasion, 

To can upon his own : and humbly prays you, 
That with your other noble parts vouT suit 
In giving him his right. ' ’ 

T u . Mine honest friend,' 

1 pr ythee, but repair to me next mornino- 
Caph. Nay, good my lord, 

A w %self, good friend. 

Var Serv. One Varro’s servant, mygoodlord,— 

FromIsido;e; 

Me humbly prays your speedy pajunent, 

Caph. If you did know, my lord, my master’s 
wants, 

Far. Serv. 'Twas due on forfeiture, my lord, six 

And past,— ^ 

Isid. Serv. Your steward puts me off, my lord •’ 
And i am sent expressly to your lordship. ’ 

Tim. Give me breath 

I do beseech you, good^my lords, keep on ; 

Fll wait 


Enter Page. 

Fool. L^k yoii, here comes my mistress’ pap-e. 
wh.tT' how now, oaptaia 5 

5LanSV“ Howdostthon; 

Pr’ythee, Apemantus, read methesuner- 
wS^^ ^ ^Mch is 

^pem. Canst not read ? 

Pape. No. 

^pem. There will little learning die then, that 
day thou art hanged. This is to lord Timon ,* this 
^ast horn a bastard, am? 


upon you instantly.—Come hit 
t2' 

How goes the world, that I am thus enco 
With clamorous demands of date-broke b 
And the detention of long-since-due debts 
Against my honour ? 

P^av. Please you, gentlen 

^e time is unagreeable to this business : 
Your importunacy cease, tiU after dinner 
Ihat I may make his lordship understand 
Wherefore you are not paid. 

o ^ 

feee them well entertained. [Si 

P^aV. T tirav. draw 


as much 


© «• iiiaxi ; — .. 

tooiery as I have, so much wit thou lackest. 
Apem. That answer might have become Apeman- 

All Serv. Aside, aside ; here comes lord Timon. 

i2e-e??ier Timon ajji? Flavius. 

Apem. Come, with me, fool, come. 

F ool. I do not always follow lover, elder brother, 
and woman ; sometime, the philosopher. 

y,,, Apsaiantus Pool. 

P lav. Pray you, walk near ; FU speak with you 
anon. ^Exeunt Seiw. 

Tim. You make me marvel : "Wherefore, ere this 
time, 

Had you not fully laid my state before me ; 

That I might so have rated my expense, 

As I had leave of means ^ 

You would not hear me. 
At many leisures I propos’d. 

Tm. Qq to ; 

Perchance, some single vantages you took, 
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Wliett, Biy indisposition put you bade ; ^ 

And tliat miaptness made your minister, 

Tlius to excuse yourself. , , , , 

Flav. O my good lord! 

At many times 1 brought in my accounts, 

Laid them before you ; you would throw them off, 
And say, you found them in mine honesty. 

When, for some trifling present, yon . 

Return so much, I have shook my head, and u( pt , 
Yea, ’gainst the authority of manners, pniy d you 
To hold your hand more close : I did eaidui e 
Not seldom, nor no sliglit checks ; when I have 

Prompted you, in the ^ , , .. 

And your great flow ot debts. My deal -lov d loid. 
Though you hear now, (too late !) yet now s a time, 
The greatest of your having lacks a halt 

To pay your present debts. 

f ^ Let all my land be sold. 

Flat), ’Tis all engag’d, some forteited and gone ; 
And what remains will hardly stop the mouth 
Of present dues : the future comes apace : 

What shall defend the interim ? and at length 


Plow goes our reckoning ? , , . , 

Tiin, To Lacedsemon did my land extend. 

Flav, O my good lord, the world is but a word ; 
Were it all yours, to give it in a breath, * 

How quickly were it gone ? ' 

You cell me true. 

Flav. If you suspect my husbandry, or talsehood, 
Call me before the exactest auditors, 

And set me on the proof. So the gods bless me. 
When all our offices have been oppress’d 
YTth riotous feeders : wlien our vaults have wept 
With drunken spilth of wine ; wlien every room 
Hath blax’d with lights, and bray’d with minstrelsy ; 

I have retir’d me to a w'astelul cock, 

4nd set mine eyes at flow. 

Pr’ythee, no more. 

Flav. Heavens, have I said, the bounty of this 
lord ! 

How many prodigal bits have slaves, and peasants, 
This night englutted ! Who is not Timon’s ? ^ 

What heart, head, sword, force, means, hut is lord | 
Timon’s ? i 

Great Timon, noble, worthy, royal Timon ? 

All! when the means are gone, that buy this 
praise, , _ 

The breatlx is gone whereof this praise is made : 
.Fast-w^on, fast-lost ; one cloud of winter showers, 
These flies are couch’d. , 

Xhn. Come, sermon me no iurther: 

No villanous bounty yet hath pass’d my heart ; 
Unwisely, not ignobly, have 1 given. 

Why dost thou weep ? Canst thou the conscience 
lack, 

To think I shall lack friends ? Secure thy heart ; 

If I would broach the vessels of my love, ^ 

And try the argument of hearts by borrowing, 

Men, and men’s fortunes, could I frankly use, 

As I can bid thee speak. 

Flav, Assurance bless your thoughts I 

7%m, And, in some sort, these wants of mine are 
crown’d, 

That I account them blessings ; for by these 
Shall I try friends : You shall perceive, how you 


Alistake my fortunes ; I. am wealthy in my friends. 
Within there, ho 1 — Flaminiiis ! Servilius"! 

X^nUr Fi-Aivimms, Servilius, and other Servants. 
Sent, "My lord, my lord, ~ — ■ 

7'm. I will despatch you severally. — You, to 
lord Lucius, — 

To lord Luciilus you ; I hunted with his 
Honour to-day ; — You, to Sempronius ; 

Commend me to their loves ; and, I am proud, say, 
That my occasions have found time to use them 
Toward a su|>i)ly of money : let the request 
Be fifty talents* 

Flam. As you have said, my lord. 

Flav. I'jord Lucius, and lord Lucullus ? humph ! 

[Aside. 

Tim. Go you, sir, [fo another Serv.] to the se- 
nators, 

(Of whom, even to the state’s best health, I have 
Deserv’d this hearing, ) bid ’em send o’the instant 
A thousand talents to me. 

Flat), I have been bold, 

( For that I knew it the most general way,) 

To them to use your signet, and your name ; 

But they do shake their heads, and I am here 

No richer in return. 

Tim, Is’t true ? can it be ? 

Flav. They answer, in a joint and corporate 
voice, 

That now they are at fall, want treasure, cannot 
Do what they would ; are sorry— you are honour- 
able, — 

But yet they could have wished — they know not— 
but 

Something hath been amiss — a noble nature 
Mav catch a wrench — would all were well— ’tis 
pity — ^ , , , 

And so, intending other serious matters 
Aftm- distasteful looks, and these hard fractions, 
With (pertain half-caps, and cold-moving nods, 
Tlipy froze me into silence. 

You gods, reward them ! 

I ])r’ythee, man, look clieerly; These old fellows 
1 Have their ingratitude in them hereditary *. 

’ Their blood is cak’d, ’tis cold, it seldom flows ; 

’Tin lack of kimlly warmth, they are not kind ; 
And nature, as it gn-ows again toward earth, 
is fashion’d for tlie journey, dull, and heavy.— 

Go to Ventidius,— [i!o .Serv.] ’XVytliee, [^oFla- 
THIS.] be not sad, 

a’hou art true, and honest ; ingenuously 1 

Ko blame belongs to theo : — [to Sert.] Ventidms 

lately i ■, < . m 

Buried his lather ; by whose death, he s stepp a 
Into a great; estate ; when he was poor, 
imprison’d, and in scarcity of friends,^ _ 

I ‘clear’ d him with flve talents ; Greet him from me. 
Bid him suppose, some good necessity , , 

Touches his friend, which to be lemembei 

With those five talents that had,— tLAVri 
give it these fellows 

To whom ’tis instant due. Ne’er speak, or 
That Timon’s fortune 

Flav. I would, I could not thmk it ; lhat tliouglx 
is bounty’s foe ; 

Being free itself, it thinks all others so. L 
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ACT 

SGENE I. — The same, A Room in Lucullus’s 
House. 

FiiAMInius waiting. Enter a Servant to Mm. 

Serv. I have told my lord of yoii^ he is coming 
down to you. 

Flam. I thank you, sir. 

Enter Lucvllvs. 

Serv. Here^s my lord. 

Lucul. l_Aside.^ One of lord Timon’s men? a 
gift, X. warrant. "V^Tiy, this hits right ; I dreamt 
of a silver bason and ewer to-night. Flaminius, 
honest Flaminius ; you are veiy respectively wel- 
come, sir. — Fill me some wine . — lEoait Servant,] 
And how does that honourable, complete, free- 
hearted gentleman of Athens, thy very bountiful 
good lord and master ? 

Flam^ His health is well, sir. 

Lucul. I am right glad that his health is weU, 
sir : And what hast thou there under thy cloak, 
pretty Flaminius ? 

Flam. 'Faith, nothing but an empty bos, sir ; 
which, in my lord’s behalf, I come to entreat your 
honour to supply ; who, having great and instant 
occasion to iise fifty talents, hath sent to your lord- 
ship to furnish him ; nothing doubting your present 
assistance therein. 

Lucul. La, la, la, la, — nothing doubting, says 
he ? alas, good lord ! a noble gentleman 'tis, if he 
would not keep so good a house. Many a time 
and often I have dined with him, and told him 
on't ; and come again to supper to him, of purpose 
to have him spend less : and yet he would embrace 
no counsel, take no warning by my coming. Every 
man has his fault, and honesty is his ; X have told 
him on't, but I could never get him from it. 

Ee-enter Sawant, with wine. 

Sun. Please your lordship, here’s the wine. 

Flaminius, I have noted thee always 
wise. Here’s to thee. 

Flam. Your lordship speaks your pleasure. 

Lucul. I have observ’d thee always for a towardly 
prompt spirit, — ^give thee thy due, — and one that 
knows what belongs to reason ; and canst use the 
time well, if the time use thee well : good parts in 
thee. — Get you gone, sirrah. — \_To the Servant, who 
goes out.'] — Draw nearer, honest Flaminius. Thy 
lord’s a bountiful gentleman : but thou art wise • 
and thou knowest well enough, although thou comest 
to me, that this is no time to lend money ; espe- 
cially upon bare friendship, without security. Here’s 
three solidares for thee ; good boy, wink at me, and 
say, thou saw’st.me not. Fare thee well. 

Flam. Is’t possible, the world should so much 
differ : 

And we alive, that liv’d ? Ely, damned baseness. 

To him that worships thee. 

{Thromng the moneg away. 

Lucul. Ha I now I see, thou art a fool, and fit 
for thy master. {Exit Lucullus. 

Flam. May these add to the number that may 
scald thee ! 

Let molten coin be thy damnation, 

Thou disease of a friend, and not himself I 
Idas friendship such a faint and milky heart, 

It turns in less than two nights ? O you gods, 

I feel my master’s passion ! This slave 


III. 

Unto his honour, has my lord’s meat in him ,* 

Why should it thrive, and turn to nutriment, 
When he is turn’d to poison ? 

O, may diseases only work upon’t ! 

And, when he is sick to death, let not that part of 
^nature 

Which my lord paid for, be of any power 
To expel sickness, but prolong his hour ! [Exit. 


SCENE II. — The same. A public Place. 

Enter Lucius, imth Three Strangers, ( 

Luc. Who, the lord Timon ? he is my very good j 
friend, and an honourable gentleman. j 

1 Stran. We know him for no less, though we I 
are but strangers to him. But I can teU you one 
thing, my lord, and which I hear from common 
rumours ; now lord Timon’s happy hours are done 
and past, and his estate shrinks from him. 

Luc. Fye no, do not believe it ; he cannot want 
for money. 

2 Stran. But believe you this, my lord, that, not 
long ^ 0 , one of his men was with the lord Ln- 
cullus,* to borrow so many talents ; nay, urged ex- 
tremely for’t, and showed what necessity belonged 
to’t, and yet was denied. 

Luc. How? 

2 Stran. I tell you, denied, my lord. 

Luc. What a strange case was that ? now, before 
the gods, I am ashamed on’t. Denied that ho- 
nourable man? there was very little honour showed 
in’t. For my own part, I must needs confess, I 
have received some small kindnesses from him, as I 
money, plate, jewels, and such like trifles, nothing i 
comparing to his ; yet, had he mistook him, and 1 
sent to me, I should ne’er have denied his occasion { 
so many talents. j 

Enter Servilius. 

Ser. See, by good hap, yonder’s my lord ; I have 
sweat to see his honour. — ^3VIy honoured lord, — 

[To Lucius. 

Luc. Servilius ! you are kindly met, sir. Fare 
thee well : — Commend me to thy honourable- j 
virtuous lord, my very exquisite friend. j 

Ser. May it please your honour, my lord hath i 
sent * i 

Luc , Ha ! what has he sent ? I am so much en- | 
deared to that lord ; he’s ever sending : How shall | 
I thank him, thinkest thou ? And what has he sent j 
now ? 

Ser. He has only sent his present occasion now, 
my lord ; requesting your lordship to supply his 
instant use with so many talents. 

Luc. I know, his lordship is but merry with me ; 
He cannot want fifty-five hundred talents. 

Ser. But in the mean time he wants less, my 
If Ms occasion were not virtuous, [lord. 

I should not urge it half so faithfully. 

Luc. Dost thou speak seriously, Servilius? 

Ser. UponmysoM, ^tis trae, sii*. | 

Luc. 'Wh.oX a wicked beast was I, to dlsfurnish j 
myself against such a good time, when I might have 
shown myself honourable i how unluckily it hap- 
pened, that I should purchase the day before for a 
little part, and undo a great deal of honour ! — 
Servilius, now before the gods, I am not able to 



ATHENS. 


ACT ill. 


But liis oc.rusions nuglit luive woo’d me first * 

For, ill my ronsrimuM'. j was the first man ’ 
That e’er reoeived gifi, from him : 

And iUh!s he think so backwardly of me now 
That rii requite it hist ? No; So it may prove 
An argument ot ianghter to the rest, 

And 1 amongst the lords be thought a fooL 
I had rather than tlie worth of thrice the sum 
He had sent to me first, but for my mind’s sake • 

I had sue] I a courage to do him good. But now 

return, 

And -with their faint reply this answer join ; 

Who bates mine honour, sbail not know my coin. 

Excellent ! Your lordship’s a goodly vil- 
lain. 1 he devil knew not what he did, when lie 
made man politic ; he cross’d himself by’t : and I 
cannot think, but, in tlie end, the viHanies of man 
will s(;t him clear. .1 low fairly this lord strives to 
appear loul r takes virtuous copies to be wicked; 
like those that, under hot ardent zeal, would set 
whole realms on iire. 

Of such a nature is his politic love. 

This was my lord’s best hope ; now ail are fed, 
Save the gods only : Now his friends are dead, 
Doors, tliat were ne’er acquainted with their wards 
Many a bounteous year, must be employ’d 
Now to guard sure their master. 

And this is all a liberal course allows ; 

W^ho cannot keep his wealth, must keep his house. 

iExit. 


SCENE TV* — The same. A Hall in Timon's 
Mouse. 


Enter Two Sesrvants mu^, the Servant (j/Lucius, 

mewibuj Titus, IIortensius, and other Servants io 
Timon’s cre.diiors, waltbip his comimg out 

V(ir. Serv. AVellmet; good-morrow, Titus and 
Hortensius. 

Tit. The like to you, kind Varro, 

Mot. Lucius ? 

What, do we meet together ? , , 

Lv.c. Serth Ay, and, I think, 

One business doth command us all; for mine 
Is money. 

7Ht. So is theirs and ours. 


■ ii’witer Philotos. ■ 

Luc. Sen). And sir 

Philotus too 1 

Phi. Gocju day at once. 

Lvo. Serv, Welcome, good brother, 

What do you think the hour ? 

Phi. Labouring for nine, 

Lno. Ser, So much.^ 

PhL Is not my lord seen yet? 

Lnc. Serv. Not yet. 

PM. I wonder on’t ; he was w’’bnt to shine at 
seven. 

Lua. Serv. Ay, but the days are waxed shorter 
with him : 

You must consider, that a prodigal course 
Is like the sun’s ; but not, like his, recoverable. 

I fear, 

’Tis deepest winter in loi’d Timon’s purse; 

That is, one may reach deep enough, and yet 
Find little. 

PM. I am of your fear for that 
Tit I’ll show you how to observe a strange 
Your lord sends now for money. [event. 


TIMON OF 


do’t ; the more beast, I say I was sending to use 
lord Tinioii myself, these gentlemen can witness ; 
but I would not, for the wealth of Athens, I had 
deme it nowu Commend me bountifully to his 
good lordship ; and I hope, his honour will conceive 
the fairest of me, because I have no power to be 
kind : — And tell him this from me, I count it one 
of my greatest afliictions ; say, that I cannot plea- 
sure such an honourable gentleman. Good Ser- 
vilius, will you befriend me so tar, as to use mine 
own words to him? 

Ser. Yes, sir, I shall. 

Luc. 1 will look you out a good turn, Servilius. 

lEwit Sj'UiviLms. 

True, as you said, Timon is shrunk, indeed ; 

And he, that’s once denied, will hardly speed. 

lEwit Lucius, 

1 Stran. Do you observe this, Hostilius ? 

2 Strmi. Ay, too well. 

I Stran. Why this 

Is the world’s soul ; and just of the same piece 
Is every fiatterer’s spirit. Who can call him 
liis friend, that dips in the same dish ? for, in 
My knowing, Tmion has been this lord’s lather, 
And kept his credit with his purse ; 

Supported his estate ; nay, Timon’s money 
Has paid his men their wages : He ne’er drinks 
But Timon’s silver treads upon his lip ; 

And yet, (O, see the moristronsness of man 
When he looks out in an ungrateful shape ! ) 

He does deny him, in respect of his, 

What charitable men afford to beggars. 

3 Stran. Religion groans at it. 

1 Stran. For mine own part, 

1 never tasted Timon in my life, 

Nor came any of his bounties over me, 

To mark me for his friend ; yet, I protest, 

For his right noble mind, illustrious virtue, 

And honourable carriage, 

Had his necessity made use of me, 

I would have put my wealth into donation, 

And the best half should have return’d to liim, 

So much I love his heart : But, I perceive, 

Men must learn now with pity to dispense : 

For policy sits above conscience. lEweum. 


SCENE HI . — The same. A Room, in 
Sempronius’s Mouse. 


Enter Sismpronius, and a Servant o/Tmom's. 

Sem. Must he needs trouble me in’t . Humph ! 
’Bove all others ? 

He might have tried lord Lucius, or Lucullus ,* 
And now Ventidius is wealthy too, 

Whom he redeem’d from prison : AU these three 
Owe their estates unto him. 

Serv. O my lord, 

They have all been touch’d, and found base metal ; 
They have all denied him ! [for 

Sem. How ! have tliey denied Mm ? 

Has Ventidius and Lucullus denied him ? 

And does he send to me ? Three ? humph I 

It shows but little love or judgment; in him. 

Must I be his last refuge ? His friends, like phy- 
sicians, [me ? 

Thrive, give him over ; Must I take the cure upon 
He has much disgrac’d me in’t ; I am angry at 
him, [for’t, 

That might have known my jdace : I see no sense 
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Hot. Most true, lie does. 

Tit. And lie wears jewels now of Timon’s gift, 
For which I wait for money. 

Hot. It is against my heart. 

Luc. Serv. Mark, how strange it shows, 

Timon in this should pay more than he owes ; 

And e'en as if your lord should wear rich jewels, 
And send for money for 'em. 

Hor. I am weary of this charge, the gods can 
witness : 

I know, toy lord hath spent of Timon' s wealth, 
And now ingratitude makes it worse than stealth. 

1 Var. Serv. Yes, mine’s three thousand crowns : 
What's yours ? 

Lug. Serv, Five thousand mine. 

1 Var. Serv. 'Tis much deep : and it should 
seem, hy the sum, 

Your master's confidence was above mine ; 

Else, surely, Ms had equal!’ d. 

Enter Flamin’ius. 

TU. One of lord Timon’ s men. 

Luc. Serv. Flaminins ! sir, a word : 'Pray, is my 
lord ready to come forth ? 

Flam. No, indeed, he is not. 

Tit. We attend his lordship ; 'pray, signify so 
much. 

Flam. I need not tell him that ; he knows, you 
are too diligent. [Exit FLAAnxius. 

Enter Fi/Avirrs, in a cloak, mvffled. 

Lug. Serv. Ha ! is not that his steward muffled 
He goes away in a cloud : call him. call him. [so.^ 
TU. Do you hear, sir ? 

1 Var, Serv. By your leave, sir, 

Flav. What do you ask of me, my friend ? 

Tit. We wait for certain money here, sir. 

Flav. Ay, 

If money were as certain as your waiting, 

'Twere sure enough. Why then preferr’d you not 
Your sums and bills, when your false masters eat 
Of my lord’s meat? Then they could smile, and 
fawn 

I Upon Ms debts, and take down th' interest 
I Into their gluttonous maws. You do yourselves but 
I wrong, 

I To stir me up ; let me pass quietly : 
j Believe’ t, my lord, and I have made an end ; 

; I have no more to reckon, he to spend. 

; Luc. Serv. Ay, but this answer will not serve, 
i Flav. If ’twill not, 

i 'Tis not so base as you ; for you serve knaves. 
j 1 Var. Serv. How! what does Ms cashier’d 
) worship mxitter ? 

2 Var. Serv. No matter what; he’s poor, and 
that's revenge enough. Who can speak broader 
than he that has no house to put his head in ? such 
may rail against great buildings. 

Enter Sebvilius. 

Tit. O, here’s Servilius ; now we shall know 
i Some answer. 

j Ser. If I might beseech you, gentlemen, 

! To repair some other hour, I should much 
Derive from it : for, take it on my soul, 

My lord leans wond’rously to discontent. 

His comfortable temper has forsook him ; 

He is much out of health, and keeps Ms chamber, 
i Luc. Serv. Many do keep their chambers, are 
I not sick : 

j And, if it be so far beyond Ms health, 

I Metiiinks, he should the sooner pay Ms debts, 


And make a clear way to the gods, 

Ser. Good gods 1 

Tit, We cannot take this for an answer, sir. 

Flam. [JVithin,'] Sernlius, help ! — ray lord! my 
lord I 

Enter Tuviox, in a rage ; FiiAAmnus, following. 

Tim. What, are my doors oppos’d against my 
passage ? 

Have I been ever free, and must my house I 

Be my retentive enemy, my gaol ? i 

The place, which I have feasted, does it now; 

Like all mankind, show me an iron heart ? 

Luc. Serv. Put in now, Titus. 

Tit. My lord, here is my bill. 

Luc. Serv. Here’s mine. ! 

Hor. Serv. And mine, my lord. ; 

Both Var. Serv. And ours, my lord. I 

Phi. All our bills. | 

Tim. Knock me down with ’em : cleave me to j 
the girdle. [ 

Luc. Serv. Alas ! my lord, 

Tim. Cut my heart in sums. 

Tit. Mine, fifty talents. 

Tim. Tell out my blood. 

Luc. Serv, Five thousand crowns, my lord. | 
Thn. Five thousand drops pays that. — | 

What yours ? — and yours ? ! 

1 Var. Ser, My lord, I 

2 Var. Ser. My lord, 

Tim. Tear me, take me, and the gods fall upon 
yon ! [Exit. 

Hor. ’Faith, I perceive our masters may throw 
their caps at their money; these debts niay well 
be called desperate ones, for a madman owes ’em. 

[Exeunt. 

Re-enter Tiaion and Flavius. 

Tim. They have e’en put my breath from me, 
the slaves ; 

Creditors !: — devils. 

Flav. My dear lord, 

Tim. What if it should be so ? 

Flam. My lord, 

Tim. I’ll have it so : — My steward ! 

Flav. Here, my lord. 

Tim. So fitly ? Go, bid all my friends again, 
Lucius, Lucullus, and Sempronius ; all : 

I’ll once more feast the rascals. 

Flav. O my lord, 

You only speak from your distracted soul ; 

There is not so much left, to furnish out 
A moderate table. 

Tim. Be’t not in thy care ; go, 

I charge thee ; invite them all : let in the tide 
Of knaves once more ; my cook and I’ll provide. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE V . — The same. The Senate House. 
The Senate sitting. •Enter Alcibiades, attended. 

1 Sen. My lord, you have my voice to it ; the 

Bloody ; ’tis necessary he should die : [fault’s 

Nothing emboldens sin so much as mercy, 

2 Sen. Most true ; the law shall bruise Mm. 

Alcib, Honour, health, and compassion to the 
1 Sen. Now, captain ? [senate ! 

Alcib. I am an humble suitor to your virtues ; 

For pity is the virtue of the law, 

And none but tyrants use it cruelly. 

It pleases time, and fortune, to lie heavy 
T,T2: . 
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Upon a friend of mine, who, in hot blood, 

Hatli Stepp into the law, which is past depth 
To those that, without heed, do plunge into it. 
lie is a man, setting his fate aside, 

Of come!}'’ virtues : 

Nor did he soil the fact with cowardice ; 

( An honour in him, which buys out his fault,) 

Blit, with a noble fury, and fair spirit. 

Seeing his reputation touch’d to death, 

He did oppose his foe : 

And with such sober and unnoted passion 
He did behave his anger, ere ’twas spent, 

As if he had but provVl an argument. 

1 Sen. Yon undergo too strict a paradox. 
Striving to malce an ugly deed look fair : 

Your words have took such pains, as if they labour’d 
To bring manslaughter into form, set quarrelling 
U pon the head of valour; which, indeed, 

Is valour mishegot, and came into the ivorld 
'When sects and factions vrere newly born : 

He’s truly valiant, that can wisely suffer 
The worst that man can breathe ; and make his 
wrongs 

His outsides ; wear them like his raiment, carelessly; 
And ne’er prefer his injuries to his heart, 

To bring it into clanger. 

If wrongs he evils, and enforce us kill, 

What folly ’tis, to hazard life for ill? 

Akib. My lord, 

1 Sen. You cannot make gross sins look clear; 
To revenge is no valour, but to bear. 

Akib. Mj lords, then, under favour, pardon me, 
J f 1 speak like a captain. — 

Why do fond men expose themselves to battle. 
And not endure all threat’nings ? sleep upon it, 
And let the foes quietly cut their throats, 

Without repugnancy ? but if there be 
Such valour in the bearing, what make we 
Abroad? why then, women are more valiant, 

7 hat stay at home, if hearing carry it ; 

And th’ ass, more captain than the lion ; the felon, 
Loaden with irons, wiser than the judge. 

If wisdom be in suffering. O my lords, 

As you are great, be pitifully good : 

Who cannot condemn rashness in cold blood? 

To kill, I grant, is sin’s extremest gust ; 

But, in defence, by mercy, Tis most just. 

To be in anger, is impiety ; 

But who is man, that is not angry ? 

Weigh but the crime with this, 

2 Sen. You breathe in vain. 

Alcih. In vain ? his service done 

At Laced&emon, and Byzantium, 

Were a sufficient briber for his life. 

1 Sen* What’s that? 

Akib. Why, I say, my lords, h’as done fair 
service, 

And slain in fight many of your enemies ; 

How full of valour did he bear himself 

In the last conflict, and made plenteous wound.s ? 

2 Sen. He has made too much plenty with ’em, he 
Is a sworn rioter : h’as a sin that often 
Prowns him, and takes his valour prisoner : 

If there were no foes, that were enough alone 
To overcome him : in that beastly fury 
He has been known to commit outrages, 

And cherish factions : ’Tis inferr’d to us, 

His days are foul, and his drink dangerous. 

1 Sen* He dies. 

Akib. Hard fate I he might have died in war. 


ACT III. 

My lords, if not for any parts in him 
( lliorigli his right arm miglit piircluase his own time 
And be m debt to none,) yet, more to moye yon. 
Take my deserts to his, and join them both ; 

And, tor 1 know, your reverend ages love 
Security, I’ll pawn my victories, all 
M;y honour to you, upon his good returns 
If by this crime he owes the law Ms life, ’ 

Wliy, let tlie war receiv’t in valiant gore ; 

For law is strict, and war is nothing mork 

1 Sen. We are tor law, he dies ; urge it no more, 
On height of our displeasure : Friend, or brother 
He forfeit.s his own blood, that spills anotlier. ’ 

AMb. Must it be so ? it must not be. YIv lords, 
I do beseech you, know me. 

2 Sen. How? 

Akib. Call me to your remembrances. 


Sen. 


What ? 


Alcih. I cannot think, but your age has forgotme ; 
It could not else be, I slioiild prove so base 
To sue, and be denied such common grace : 

My wounds ache at you. 

1 Sen. Do you dare our anger ? 

'Tis in ffwv words, hut spacious in effect ; 

We banish thee for ever. 

Akib* Banish me ? 

Banish your dotage ; banish usury, 

That makes the senate ugly. 

1 Sen. If, after two days’ shine, Athens contain 
thee, 

Attend our weightier judgment. And, not to 
swell our spirit, 

He shall be e.\ecuted presently, Senators. 

Akib* Now the gods keep you old enough ; that 
yon may live 

Only in hone, that none may look on you 
I am worse tlian mad ; I have kept back their 
foes, 

While they have told their money, and let out 
Their coin upon large interest ; I myself, 
llich only in large hurts ; — ^AU those, for this ? 

Is this the balsam, that the usuring senate 
Fours into captains’ wouruls ? ha 1 banishment ? 

It comes not ill ; I hate not to be banish’d; 

It is a cause worthy my spleen and fury, 

That I may strike at Athens. I’ll cheer up 
My discontented troops, and lay for hearts. 

’Tis honour, with most lands to be at odds ; 
Soldiers should brook as little wrongs, as gods. 

. ^ lExii. ' 

SCENE magnificent Room in Timon’s 

House. 

Music. Tables set out : Servants attending. Enter divers 
J.iords, at several doors. 

1 Lord. The good time of day to you, sir. 

2 Lord. I also wish it to you. I think, tins 
honourable lord did but try us this other day. ^ 

1 Lord* 'Upon that were my thoughts tinng, 

•when we encountered: I hope it is not so low 
with him, as he made it seem in the trial of his 
several friends. . 

2 Lord. It should not be, by the persuasion ot 
his new feasting. 

1 Lord, I should think so : He hath sent me an 
earnest inviting, which many my near occasions die 
urge me to put off ; hut he hath conjured me beyona 
them, and I must needs appear. ^ 

2 Lord. In like maimer was I in debt to my im 
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portunate 13113111638, but lie would not hear luy ex- 
cuse. I am sorry, when he sent to borrow of me, 
that my provision was out. 

1 Lord. I am sick of that grief too, as I under- 
stand how all things go. 

2 Lord, Every man here’s so. What would he 
have borrowed of you ? 

] Lord. A thousand pieces. 

2 Lord. A thousand pieces 1 

1 Lord. What of you 

3 Lord. He sent to me, sir, — Here he comes. 

Enter Timon, (^nd Attendants. 

Tim. With all my heart, gentlemen both ; — And 
how fare you } 

1 Lord. Ever at the best, healing well of your 
lordship. 

2 Lord. The swallow follows not summer more 
willing, than we your lordship. 

Tim. [Aside.] Nor more willingly leaves winter ; 
such summer- birds are men. — Gentlemen, our din- 
ner will not recompense this long stay : feast your 
ears with the music awhile ; if they will fare so 
harshly on the trumpet’s sound : we shall to’ t pre- 
sently. 

1 Lord. I hope it remains not unkindly with your 
lordship, that I returned you an empty messenger. 

Tim. Of sir, let it not trouble you. 

2 Lord. My noble lord, 

Tim. Ah, my good friend ! what cheer ? 

{The banquet brought in. 

2 Lord. My most honourable lord, I am e’en sick 
of shame, that, when your lordship this other day 
sent to me, I was so unfortunate a beggar. 

Tim. Think not on’t, sir. 

2 Lord. If you had sent but two hours before, — " 

Tim. Let it not cumber your better remembrance. 
—Come, bring in all together. 

2 Lord. All covered dishes I 

1 Lord. Royal cheer, I warrant you. 

3 Lord. Doubt not that, if money, and the sea- 
son, can yield it. 

1 Lord. How do you ? What’s the news ? 

3 Lord. Alcibiades is banished; Hear you of it? 

1 2 Lord. Alcibiades banished I 

ZLord. ’Tis so, be sure of it. 

3 Lord. How ? how ? 

2 Lord. I pray you, upon what ? 

Tim. My worthy friends, will you draw near ? 

3 Lord. I’ll tell you more anon. Here’s a noble 
feast toward. 

2 Lord. This is the old man still. 

3 Lord. Wiirt hold, will’t hold ? 

2 Lord. It does : but time will — and so 

3 Lo^'d. I do conceive. 

Tim. Each man to his stool, with that spur as he 
would to the lip of his mistress : your diet shall be 
in all places alike. Make not a city feast of it, to 


let the meat cool ere we can agree upon the first 
place : Sit, sit. The gods require our thanks^ 

You great benefactors, sprinkle our society with thank- 
fulness. For your own gifts, make yourselves praised; 
but reserve still to give, lest your deities be despised. Lend 
to each man enough, that one need not lend to another ; 
for, were your godheads to borrow of men, men would 
forsake the gods. Make the meat be beloved, more than the 
man that gives it. Let no assembly of twenty be without 
a score of villams: If there sit twelve women at the table, 
let a dozen of them be — as they are.— The rest of your 
fees, O gods,— the senators of Athens, together with the 
common lag of people, — what is amiss in them, you gods, 
make suitable for destruction. For these my present 
friends,— as they are to me nothing, so in nothing bless 
them, and to nothing they are welcome. 

Uncover, dogs, and lap. 

[The dishes uncovered, are full of warm tvater. 

Some speak. What does his lordship mean ? 

Some other. I know not. 

Tim. May you a better feast never behold, 

You knot of mouth-friends! smoke, and luke- 
warm water 

Is your perfection. This is Timon’s last ; 

Who stuck and spangled you with flatteries, 
Washes it off, and sprinkles in your faces 

[Throicing water in their faces. 
Your reeking villany. Live loath’d, and long, 
Most smiling, smooth, detested parasites, 

Courteous destroyers, affable wolves, meek bears, 
You fools of fortune, trencher-friends, time’s flies, 
Cap and knee slaves, vapours, and minute-jacks ! 
Of man, and beast, the infinite malady 
Crust you quite o’er I— What, dost thou go ? 

Soft, take thy physic first— thou too,— and thou ; — 
[Throws the dishes at them, and drives them out. 
Stay, I will lend thee money, borrow none.. — 
What, all in motion ? Henceforth be no feast, 
MTiereat a villain’s not a welcome guest. 

Burn house ; sink, Athens ! henceforth hated be 
Of Timon, man, and all humanity. [Ea'U. 

Ee-enter the Lords, with other Lords and Senators. 

1 Lord. How now, my lords ? 

2 Lord. Know you the quality of lord Timon’s 
fury ? 

3 Lord. Pish 1 did you see my cap ? 

4 Lord. I have lost my gown. 

3 Lord. He’s but a mad lord, and nought but 
humour sways him. He gave me a jewel the other 
day, and now he has beat it out of my hat : — Did 
you see my jewel ? 

4 Lord. Did you see my cap.^* 

2 Lord. Here ’tis. 

4 Lord. Here lies my gown. 

1 Lord. Let’s make no stay. 

2 Lord. Lord Timon’s mad. 

3 Lord. 1 feel’t upon my bones. 

4 Lord. One day he gives us diamonds, next day 

stones. [Bseeimt. 


SI 
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Thy mistress is o’ the brothel ! son of sixteen, 
Pluck the HnkI crutch fi-om the old limping sire, 
With it beat out his brains ! piety and fear, 
Religion to the gods, peace, justice, truth, 
Domestic <awe, night-rest, and neighbourhood, 
Instruction, manners, mysteries, and trades, 
Degrees, observances, customs, and laws. 

Decline to your confounding contraries, 

And yet confusion live ! — Plagues, incident to men, 
Your potent and infectious fevers heap 
On Athens, ripe for stroke ! thou cold sciatica, 
Cripple our senators, that their limbs may halt 
As lamely as their manners ! lust and liberty 
Creep in the minds and marrows of our youth ; 
That ’gainst the stream of virtue they may strive, 
And drown themselves in riot 1 itches, hlains. 

Sow all die Athenian bosoms ; and their crop 
Be general leprosy I breath infect breath ; 

That their society* as their friendship, niay 
Be merely poison ! Nothing ITl bear from thee, 
But nakedness, thou detestable town ! 

Take thou that too, with multiplying banns ! 
Timon will to the woods ; where he shall find 
The unkindest beast more kinder than mankind. 
The gods confound (hear me, you good gods all,) 
The Athenians both within and out that wall ! 

And grant, as Timon grows, his hate may grow 
To the whole race of mankind, high and low ! 
Amen. [E.tiL 


.SCENE n. — Athisns. A Room in Timon’s 
Home. 

Enter Flawus, with Two or Three Servants. 

I Serv. Hear you, master steward, where’s our 
master ? 

Are we undone ? cast off? nothing remaining ? 

Flav. Alack, my fellow^s, wh at should I say to you ? 
Let me be recorded by the righteous gods, 

I am as poor as you. 

1 iServ. Such a house broke ! 

So noble a master Mien ! All gone ! and not 
One friend to take his fortune by the arm, 

And go along with him ! 

2 Sern. As we do turn our backs 

From our companion, thrown into his grave ; 

So his familiars to his buried fortunes 

Slink all away ; leave their false vows with him, 

Like empty purses pick’d : and his poor self, 

A dedicated beggar ito the air, 

With his disease of all- sli aim’d poverty, 

Walks, like contempt, alone More of our fellows. 

Enter other Serva.nts. 

Fiav. All broken implements of a ruin’d bouse. 

3 Serv. Yet do our hearts wear Timon’s livery, 
That see 1 by our faces ; we are fellows still, 
Serving alike in sorrow : Leak’d is om* bark; 

And we, }>oor mates, stand on the dying deck, 
Hearing the surges threat : we must all part 
Into this sea of air. 

Flav. Good fellows all, 

The latest of my w-ealth I’ll share amongst you. 
Wherever we shall meet, for Timon’s sake, 

Let’s yet be fellows ; let’s shake our heads, and say, 
As ’twere a knell unto our master’s fortune, 

We have seen better days. Let each take some« 
{^Giving them moneg. 
Nay, put out all your hands. Not one word more : 


Thus part we rich in sorrow, parting poor. 

, , lExeimt Servants. 

O, the tierce wretchedness that glory brings us ! 
Who wouhl not wish to be from wealth exempt,* 
Since ritdics point to misery and contempt } ^ * 
Who’d be si) mock’d with glory? or to live 
But in a dream of friendship ? 

To have his pomp, and all what state compounds, 
But only painted, like his varnish’d friends ? 

Poor honest lonl, brought low by his own heart; 
Undone by goodness ! Strange, unusual blood, 
When man’s worst sin is, lie does too much good! 
Who then dares to be half so kind again ? 

For bounty, that makes gods, does still mar men. 
My dearest lord, — bless’ d, to be most accurs’d, 
Rich, only to be wretched — tliy great fortunes 
Are made thy (^liief a;lHictions. Alas, kind lord! 
He’s flung in ragi^ from this ungrateful seat 
Of monstrous friends : nor has he with him to 
Supply bis life, or that wdiich can command it. 

I’ll follow, and ciupiire him out : 

I’ll ever serve Ids mind with my best will ; 

Whilst 1 have gold, I’ll be Ms steward still. lEjcit. 


SCENE HI.— Woods. 

Enter Timon. 

Tim. O blessed bleeding sun, draw from the 
earth 

Rotten humidity ; below thy sister’s orb 
Infect the air !' Twinn’d brothers of one womb, — 
Whose procreation, residence, and birth. 

Scarce is dividant, — touch them with several for- 
tunes ; 

The greater scorns the lesser: Not nature, 

'Fo -whom all sores lay siege, can bear great fortune, 
But by contempt of nature. 

Raise me this beggar, and denude that lord : 

Tiie senator sluill bear contempt hereditary, 

The beggar native honour. 

It is the pasture lards the brother’s sides, 

The want that makes him lean. Who dares, who 
In purity of mauliood stand upright, [dares, 
And say, 'F/ils mtm's aflatlcrer^ if one be, 

Jio are they all; for every grize of fortune 
Is smooth’d by that below : the learned pate 
Ducks to the golden fool : All is oblique ; 

There’s nothing level in our cursed natures, 

But direct vilLany. Therefore, be abbofr’d 
All feasts, societies, and throngs of mei'i!^ 

His sembluble, yea, himserf, Timon disdains : 
Destruction fang mankind! — Earth, yield me 
roots ! . 

Who seeks for better of thee, sauce his palate 
With thv most operant poison ! What is here . 
Gold? yellow, glittering, precious gold? No, gods, 
I am no idle votarist. Roots, you clear heavens. 
Thus much of this, will make black, white ; loui, 
fair; ■ , 

Wrong, right ; base, noble ; old, young ; coward, 
valiant. , . . 

Ha, you gods ! why this ? What this, yon go s . 
Why this ^ 

Will lug your priests and servants from yoni sm , 

Pluck stout men’s pillows from below their heads : 

TM.S yellow slave • 

Will knit and break religions ; bless the accuis a , 
Make the hoar leprosy ador’d; place thieves, 

And give them title, knee, and approbation, 


I 
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With senators on the bench : this is it, 

That makes the happen’d widow wed again ; 

She, whom the spital-honse, and ulcerous sores 
Would cast the gorge at, this embalms and spices 
To the April day again. Come, damned earth, 
Thou common whore of mankind, that put’st odds 
Among the rout of nations, I will make thee 
Do thy right nature .— afar o/:]— Ha ! a 
drum ?■— Thouh-t quick, 

But yet I’ll bury thee : Thou’lt go, strong thief, 
When gouty keepers of thee cannot stand 
Kay, stay thou out for earnest. [Keeping some gold. 

Enter Alcibiades, imth drum and fife, in warlike manner ^ 
Phkynia and Tr]VL4.NnRA. 

Akih. What art thou there 

Speak. 

Tim, A beast, as thou art. The canker gnaw 
thy heart, 

For showing me again the eyes of man ! 

Akib, What is thy name ? Is man so hateful to 
That art thyself a man ? [thee, 

Tim. J am misanthropos^ and hate mankind. 
For thy part, I do wish thou wert a dog, 

That I might love thee something. 

Akib. I know thee well ; 

But in thy fortunes am unleam’d and strange. 

Tim. I know thee too ; and more, than that I 


In my penurious band ; I have heard, and srriev’d, 
How cursed Athens, mindless of thy worth, ^ 
Forgetting thy great deeds, when neighbour states. 
But for thy sword and fortune, trod upon them, — 
Tim. I pr’ythee, beat thy drum, and get thee gone. 
Akih, I am thy friend, and pity thee, dear 
Timon. 

Tim. How dost thou pity him, whom thou dost 
I had rather be alone. [trouble } 

Akih. Why, fare thee well ; 

Here’s some gold for thee. 

Tim. Keep’t, I cannot eat it. 

Akih. "When I have laid proud Athens on a 
heap, 

Tim. Warr’st thou ’gainst Athens ? 

Alcio. Ay, Timon, and have cause. 

Tim. The gods confound them all i’ thy con- 
quest; and 

Thee after, when thou hast conquer’d ! 

Akib. Why me, Timon ? 

Tim. That, 

By killing villains, thou w’ast born to conquer 
My country. 

Put up thy gold ; Go on, — here’s gold, — go on ; 

Be as a planetary plague, when Jove 

■Will o’er some high-vic’d city hang his poison 

In the sick air: Let not thy sword skip one ; 

Pity not honour’d age for his white beard, 

He’s an usurer : Strike me the counterfeit matron ; 
It is her habit only that is honest, 

Herself’s a bawd : Let not the virgin’s cheek 
Make soft thy trenchant sword ; for those milk paps, 
That through the window-bars bore at men’s eyes, 
Are not within the leaf of pity writ, 

Set them down horrible tz-aitors: Spare not the 
babe, 

Whose dimpled smiles from fools exhaust their 
Think it a bastard, whom the oracle [mercy ; 
Hath doubtfully pronounc’d thy throat shall cut, 
And mince it sans remorse : Swear against objects ; 
Put armour on thine ears, and on thine eyes ; 
Whose proof, nor yells of mothers, maids, nor babes, 
Nor sight of priests, in holy vestments bleeding. 
Shall pierce a jot. There’s gold to pay thy soldiers : 
Make large confusion ; and, thy fury spent, 
Confounded be thyself ! Speak not, be gone. 

Alcih. Hast thou gold yet I’ll take the gold 
Not all thy counsel. [thou giv’st me, 

Tim. Dost thou, or dost thou not, heaven’s curse 
upon thee I 

PliT. Tinian. Give us some gold, good Timon : 
Hast thou more ? 

Tim. Enough to make awhore forswear her trade, 
And to make whores, a bawd. Hold up, you sluts, 
Your aprons mountant : You are not oathable. — 
Although, I know, you’ll sweai', terribly swear, 

Into strong shudders, and to heavenly agues, 

The immortal gods that hear you, — spare your 
oaths, 

I’ll trust to your conditions : Be whores still ; 

And he whose pious breath seeks to convert you, 

Be strong in whore, allm*e him, burn him up ; 

Let your close fire predominate his smoke, 

And be no turncoats : Yet may your pains, six 
months, 

Be quite contrary ; And thatch your poor thin roofs 
With burdens of the dead some that were bang’d, 
No matter : — ^wear them, betray with them : whore 
Paint till a horse may mire upon your face : [still ; 
A pox of wrinkles 1 



.J?48 

Ph\ Timan. Well, more gold; — What 
then? — 

Believ’t, that we’ll do any thing for gold. 

Tim. Consumptions sow 

In hollow bones of man; strike their sharp shins, 
And mar men’s spurring. Crack the lawyer’s voice, 
That he may never more false title plead, 

Nor sound his quillets shrilly: hoar the damen, 
That scolds against the quality of flesh, 

And not believes himself: down with the nose, 
Down with it flat ; take the bridge quite away 
Of him, that his particular to foresee, 

Smells from the general weal : make curl’d-pate 
ruffians bald ; 

And let the unscarr’d braggarts of the war 
Derive some pain from you : I*lague ail ; 

That your activity may defeat and quell 

The source of all erection. — There’s more gold : — 

Do you damn others, and let this damn you. 

And ditches grave you alt ! 

Phr. 4" Timmi. More counsel with more money, 
bounteous Timon. 

Tim. More whore, more mischief first ; I have 
given you earnest. 

Alcib. Strike up the drum towards Athens. 
Farewell, Timon ; 

If I thrive well, I’ll visit thee again. 

Tm. If I hope well, I’ll never see thee more. 
Alcib. I never did thee harm. 

Tim, Yes, thou spok’st well of me. 

Alcib. Call' st thou that harm? 

7'm. Men daily find it such. Get thee away, 
And take thy beagles witli thee. 

Alcib. We but offend him. — 

Strike. 

[_Dnmi beats. Exeunt Alcibiades, X*hkynia, and 
Timandiia. 

Tim. That nature, being sick of man’s unkind- 
ness, ■ ,, 

Should yet be hungry ! — Common mother, thou, 

Whose womb unmeasurable, and infinite breast, 
T(ienis, and feeds all ; whose self-same mettle, 
Whereof thy ])roud child, arrogant man, is puff'd, 
Engenders the black toad, and adder blue, 

The gilded newt, and eyeless venom’ d worm, 

With all the abhorred births below crisp heaven 
Whereon Hyperion’s quickening fire doth shine ; 
Yield him, wlio all thy human sons doth hate, 
From fortii thy plenteous bosom, one poor root ! 
Ensear thy fertile and conceptious womb, 

Let it no more bring out ingrate ful man 1 
Go great with tigers, dragons, wolves, and bears ; 
Teem with nc'w monsters, whom thy upward face 
Hath to the marbled mansion all above 
Never presented ! — O, a root, — Dear thanks ! 

Dry up thy marrows, vines, and plough-torn leas ; 
Whereof ingrateful man, with liquorish draughts, 
And morsels unctuous, greases his pure mind, 
That from it ail consideration slips I 
iiViter Apemantus. 

More man ? Plague I plague ! 

Apem. 1 was directed hither: Men report, 
Thou dost affect my manners, and dost use them. 

Tim, ’Tis then, because thou dost not keep a dog 
Whom I would imitate : Consumption catch thee ! 

Apem. This is in thee a nature but affected; 

A poor unmanly melancholy, sprung 
From change of fortune. Why this spade? this 
place? 
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Ibis slave-like liabit ? and these looks of care 
Tliy flatterers yet wear sUk, drink wine, Ue soft : 

Hug tlieir diseas d perfumes, and have foro-ot 

That ever Timon was. Shame not these woods, i 

By putting on the cunning of a carper. 

Be tliou a flatterer now, and seek to thrive 
By tliat which has undone thee : hinge thy knee 
And let his very breath, whom tliou’lt observe, 

Blow off thy cap ; praise his most vicious strain 
And call it excellent : Thou wast told thus : ^ 

Thou gav’st tliine ears, like tapsters, that bid wel- 
come, 

To knaves, and all approacliers : ’Tis most just, 

Tliat thou tuni rascal ; hadst thou wealth again, 

Rascals should have’ t. Do not assume my likeness. 

/ ini. W ere I like thee, I’d throw away myself. > 

Apem. Thou liast cast away thyself, beine like 

thyself; ^ [ 

A madman so long, now a fool : What, tliink’st ' 

That the bleak air, tliy boisterous chamberiain, 1 

Will put thy shirt on warm ? Will these moss’d 

trees, J 

That have outliv’d the eagle, page thy heels, 

And skip when thou point’ st out ? Will the cold 
brook, 

Candied with ice, caudle thy morning taste, 

To cure thy o’er night’s surfeit ? call the crea- 
tures, — 

Whose naked natures live in all the spite 
Of wreakfnl heaven ; whose bare unhoused trunks, 

To the conflicting elements expos’d, 

Answer mere nature, — bid them flatter thee ; 

O I thou shalt find 

7Hm. A fool of thee : Depart. 

Apem. I love thee better now than e’er I did. I 

Tim. I hate thee worse, / 

Apem. Why,?' . 

Tim, Thou flatter’st misery. 

Apem. I fiatfcer not ; but say, thou art a caitiff. 

'Tim. Why dost thou seek me out ? i 

dpem. To vex thee. 

Tim. Always a villain’s office or a fool’s. 

Dost please thyself in’t? 

Apem. Ay. 

'Tim. What ! a knave too? | 

Apem. If thou didst put this sour-cold habit on | 

To castigate thy pride, ’twere well : hut thou 
Dost it enforcedly ; thou'dst courtier be again, : 

Wert lliou not beggar. Willing misery 
Outlives iucertain pomp, is crown’d before : ; 

The one is filling still, never complete ; 

Tlui other, at high wish : Best state, contentless, 

Hath a distracted and most wretched being, 

Worse than the worst, content. 

Thou should’st desire to die, being miserable. 

Tim. Not by his breath, that is more miserable. 

Thou art a slave, whom Foi'tune’s tender arm : 

With favour never clasp’d ; but bred a dog. | , 

Hadst thou, like us, from our first swath, proceeded | | 

The sweet degrees that this brief world affords 
To such as may the passive drags of it 
Freely command, thou would’st have plung’d thyself 
In general riot ; melted down thy youth ; 

In different beds of lust ; and never learn’d . 

The icy precepts of respect, but follow’d ; 

The sugar’d game before thee. But myself, 

Who had the world as my confectionary ? f 

The mouths, the tongues, the eyes, and hearts o I 

men , . f 

At duty, more than I could frame employment; . 
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That numberless upon me stuck, as leaves 
Do on the oak, have with one winter’s brush 
Fell from their boughs, and left me open, bare 
For every storm that blows ;--I, to bear this, 

That never knew but better, is some burden : 

Thy nature did commence in sufferance, time 
Hath made thee hard in’t. Why should’st thou 
hate men ? 

They never flatter’d thee : What hast thou given ? 
If thou wilt curse, — thy father, that poor rag, 
Must be thy subject ; who, in spite, put stuff 
To some she beggar, and compounded thee 

Foor rogue hereditary. Hence ! be gone ! 

.If thou hadst not iDeeu born the worst of men, 
Thou hadst been a knave, and flatterer. 

Apem. Art thou proud yet ? 

Tim. Ay, that I am not thee. 

Apem. I, that I was 

No prodigal. 

Tim. I, that I am one now; 

Were all the wealth I have, shut up in thee, 

I’d give thee leave to hang it. Get thee gone 

That the whole life of Athens were in this 1 
Thus would I eat it. lEating a root. 

Apem. Here ; I will mend thy feast. 

{Offering him something. 

Tim. First mend my company, take away 
thyself. 

Apem, So I shall mend mine own, by the lack 
of thine. 

Tim. ’Tis not well mended so, it is but botch’d ; 
If not, I would it were. 

Apem. What would’ st thou have to Athens ? 

Tim, Thee thither in a whirlwind. If thou wilt, 
Tell them there I have gold ; look, so I have. 

Apem. Here is no use for gold. 

Tim. The best, and truest ; 

For here it sleeps, and does no hired harm. 

Apem. Where ly’st o’nights, Timon ? 

Tim. Under that’s above me. 

Where feed’st thou o’days, Apemantus ? 

Apem, Where my stomach finds meat; or, 
rather, where I eat it. 

Tim. ’Would poison were obedient, and knew 
my mind ! 

Apem. Where would’ st thou send it ? 

Tiw. To sauce thy dishes. 

Apem. The middle of humanity thou never 
knewest, but the extremity of both ends : When 
thou wast in thy gilt, and thy perfume, they mocked 
thee for too much curiosity ; in thy rags thou 
knowest none, but art despised for the contraiy. 
There’s a medlar for thee, eat it. 

Tim. On what I hate, I feed not. 

Apem. Dost hate a medlar ? 

Tim. Ay, though it look like thee. 

Apem. An thou hadst hated medlars sooner, 
thou should’st have loved thyself better now. What 
man didst thou ever know imthrift, that was be- 
loved after his means ? 

Tim. Who, without those means thou talkestof, 
didst thou ever know beloved ? 

Apem. Myself. 

7"im. I understand thee ; thou hadst some means 
to keep a dog. 

Apem. What things in the world canst thou 
nearest compare to thy flatterers ? 

Tim. Women nearest ; but men, men are the 
things themselves. What would’st thou do with the 
world, Apemantus, if it lay in thy power ? 


Apem. Give it the beasts, to be rid of the men. 

Tim. Would’st thou have thyself fall in the 
confusion of men, and remain a beast with the 
beasts ? 

Apem, Ay, Timon. 

Tim. A beastly ambition, which the gods grant 
thee to attain to! If thou wert the lion, the fox 
would beguile thee : if thou wert the Iamb, the fox 
\vould eat thee: if thou wert the fox, the lion 
would suspect thee, when, peradventure, thou wert 
accused by the ass ; if thou wert tlie ass, thy dul- 
ness would torment thee ; and still thou hvedst but 
as a breakfast to the wolf : if thou wert the wolf, 
thy greediness would afflict thee, and oft thou 
shouldst hazard thy life for thy dinner ; wert thou 
the unicorn, pride and wrath would confound thee, 
and make thine own self the conquest of thy fury: 
wert thou a hear, ‘thou would’st be killed by the 
horse ; wert thou a horse, thou would’st be seized 
by the leopard; wert thou a leopard, thou wert 
german to the lion, and the spots of thy kindred 
were jurors on thy life : all thy safety were remo- 
tion ; and thy defence, absence. What beast could'st 
thou be, that were not subject to a beast ? and what 
a beast art thou already, that seest not thy loss in 
transformation ? 

Apem. If thou could’st please me with speaking 
to me, thou might’st have hit upon it here ; The- 
commonwealth of Athens is become a forest of 
beasts. 

Tim. How has the ass broke the w’-all, that thou 
art out of the city ? 

Apem. Yonder comes a poet, and a painter : The 
plague of company light upon thee i I will fear to 
catch it, and give way : When I know not what 
else to do, I’ll see thee again. 

Tim: When there is nothing living but thee, 
thou shalt be welcome. I had rather be a beggar’s 
dog, than Apemantus. 

Apem. Thou art the cap of all the fools alive. 

Tim. Would thou wert clean enough to spit upon. 

Apem. A plague on thee, thou art too bad to 
curse. 

Tim. All villains, that do stand by thee, are pure. 

Apem. There is no leprosy, but what thou speak’ st. 

Tim. If I name thee. — 

I’ll beat thee, — ^but I should infect my hands. 

Apem. I would, my tongue could rot them off I 

Tim. Away, thou issue of a mangy dog I 
Choler does kill me, that thou art fflive ; 

I swoon to see thee. 

Apem. ’Would thou wouid’st burst ! 

Tim. Away, 

Thou tedious rogue ! I am sorry, I shall lose 
A stone by thee. {Throws a stone at Mm. 

Apem. Beast ! 

Tim. Slave ! 

Apem. Toad ! 

Tim. Rogue, rogue, rogue 1 

[AmMAirrvs ref reats bachicard, as going. 
I am sick of this false world ; and will love nought 
But even the mere necessities upon it. 

Then, Timon, presently prepare thy grave ; 

Lie where the light foam of the sea may beat 
Thy grave-stone daily : make thine epitaph. 

That death in meat others’ lives may laugh. 

O thou sweet king-MIler, and dear divorce 

{Looking on the gold. 

’Twixt natural son and sire ! thou bright defiler 
Of Hymen’s purest bed I thou valiant Mars I 
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Tiiou ever yoimi^, fresh, lovM, and delicate wooer, 
Whose blush cloth thaw the consecrated snow 
That lies on Diaii’s lap ! thou visible god, 

That solder’st close impossibilities, 

And mak’st them kiss ! that speak’st with every 
tongue, 

To every purpose I O thou touch of heart;s ! 

Thinks tliy slave man rebels ; and by thy virtue 
Set them into confounding odds, that beasts 
May have the world in empire ! 

A pern. ’Would ’twere so ; — 

But not till I am dead ! — I’ll say, thou hast gold : 
Thou wilt be throng’d to shortly. 

Tim. " Thronghlto? 

Jprm. Ay. 

Tim. Tiiy back, I pr’ythce. 

Apem. Live, and love tby misery ! 

Tim. Long live so, and so die l—I am ciiiit. 

lExii A. PKMANTirfl. 

More things like men ?— Eat, Timon, and abhor 
tliern. 

Enter Thieves 

1 Thuif. Where should he have this gold ? It is 
some poor fragment, some slender ort of his re- 
mainder : The mere want of gold, and the fiilling- 
from of his friends, drove him into this melancholy. 

2 Thief. It is noised, he liath a mass of treasure. 

3 Thief. Let us make the assay upon him ; if he 
care not for’t, he will supply us easily; If he covet- 
ously reserve it, how shall’s get it ? 

2 Thief. True ; for he bears it not about him, 
Tis hid. 

1 Thief. Is not this he ? 

Thieves. Where ? 

2 Thi(f. ’Tis his description. 

3 Thief. He ; I know him. 

Thieves. Save thee, Timon. 

Tim. Now, thieves? 

Thieves. Soldiers, not thieves. 

Tim. Both too ; and women’s sons. 

Thieves. We are not thieves, but men that much 
do want. 

Tim. Your greatest want is, you want much of 
meat. 

Why should you want ? Behold, the earth hath roots ; 
Within this mile break forth a hundred springs : 
The oaks bear mast, the briars scarlet hips 
The bounteous bousewife, nature, on each bush 
Lays her full mess before you. Want ? why want ? 

1 Thief. We cannot live on grass, on berries, 
As beasts, and birds, and fishe.s. [waiter, 

Tim, Nor on the beasts themselves, the birds, 
and fishes ; 

You must eat men. Yet thanks I must you con, 
That you are thieves profess’d ; that you work not 
In holier shapes : for there is boundless theft 
In limited professions. Bascal thieves, 

Here’s gold : Go, suck the subtle blood of the grape, 
Till the high fever secth your blood to froth, 

And so 'scape hanging ; tru.st not the physician ; 
His aiitidote.s are poison, and he slays 
More than you rob : take w'calth and lives together ; 
Bo villany, do, since you profess to do’t, 

Like w'orkmen. I’ll e.vample you with thievery . 
The sun's a tliief, and with hivS great attraction 
Robs the va.st sea : the moon’s an arrant thief', 

And her pale lire she snatches from the sun : 

The sea's a thief, whose liquid surge resolves 
The moon into salt tears : the earth's a thief, 

That feeds and breeds by a composture stolen 


ACT IV. 

From general excrement : eacli tiling’s a 
Ihe laws your ourl. and whip, in their rough power 
Have imchecK d tlielt. Love not yourselvet: Lav; 
Kob one anotlior There’s nmregold; Cutthroats 
All that you meet are thieves : To Athens o-o 
Break open .sliops ; nothing can you steal, ^ ^ * 

But thieves do lose it : Steal not iess^ for this 
I give you; and gold coutoiind you howsoever! 

. r. yr n , Tetires to Ms cave. 

A rhiej. He lias almost charmed me from mv 
profession, by persuading me to it. 

1 ThieJ. ’Tis in the malice of mankind, that he 
thus advises ns ; not to have us thrive in our mystery. 

2 Thief. I’ll believe him as an enemy, and give 
over niy trade. 

I Tliief. Let us first see peace in Athens : There 
is no time so miserable, but a man may be true. 

[^Exeunt Thieves. 

Enter FnAvrus. 

Flav. O you gods i 

Is yon despis’d and ruinous man my lord ? 

Full of decay and failing ? O pionument 
And w'onder of good deeds evilly bestow’d ! 

What an alteration of honour has 
Desperate want made ! 

What viler thing upon the earth, than friends, 
Who can bring noblest minds to basest ends ! 

How rarely does it meet with this time's guise, 
When man was wish’d to love his enemies ; 

Grant, I may ever love, and rather woo 
Those that would mischief me, than those that do! 
He has caught me in his eye ; I will present 
My lionest grief unto him ; and, as my lord, 

Still serve him with my life. — My dearest master ! 
Tmiosr com esjhneard f rom Ms cave, 

Tim. Away! what art thou ? 

T'lfv. Have you forgot me, sir ? 

7''i?n. Why dost ask that? I have forgot all men; 
Then, if tliou grant’st thou’rt man, I have forgot 
thee. 

Fiav, All lionest poor servant of yours. 

Tim. Then 

I know thee not : I ne'er had honest man 
About me, I ; all that I kept were knaves, 

To serve in meat to villains. 

Flav. The gods are witness, 

Ne’er did poor steward wear a truer grief 
For his undone lord, than mine eyes for you, 

Tim. What, dost thou weep ? — Come nearer ; — 
then I love thee, 

Because thou art a woman, and disclaim’st 
Flinty mankind ; whose eyes do never give, 

But thorough lust, and laughter. Pity’s sleeping ; 
Strange times, that weep with laughing, not with 
weepingl 

Flav. I beg of you to know me, good my lord, 
To accept my grief, and, whilst this poor wealth lasts. 
To entertain me as your steward still. 

7Hm. Had I a steward so true, so just, and now 
So comfortable ? It almost turns 
My dangerous nature wild. Let me behold 

Thy face Surely, this man was born of woman. 

Forgive my general and exceptless rasltness, 
Perpetual-sober gods ! I do proclaim 
One honest man, — ^mistake me not, — but one ; 

No more, I pray, — and he is a steward. — 

How fain would I have hated all mankind. 

And thou redeem’st thyself; But all, save thee, 

I fell with curses. 

Methinks, thou art more honest now, than wise ; 
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Eor, by oppressing and betraying me, 

Thou might’ st have sooner got another service : 

For many so arrive at second masters. 

Upon their "first lord’s neck. But tell me true, 
(For T must ever doubt, though ne’er so sure,) 

Is not thy kindness subtle, covetous, 

If not a usuring kindness ; and as rich men deal 
gifts, 

Expecting in retui-n twenty for one ? 

P^av. No, my most worthy master, inwhosebreast 
Doubt and suspect, alas, are plac’d too late ; 

You should have fear’d false times, when you did 
feast : 

Suspect still comes where an estate is least. 

That which I show, heaven knows, is merely love, 
Duty and zeal to your unmatched mind, 

Care of your food and living : and, believe it, 

My most honour’d lord, 

For any benefit that points to me, 

Either in hope, or present, I’d exchange 


For this one wish, That you had power and wealth 
To requite me, by making rich yourself. 

Tm. Look thee, ’tis so I — Thou singly honest 
Here, take : — ^the gods out of my miseiy [man, 

Have sent thee treasure. Go, live rich, and happy : 
But thus condition’d ; Thou shait build from men ; 
Hate all, curse all : show charity to none ; 

But let the famish’d flesh slide from the bone, 

Ere thou relieve the beggar : give to dogs 
Y»Tiat thou deoy’st to men ; let prisons swallow 
them, 

Debts wither them : Be men like blasted woods, 
And may diseases lick up their false bloods ! 

And so, farewell, and thrive. 

Flap. 0, let me stay, 

And comfort you, my master. 

Tim. If thou hat’st 

Curses, stay not ; fly, whilst thou’rt bless’d and free ; 
Ne’er see thou man, and let me ne’er see thee. 

lExeunt sercraU^j. 


ACT V. 


SCENE J.—The same. Before Timon’s Care. 

Enter 'Poet and Timi^hehind, unseen. 

Fain. As I took note of the place, it cannot be 
far where he abides. 

Poet. What’s to be thought of him } Does the 
rumour hold for true, that he is so full of gold ? 

Fain. Certain : Alcibiades reports it ; Phrynia 
and Timandra had gold of him ; he likewise en- 
riched poor straggling soldiers with great quantity : 
'Tis said, he gave unto his steward a mighty sum. 

Poet. Then this breaking of his has been but a 
try for his friends ? 

Fain. Nothing else : you shall see him a palm in 
Athens again, and flourish with the highest. There- 
fore, ’tis not amiss, we tender our loves to him, in 
this supposed distress of his : it will show honestly 
in us ; and is very likely to load our purposes with 
what they travel for, if it be a just and true report 
that goes of his having. 

Poet. What have you now to present unto him ? 

Pain. Nothing at this time but my visitation : 
only I will promise him an excellent piece. 

Poet. I must serve him so too ; tell him of an 
intent that’s coming toward him. 

Pain. Good as the best. Promising is the very 
air o’the time ; it opens the eyes of expectation : 
performance is ever the duller for his act ; and, 
but in the plainer and simj)ler kind of people, the 
deed of saying is quite out of use. To promise is 
most courtly and fashionable : performance is a 
kind of "will, or testament, which argues a great 
sickness in Ms judgment that makes it. 

Tim. Excellent workman ! Thou canst not paint 
a man so bad as is thyself. 

Poet. I am thinking, what I shall say I have 
provided for him : It must be a personating of 
himself ; a satire against the. softness of prosperity ; 
with a discovery of the infinite flatteries, that 
follow youth and opulency. 

Twi. Must thou needs stand for a villain in 
1 thine own work ? Wilt thou whip thine own faults 
! in other men ? Do so, I have gold for thee, 

! Poet. Nay, let’s seek him : 


Then do we sin against our own estate, 

"When we may profit meet, and come too late. 
Pain. True ; 

"VlTien the day serves, before black -corner’d night, 
Find what thou want’st by free and offer’d light. 
Come. 

Tim. I’ll meet you at the turn. li^Tiat a god’s 
That he is worshipp'd in a baser temple, [gold, 
Than where swine feed I 

’Tis thou that rigg’st the bark, and plough'st the 
Settlest admired reverence in a slave : [foam ; 

To thee be worship 1 and thy saints for aye 
Be crown’d with plagues, that thee alone obey ! 
'Fit I do meet them. lAdvandng. 

Poet. Hail, worthy Timon ! 

Pam. Oiu* late noble master. 

Tim. Have I once liv’d to see two honest men ? 
Poet. Sir, 

Having often of your open bounty tasted, 

Hearing you were retir'd, your friends fali'n off, 
Whose thankless natures — 0 abhorred spirits ! 

Not all the whips of heaven are large enough — 
What ! to you ! 

Whose star-like nobleness gave life and influence 
To their whole being ! I’m rapt, and cannot cover 
The monstrous bulk of this ingratitude 
With any size of "words. 

Tim, Let it go naked, men may see’t the better : 
ITou, that are honest, by being what you are, 

Make them best seen, and known. 

Pain. Hej and myself, 

Have travell’d in the great shower of your gifts, 
And sweetly felt it. 

Tim. Ay, you are honest men. 

Pain. We are hither come to offer you our sernce. 
Tim. Most honest men I Why, how shall I 
requite you } 

Can you eat roots, and drink cold water ? no. 
Both. What we can do, weTl do, to do you 
service. 

Tim. Yoxi are honest men: Y’ou have heard 
that I have gold ; 

I am sure, you have : speak trath : you are honest 
men. 





SCENE 11,-^The same. 

}^:ntcr Flavius und Two Senators. 

Fluv. It is ill vain that you would speak with 
For he is set so only to himself, [Timon ; 

That nothing hut himself, which looks like man, 
Is friendly with him* 

1 JSen. Bring us to Ms cave : 

It is our part, and promise to the Athenians 
To speak with Timon. 

2 Sen. At all times alike 

Men are not still the same : ’Twas time, and griefs, 
That framM him thus : time, with his fairer hand, 
Offering the fortunes of his former days, 


Paifi. So it is said, my noble lord : but there- 
Camo not ray friend, nor 1. [fore 

Tim. Good honest men Thou draw'st a 
counterfdt 

liest in all Athens : thou art, indeed, the best ; 
Thou couutcrfcit’st most lively. 

Pain. So, so, my lord. 

Tim. Even so, sir, as I say : — And, for thy 
fiction, I'J'o the Voot. 

Why, thy verse swells with stud* so fine and smooth, 
That thou art even natural in thine art. — 

But, for all Ibis, ray hones t-nat,urhi friends, 

2 must needs say, you have a little fault : 

Many, Tis not monstrous in you ; neither wish I, 
Toil take much pains to mend. 

Both. Beseech your honour, 

To make it known to us. 

Tim- You’ll take it ilL 

Both. Most thankfully, my lord. 

Tim. Will you, indeed ? 

Both. Doubt it not, worthy lord. 

Tim. There's ne’er a one of you hut trusts a 
That mightily deceives you. [knave, 

Both. Do we, my lord ? 

I'irn. Ay, and you hear him cog, see him dis- 
semble, 

Know liis gross patchery, love him, feed him, 

Keep in your bosom : yet remain assur’d, 

That he’s a made-up villain. 

Fain. I know none such, my lord. 

Poet. Nor I. 

7Hm. Look you, I love you well ; I’ll give you 
gold, 

Kid me these villains from your companies : 

Hang them, or stab them, drowai them in a draught, 
Confound tliem by some course, and come to me, 
I’ll give you gold enough. 

Both. Name them, my lord, let’s know them. 
7'im. You that way, and you this, but two in 
company : — 

Each man apart, all single and alone, 

Yet an arch- villain keeps him company. 

If where thou art, tw^o villains shall not be, 

[2V> the. Painter. 

Come not near him. — If thou would’st not reside 

ITo the Voet 

But where one villain is, then him abandon. — 
Hence ! pack I there’s gold, ye came for gold, ye 
slaves : 

You iiave done work for me, there’s payment; 
Hence! 

You are an alchymist, make gold of that : — 

Out, rascal dogs ! 

lExity beating a7id dHvlng them ous. 


The former man may make him : Bring us to him 
And chance it as it may. ' 

, Here is liis cave. — 

Peace and content be liere I Lord Timon ! Timon ! 
Look out, and speak to friends ; The Athenians 
By two of their most reverend senate, greet thee i 
Speak to them, noble Timon. 

Enter Timon. 

Tim. Tliou sim, that comfort’st, burn !— Speak, 
and be bang’d : * 

For each true w'ord, a blister! and each false 
Be as a caut’rizing to the root o’ the tongue, 
Consuraing it with speaking ! 

1 Sen. ^ Worthy Timon,. 

Tim. Of none but such as you, and you of Timon, 

2 Sen. The senators of Athens greet thee, Timon. 
Tim. I tlnmk them ; and would send them back 

tlie plague, 

Could I but catch it for them. 

1 Sen. O, forget 

What we are sorry for ourselves in thee. 

The senators, with one consent of love, 

Entreat thee back to Athens ; who have thought 
On special dignities, which vacant lie 

For thy best use aud wearing. 

2 Sen. They confess, 

Toward thee, forgetfulness too general, gross : 
Which now the public body, — which doth seldom 
Play the recauter, — feeling in itself 

A lack of Tim on’s aid, hath sense withal 
Of its own fall, restraining aid to Timon ; 

And send forth us, to make their sorrowed render, 
Together vvitli a recompense more fruitful 
Than their offence can weigh down by the dram ; 
Ay, even such heaps and sums of love and wealth, 
As shall to tliee blot out what wrongs were theirs, 
And write in thee the figures of their love, 

Ever to read them tliine. 

Tim. You witch me in it; 

Surprise me to the very brink of tears s 
Lend me a fool’s heart, and a woman’s eyes, 

And ril beweep these comforts, worthy senators. 

1 Sen. Therefore, so please thee to return with 
And of our Athens (thine, and ours,) to take [us, 
The captainshi]), thou shalt be met with thanks, 
Allow’d with ai;>solute power, and thy good name 
Live with authority so soon we shall drive back 
Of Alcibiadcs the approaches wild ; 

Who, like a boar too savage, doth root up 
His country’s peace. , 

2 Sen. And shakes his threat’ning sword 

Against the walls of Athens. 

■] Sen. Therefore, Timon,— 

Tim. Well, sir, I wiU ; therefore, I will, sir ; 
If Alcibiades kill ray countrymen, [ThuSj— 

Let Alcibiadcs know this of Thnon, 

That— Timon cares not. But if he sack fair 
Athens, 

And take our goodly aged men by the beards, 
Giving our holy virgins to the stain 
Of contumelious, beastly, mad-brain’d war ; 

Then, let him know, — and tell him, Timon speaks 
In pity of our aged, and our youth, 

I cannot choose but tell Mm, that I care not, 
And let him tak’t at worst ; for their knives care 

While you have throats to answer ; for myseit, 
There’s not a whittle in the unruly camp, 

But I do prixe it at my love, before 

The reverend’sfe throat in Athens. So I leave you 
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To the protection of the prosperous gods, 

As thieves to keepers. 

Stay not, all’s in vain. 
Tim. Why, I was writing of my epitaph, 

It will be seen to-morrow : My long sickness 
Of health, and living, now begins to mend,' 

And nothing brings me all things. Go, live still 
Be Alcibiades your plague, you his, 

And last so long enough ! 

\ We speak in vain, 

Tim. But yet I love my country, and am not 
One that rejoices in the common wweck. 

As common bruit doth put it. 

I Sm. That’s well spoke. 

Tim. Commend me to my loving countrymen, 

1 Sen. These words become your lips as they 

pass through them. 

2 Se7i. And enter in our ears, like great tri- 

In their applauding gates. [umphers 

Commend me to them ; 

And tell them, that, to ease them of their griefs, 
Their fears of hostile strokes, their aches, losses. 
Their pangs of love, with other incident throes 
That nature’s fragile vessel doth sustain 
In life’s uncertain voyage, I will some kindness do 
1 them : 

I I'll teach them to prevent wild Alcibiades’ wrath. 

2 Sen. I like this well, he mil return again. 

Tim. I have a tree, which grows here in my close, 
That mine own use invites me to cut down. 

And shortly must I fell it ; Tell my friends, 

Tell Athens, in the sequence of degree, 

From high to low throughout, that whoso please 
To stop affliction, let him take his haste, 

Come hither, ere my tree hath felt the axe, 

And hang himself I pray you, do my greeting. 
Flav. Trouble him no further, thus you still 
shall find him. 

^ Tim. Come not to me again : but say to Athens, 
Timon hath made his everlasting mansion 
Upon the beached verge of the salt flood ; 

Which once a day with his embossed froth 
The turbulent sui’ge shall cover ; thither come, 

And let my grave-stone be your oracle. — 

Lips, let sour words go by, and language end : 

What is amiss, plague and infection mend ! 

Graves only be men!s works ; and death, their 
gain ! 

Sun, hide thy beams! Timon hath done his reign. 

[Exit Timon. 

1 Sen. His discontents are unremoveably 
Coupled to nature. 

2 Sen. Our hope in him is dead : let us return. 
And strain what other means is left unto us 

In our dear peril. 

1 Sen. It requii*es swift foot. [Exeunt. 


And made us speak like friends : — this man was 
From Alcibiades to Timon's cave, [riding 

With letters of entreaty, which imported ^ 

His fellowship i’the cause against your city. 

In part for his sake mov’d. 

Enter Senators /rom Timon. 

^ Here come our brothers. 

3 Sen. No talk of Timon, nothing of ht m ex- 
pect 

The enemies’ drum is heard, and fearful scouring 
Doth choke the air with dust : In, and prepare ; 
Ours is the fall, I fear; our foes the snare. [Exeunt. I 


SCENE IV . — The Woods. Timon’s Cave, and 
a Tomb.’StoJie seen. 

Enter a Soldier, seeMn// Timon. 

Sold. By all description this should be the place, 
Who’s here } speak, ho !— No answer What is 
this ? 

Timon is dead, who hath outstretch’d his span : 
Some beast rear’d this ; there does not live a man. 
Dead, sure ; and this his grave. — 

What’s on this tomb I cannot read ; the character 
I’ll take with wax ; 

Our captain hath in every figure skill ; 

An ag’d interpreter, though young in days : 

Before proud Athens he’s set down by this, 

Whose fall the mark of his ambition is. [Exit. 


! SCENE III. — The walls of Athens. 
i Enter Two Senators, a7id a Messenger. 

I 1 Sen. Thou hast painfully , discover’d ; ai*e his 
i As full as thy report ? " [files 

I Mess. ^ I have spoke the least : 

I Besides, his expedition promises 
i Present approach. 

' 2 Sell. We stand much hazard, if they brina- not 

Timon. 

3fe$s. I met a courier, one mine ancient friend ; — 
Whom, though in general part we were oppos’d, 
i ef oux' old love made a particular force, 


SCENE -V.— Before the Walls of ATMEm. 
Trumpets sound. Enter Alctbiaues and Forces. 
AXcih. Sound to this coward and lascivious town 
Our terrible approach. [A parley sounded. 

Enter Senators on the icalls. 

TiU now you have gone on, and fill’d the time 
WTth all licentious measure, making your wills 
The scope of justice ; till now, myself, and such 
As slept within the shadow of your power, 

Have wander’d with our travers’d arms, and breath’d 
Our sufferance vainly : Now the time is flush, 
When crouching marrow, in the bearer strong, 
Cries, of itself, N o more : now breathless wrong 
Shall sit and pant in your great chairs of ease ; 

And pursy insolence shall Wak his wind, 

With fear, and horrid flight. 

^1 Sen. Noble, and young, 

When thy first griefs were but a mere conceit, 

Ere thou hadst power, or we had cause of fear, 

W e sent to thee ; to give thy rages balm, 

To wipe out our ingratitude with loves 
Above their quantity. 

2 Sen. So did we woo 

Transformed Timon to our city’s love, 

By humble message, and by promis’d means ; 

We were not all unkind, nor all deserve 
The common stroke of war. 

1 These walls of ours 

Were not erected by their hands, from whom 
You have receiv’d your griefs : nor are they such 
That these great towers, trophies, and schools should 
For private faults in them. [fall 

2 Sen. Nor are they living, 

Who were the motives that you first went out ; 
Shame that they wanted cunning, in excess 
Hath broke their hearts. March, noble lord, 

Into our city with thy banners spread : 
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Shrll pass his quarter, or offend the stream 
Of regular justice in your city’s bounds, 
l^ut shall ].)e remedied, to your public laws, 

At heaviest answer. 

Both, ’Tis most nobly spoken. 

Alcib. Descend, and keep your words. 

The Senators deacaid, and open the gates. 

Enter a Soldier. 

Sol. My noble general, Timon is dead ; 
Entomb’d upon the very hem o’the sea: 

And, on Ins grave-stone, this insculpture ; which 
With wax I brought away, whose soft impression 
Interprets for my poor ignorance. 

Alcib. [Reads.] Here liee a wretched corse, of 
icretched soul bereft : 

Seek not my na me : A plague consume you wicked 
caitiffs left I 

Here He I Timon ; who, alive, all living men did 
hate : 

Pass by, and curse thy Jill ; but pass and stay not 
here thy gait. 

These will express in thee thy latter spirits : 
Though thou abhorr’dst in us our human griefs, 
Scorn’dst our brain’s ffow, and those our droplets 
From niggard nature fall, yet rich conceit [which 
Taught thee to make vast Neptune weep for aye 
On thy low grave, on faults forgiven. Dead 
Is noble Timon ; of whose memory 
Hereafter more. — Bring me into your city, 

And I will use the olive with my sword: 

Make war breed peace; make peace stint wai’; 
make each 

Prescribe to other, as each other’s leech, 

liCt our drums strike. lExemi. 


By decimation, and a tithed death, 

(If thy revenges hunger for that food, 

Which nature loaths,) take thou the destin’d tenth ; 
And by the hazard of the spotted die, 

Let die the spotted. 

1 Se?i. All have not offended ; 

For those that were, it is not square, to take, 

On those that are, revenges : crimes, like lands, 
Are not inherited. Then, dear countryman, 

Bring in thy ranks, but leave without thy rage ; 
Spare thy Athenian cradle, and those kin, 

Which, in the bluster of thy wrath, must fall 
With those that have offended : like a shepherd, 
Approach the fold, and cull the infected forth, 

But kill not ail together. 

2 Sen. What thou wilt, 

Thou rather shalt enforce it with thy smile, 

Than hew to’t with thy sword. 

1 Sen. 

Against our rarapir’d gates, aud they shall ope ; 
So thou wilt send thy pntle heart before, 

To say thou’ It enter friendly. 

2 Sen. Throw thy glove ; 

Or any token of thine honour else, 

That thou wilt use the wars as thy redress, 

And not as our confusion, all thy powers 
Shall make their harbour in our town, till we 
Have seal'd thy full desire. 

Alcib. Then there’s my glove 

Descend, and open your uncharged ports ; 

Those enemies of Timon’s, and mine own, 

Whom you yourselves shall set out for reproof. 
Fall, and no more : and,— to atone your feiirs 
With my more noble meaning, — ^not a man 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


A Citizen of Antium. 
Two Volscian Guards. 


Caisir MARcrus Coriolanus. a nolle Roman. 

Titus Lartius, ) ^ , 

Co]\imjus \ Generals against the Folscians. 

MiSNENius Agrippa, Friend to Coriolanus, 
Srcmms Velutus, ) „ ., „ 

Junius Brutus, / TnMmes of the Peopte, 

Young BIarcius, Son to Coriolanus. 

A Roman Herald. 

Tullus Aufidius, General of the Volsdans. 
Lieutenant to Aufidius. 

Conspii*ators with Aubtdius. 


VoLUMNiA, Mother to Coriolanus. 
Yirgilia, Wife to Coriolanus. 
Valeria, Friend to Yirgilia. 
Gentlewoman, attending Yirgilia. 


Roman and Volscian Senators, Patricians, Aldiies, 
Lictors, Soldiers, Citizens, Blcssengers, Servants to 
Aufidius, and other Attendants. 


SCENE , — Partly in Rome ; and partly in the Territories of the Volsdans and Antiaies. 


SCENE I. — -Rome. A Street. 

Enter a company of mutinous Citizens, with staves, clubs, 
and other weapons. 

1 at. Before we proceed any fui’ther, hear me 
speak. 

at. Speak, speak. ISeveral speaking at once. 

1 CU. You are all resolved rather to die, than to 
famish ? 

CU. Resolved, resolved. 

1 Cit. First you know, Caius Marcius is chief 
enemy to the people. 

CU, We know't, we know’t, 

1 CU. Let us kill him, and we’ll have corn at 
our own price. Is’t a verdict } 

CU. No more talking on’t : let it be done : 
away, away. 

2 CU. One word, good citizens. 

1 CU. We are accounted poor citizens ; the pa- 
tricians, good : What authority surfeits on, would 
relieve us ; If they would yield us but the super- 
fluity, while it were wholesome, we might guess, 
they relieved us humanely ; but they think, we are 
.too dear : the leanness that afflicts us, the object 
of our misery, is an inventory to particularize 
their abundance ; our sufferance is a gain to them. 
— Let us revenge this with our pikes, ere we be- 
come rakes : for the gods know, I speak this in 
hunger for bread, not in thirst for revenge. 

2 CU. Would you proceed especiahy against 
Caius Marcius ? 

Cit. Against him flrst ; he’s a very dog to the 
commonalty. 

2 Cit. Consider you what services he has done 
for his country ? 

1 CU. Very well; and could be content to give 
him good report for’t, but that he pays himself with 
being proud. 

2 CU. Nay, but speak not maiiciously. 

1 CU. I say unto you, what he hath done fa- 
mously, he did it to that end ; though soft con- 
sdenc’d men can be content to say, it was for his 


country, he did it to please his mother, and to be j 
partly proud ; which he is, even to the altitude of i 
his virtue. | 

2 CU. What he cannot help in his nature, you j 
account a \dce in him : You must in no way say, | 
he is covetous. i 

1 Cit. If I must not, I need not be barren of ! 
accusations ; he hath faults, with surplus, to tire j 
in repetition. [Shouts iviihin.] What shouts are 
these ? The other side o’the city is risen : Why I 
stay we prating here ? to the Capitol. 

CU. Come, come. 

1 Cit. Soft ; who comes here ? 

Enter Mbnenius Agrippa. 

2 Cit. Worthy Menenius Agrippa; one that hath i 

always loved the people. j 

1 CU. He’s one honest enough ; ’Would, all the 
rest were so ! i 

Men. VTiat work’s, my countrymen, in hand ? 
Wliere go you I 

With bats and clubs ? The matter ? Speak, I pray ' 
you. ‘ ! 

1 CU. Our business is not unknown to the senate ; ' 
they bave had inkling, this fortnight, what we in- 
tend to do, which now we’H show ’em in deeds. ' 
They say, poor suitors have strong breaths ; they j 
shall know, we bave strong aims too, | 

3/en. Why, masters, my good friends, mine ho- | 

nest neighbours, j 

Will you undo youi'selves ? j 

1 Cit. We cannot, sir, we are undone already. j 

Men. I tell you, friends, most charitable care [ 

Have the patricians of you. For youi’ wants, 

Your suffering in this dearth, you may as well ! 
Strike at the heaven with your staves, as lift them I 
Against the Roman state ; whose course will on ; 
The way it takes, cracking ten thousand curbs 
Of more strong link asunder, than can ever i 

Appear in your impediment : For the dearth, ; 

The gods, not the patricians, make it ; and 
Your knees to them, not arms, must help. Alack, i 
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You are transported by calamity 
Thitber where more attends you; and you slander 
The helms o'the state, who care for you like tathers, 
When YOU curse them as enemies. 

1 Cit. Care for us I— True, indeed !— riiey ne er 
cared for ns yet. Suffer us to famish, and their 
store-houses crammed with gram ; niaVe edicts toi 
usury, to support usurers : repeal daily any vvlioje- 
some act established against the rich ; and provide 

more piercing statutes daily, to chain up jitkI re- 
strain the poor. If the wars eat us not up, they 
will ; and there^s all the love they hear us. 

Men. Either you must 
Confess yourselves wondrous malicious, 

Or be accus’d of folly, 1 shall tell you 
A pretty tale ; it may he, you have heard it ; 

But, since it serves my purpose, I will venture 
To scale 't a little more. 

1 Cit. Well, ril hear it, sir : yet you must not 
think to fob off our disgrace with a tale : but, an t 

please you, deliver. , i . 

Men. There was a time, when all the body s 
members 

Reheird against the belly; thus accus d it 
That only like a gulf it did remain 
C the midst outlie body, idle and inactive, 

Still cuphoarding the viand, never bearing ^ 

Like labour with the rest ; where the other instru- 
ments 

Did see, and hear, devise, instruct, walk, feel, 

And, mutually participate, did minister 
Unto the appetite and affection common 
Of the whole body. The belly answered,-- 
1 Cit. Well, sir, wliat answer made the btdly ? 
Men. Sir, 1 shall tOl you.— With a kind of smile, 
Which ne’er ('.ame from the lungs, but even thus, 
fFor, look you, I may make the belly smile, 

As well as speak,) it' tauntingly replied 

To the discontented members, the mutinous pjirts 

That envied his receipt ; even so most titly 

As you malign our senators, for that 

They are not sucli as you. 

1 Cit. Your belly’s answ^er : What! 

The Id ugly-crowned head, the vigilant eye, 

I’lie counsellor heart, the arm our soldier, 

Our si end the leg, the tongue our trumpeter. 

With other muniments and potty helps 

In this our fabric, if that they 

Mm. Whut then f 

'Fore me, this fellow speaks !— what then? what 
tlien? 

1 Cit. Shouldby the cormorantbclly be restrain d, 

Who is the sink o’ the body, 

Men. Well, what then 

1 at. The former agents, if they did complain, 
What: could the belly answer-^’ 

Men. I will tell you ; 

If you’ll bestow a small (of what you have little,) 
Tafience, a wdiiie, you’ll luMr the belly’s answer. 

I Cit. You are long about it. 

Mm, Note me this, good friend ; 

Your most grave belly was deliberate, 

Not rash like his accusers, and thus answer’d. 
True is it^ my imorporate friends, quoth he 
Thut I rcceme the general fend at first, 

Wh ich f/ov do live upon : mid fit it is ; 

Bemuse X am the siore^honse, and the shop 
Of the trhole body : But if you do remember, 

I send it through the rivers of your Hood, 

Even to thecc'irl. the he(irt,‘^to the seal oXhe brain; 


And, through the cranks and offices of man, 

The strongest nerves, mid small infe7'ior veins, 
From me receive thal -naPurul competency 
Wherehy they live. : And though that all at once, 
You, niy good jy lends, (this says the belly,) mark 
I Cit. Aj, sir ; wdl, wtdl. [me,^ — 

Men. Though all at once cannot 

See ivkat I do deliver out to each : 

Yet I can make my audit up, that all 
From me do hack receive the flour of all, 

And leave me but the bran. What say you to’t ? 

1 Cit. It was an answer : How apply you this ? 
A fen. I'he senators of Rome are this good belly, 
And yon the mutinous members ; For examine 
'Fheir counsi'ls, and tlici r (‘ares ; digestthings rightly, 
Touching the wt^al o’ihe common ; you shah fiml, 
No public benefit, which you receive, 

But it prociHuls, or comes, from them to you, 

And 110 way from yourselves.- — What do you think ? 
You, the great t()o of this assembly .^-— • 

1 Cit. \ tht^ great toe ? Why the great toe ? 
Aten. .For that being one o’the lowest, basest, 
poorest. 

Of tins most wise rebellion, thou go’st foremost: 
Thou rascal, that art worst in blood, to run 
Lead’ St first; to win some vantage. — 

But make you ready your stiff bats and clubs ; 
Borne and her rats are at the point of battle, 

The one side must have bale. — Hail, noble Marcius ! 
FnUr Caics Maecius. 

Mar. Thanks. — What’s the matter, you dissen- 
tioiis rogues. 

That rubbing the 'poor itch of your opinion, 

Make yourselves scabs ? 

1 Cit. We have ever your good word. 

M'ar. He that will give good words to thee, will 
flatter [curs, 

Beneatli abhorring.— Wiiat would you have, you 
That like nor peace, nor war ? the one affrights you, 
The other makes you proud. He that trusts you, 
W’here he should find you lions, finds you hares ; 
Where foxes, geese : You are no surer, no, 

Than is the coal of fire upon the ice, 

Or hailstone in the sun. Your virtue is. 

To make him worthy, whose offence subdues him, 
And curse that justice did it. Who deserves great- 
ness, . ' 

Deserves your hate : and your affections are 
A sick man’s appetite, who desires most that 
Whi<jh would increase his evil. He that depends 
Upon your favours, swims with fins of lead, 

And hews down oaks with rushes. Hang ye 1 
With every minute you do change a mind : [ye . 
And call him noble, that was your hate, . 
Him vile, that was your garland. What s the ma - 
That in these several places of the city L j 
Y ou cry against the noble senate, who, 

Under the crods, keep you in awe, which else ^ 
Wodd food on one another ?— What’s theirseeking_ 
Men. For corn at their own rates ; wheieot, r > 
The city is well stor’d. ’ 

Mar. Hang ’em! They say? 

They’ll sit by the fire, and presume to bnow 
What’s donei’the Capitol: who 

.tT-...: .criw^ : side factions, anu 


Who thrives, and who declines : 
give out 

Conieetaral marriages ; making partif strong, 
And foebling such as stand not in 
Below their cobbled shoes. They say, there g 
enough ^ 
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Would tlie nobility lay aside tlieir nitb, 

And let me use my sword, I’d make a quarry 
With thousands of these quarter’d slaves, as high 
As I could pick my lance. 

Men. N ay , these are almost thoroughly persuaded ; 
For though abundantly they lack discretion,. 

Yet are they passing cowardly. But, I beseech you, 
What says the other troop ? 

Mar.^ They are dissolved : Hang ’em ! 

They said, they were an-hungry ; sigh’d forth pro- 
verbs ; — 

That, hunger broke stonewalls ; that, dogs must eat; 
That, meat was made for mouths ; that, the gods 
sent not 

Corn for the rich men only : — ^Wlth these shreds 
They vented their complainings ; w^hich being an- 
swer’d, 

And a petition granted them, a strange one, 

(To break the heart of generosity, [caps 

And make bold power look pale,) they threw their 
As they would hang them on the horns o’the moon, 
Shouting tlieir emulation. 

Men. ^ ^ What is granted them ? 

Mar, Five tribunes to defend their vulgar wis- 
doms, 

Of their own choice: One’s Junius Brutus, 
Sicinius Velutus, and I know not — 'Sdeath I 
The rabble should have first unroof’d the city, 

Ere so prevail’d with me ; it will in time 
Win upon power, and throw forth greater themes 
For insurrection’s arguing. 

Men. This is strange. 

Mar. Go, get you home, you fragments ! 

Bnter a Messenger. 

Mess. Where’s Caius Marcius ? 

Mar. Here : What’s the matter ? 

Mess. The news is, sir, the Voices are in arms. 
Mar. I am glad on’t ; then we shall have means 
to vent 

Our musty superfluity : — See, our best elders. 

* 

Enter Cominius, Tctus Lartius, and other Senators; 
Junius Brutus, and! Sicinius Vrlutus. 

1 Sen. Marcius, ’tis true, that you have lately 
The Voices are in arms. [told us ; 

Mar. They have a leader, 

Tullus Aufidius, that will put you to’t. 

I sin in envying his nobility : 

And were I any thing but what I am, 

X would wish me only he. 

Com. You have fought together. 

Mar. Were half to half the world by the ears, 
Upon my party, I’d revolt, to make [and he 
Only my wars with him : he is a lion 
That I am proud to hunt. 

i Sen. Then, worthy Marcius, 

Attend upon Cominius to these wars. 

Com. is your former promise. 

Mar. Sir, it is ; 

And 1 am constant. — ^Titus Lartius, thou 
Shalt see me once more strike at Tullus’ face : 
WTiat, ax't thou stiff? stand’st out ? 

Tit. No, Caius Marcius ; 

I’ll lean upon one crutch, and fight with the other, 
Ere stay behind this business. 

Men. 0, true bred ! 

1 Sen. Your company to the Capitol ; where, I 
Our greatest friends attend us. [know, 

TiL Lead you on : 


Follow, Cominius ; we must follow you ; 

Right worthy you priority. 

Com. Noble Lartius I 

1 Sen. Hence ! To your homes, be gone. 

{To the Citizens. 

Mar. Nay, let them follow : 

The Voices have much com; take these rats thither, 
To gnaw their gamers : — ^W^orshipful mutineers, 
Your valour puts well forth : pray, follow. 

{Exeunt Senators, Com. BIar. Tit. and 
Menen. Citizens steal aimy. 

Sic. Was ever man so proud as is this Marcius ? 

Bru, He has no equal. 

Sic. W^hen we were chosen tribunes for the peo- 
ple, — - 

Bru. Mark’d you his lip, and eyes ? 

Sic. Nay, but his taunts. 

Bru. Being mov’d, he will not spare to gird the 

Sic. Be-mock the modest moon. [gods. 

Bnc. The present wars devour him : he is grown 
Too proud to be so valiant. 

Sic. ^ Such a nature, 

Tickled with good success, disdains the shadow 
Which he treads on at noon : But I do wonder, 
His insolence can brook to be commanded 
Under Cominius. 

Bru. Fame, at the which he aims, — 

In whom already he is well grac’d, — cannot 
Better be held, nor more attain’d, than by 
A place below the first ; for what miscarries 
Shall he the general’s fault, though he perform 
To the utmost of a man ; and giddy censure 
Win then cry out of Marcius, O, if he 
Had borne the business f 

Sic. Besides, if tilings go well, 

Opinion, that so sticks on Marcius, shall 
Of his demerits rob Cominius. 

Bru. Come : 

Half all Cominius’ honours are to Marcius, 

Though Marcius earn’d them not ; and all his faults 
To Marcius shall be honours, though, indeed, 

In aught he merit not. 

Sic. Let’s hence, and hear 

How the despatch is made ; and in what fashion 
More than in singularity, he goes 
Upon his present action. 

Bru. Let’s along. - Exeunt 


SCENE 11. — ConiOLi. The Senate House. 

Enter Tullus Aufidius, and certain Senators. 

1 Sen. So, your opinion is, Aufidius, 

That they of Rome are enter’d in our counsels, 
And know how we proceed. 

Auf. Is it not yours ? 

What ever hath been thought on in this state. 

That could be brought to bodily act ere Rome 
Had circumvention ? ’Tis not four days gone, 
Since I heard thence ; these are the words : I think, 
I have the letter here ; yes, here it is : {Reads. 

They have press’d a power, but it is not known 
Whether for east, or west : The dearth is great ; 
The people mutinous : and it is rumour’d, 
Cominius, Marcius your old enemy, 

( Who is of Rome worse hated than of you.) 

And Titus Lartius, a most valiant Roman, 

These three lead on this preparation 
Whither ’tis bent: most likely, ’tkfm^ you : 
Consider of it* 

UI3 
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1 Sen* Our army’s in the held : 

We never yet made donbt but Rome was ready 
To answer us. . 

Auf. Nor did you think it tolly, 

To keep your great pretences veil’d, till when 
They needs must show themselves ; which in the 
hatching, 

It seem’d, appear’d to Rome. By the discovery, 
We shall be shorten’d in our aim ; which was, 

To take in many towns, ere, almost, Rome 
Should know we were afoot, 

2 Sen. Noble Aufidius, 

Take your commission ; hie you to your bands : 

Let us alone to guard Corioli : 

If they set down Imfore us, for the remove ^ 

Bring up your army ; but, 1 think, youMl find 
They have not prepar’d for us. 

O, doubt not that ; 

I speak from certainties. Nay, more. 

Some parcels of their powers are tortli already, 

And only hitherward. I leave your honours. 

If we and Cains Marcius chance to meet,_ 

’Tis sworn between us, we shall never strike 
Till one can do no more. 

All The gods as.sist you ! 

Auf. And keep your honours safe ! 

1 Sen, Farewell. 

2 Sen. Farewell. 

All Farewell. lEa;eimt. 

— ^ — 

SCENE III.-— Rome. An Apartment in M\b,cuj s' 
House. 

Enter Voluwvia mid VirmiLi a : Tltcii sit down on iivo 
low stools, and sew. 

VoL I pray you, daughter, sing ; or express your- 
self in a more comfortable sort : If my son were my 
husband, I shoiiid freelier ri^joice in that absence 
wherein he won honour, than in the embracements 
of his bed, where he would show most love. When 
yet he was but tender-bodied, and the only son of 
my womb ; wdien youth with comeliness plucked all 
gaze his way ; when, for a day of kings’ entreaties, 
a mother should not sell him an hour from her be- 
holdi ng ; I , —considering how honour would become 
such a person ; that it was no better than picture- 
like to hang by the wall, if renown made it not 
stir,— was pleased to let him seek danger where he 
was like to find fame. To a cruel war I sent him ; 
from whence he returned, his brows bound with 
oak. I tell thee, daughter,— I sprang not more in 
jny at first hearing he was a man-child, than now 
in first .setiing he had proved himself a man. 

Vir. But had he died in the business, madam ? 
how then ? 

VoL Then Ms good report should have been my 
son ; I therein would have foxiiid issue. Hear me 
profess sincerely: — Had I a dozen sons,— each in 
my love alike, and none less dear than thine and my 
good Marcius, — I had rather had eleven die nobly 
for their country, than one voluptuously surfeit out 
of action. 

Elder a Oentlewoxnatt. 

Gent Madam, the lady Yaleria is come to visit 
you. 

Vir. ’Beseech you, give me leave to retire my- 
Indeed, you shall not, [self, 

Methinks, I hear hither your husband’s^ drum ; 

See mm pluck Aufidius down by the hair ; 

As children firom a bear, the Voices shunning him ; 
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Methinks, I stu' him stamp thus, and call thus,— 
Comr on, i/ou eorrards, you were got in fear, 
Though you were horn in Rome .-“His bloody brow 
With his m:n\\\ hand Ihen wipiiig, forth he goes ; 
Like to a harvest-man, that’s task’d to mow 
(.)i’ all, or lose his hire. 

Vir. Ui.s iiioody brow ! 0, Jupiter, no blood ! 
VoL Away, you fool ! it more becomes a man, 
Than gilt his trophy; JTie breasts of Hecuba, ’ 
When she did suekle Hector, look’d not lovelier 
Than Hector's forelieiul, when it spit forth blood 
At (Ireiaan swords’ contending. — Tell Valeria, 

Wh‘ are fit to hid her welcome. Cent. 

Hr. Heavens bless my lord from feii Aufidius ! 
Ifo/. H(dil beat Aufidius’ head below his knee, 
And tread upon his neck. 

Jtr-i’itler fumtlowoimm. urith VAi.uuiA and her Uflijer. 
VuL l\1y lailies both, good day to you, 

Voi. Sweet madam, 

Vir. I am glad to see your ladysliip, 

Val How do you both ? you are manifest house- 
keepers. What, are you sewing here.?* A fine spot, 
in good faith. — How does your little son.^ 

Fir. I thank your iady.ship ; well, good madam. 
Vol. He had rather see the swords, and hear a 
drum, tlmn look upon his school-master. 

Fa/. O’ my word, the father's son: I’ll swear, 
’ti.s a very pretty boy. O’ my troth, I looked upon 
him o’ Wednesday half an hour together ; he has 
such a coufirmed countemmee. I saw him rim 
aftei- a gilded butterfiy ; and when he caught it, he 
let it go again ; and after it again; and over and 
over he comes, and up again ; catched it again : or 
whether his fall enraged him, or how ’twas, he did 
so set his teeth, and tear it ; 0,1 warrant, how he 
mammocked it! 

Fo/. One of his father’s moods. 

Val Indeed la, ’tis a noble child. 

Vir. A crack, madam. 

Val Comcj lay aside ^mur stitchery; I must 
have you play the idle huswife with me this after- 
noon. 

Fir. No, good madam ; I ivill not out of doors. 
Fa/. Not out of doors ! 

Voi. She shall, she shall. 

Vir. Indeed, no, by your patience : I will not 
over the threshold, till my lord return from the 
wars. 

Val Fye, you confine yourself most unreason- 
ably ; Come, you must go visit the good lady that 

lies in. . 

Vir. I will wish her .speedy strength, and visit aer 
with my prayers ; but I cannot go thither, 

Fo/. W’hy, I pray you? 

Vir. ’Tis not to save labour, nor that I wantlove. 
Vai. You would be another Penelope ; yet, they 
say, all the yarn she spun, in Ulysses’ absence, dirt 
but fill Ithaca full of moths. Come ; I would, your 
cambric were sensible as your finger, that you 
might leave pricking it for pity. Come, you shaii 

go with us, - T 1 T 

Vir. No, good madam, pardon me ; mcieeci, i 

will not forth. ,, 

Val In truth, la, go with me ; and I H tell you 

excellent news of your husband. 

Vir. O, good madam, there can he none yet. 
Val. Verily, I do not jest with you; there came 
news from Mm last night, 

Vir, Indeed, madam? A . 
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VaL In earnest, ^ if s true ; I heard a senator 
speak it. Thus it is .The Voices have an army 
forth ; against whom Coniinius the general is gone, 
with one part of our Roman power: your lord, 
and Titus Lartius, are set down before their city 
Corioli ; they nothing doubt prevailing, and to 
make it brief wars. This is true, on mine honour ; 
and so, I pray, go with us. 

Vir. Give me excuse, good madam ; I wdl obey 
you in every thing hereafter. 

Fo/. Let her alone, lady ; as she is now, she will 
but disease our better mirth. 

VaL In troth, I think, she would; — Tare you 
well then. — Come, good sweet lady. — Pr’ythee, 
Virgilia, turn thy solemness out o’ door, and go 
along with us. 

Vir. No: at a word, madam; indeed, I must 
not. I wish you much mirth. 

VaL Well, then farewell. lEsicunt, 


He that retires, I’U take him for a Voice, 

And he shall feel mine edge. 

Alarums, and exeunt Romans and Yo\cQs,fifihtin(j. The 
Romans are beaten back to their trenches. P^e-enter 
SIarcius. 

Mar, All the contagion of the south light on you, 
You shames of Rome! — ^you herd of — ^Boils and 
plagues 

Plaster you o’er ; that you may he abhorr’d 
Further than seen, and one infect another 
Against the wind a mile ! You souls of geese, 
That bear the shapes of men, how have you run 
From slaves that apes would beat? Pluto and hell I 
All hurt behind ; backs red, and faces pale 
With Sight and agued fear I Mend, and charge 
home, 

Or, by the hres of heaven, I’U leave the foe, 

And make my wars on you ; look to’t : Come on : 
If you’ll stand fast, we’ll beat them to theii* wives, 
As they us to our trenches followed. 

J}iother alarum. ThcYolcQS and Romans and 

the fight is renewed. The Voices retire into Corioli, and 
mL^ivs follows them to the gates. 

So, now the gates are ope: — Now prove good 
seconds ; 

’Tis for the followers fortune widens them, 

Not for the fliers ; mark me, and do the like. 

Ills enters the gates, and is shut in. 

1 Sol. Fool-hardiness ; not I. 

2 Sol Nor I. 

3 Sol, See, they 

Have shut him in. [Alarum continues. 

AIL To the pot, I wan'ant him. 

Enter Tfxus Lartius. 

Lari. What is become of Marcius ? 

All. Slain, sir, doubtless, 

1 Sol. Following the fliers at the very heels, 
With them he enters ; who, upon the sudden, 
Clapp’ d-to their gates ; he is himself alone, 

To answer all the city. 

Lart. O noble fellow ! 

Who, sensible, outdares his senseless sword, 

And, when it bows, stands up! Thou art left, 
A carbuncle entire, as big as thou art, [Marcius ; 
Were not so rich a jewel. Thou wast a soldier 
Even to Cato’s wish, not fierce and terrible 
Only in strokes ; hut, with thy grim looks, and 
The thunder-like percussion of thy sounds, 

Thou mad’st thine enemies shake, as if the world 
Were feverous, and did tremble. 

Re-enter aiARcnis, bleeding, assaulted bg the enemy. 

1 Sol Look, sir. 

Lart. ’Tis Marcius : 

Let’s fetch him off, or make remain alike. 

[They fight, and all enter the city. 


SCENE IV. — Ra/ore Corioli. 

Mnter, with drums and colours, Marcius, Titus Labtius, 
Officers, and Soldiers. 2'o them a Messenger. 

Mar^ Yonder comes news : — A wager, they 
have met. 

Lart. My horse to yours, no. 

Mar. ’Tis done. 

Lart, Agreed. 

Mar. Say, has our general met the enemy ? 
Mess. They lie in view ; but have not spoke as 
Lari. So, the good horse is mine. [yet. 

Mar. rU buy him of you. 

Lari. No, I’ll nor sell, nor give him : lend you 
him, I will, 

For half a hundred years.-— Summon the town. 
Mar. How far off lie these armies ? 

Mess. Within this mile and a half. 

Mar. Then shall we hear their larum, and they 
ours. 

Now, Mars, I pr’ythee, make us quick in work ; 
That we with smoking swords may march from 
hence, [blast. 

To help our fielded friends! — Come, blow thy 
They sound a parley. Enter, on the imlls, some Senators, 
and others. 

TuHus Aufidius, is he within your walls ? 

1 Sen. No, nor a man that fears you less than he, 
That’s lesser than a little. Hark, our di*ums 

[Alarums afar off. 

Are bringing forth our youth: We’ll break our 
walls, 

Rather than they shall pound us up : Our gates, 
Which yet seem shut, we have but pinn’d with 
■ . rushes".; 

They’ll open of themselves. Hark you, afar off ; 

[Otiier alarums. 

There is xiufidius ; Hst, what work he makes 
Amongst your cloven army. 

Mar. ' O, they are at it I 

Lari. Their noise be our insti’uction. — Ladders, 
ho I 

The Voices enter, and pass over the stage. 

Mar. Their fear us not, but issue forth their city. 
Now put your shields before your hearts, and fight 
With hearts more proof than shields. — ^Advance, 
brave Titus : 

They do disdain us much beyond our thoughts, 
Which makes me sweat with wrath. — Come on, 
my fellows ; 


SCENE V .- — Within the Town. A Street. 
Enter certain Romans, with spoils. 

1 Mom. This will I carry to Rome. 

2 Rom. And I this. 

3 Ro?n. A murrain on’t ! I took this for silver. 

[Alarum C 07 itinues still afar off. 
Enter jVIarcius Titus Larttus, with a trumpet. 
Mar. See here these movers, that do prize their 
hours, 

At a crack’d drachm ! Cushions, leaden spoons. 
Irons of a doit, doublets that hangmen would 
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Bury v/itli tliose that wore them, these base slaves, 
Ere yet the fight be done, j^aek up : — Down with 
them. — 

And hark, what noise the general makes! — To 
him : — 

There is the man of my soul's hate, Aufidius, 
Biercing our Romans ; Then, valiant Titus, take 
Convenient numbers to make good the eifcy ; 

Whilst I, with those that have the spirit, will haste 
To help Coinmiiis. 

Xjart.. Worthy sir, tlioxi bleed'st ; 

Thy exercise hath been too violent for 
A second course of figiit. 

Mar. Sir, praise me not : 

My work hath yet not warm'd me ; Fare you well. 
Tlie blood I drop is ratlier pliysical 
Than dangerous to me : To Aufidius tliiis 
I will appear and hglit. 

Lart, Now the fair goddess, Fortune, 

Fall deep in love with thee ; and lier great eljaniis 
Misguide thy opposers' swords 1 Bold gentleman, 
Prosperity he thy page ! 

Mar, Thy friend no less 

Than those she jdaceth highest ! — So, farewell, 
Lm\ Thou worthiest Marcius ! — 

Maecius. 

Go, sound thy trumpet in the maiket-place ; 

Call thither all the officers of the town. 

Where they shall know our mind: Away. lExeuni. 


SCENE VI . — Near the Campqf Commvs, 

JEntcr CoMiNius and Foreex, ndr eating. 

Com. Breathe you, my friends ; well fought : we 
are come off 

Like Romans, neither foolish in our stands, 

Nor cowardly in retire : believe me, sirs, 

We sliall be charg'd again. Whiles we have struck, 
By interims, and conveying gusts, we have heard 
The charges of our friends : — The Roman gods, 
Lead their successes as we wivsh our own ; 

That both our powers, with smiling fronts encoun- 
tering, ' 

Fnter a Messenger. 

May give you thankful sacriiice ! — Thy news ? 

Mess. 'The citizens of Corioli have issued, 

And given to Lartius and to Marcius battle ; 

I saw our party to their trenches driven, 

And then 1 came away. 

Com. Though tbou speak'st truth, 

thou speakbst not well, ilow long is't 

?ss. Above an hour, my lord, 

'Tis not a mile ; briefly we heard their 
drums : . 

could'st thou in a mile confound an hour, 
thy news so late ? 

Spies of the Voices 
in chase, that I was forc’d to 'wheel 
r four miles about ; else had I, sir, 
hour since brought my report. 

• Enter M-Ancum. 

Com. Who’s yonder, 

'Iliat does appear as he were flay’d? O gods ! 

He has the stamp of Marcius : and I have 
Before-time seen Mm thus. 

Mar. Come I too late ? 

Cam. The shepherd k not thunder from a 
tabor* 


M(ire than I know the sound of Marcius’ tongue 

From every meaner man's. ° 

y'"'- , Come I too late ? 

Com. Ay, if you come not in the blood of othe-'s. 

But mantled :m your own. * ' 

^ ^ I let me clip you 

in arras as sound as when I woo'd ; in heart 
As merry, as wlien onr nuptial day was done. 

A nd ta])ers burn’d to bed ward, ' 

» f .r Flower of warriors, 

How IS t with litus Lartius ? 

Mar. As with a man busied about decrees : 
Conclemning some to death, and some to exile ; 
Ransoming him, or pitying, threat’ning the other ; 
Holding Corioli in the name of Rome, 

Even like a fawning greylioimd in the leash, 

'Fo let him slip at will. 

Corn. Where is that slave, 

‘Which told me they had beat you to your trenches ? 
■Where is he ? Cali him hither. 

Mar. Let him alone, 

l ie <lid inform the trutli ; But for our gentlemen, 
Tlie common file, (A plague !— Tribunes for them !) 
'llie mouse ne’er shurm'd the cat, as they did budge 
From rascals worse than they. 

Corn. But how prevail'd you } 

Mar. W’ill the time serve to tell? I do not 
ttiink- 

■Where is the enemy ? Are you lords o’ the field? 

If not, why cease you till you are so ? 

Com. Marcius, 

W^e have at disadvantage fought, and did 
Retire, to win our purpose. , I 

Mar. How lies their battle? Know you on which 
side , , ■ 

They bave placed their men of trust?' ■' 

Cotn. As I guess, Marcius, 

Tlieir hands in the vaward are the Antiates, 

Of their best trust ; o'er them Aufidius, 

Their very heart of hope. 

Mar, I do beseech you, 

By all the battles '^vherein we have fought, 

By the blood we have shed together, by the vows 
We have made to endure friends, that you directly 
Set me against Aufidius, and Ms Antiates : 

And that you not delay the present ; but, 

Filling the air with swords advanc’d, and darts. 

We prove tMs very hour* ■ . y ' 

Com. Though I could wish 

You were conducted to a gentle bath, 

And, holms applied to you, yet dare I never 
Deny your asking ; take your choice of those 
That best can aid your action. 

Mar. Those are they 

That most are willing : — If any such be here, 

(As it wore sin to doubt,) that love this painting 
Wherein you .see me smear’d ; if any Mar 
Lesser his person than an ill report ; 
if any think, brave death outweighs bad life, 

And that his countiy’s dearer than himself; 

Let him, alone, or so many, so minded, ^ 

'Wave thus [waminff Ms ha?id.] to express Ms uis- 
po.sition, 

And follow Marcius. 

IThey all shout, and wave their swords i take 
Mm up in their arms, and cast up their caps- 

O me, alone ! Make you a sword of me ? 

If these shows be not outward, which of you 
But is four Voices ? None of you,^ but is 
Able to bear against the great Aufidius 
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A shieid as hard as his. A certain number, 
jhough thanks to all, must I select : the res 
Shall bear the business in some other ho-ht 
As cause will be obey’d. Please you to mar 
And four shall quicMy draw out my commar 
Which men are best inclin’d. 

Make good this ostentation, and you shall 
Divide in all with us. ^ r r 


O general, 

Here is the steed, we the caparison ; 

Hadst thou beheld 

Mar. Pray now, no more ; my mother, 

Mho has a charter to extol her blood, 

When she does praise me, grieves me. I have done. 
As you have done : that's what I can ; induc’d '* 
As you have been ; that’s for my country r 
He, that has but effected his good will 
Hath overta’en mine act. 

You shall not be 
serving ; Rome must know 
Pile vaiue of her ow'ii : ’twere a concealment 

less than a traduccment, 

To hide your doings ; and to silence that, 

spire and top of praises vouch’d, 
MYuld seem but modest ; Therefore, I beseech you, 
(In sign of what you are, not to reward 
What you have done,) before our army near me- 
Mar. I have some wmimds upon me, and tlier 
To hear themselves remember’d. Tsmart 

Siiouid they not, 

■Well might they fester ’gainst ingratitude, 

And tent themselves with death. Of all the horses, 
(■Whereof w’-e have ta’en good, and good store,) of all 
The treasure, in this field achiev’d, and city, 

W^e render you the tenth ; to be ta’en forth. 

Before the common distribution, at 
Your only choice. 

Mar. I thank you, general ; 

But cannot make my heart consent to take 
A bribe to pay my sword : I do refuse it ; 

And stand upon my common part with those 
That have beheld the doing. 

[A long JJoiirish. Tkeg all cry, H-ARCtus ! 
STascius I cast up their caps and lances ; 
CoMiNius and Lartius s£a?id &«rc. 
il/cr. May these same instruments, which you 
profane, 

Never sound more ! "When drums and trumpets shall 
r the field prove flatterers, let courts and cities be 
Made aU of faise-fac’d soothing ! When steel grows 
Soft as the parasite’s silk, let him be made 
An overture for the wars ! No more, I say ; 

For that I have not wash’d my nose that bled, 

Or foil’d some debile wmetcli, — which, without note. 
Here’s many else have done, — you shout me forth 
In acclamations hyperbolical ; 

As if I loved my little should be dieted 
In praises sauc’d with lies. I 

Com. Too modest are you ; i 

More cruel to your good report, than gratefiif : 

To us that give you truly : by your patience, i 

If ’gainst yourself you be incens’d w’-e’d put 3'ou \ 
(Like one that means his proper harm,) in manacles, | 
Then reason safely with you.' — Therefore, be it I 


SCENE YlL^The Gates of Corioli. 

Titus Lartius, having set a guard upon Corioli, ejoina 
With a arum and trumpet toward CoMiNwsand C-uns Cojn 

‘cn^TsloT’'' ^ o/Soldiars, The gr^ve of Tour de: 

1 - >1 , , The value of her own 

^ dutilt guarded; keep your Worse than a theft, no h 

^ •despatch mTch^Athe' 

Those centuries to our aid ; the rest will serve 
h or a short holding : If we lose the field, 

We cannot keep the town. 

Lieu. Pga^j. 

Lart. Plence, and shut your gates upon us.- 
Our guider, come ; to tne Roman camp conduct 


JNot Afnc owns a serpent, I abhor 

More than thy fame and envy : Fix thy foot. 

Mar. Let the first budger die the other’s slave, 
And the gods doom him after! 

7*7 , If I fly, Marcius, 

Halloo me like a hare. 

Mar. Within these three hours, Tulius, 

Alone I fought in your Corioli walls, 

And made what work I pleas’d ; ’Tis not my blood, 
Wherein thou seest me mask’d : for thy revenge, 
WYench up thy power to the highest. 

W'ert thou the Hector, 
That was the whip of your bragg’d progeny, 

Thou should’st not scape me here. — 

iThegJigM, and certain VoncEs come to the aid 
c/Axjfidius. 

Officious, and not valiant — ^you have sham’d me 
In your condemned seconds. 

{Exeunt jighting, driven in hy IMarcius. 


SCENE IX. — The Roman Camp. 

jtlaruni. Jl retreat is sounded. Flourish. Enter at one 
side, Co.^nxius, and Romans ; at the other side. Mar- 
cnis, u'ith his arm in a scarf, and other Romans. 

Com. If I should tell thee o’er this thy day’s work, 
ThouTt not believe thy deeds : but I’ll report it, 
Where senators shall mingle tears with smiles ;* ’ 
W'here great patricians shall attend, and shrug, 

I’ the end, admire ; where ladies shall be frighted, 
And, gladly epak’d, hear more; where the dull 
tribunes,! 

That, with the fusty plebeians, hate thine honours, 
Shall say, against their hearts,— IFc thank the gods. 
Our Rome hath such a soldier ! — 





i\na woiua st do so, i tinnic, siiould we encounter 
As often as we eat. — I^y the elements, 
if e’er apiii \ meet iiim beard to beard. 

He is mine, or I am liis : Mine emulation 
Hath not that lionour in't, it had: for where 
I thought to crush him in an ecjual fm-ce, 

(True sword to sword) I'll potch at him some 
■way ; 

Or wrath, or craft, may get him, 

I He’s the devil, 

iiohler, though not so subtle : Myv^alour’s 
poiscm’d, 

With only snllering stain by him ; for him 
Shall lly out of itself : nor sleep, nor sanctuary, 
lleing naked, sick ; nor fane, nor Capitol, 

The ]jrayers of priests, nor times of sacrifice, 
Kinbarcjneinenls all of fury, shall lift up 
Their rotten privilege and custom ’gainst 
My hate to Marcius : w'here I find him, were it 
At home, upon my brother’s guard, even there 
Against the hospitable canon, would I 
Wash my fierce liand in his heart. Go you to the 
city ; 

Learn, how ’tis held ; and what they are, that must 
Be hostages for Rome. 

1 Sol. Will not you go ? 

Auf. I am attended at the cypress grove : 

I pray you, 

(’Tis south the city mills,) bring me word thither 
How the world goes ; that to the pace of it 
1 may spur on my journey, 

1 Sol. I shall, sir. lEMunt 


SCENE X.--The Camp of the Vor.CES. 

A Nourish. Cornels. Enter Tucura Aurimus, hloodij, 
tinih Two or Three Soldiers. 

Auf. The town is ta’en ! 

1 SoL ’Twill be deliver’d back on good condi tion. 


how you are censured here in the city, I mean of 
us o’ the right hand file 1 Do you ? 

Both TrU). Why, how are we censured ? 

Men. Because you talk of pride uow, — Will you 
not be, angry ? 

Both Trih. Wtdl, well, sir, well. 

Mv.’ii. Why, ’tis no great matter : for a very little 
thief of occasion will rob you of a great deal of pa- 
tience : give your di.sposition the reins, and be angry 
at your pleasures ; at the least, if you take it as a 
pleasure to you, in being so. You blame Marcius 
for being proud? 

Bru. We do it not alone, sir. 

Men. I know you cau do very little alone ; for 
your helps are many: or else your actions would 
grow wondrous single: your abilities are too inlant- 
like, for doing much alone. You talk of pride: 0, 
that you could turn your eyes towards the napes of 
your necks, and make but an interior survey of your 
good selves I O, that you could ! 

Bru. What then, sir ? _ 

Afen. Why, then you should discover a brace ot 
uiiineriting, proud, violent, testy magistrates, (alias, 
fools,) as any in Rome. 

Sic. Menenius, you are known well enough too. 


SCENE I. — Rome. A public Place. 

Enter Mknenius, Bicinuus, and Brutus. 

JM'an. The augurer tells me, we shall have news 
to-night. 

Bra. Good, or bad? 

jMen. Not according to the prayer of the people, 
for they love not Marcius, 

Sk. Nature teaches beasts to know their friends. 

A/m. Pray you, who docs the wolf love ? 

Sk. The lamb. 

A/en. Ay, to devour him ; as the hungry j)Ie- 
beians would tlic noble Marcuis. 

Bru. He’s a lamb indeed, that baes like a bear. 

^ Aim. He’s a bear, indeed, that lives like a lamb. 
You two arc old men; tell me one thing that I 
shall ask you. 

BotA frib. Well, sir. 

A/m. In wdnit enormity is Mtircius poor, that 
you two have not in abundance ? 

! Bru. He’s poor in no one fault, but stored 

with all. 

Sk. Especially, in pride. 

Bru. And topping all others in boasting. 

A/en. This is strange now : Do you two know 
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SCENE I. 


IVlen. I am known to be_. a bumorons patrician, 
and one that loves a cup of hot wine with not a 
drop of allaying Tyber iirit ; said to be something 
imperfect, in favouring the first complaint ; hasty, 
and tinder-like, upon too trivial motion : one that 
converses more with the buttock of the night, than 
with the forehead of the morning. What I think, 
I utter ; and spend my malice in my breath : 
Meeting two such weals-men as you are, (I cannot 
call you Lycurguses) if the drink you give me, 
touch my palate adversely, I make a crooked face 
at it. I cannot say, your worships have delivered 
the matter well, when I find the ass in compound 
with the major part of your syllables : and though 
I must be content to hear with those that say you 
are reverend grave men ; yet they lie deadly, that 
tell, yon have good faces. If you see this in the 
map of my microcosm, follows it, that I am known 
well enough too ? 


What harm can your beesome 
conspectuities glean out of this character, if I be 
known well enough too ? 

B7^u. Come, sir, come, we know you well enough. 

Men. You know neither me, yourselves, nor any 
thing. Y ou are ambitious for poor knaves’ caps and 
legs ; you wear out a good wholesome forenoon, in 
hearing a cause betw’een an orange -wife and a 
fosset-seller ; and then rejourn the controversy of 
three-pence to a second day of audience, — When 
you are hearing a matter between party and party, 
if you chance to be pinched with the cholic, you 
make faces like mummers ; set up the bloody flag 
against all patience ; and, in roaring for a chamber- 
pot, dismiss the controversy bleeding, the more 
entangled by your hearing : all the peace you 
make in their cause, is, calling both the parties 
knaves : You are a pair of strange ones. 

Bru. Come, come, you are well understood to 
be a perfecter giber for the table, than a necessary 
bencher in the Capitol. 

Men. Our very priests must become mockers, if 
they shall eaconnter such ridiculous subjects as you 
are. When you speak best unto the purpose, it is 
not worth the wagging of your beards ; and your 
beards deserve not so honourable a grave, astostiilf 
a botcher's cushion, or to be entombed in an ass’s 
pack-saddle. Yet you must be saying, Marcius is 
proud; who, in a cheap estimation, is worth all 
your predecessors, since Deucalion ; though, per- 
adventure, some of the best of them were hereditary 
hangmen. Good e'en to your worships ; more of 
your conversation would infect my brain, being the 
herdsmen of the beastly plebeians ; I will be bold 
to take my leave of you. 

CBkutus and Sicisrius retire to the back of the scene. 

Enter YoLuaiNiA., Virgilia, and Talerta, <§-c. 

How now, ray as fair as noble ladies, (and the moon, 
were she earthly, no nobler,) whither do you follow 
your eyes so fast ? 

Vol. Honourable Menenius, my boy Marcius 
approaches ; for the love of Juno, let’s go. 

Mc?i. Ha I Marcius coming home ? 

Vol. Ay, worthy Menenius ; and with most pros- 
perous approbation. 

Afe7i. Take my cap, Jupiter, and I thank thee : 
— Hoo I Marcius coming home I 

Tzeo Ladies. Nay, 'tis true. 

Vol. Look, here's a letter from him ; the state 
hath another, his wife another ; and, I think, there’s 
one at home for von. 
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You liave, I know, petition’d all the gods I 

For my prosperity, Ihncds. \ 

Vol. Nay, my good soldier, up ; 

My gentle Marcius, worthy Cains, and 
By deed -achieving honour newly nam’d, 

YFhat is it? Coriolanus, must I call thee? 

But, O thy wife 

Cor. My gracious silence, liail ! 

Would’st thou have hiiigh’d, had I come cuHin’d 
home, 

That weep’st to see me triumph? Ah, my dear, 
Snell eyes the widows in Corioii wear, 

And mothers that lack sons, 

jMen. Now the gods crown thee ! 

Cor. And live you yet? — 0 my sweet lady, 
pardon , l ^ ALisarA. 

Vol. I know not where to turn O welcome 
home ; 

And welcome, general ; — And you are welcome all 
.Men. A hundred thousand welcomes : 1 could 
weep, 

iVnd I could laugh ; I am hglit and heavy ; Wel- 
come ; 

A curse begin at very root of his heart, 

That is not glad to see thee ! — You are three 
That Rome should dote on: yet, by the faith of 
men, 

We have some old crab-trees here at home, that 
will not 

Be grafted to your relish. Y^et welcome, warriors : 
We call a nettle, but a nettle : and 
The faults of fools, but folly. 

Coni. Ever right. 

Cor. Menenius, ever, ever. 

Her. Give way there, and go on. 

Cor. Your hand, and yours : 

ITo hla wife and mother. 

Ere in our own house I do shade my head, 

The good patricians must be visited ; 

Frotn whom 1 liave receiv’d not only greetings. 

But with them change of honours. 

VoL I have lived 

To see inlierited my very wishes, 

A nd tlie buildings of my fancy : only there 
Is one thing wanting, which I doubt not, but, 

Our Rome will cast upon thee. 

Cor. Know, good mother, 

‘ I find rather be their servant in my way, 

Thau sw'ay with them in theirs. 

Conu On, to the Capitol 

Cl^lou^lsli. Cornetx. in state, as lj(\fbre. 

The Triluiiies remain. 


Were slily crept into his human powers 
And gave him graceful posture. ^ 

, On the sudden, 

1 warrant him consul. 

, Yhen our office may, 

During his jmwer, go sleep. 

Sic. 1 1 e cannot temperately transport his honours 
From where he should begin, and end j but will 
Lose those that he hath won. 

In that there’s comfort. 
Sic. Doubt, not, tlie commoners, tor whom we 
stand, 

But they, upon iht'ir ancient malice, will 
Forget, witii llic least cause, tliesehis new honours; 
Wbiidi that he’ll give them, make as little question 
As lie is proud to do’t. 

AV'w. I heard Hm swear, 

Wen; lie to stand for eonsul, never w'ould he 
Ap}K‘ar i’ the market-plae^, nor on him put 
The napless vesture of humility ; 

Nor, simwing (as t.lH‘ manner is) his wounds 
To the- people, beg their stinking breaths. 

S'ie. 'Tis right. 

Ilru. It was his word : O, he would miss it, 
rather 

Than carry it, but Iiy the suit o’ the gentry to him, 
And tlie desire of tlie nobles. 

Sie. I wish no better, 

Than have him hold that purpose, and to put it 
In execution. 

Urn. ’Tis most like, he will. 

Sle. It shall be to him then, as our good wills ; 
A sure destruction. 

Bru. So it must fall out 

To him, or our authorities. For an end, 

We must suggest the people, in what hatred 
lie still hatii held them ; that, to his power, he 
would 

Have made them mules, silenc’d their pleaders, and 
Dispropertied their freedoms : holding them, 

In human action ami capacity, 

Of no more soul, nor fitness for the world, 

Than (;amels in their war ; who have their provand 
Only for hearing burdens, and sore blows 
For sinking under them. 

Sic. This, as you say, suggested 

At s(.mic time wiien his souring insolence 
S'iiall teach the people, (which time shall not want, 
if he lie put upon’t ; and that’s as easy. 

As to set dogs on sheep,) will he his fire 
To kindle their dry stubble ; and their blaze 
Shall darken him for ever. 


Ih’u. All tongues speak of him, and the bleared 
sights 

Are spectacled to see him ; Y'our prattling nurse 
Into a rapture lets her baby cry, 

While she chats him ; the kitchen malkin pins 
Her richest iockram ’bout her reechy neck, 
Clambering, the walls to eye him: Stalls, bulks, 
windows, 

Are smother’d up, leads fill’d, and ridges hors’d 
With variable complexions ; all agreeing 
In earnestness to see him ; seld-showu ilamens 
Do press among the popular throngs, and puff 
To win a vulgar station : our veil’d dames 
Commit the war of white and damask, in 
Theit nicely gawded cheeks, to the wanton spoil 
Of Phi^ebus ourning kisses : such a pother, 

As if that whatsoever god, who leads him, 


B liter a Messenger. 

Bfu. What’s the matter ? 

Mess. Y’'oii are sent for to the Capitol. ’Tis 
tliought, 

That Marcius shall be consul : I have seen 
The dumb men throng to see him, and the blind 
To hear him speak : The matrons flung their gloves, 
La,{li(is and maids their scarfs and liandkerchiefs, 
Upon him as he pass’d : the nobles bended, 

As to Jove’s statue ; and the commons made 
A shower, and thunder, with their caps, and shouts : 
I never saw the like. 

Bru. Let’s to the Capitol ; 

And carry witli us cars and eyes for the time, 

But hearts for the event. 

Sic, Have with you. 

[EMmit, 



CORIOLANUS. 


S0.eNE II. 


A Milder value of the people, than 
He hath hereto prized them at. 

3fen. That^s off, that’s off ; 

I would you rather had been silent : Please you 
To hear Comimus speak ? 

Sru, Most willingly : 

But yet my caution was more pertinent, 

Than the rebuke you give it. 

Men. He loves your people ; 

But tie him not to be their bedfellow. — 

Worthy Cominius, speak.— Nay, keep your place. 

[CoRioi.A5rus rises, and offers to go aioay. 
1 Sen. Sit, Coriolanus ; never shame to heai- 
What you have nobly done. 

Cor. Your honours’ pardon ; 

I had rather have my wounds to heai again, 

Than hear say how I got them. 

Bru. Sir, I hope 

My words dis-bench’d you not. 

Cot. No, sir : yet oft, 

When blows have made me stay, I fled from words. 
You sooth’d not, therefore hurt not; But, your 
I love them as they weigh. [people, 

Mem Pray now, sit down. 

Cot. I had rather have one scratch my head 
i’the sun, 

"When the alarum were struck, than idly sit 
To hear my nothings monster’ d. 

{Exit Coriolanus. 

Ifen. Masters o’ the people, 

Your multiplying spawn ho^v can he flatter, 
(That’s thousand to one good one,) when you now 
see, 

He had rather venture all his limbs for honour. 
Than one of his ears to hear it ? — Proceed, Co- 
minius. 

Com. I shall lack voice ; the deeds of Coriolanus 
Should not be utter’d feebly. — It is held, 

That valour is the chiefest virtue, and 
Most dignifies the haver : if it be, 

The man I speak of cannot in the world 
Be singly counterpois’d. At sixteen years. 

When Tarquin made a head for Rome, he fought 
Beyond the mark of others : our then dictator, 
Whom with aU praise I point at, saw him fight, 
When with his Amazonian chin he drove 
The bristled lips before him ; he bestrid 
An o’er press’d Roman, and i’ the consul’s view 
Slew three opposers : Tarquin ’s self he met, 

And struck him on his knee : in that day’s feats, 
YTien he might act the woman in the scene, 

He prov’d best man i’the field, and for his meed 
Was brow-bound with the oak. His pupil age 
Man-enter’ d thus, he waxed like a sea ; 

And, in the brunt of seventeen battles since, 

He lurch’d all swords o’ the garland. For this last, 
Before and in Corioli, let me say, 

I cannot speak him home; He stopp’d the fliers ; 
And, by his rare example, made the coward 
Turn terror into sport ; as w'aves before 
A vessel under sail, so men obey’d, 

And fell below’ his stem : his sword (death’s stamp) 
Where it did mark, it took ; from face to foot 
He was a thing of blood, whose every motion 
Was timed with dying cries ; alone he enter’d 
The mortal gate o’ the city, which he painted 
With shunless destiny, ai^ess came off, 

And with a sudden re-enforcement struck 
Corioli, like a planet : Now all’s his : 

When by and by the din of war ’gan pierce 


SCENE II. — The same. The Capitol, 
Enter Two Officers, to lag cushions. 

1 Off , Come, come, they are almost here : How 
many stand for consulships } 

2 Off ^ Three, they say : but ’tis thought of every 
one, Coriolanus will carry it. 

1 Off. That’s a brave fellow ; but he’s vengeance 
proud, and loves not the common people. 

2 Off . ’Faith, there have been many great men 
that have flattered the people, who ne’er loved 
them ; and there be many that they have loved, 
they know not wherefore : so that, if they love they 
know not why, they hate upon no better a ground : 
Therefore, for Coriolanus neither to care whether 
they love, or hate him, manifests the time knowledge 
he has in their disposition ; and, out of his noble 
carelessness, let’s them plainly see’t. 

1 Off. If he did not care whether he had their 
love, or no, he waved indifferently ’twixt doing 
them neither good, nor harm ; but he seeks their 
hate with greater devotion than they can render 
it him ; and leaves nothing undone, that may fully 
discover him their opposite. Now, to seem to 
affect the malice and displeasure of the people, is 
as bad as that which he dislikes, to flatter them for 
their love. 

2 Off. He hath deserved worthily of his countiy : 
And his ascent is not by such easy degrees as those, 
who, having been supple and courteous to the people, 
bonnetted, without any further deed to heave them 
at all into their estimation and report : but he hath 
so planted his honours in their eyes, and his actions 
in their hearts, that for their tongues to be silent, 
and not confess so much, were a kind of ingrateful 
injury ; to report otherwise, were a malice, that, 
giving itself the lie, would pluck reproof and rebuke 
from every ear that heard it. 

1 Off. No more of him ; he is a worthy man ; 
Make way, they are coming. 

A Senet. Enter, with Uctors before them, Cominius the 

Consul, Menbnius, Coriolanus, many* other Senators, 

SrciNius and Brutus. The Senators take their places; 

the Tribimes take theirs also by themselves. 

Men. Having determin’d of the Voices, and 
To send for Titus Lartius, it remains, 

As the main point of this our after-meeting, 

To gratify his noble service, that 

Hath thus stood for his country : Therefore, please 

Most reverend and grave elders, to desire [you, 

The present consul, and last general 

In our well-found successes, to report 

A little of that worthy work perform’d 

By Cains Marcius Coriolanus ; whom 

W e meet here, both to thank, and to remember 

With honours like himself. 

1 Sen. Speak, good Cominius : 

Leave nothing out for length, and make us think, 
Rather our state’s defective for requital, 

Than we to stretch it out. Masters o’ the people, 
We do request your kindest ears ; and, after, 
Your loving motion toward the common body, 

To yield what passes here. 

Sic. We are convented 

Upon a pleasing treaty ; and have hearts 
Inclinable to honour and advance 
The theme of our assembly. 

Brzi. VvTiich the rather 

We shall be bless’d to do, if he remember 
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His ready sense : then straight ms aouuicu 
He-qnicken'd what m flesh was ^atipte. 

And to the battle came he ; where he did 
Knn reeking o'er the lives of men, as it 
*Twere a perpetual spoil : and, till we call d 
Both field and city ours, he never stood 

“f" 

l^Sen. He cannot hut with measure fit 
Wluch we device hin.. 

And look’d upon things precious, as they were 
The common muck o’ the world ; he covets Its 
Than misery itself would give ; rewards 
His deeds with doing them •, and is content 
To spend the time, to end it. 

Men, s 

Let Mm be call’d ^or. 

I jsm. Call for Coriolanns. 

Off, ile doth appear. 

Re-enter Coriolanus. 

Men, The senate, Coriolanns, are well pi 
To make thee consul. 

I do owe them still 

Mv life? and services. 

remains,, 

That you do speak to the people. 

Cok ^ beseech 

Let me o’erleap that custom ; for I cannot 
Put on the gown, stand naked, and entreat th 
For my wounds’ sake, to give their sufirage : j 

That I may pass this doing. , 


he show us his wounds, and tell us his deeds, we 
are to put our tongues into those wounds, and 
speak for them ; so, if he tell us his noble deeds we 
must also tell him our noble acceptance of them. 
Ingratitude is monstrous : and tor the multitude 
to be ingrateful, were to make a monster of the 
multitude ; of the which, we being members, 
should bring ourselves to be monstrous members. 

1 Cit. And to make ns no better thought of, a 
little help will serve : for once, when we stood up 
about the corn, he himself stuck not to call us the 
many-headed multitude. 

3 CU. We have been called so of many ; not that 
our heads are some brown, some black, some au- 
burn, some bald, but tliat our wits are so diversely 
coloured : and truly I tliink, if all our wits were 
to issue out of one skull, they would fly east, west, 
north, south ; and their consent of one direct way 
should be at once to all points o’the compass. 

'2 at. Think you so? Which way, do you judge, 
my wit would fly ? 

0 at. Nay, your wit will not so soon out as 
another man’s will, ’tis strongly wedged up in a 
block-head ; but if it were at liberty, ’twoiild, sure, 
southward. 

2 at. Why that way ? 

3 at. To lose itself in a fog ; where being three 

parts melted away with rotten dews, the fourth 
would return for conscience’ sake, to help to get 
thee a wife. . 

2 at. You are never without your tricks :—You 

may, you may. , . 

3 Cit. Are you all resolved to give your voices ? 
But that’s no matter, the greater part carries it. I 
say, if he would incline to the people, there was 

never a worthier man. 

Enier CoKiotAuus and Mbnenuis* 

Here he comes, and in the gown ot humility ; mark 
his behaviour. We are not to stay altogether, but 
to come by him where he stands, by ones, by twos, 
and by threes. He’s to make his requests by par- 
ticulars: wherein every one of us has a single 
honour, in giving him our own voices with our own 
tongues : therefore follow me, and I’ll direct you 
how you shall go by him. 

All. Content, content. lExmit. 

Men, 0 sir, you are not right ; have you not 
The worthiest men have done’t ? [known 

What must I say 

1 pray sir, — Plague upon’t ! I cannot bring 

; My tongue to such a pace : ------Look, sir -my 

wounds; " 

I got them in my country’s service, when ^ 

Some certain of your brethren roar d, and ran 
From the noise of our own drums. . . 

Men O me, the gods ! 

You KiBst not speaTc of that : you must desire them 

To think upon you. . , 

Think upon me ? Hang em . 


Put them not to’t : — 

Pray you, go fit you to the custom ; and 
Take to you, as your predecessors have, 

Your honour with your form. 

■ It is a part 

That I shall blush in acting, and might well 
Be taken from the people. ^ 

JSq-u, Mark you that? 

Cor, To brag unto them, — ^Thus I did, and 

Show them the unaching scars which I should 
As if I had receiv’d them for the hire imdQ, 

Of their breath only ; — — 

Men, stand upon t. — 

We recommend to you, tribunes of the people, 

Our purpose to them ; — and to our noble consul 
Wish we all joy and honour. _ 

Se 7 h. To Coriolanus come all joy and honour . 

IFlourish. Then exeunt Senators. 
Btu. You see how he intends to use the people. 
Sic. May they perceive his intent 1 He will 
require them, 

As if he did contemn what he requested 

Should he in them to give. , , 

Come, we 11 inform them 

Of our proceedings here ; on the market-place, 

T v-nnw tlnpv flo flt±ftnd US. lExeunt. 


SCENE HI . — The same. The Forum, 

Enter several Citizens. 

1 Cit, Once, if he do require our voices, we 
ought not to deny him. 

2 Cit. We may, sir, if we will. ^ ^ 

3 Cit. We have power in ourselves to do it, but 
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And keep their teeth clean.- — So, here comes a 
brace : 

Yon know the cause, sir, of my standing here. 

1 Ci£. We do, sir ; tell ns what haSi brought 

you to'’t. 

Cor. Mine own desert, 

2 Cit. Your own desert. 

Cor. ^ Ay, not 

Mine own desire. 

1 CU. How ! not your own desire ? 

Cor. No, sir : 

‘Twas never my desire yet, 

To trouble the poor with begging, 

1 Cii. You must think, if we give you any thing, 
We hope to gain by you. 

Cor. Well then, I pray, your price oThe consul- 

1 Cii. The price is, sir, to ask it kindly, fship? 

Cor. Kindly ! 

Sir, I pray, let me ha’t : I have wounds to show 
you, 

Which shall be yours in private. — Your good 
voice, sir ; 

What say you 

2 Cit. You shall have it, worthy sir. 

Cor. A match, sir : — 

There is in all two worthy voices begg’d : — 

I have your alms ; adieu. 

1 Cit. But this is something odd. 

2 Cit. An ^twere to give again, — But ’tis no 

matter. two Citizens. 

Enter two other Citizens. 

Cor. Pray you now, if it may stand with the tune 
of your voices, that I may be consul, I have here 
the customary gown. 

3 Cit. You have deserved nobly of your country, 
and you have not deserved nobly. 

Cor. Your enigma. 

3 Cii. You have been a scourge to her enemies, 
you have been a rod to her friends ; you have not, 
indeed, loved the common people. 

Cor, You should account me the more virtuous, 
that I have not been common in my love. I will, 
sir, flatter my sworn brother the people, to earn a 
dearer estimation of them ; 'tis a condition they 
account gentle : and since the wisdom of their 
choice is rather to have my hat than my heart, I 
will practise the insinuating nod, and be off to 
them most counterfeitly : that is, sir, I will coun- 
terfeit the bewitchment of some popular man, and 
give it bountifully to the desirers. Therefore, 
beseech you, I may be consul. 

4 Cit. We hope to find you our friend ; and 
therefore give you our voices heartily. 

3 Cit. You have received many wounds for your 
countiy. 

Cor. I will not seal your knowledge with show- 
ing them. I will make much of your voices, and 
so trouble you no further. 

Both Cit. The gods give you joy, sir, heartily 1 

iExeunt 

Co7\ Most sweet voices ! — 

Better it is to die, better to starve, 

Than crave the hire which first we do deserve. 
Why in. this wolfish gown should I stand here, 

To beg of Hob and Dick, that do appear, 

Their needless vouches ? Custom calls me to’t : — 
What custom wills, in all things should we do^t, 
The dust on antique time would lie unswept, 

And mountainous error be too highly heapM 


For truth to over-peer. — Rather than fool it so, 
Let the high office and the honour go 
To one that would do thus. — I am half through ; 
The one part suffer’d, the other will I do. 

Enter three other Citizens. 

Here come more voices, — 

Your voices : for your voices I have fought ; 
Watch’d for your voices ; for your voices, bear 
Of wounds two dozen odd ; battles thrice six 
I have seen and heard of; for your voices, hare 
Done many things, some less, some more : your 
Indeed, I would be consul. [voices t 

5 Cit. He has done nobly, and cannot go with- 
out any honest man’s voice. 

6 Cit. Therefore let him be consul : The gods 
give him joy, and make him good friend to the 
people ! 

All. Amen, amen ! — — 

God save thee, noble consul ! [Exeunt Citizens, 
Cor. Worthy voices! 

Re-enter Menhnius, with Brutus and Sicinius. 
Men. You have stood your limitation ; and the 
tribunes 

Endue you with the people’s voice ; Remains, 
That, in the official marks invested, you 
Anon do meet the senate. 

Cor. Is this done? 

Sic. The custom of request you have discharg’d : 
The people do admit you ; and are summon’d 
To meet anon, upon your approbation. 

Cor. Where ? at the senate-house ? 

Sic. There, Coriolanus. 

Cor. May I then change these garments ? 

Sic. You may, sir. 

Car. That I’ll straight do ; and, knowing myself 
Repair to the senate-house. [again. 

Men. I'll keep you company.— -Will you go 
Bru. We stay here for the people. [along ? 
Sic. Fare you well. 

[Exeunt Coriol. and Menbn. 
He has it now ; and by his looks, methinks, 

’Tis warm at his heart. 

Bru. With a proud heart he wore 

His humble weeds : Will you dismiss the people ? 
Re-enter Citizens. 

Sic. How now ? my masters ? Have you chose 
this man ? 

1 Cit. He has our voices, sir. 

Bru. We pray the gods, he may deserve your 
loves. 

2 Cit. Amen, sir : To my poor unworthy notice, 
He mocked us, when he begg’d our voices. 

3 Cit. Certainly, 

He flouted us downright. 

1 Cit. No, ’tis his kind of speech, he did not 

mock us. 

2 Cit. Not one amongst us, save yourself, but 

says, 

He us’d us scomfally : he should have show’d us 
His marks of merit, wounds receiv’d for his country. 
Sic. Why, so he did, I am sure. 

Cit. No; no man saw ’em. 

[Several speak. 

3 Cit. He said, he had wounds, which he could 

show in private ; 

And with his hat, thus waving it in scora, 

I would be consul^ says he : aged custom^ 

But by your voices f will not so permit me; 

E OUT voices iherejore: When we granted that. 
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Sic. Let them assemble ; 

And, on a safer judgment, all revoke 
Your ignorant election : Enforce his pride, 

And his old hate unto you : besides, forget not 
With what contempt he wore the humble weed : 
How in his suit he scorn’d you : but your loves, 
Thinking upon his services, took from you 
The apprehension of his present portance. 

Which gibingly ungravely, he did fashion 
After the inveterate hate he bears you. 

^ Lay 

A fault oh us, your tribunes ; that we laboured 
(No impediment between) but that you must 
Cast your election on him. 

Sic. Say, you chose him 

More after om comm.indment, than as guided 
By your own line afkciions ; and that your minds 
Pre-occupied uilh what you rather must do 
Than wliat you should, made you against the grain 
To voice liim consul : I.jay the fault on us. 

Bru. Ay, spare us not. Say, we read lectures 
to you, 

How youngly he began to serve his country. 

How long continued : and what stock he springs of, 
The noble house o’ the M arciaiis ; from whence 
came 

That Ancus Marcius, Nuraa’s daughter’s son, 
Who, after great Hostilius, here was king : 

Of the same house Publius and Quintus were, 

That our best water brought by conduits hither : 
And Censorinus, darling of the people, 

And nobly nam’d so, being censor twice, 

Was his great ancestor. 

Sic. One thus descended, 

That hath beside well in his person wrought 
To he set high in place, we did commend 
To your remembrances : but you have found, 
Scaling his present bearing with his past, 

That he’s your fixed enemy, and revoke 
Your sudden approbation, 

B‘m. Say, you ne’er had done’t, 

(Harp on that still,) but by our putting on : 

And presently, when you have drawn your number, 
Repair to the Capitol. 

Cil We will so : almost all [Several! speak. 
Repent in their election. [Eojcunt Citizens. 

Bru, Let them go on ; 

i This mutiny were better p\it in hazard, 

Than stay, past doubt, for greater : 

If, as his nature is, he fall in rage 

With their refusal, both observe and answer 

The vantage of his anger. 

I Sic. To the Capitol : 

; Come; well be there before the stream o’the 
j people; 

And this shall seem, as partly ’tis, their own, 

I Which we have goaded onward. [Exeunt, 


in. 

Ready, when time shall prompt them, to make road 
Upon us again* 

Com, They are worn, lord consul, so, 

That we shall hardly in our ages see 
Their banners wave again. 

Cor, Saw you Aufidius.p 

Lart, On safe-guard he came to mo ; and did 


Here was, — I thank you for your voices, thank 
you , — 

Your most sweet voices : — now you have left your 
voices, 

I have no further with you: — Was not this 
mockery ? 

Sic. Why, either, were you ignorant to see’t? 
Or, seeing it, of such childish friendliness 
To yield your voices ? 

Bril. Could you not have told him, 

As you were lesson’d, — When he had no power, 
But was a petty servant to the state, ^ 

He was your enemy ; ever spake against 
Your liberties, and the charters that you bear 
I’ the body of the weal : and now, arriving 
A place of potency, and sway o’ the state, 

If he should still malignantly remain 
Fast foe to the plebeii, your voices might 
Be curses to yourselves ? You should have said, 
That, as his worthy deeds did claim no less 
Than what he stood for ; so his gracious nature 
Would think upon you for your voices, and 
Translate his malice towards you into love, 
Standing your friendly lord. 

Sic, Thus to have said, 

As you were fore-advis’d, had touch’d his spirit, 
And tried his inclination ; from him pluck’d 
Either his gracious promise, which you might. 

As cause had call’d you up, have held him to ; 

Or else it would have gall’d his surly nature, 

Which easily endures not article 

Tying him to aught ; so, putting him to rage, 

You should have ta’en the advantage of his choler, 
And pass’d him unelected. 

Bru. Did you perceive. 

He did solicit you in free contempt. 

When he did need your loves ; and do you think, 
That his contempt shall not be bruising to you, 
When he hath power to crush ? Why, had your 
bodies 

No heart among you ? Or had you tongues, to cry 
Against the rectorship of judgment ? 

Sic. Have you, 

Ere now, denied the asker ? and, now again. 

On him, that did not ask, but mock, bestow 
Your suM-for tongues? 

3 Cit. He’s not confirm’d, we may deny him yet. 
2 Cit. And wiE deny him : 

I’ll have five hundred voices of that sound. 

1 Cit. I twice five hundred, and their friends to 
piece ’em. 

Bru. Get you hence instantly; and tell those 
friends, — 

They have chose a consul, that will from them take 
Their liberties ; make them of no more voice 
Than dogs, that are as often beat for barking, 

As therefore kept to do so. 


ACT 


SCENE I . — The same. A Street. 


Cornets. Enter Coetolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Titus 
Laetius, Senators, and Patricians. 

Cor. TuUus Aufidius then had made new head? 
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Against the Voices, for they had so vilely 

Yielded the town : he is retir’d to Antium. 

Cor. Spoke he of me ? 

LarL He did, my lord. 

Cor. How? what? 

LarL How often he had met you sword to 
sword : 

That, of all things, upon the earth, he hated 

Your person most : that he would pawn his for- 
To hopeless restitution, so he might [tunes 

Be call’d your vanquisher. 

Cor. At Antium lives he ? 

LarL At Antium, 

Cor. I wish I had a cause to seek him there, 

To oppose his hatred fully. — Welcome home. 

[To Laktius. 

JSnter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Behold ! these are the tribunes of the people, 

The tongues o’the common mouth. I do despise 
them ; 

For they do prank them in authority, 

Against all noble sufferance. 

Sic. Pass no further. 

Cor. Ha ! what is that ? 

Bru. It will be dangerous to 

Go on ; no further. 

Cor. What makes this change ? 

Men. The matter? 

Com. Hath he not pass’d the nobles, and the 
Bru4 Cominius, no. [commons ? 

Cor. Have I had children’s voices ? 

1 Sen. Tribunes, give way; he shall to the mar- 
ket-place. 

Bru. The people are incens’d against him. 

Sic. Stop, 

Or all will fall in broil. 

Cor. Are these your herd ? — 

Must these have voices, that can yield them now. 
And straight disclaim their tongues ? — ^What are 
your offices : 

You being their mouths, why rule you not their 
Have you not set them on ? [teeth ? 

Me?i. Be calm, be calm. 

Cor. It is a purpos’d thing, and grows by plot, 

To curb the will of the nobiiity : 

Suffer it, and live with such as cannot rule. 

Nor ever wiH be rul’d. 

Bru. Call’t not a plot : 

The people cry, you mock’d them ; and, of late, 
When corn was given them gratis, you repin’d ; 
Scandal’ d the suppliants for the people ; call’d them 
Time-pleasers, flatterers, foes to nobleness. 

Cor. Why, this was known before. 

Br7z. Not to them all. 

Cor. Have you inform’d them since ? 

Br?^. Plow ! I inform them ! 

Cor. You are like to do such business. 

Bru. Not unlike, 

Each way to better yours. 

Cor. Why then should I be consul ? By yon 
clouds, 

Let me deserve so ill as you, and make me 

Your fellow tribune. 

Sic. You show too much of that, 

For which the people stir : If you will pass 

To where you are bound, you must inquire your 
way, 

Which you are out of, with a gentler spirit ; 

Or never be so noble as a consul, 

Nor yoke with him for tribune. 

Men. Let’s be calm. 

Com. The people are abus’d: — Set on. — This 
palt’ring 

Becomes not Rome ; nor has Coviolanus 

Deserv’d this so dishonour’d rub, laid falsely 

I’ the plain way of his merit. 

Cor. Tell me of corn ! 

This was my speech, and I will speak’ t it again ; — 

Men. Not now, not now. 

1 Sen. Not in this heat, sir, now» 

Cor. Now as I live, I will. — My nobler friends 

I crave their pardons : — 

For the mutable, rank-scented many, let them 

Regard me as I do not flatter, and 

Therein behold themselves : I say again, 

In soothing them, we nourish ’gainst our senate 

The cockle of rebellion, insolence, sedition. 

Which we ourselves have plough’d for, sow’d and 
scatter’d, 

By mingling them with us, the honour’d number ; 
Who lack not virtue, no, nor power, but that 

Which they have given to beggars. 

Men. Well, no more. 

1 Sen. No more words, we beseech you. 

Cor. How ! no more ? 

As for my country I have shed my blood, 

Not fearing outward force, so shall my lungs 

Coin words till their decay, against those meazels, 
Which we disdain should tetter us, yet sought 

The very way to catch them. 

Bru. You speak o’the people, 

As if you were a god to punish, not 

A man of their infirmity. 

Sic. ’Twere well, 

We let the people know’t. 

Men. What, what ? his choler ? 

Cor. Choler ! 

Were I as patient as the midnight sleep, 

By Jove, ’twould be my mind. 

Sic. It is a mind, 

That shall remain a poison where it is, 

Not poison any further. 

Cor. Shall remain ! — 

Hear you this Triton of the minnows ? mark you 

His absolute shall 9 

Com. ’Twas from the canon. 

Cor. Shall / 

0 good, but most unwise patricians, why, 

You grave, but reckless senators, have you thus 

Given Hydra here to choose an officer. 

That with his peremptory shallyheing but 

The horn and noise o’the monsters, wants not spii-it 

To say, he’ll turn your current in a ditch, 

And make your channel his ? If he have power, 

Then vail your ignorance : if none, awake 

Your dangerous lenity. If you are learned, 

Be not as common fools ; if you are not. 

Let them have cushions by you. Y ou are plebeians. 

If they be senators : and they are no less, 

When both your voices blended, the greatest taste 
Most palates theirs. They choose their magistrate ; 
And such a one as he, who puts his shall. 

His popular shall, against* a graver bench 

Than ever frown’d in Greece 1 By Jove himself, 

It makes the consuls base ; and my soul akes, 

To know, when two authorities are up. 

Neither supreme, how soon confusion 

May enter ’twixt the gap of both, and take 

The one by the other. 

Com. WeR — on to the market-place. 
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Cot. Whoever gave that counsel to give forth 
The com o’the stoAe-house gratis, as ^twas us’d 

Sometime in Greece, 

jifcn. Well, well, no more ot that. 

Cor. (Though there the people had more absolute 
power,) 

I say, they nourished disobedience, fed 
The ruin of the state. . 

j^rn. Why, shall the people give 

One, that speaks thus, their voice r 

I'll reasons, 

More worthier than their voices. They know, the 

. n 

Was not our recompense ; resting well assur d 
They ne’er did service for’t : Being press’d to the war, 
Even when the navel of the state was touch’d, 

They would not thread the gates : this kind of service 
Did not deserve corn gratis : being i’ the war, 

Their mutinies and revolts, wherein they show’d 
Most valour, spoke not for them : The accusation 
Which they have often made against the senate. 

Ail cause unborn, could never be the native 
Of our so frank donation. Well, what then? 

How shall this bosom multiplied digest 
The senate’s courtesy ? Let deeds express 
What’s like to he thdr words :^We did request U ; 
'fVe are the greater poll, and in true fear 
They gave us our demands : — Thus we debase 
The nature of our seats, and make the rabble 
Call our cares, fears : which will in time break ope 
The locks o’the senate, and bring in the crows 
To peck the eagles.* — 

Men. Come, enough. 

Bru. Enough, with over-measure. 

Cor. No, take more : 

What may be sworn by, both divine and human. 
Seal what I end withal !— This double worship,— 
Where one part does disdain with cause, the other 
Insult without allreason ; where gentry, title, wisdom 
Cannot conclude, but by the yea and no 
Of general ignorance, — it must omit 
Real necessities, and give way the while 
To unstable slightness : purpose sobarr’d, it follows, 
Nothing is done to purpose : Therefore, beseech 
you,— * 

You that will be less fearful than discreet ; 

That love the fundamental part of state, 

More than you doubt the change of’t ; that prefer 
A noble life before a long, and wish 
To jump a body with a dangerous physic 
That’s sure of death without it, — at once pluck out 
The multitudinous tongue, let them not lick 
The sweet which is their poison : your dishonour 
Mangles time judgment, and bereaves the state 
Of that integrity which should become it ; 

Not having the power to do the good it would, 

For the ill which doth control it. 

Bru. He has said enough. 

Sic. He has spoken like a traitor, and shall an- 
As traitors do. [swer 

Cor, Thou wretch ! despite overwhelm thee ! — 
What should the people do with these bald tribunes ? 
On whom depending, their obedience fails 
To the greater bench : In a rebellion^ 

When what’s not meet, but what must he, was law, 
Then were they chosen ; in a better hour, 

Let what is meet, be said, it must be meet, 

And throw their power i’ the dust. 

Bru. Manifest treason. 

Sic, ■- ^ This a consul ? no. 


Bru. The yEdiles, ho ! — Let him he apprehended. 
Sic. Go, call the people; Brutus,] in 

whose name, myself 
Attach thee, as a traitorous innovator, 

A foe to the public weal : Obey, I (diarge thee, 
And follow to thine answer. 

Cm\ Hence, old goat ! 

Sen. ^ Pat. We’U surety him. 

Com. Aged sir, hands off. 

Cor. Hence, rotten tiling, or 1 shall shake thy 
Out of thy garments. [bones 

Sic. Help, ye citizens. 

ltc~enter Jinimis, nnfh niuj a rabble of Citizens. 

Men. On both sides more respect. 

Sic. Here's he, that would 

Take from you all your power. 

Bru. Seize him, yEdiles. 

Cit. Down with him, down with him ! 

speak. 

2 Sen. Weapons, weapons, weapons i 

[_Tlie>/ all bustle /f/'aae/, C'otU(n.Axiis. 
Tribunes, patricians, citizims! — what lio I — 
Sicinius, Brutus, Coriolaniis, citizens ! 

Cit. Peace, ])caee, peace ; stay, hold, peace ! 
Men. What is about to be ? — i am out of breath ; 
Confusion’s near : I cannot speak : — You, tribunes 
To the people, — Corioianus, patience : — 

Speak, good Sicinius. 

Sic. Hear me, people : — Peace. 

Cit. Let’s hear our tribune : — Peace. Speak, 
speak, speak. 

Sic. You are at point to lose your liberties : 
Marcius would have all from yon ; Marcius, 

Whom late you have nam’d for consul. 

Men. Fye, fye, fye ! 

This is the way to kindle, not to quench. 

I Sen. To unbuild the city, and to lay all fiat. 
Sic. What is the city but the people ? 

Cit. True, 

The people are the city. 

Bru. By the consent of all, we -were establish’d 
The people’s magistrates. 

Cit, You so remain. 

Aten. And so arc like to do. 

Cor. That is the way to lay the city ffat ; 

To bring the roof to the foundation ; 

And bury all, which yet distinctly ranges, 

In heaps and piles of ruin. 

Sic. This deserves death. 

Bru. Or let us stand to our authority. 

Or let us lose it ; — We do here pronounce, 

Upon the part o’the people, in whose x>ower 
We were elected theirs, Marcius is worthy 
Of present death. 

Sic. Therefore, lay hold of him ; 

Bear him to the rock, Tarpdan, and from thence 
Into destruction cast him. 

Bru. A^Rliles, seize him, 

CiL Yield, Marcius, yield. 

Aten. Hear me one word. 

Beseech you, tribunes, hear me but a word. 

Mdi. Peace, peace. , 

Men. Be that you seem, truly your country s 
friend, ^ 

And temperately pi'oceed to what you woula 
Thus violently redress. 

Bru. Sir, those cold ways, 

That seem like prudent helps, are very poisonous 
Where the disease is violent ; — Lay hands upon 
And beai' him to the rock. [him, 
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Cor- No; I'll die here. 

{^Drawing Ms sivord. 
There’s some among 3 '-ou have beheld me fighting ; 
Come, ti*y upon, yourselves what you have seen me. 
Men. Down with that sword ; — Tribunes, with- 
draw a while. 

Bru. Lay hands upon him. 

Men. Help, help, Marcius ! help, 

You that be noble : help him, young, and old ! 

CU. Down with him, down with him ! 

[Jw tMs mutiny the Tribunes, the jEdiles, and the 
people, are all beat in. 

Men. Go, get you to your house ; begone, away. 
All will be naught else. 

2 Sen. Get you gone. 

Cor. Stand fast ; 

We have as many friends as enemies. 

Men. Shall it be put to that ? 

1 Sen. . The gods forbid ! 

I pr’ytbee, noble friend, home to thy house ; 

Leave us to cure this cause. 

Men. For ’tis a sore upon us, 

You cannot tent yourself : Begone, ’beseech you. 
Com. Come, sir, along with us. 

Cor. I would they were barbarians, (as they are. 
Though in Rome litter’d,) not Romans, (as they 
are not, 

Though calv’d i’ the porch o’the Capitol,) — 

Men. Be gone ; 

Put not your worthy rage into your tongue ; 

One time will ovre another. 

Cor. On fair ground, 

I could beat forty of them. 

Men. I could myself 

Take up a brace of the best of them ; yea, the two 
tribunes. 

Com. But now His odds beyond arithmetic ; 

And manhood is call’d foolery, when it stands 
Against a falling fabric. — Will you hence, 

Before the tag return } whose rage doth rend 
Like interrupted waters, and o’erbear 
What they are used to bear. 

Men. Pray you, be gone : 

I’ll try whether my old wit be in request 

With those that have but little ; this must be patch’d 

With cloth of any colour. 

Com. Nay, come away. 

lExeunt Coeiolanus, Cominius, and others. 

1 Pat. This man has marr’d his fortune. 

Men, His nature is too noble for the world : 

He would not flatter Neptune for his trident, 

Or Jove for his power to thunder. His heart’s 
his mouth : 

Wliat his breast forges, that his tongue must vent ; 
And, being angiy, does forget that ever 
He heard the name of death. noise within. 

Here’s goodly work 1 

2 Pat. I would they were a-bed ! 

Men. I would they were in Tyber ! — What, the 

vengeance, 

Could he not speak them fair ? 

Ee-cnler BeutuscihcZ Sisinxtjs, loitli the rabble. 

Sic. Where is this viper, 

That would depopulate the city, and 
Be every man himself? 

Men. You worthy tribunes, 

Sic. He shall be thrown down the Tarpeian rock 
With rigorous hands ; he hath resisted law, 

And therefore law shall scorn him further trial 


Than the severity of the public power, 

Which he so sets at nought. 

1 Cit. He shall wdl know, 

The noble tribunes are the people’s mouths, 

And we their hands. 

CU. • He shall, sure on’t. 

^Several speak together. 

Men. Sir, — 

Sic. Peace. 

Mefi. Do not cry, havoc, where you should but 
With modest warrant. [hunt 

Sic. Sir, how comes it, that you 

Have holp to make this rescue ? 

Men. tlear me speak : — 

As I do know the consul’s worthiness, 

So can I name his faults : 

Sic. Consul ! — what consul ? 

Men. The consul Coriolanus. 

Bru. He a consul ! 

Cit. No, no, no, no, no. 

Men. If, by the tribunes’ leave, and yours, good 
people, 

1 may be heard, I’d crave a word or two ; 

The which shall turn you to no further harm, 

Than so much loss of time. 

Sic. Speak briefly then ; 

For we are peremptory, to despatch 
This viperous traitor ; to eject him hence, 

Were but one danger ; and, to keep him here, 

Our certain death ; therefore it is decreed, 

He dies to-night. 

Men. Now the good gods forbid, 

That our renowned Rome, whose gratitude 
Towards her deserved children is enroll’d 
In Jove’s own book, like an unnatural dam 
Should now eat up her own ! i 

Sic. He’s a disease, that must be cut away. 

Men. O, he’s a limb, that has but a disease ; 
Mortal, to cut it olF ; to cure it, easy. 

What has he done to Rome, that’s worthy death ? 
Killing our enemies ? The blood he hath lost, 
(Which, I dare vouch, is more than that he hath. 

By many an ounce,) he dropp’d it for his country : 
And, what is left, to lose it by his country, 

Were to us all, that do’t, and suffer it, 

A brand to the end o’the world. 

Sic. This is clean kam. 

Bru. Merely awry : Wlien he did love his coun- 
it honour’d him. [try, 

Men, The service of the foot, 

Being once gangren’d, is not then respected 
For what before it was ? 

Bru. Tide’ll hear no more : — 

Pursue him to his house, and pluck him thence ; 

Lest his infection, being of catching nature, 

Spread further. 

Men. One word more, one word. 

This tiger -footed rage, when it shall find 
The harm of unscann’d swiftness, will, too late, 

Tie leaden pounds to his heels. Proceed by process ; 
Lest parties (as he is belov’d) break out, , 

And sack great Rome with Romans. 

Bru. If it were so, — 

Sic. What do ye talk ? 

Have we not had a taste of his obedience ? 

Our sediles smote ? ourselves resisted ? — Come : — 
Men. Consider this He has been bred i’ the 
wars 

Since he could draw a sword, and is ill school’d 
In boulted language ; meal and bran together 
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He throws without distinction. Give me leave, 

111 go to him, and undertake to bring him 
Where he shall answer, by a lawful form, 

(In peace) to his utmost per J. 

It k thrimmane way : the other course 
Will prove too bloody ; and the end ot it 
Unknown to the beginning. 

Be you then as the people’s officer : 

Masters, lay down your weapons. 

|/cr?*Meefc on the market-place ‘.—Well attend 

70U there. , 

mere, if you bring not Marcius, we’ll proceed . 

In our first way. 

Men. Ill bring him to you 

Let me desire your company. ITo the Senators. 

He must come, 

Or what is worst will follow. , 

I Sen. 

SCENE II. — ^ Room in Coeiolanus’s House. 

Enter Cobiolanus and Patricians. 

Cor. Let them pull aU about mine ears; pre- 
sent me ,11 

Death on the wheel, or at wild horses heels ; 

Or pile ten hills on the Tarpeian rock, 

That the precipitation might down stretch 
Below the beam of sight, yet will I still 
Be thus to them. 

Enter Volumnia. 

1 Pat. You do the nobler. 

Cor. I muse, my mother 
Does not approve me further, who was wont 
To call them woollen vassals, things created 
To buy and sell with groats ; to show bare heads 
In congregations, to yawn, be still, and wonder, 
When one but of my ordinance stood up 
To speak of peace, or war. I talk of you ; 

^ [2’o VonuMNiA. 

Why did you wish me milder ? Would you have me 
False to my nature ? Rather say, I play 
The man I am. 

Vol. O, sir, sir, sir, 

I would have had you put your power well on, 
Before you had worn it out. 

Cor. Let go. 

Vol Yon might have been enough the man 
you are, 

With striving less to be so : Lesser had been 
The thwartings of your dispositions, if 
You had not show’d them how you were dispos’d 
Ere they lack’d power to cross you. 

Let them hang. 

VoL Ay, and burn too. 

j&nier Mbnenius Senators, 

Men. Come, come, you have been too rough, 
something too rough ; 

You must return, and mend it. 

1 Sen. There’s no remedy ; 

Unless, by not so doing, our good city 
Cleave in the midst, and perish. 

Pray be counsel’ d : 
I have a heart as little apt as yours, 

But yet a brain, that leads my use of anger^ 

To better vantage. 


Men. Well said, noble woman : 

Before he should thus stoo^) to tlie herd, but that 
The violent fit o’the time (‘raves it as physic 
For tlie whole statci, 1 would put mine armour on. 
Which I (,‘nn scarcely bear. 

■ Cor. What must 1 do ? 

jU^fen. Return to the trihimes. 

Cor. Well, 

What then ? what then ? 

Rejient what you have spoke. 
Cor. For them ? — 1 cannot do it to the gods ; 
Must I then do’t to them ? 

h' ou are too absolute ; 

Though therein you can never b(‘. too noble. 

But when extremities speak. I have heard you say, 
Honour and ])oli(^y, like unsever’d friimds, 

I’ the war do grow togetlua* ; Grant that, and tell me, 

In peace, wliat eacli of them by th’ other lose, 

That they combine not there. 

Tush, tush! 

A good demand. 

Vol. *If it be honour, in your wars, to seem 
The same you are not, (which, for your best ends, 
You adopt your policy,) how is it less, or worse, 
That it shall hold companionship in peace 
Whth honour, as in war ; since that to both 

It stands in like request ? 

Why force you tins ? • 
Vol Because that now it lies on you to speak 
To the people ; not by your own instruction, 

Nor by the matter which your heart prompts you to, 
But with such words that are but roted in ^ 

Your tongue, though but bastards, and syllables 
Of no allow'ance, to your bosom’s truth. 

Now, this no more dishonours you at all, 

Than to take in a town with gentle words, 

Which else would put you to your fortune, and 
The hazard of much blood. — 

1 would dissemble with my nature where ^ ^ 

My fortunes, and my friends, at stake, reepnr a, 

I should do so in honour : I am in this, 

Your wife, your sou, these senators, the nobles ; 
And you will rather show our general lowts 
How you can frown, that spend a fawn upon them, 
For the inheritance of their loves, and safeguard 

Of what that want might ruin. * 

Men. Noble lady!— 

Come, go with us; speak fair: you may salve so, 
Not what is dangerous present, but the loss 
Of what is past. 

YqI I pr’ythee now, my son, 

Go to them, with this bonnet in thy . 

And thus far having stretched it, (here 
Thy knee bussing the stones, (for m such . 

Action is eloquence, and the eyes of the ignorant 
More learned than the ears,) waving thy bead, 

' Which often, thus, correcting thy stout heart. 

Now humble, as the ripest mulberry, 

That wiU not hold the handling : Or, say to them 
Thou art their soldier, and being bred 
Hast not the soft way, which, thou dost coafe . , 
Were fit for thee to use, as they to c am. 

In asking their good loves ; but thou w 
Thyself, forsooth, hereafter theirs, so far 
As thou hast power, and person. 

Even as she speaks, why, all their hearts were 

For they have pardons, being ask’d, as free 
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VoL Pr’ytliee now 

Go, and be rul’d : although, I know, thou had’st 
Follow thine enemy in a fiery gulf, [rather 

Than flatter him in a bower. Here is Cominius. 
Enter.. Comintos. 

Com, I have been F the market-place : and, sir, 
’tis fit 

You make strong party, or defend yourself 

By calmness, or by absence ; albs in anger. 

. Men. Only fair speech. 

Com. I think, TwiU serve, if he 

Can thereto frame his spirit. 

Vol. He must, and will : — 

Pr’ythee, now, say, you will, and go about it. 

Cor. Must I go show them my unbarb’d sconce ? 
Must I, 

With my base tongue, give to my noble heart 

A lie, that it must bear } Well, I will do’t ; 

Yet were there but this single plot to lose, 

This mould of Marcius, they to dust should grind it, 
And throw it against the wind, — To the market- 
place : — 

You have put me now to such a part, which never 

1 shall discharge to the life. 

Com. Come, come, we’ll prompt you. 

Vol I pr’ythee now, sweet son ; as thou hast said. 
My praises made thee first a soldier, so, 

To have my praise for this, perform a part 

Thou hast not done before. 

Cor. Well, I must do’t : 

Away my disposition, and possess me 

Some harlot’s spirit ! My throat of war be turn’d. 
Which quired with my drum, into a pipe 

Small as an eunuch, or the virgin voice 

That babies lulls asleep ! The smiles of knaves 

Tent in my cheeks ; and school-boys’ tears take up 
The glasses of my sight ! A beggar’s tongue 

Make motion through my lips ; and my arm’d knees, 
Who bow’d but in my stirrop, bend like his 

That hath receiv’d an aims I — I will not do’t : 

Lest I surcease to honour mine own truth. 

And, by my body’s action, teach my mind 

A most inherent baseness. 

VoL At thy choice then : 

To beg of thee, it is my more dishonour. 

Than thou %f them. Come all to ruin ; let 

Thy mother rather feel thy pride, than fear 

Thy dangerous stoutness ; for I mock at death 

With as big heart as thou. Do as thou list. 

Thy valiantness was mine, thou suck’dst it from 
But owe thy pride thyself. [me ; 

Cor, Pray,, be content ; 

Mother, I am going to the market-place ; 

Chide me no more. I’ll mountebank their loves, 
Cog their hearts from them, and come home belov’d 
Of all the trades in Rome. Look, I am going : 
Commend me to my wife. I’ll return consul ; 

Or never trust to what my tongue can do 

I’ the way of flattery, further. 

Vol. Do your will. lExtt 

Com, Away, the tribunes do attend you ; arm 
yourself 

To answer mildly ; for they are prepar’d 

With accusations, as I hear, more strong 

Than are upon you yet. 

Cor. The word is, mildly Pray you, let us gu : 
Let them accuse me by invention, I 

Will answer in mine honour. 

Men. Ay, but mildly. 

Cor. Well, mildly be it then ; mildly. [Exeunt 

-p— — 

SCENE III. — The same. TAe Foetjm. 

Enter Sicinius and Brutus. 

Bru. In this point charge him home, that he 
affects 

Tyrannical power ; If he evade ns there, 

Enforce him with his envy to the people ; 

And that the spoil, got on the Antiates,^ 

Was ne’er distributed. — 

Enter an iEdile. 

What, will he come? 
jEd. He’s coming. 

Bru. How accompanied ? 

, JEd. With old Menenius, and those senators 

That always favour’d him. 

Sic. Have you a catalogue 

Of all the voices that we have procur’d, 

Set down by the poU. ? 

JEd. I have ; ’tis ready, here. 

Sic, Have you collected them by tribes ? 

JEd. I have. 

Sic, Assemble presently the people hither : 

And when they hear me say, It shall be so 
/’ the right and strength o’ the commons^ be it 
either 

For death, for fine, or banishment, then let them, 

If I say, fine, cry fine; if death, cry death; 

Insisting on the old prerogative 

And power i’the truth o’the cause. 

Md. I shall inform them. 

Bru. And when such time they have begun to 
cry, 

Let them not cease, but with a din confus’d 

Enforce the present execution 

Of what we chance to sentence 

Md. Very well. 

Sic. Make them be strong, and ready for this hint. 
When we shall hap to give’t them. 

Bru. Go about it. — ^ 

[Exit jEdile. 

Put him to choler straight ; He hath been us’d 

Ever to conquer, and to have his worth 

Of contradiction ; Being once chaf’d, he cannot 

Be rein’d again to temperance : then he speaks 
What’s in his heart : and that is there, which looks 
With ns to break his neck. 

Enter Coriolanus, Menenius, Cominius, Senators, and 
Patricians. 

Sic. Well, here he comes. 

Men. Calmly, I do beseech you. 

Cor. Ay, as an ostler, that for the poorest piece 
Will bear the knave by the volume.-— The honour’d 
gods 

Keep Rome in safety, and the chairs of justice 
Supplied with worthy men 1 plant love among us ! 
Throng our large temples with the shows of peace, 
And not our streets with war I 

1 Sen. Amen, amen I 

Men. A noble wish. 

Re-enter iEdile, with Citizens. 

Sic. Draw near, ye people. 
xEd. List to your tribunes ; audience : Peace, I 
Cor. First, hear me speak. [say. 

BothTri. Well, say. — Peace, ho. 

Cor. Shall 1 be charg’d no further than this 
Must all determine here 1 [present ? 

Sic. I do demand. 

If you submit you to the people’s voices, 
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Allow their ofE.cers, and are content 
To suffer lawful censure for such faults 
As shall be prov’d upon you ? 

I am content. 

Men. Lo, citizens, he says, he is content : 

The warlike service he has done, consider ; 

Think on the wounds his body bears, which show 

Like graves i’the holy churchyard. 

Scratches with briars, 

Scars to move laughter only. 

I Consider further, 

I That when he speaks not like a citizen. 

You find him like a soldier : ^ Do not take 
His rougher accents for malicious sounds, 

But, as I say, such as become a soldier, 

Rather than envy you. 

Well, well, no more. 

Cor. What is the matter, 

That being pass’d for consul with full voice, 

I am so dishonour’d, that the very Hour 
You take it off again ? 

Answer to us. 

Cor. Say then : Tis true, I ought so. ^ 

Sic. We charge you, that you have contriv d to 
take 

From Rome all season’d office, and to wind 
Yourself into a power tyrannical ; ^ 

For which you are a traitor to the people. 

Cor. Howi Traitor? 

Men. Nay ; temperately : Yoir promise, j 

Cor. The fires i’the lowest hell fold in the people ! 
Call me their traitor !-~Thou injurious tribune ! 
Within thine eyes sat twenty thousand deaths, 

Xn thy hands clutch’d as many millions, in 
Thy lying tongue both numbers, I would say, 

Thou liest, unto thee, with a voice as free 
As I do pray the gods. 

Mark you this, people ? 

at. To the rock with him ; to the rock with him ! 
Sic. Peace. 

We need not put new matter to his charge : 

What you have seen him do, and heard him speak, 
Beating your officers, cursing yourselves,^ ^ 
Opposing laws with strokes, and here defying 
Those whose great power must try him ; even this, 
So criminal, and in such capital kind, 

Deserves the extremest death. 

since he hath 

Serv’d well for Rome,—- — . ^ 

What, do you prate of service ? 

JBric. 1 talk of that, that know it. 

Cor. You? _ 

Men. , , 

The promise that you made your mother ? 

Cora. Know, 

I pray you, 

Cor, I’ll know no further : 

Let them pronounce the steep Tarpeian death, 
Vagabond exile, flaying ; Pent to linger 
But with a grain a day, I would not buy 
Their mercy at the price of one fair word ; 

Nor check my courage for what they can give, 

To have’t with saying, Good morrow. 


Sic. For that he has 

(As much as in him lies) from time to time 
Envied against the people, seeking means 
To pluck away tlieir power ; as now at last 
Given hostile strokes, and that not in the presence 
Of dreaded justice, but on tlie ministers 
That do distribute it : In the name o’the people, 
And in tlie power of us the tribunes, we, 

Even from this instant, banish him our city ; 

In peril of precipitation 

From off the rock Tarpeian, never more 

To enter our Rome gates : T'tlie people’s name, 

I say, it shall be so. 

Cii. It shall be so, 

It shall be so ; let him away : he’s banish’d. 

And so it shall be. 

Com. Hear me, my masters, and my common 
friends ; 

Sic. He’s sentenc’d ; no more hearing. 

Com. Let me speak: 

I liave been cmisiil, and can show from Rome, 

Her enemies’ marks upon me. X do love 
My countiy’s good, with a respect more tender, 
More holy and profound, tlian mine own life, 

My dear wife’s estimate, her womb’s increase, 

And treasure of my loins ; then if I would 
Speak that 

Sic. We know your drift : Speak what ? 

Bru. There’s no more to be said, but he is 
banish’d, 

As enemy to the people, and his country : 

It shall be so. 

Cii. It shall be so, it shall be so. 

Cor. You common cry of curs! whose breath I hate 
As reek o’the rotten fens, whose loves I prize 
As the dead carcasses of unburied men 
’Biat do corrupt my air, 1 banish you ; 

And here remain with your uncertainty ! 

Let every feeble rumour shake your hearts ! 

Your enemies, with nodding of their plumes, 

Fan you into despair ! Have the power still 
To banish your defenders ; till, at length, 

Your ignonuice, (which, finds not, till it feels,) 
Making not reservation of yourselves, 

(Still your own foes,) deliver you, as most ^ 
Abated captives, to some nation ^ ^ # 

Tliat won you without blows ! Despising, 

For yon, tiic city, thus I turn my back : 

There is a world elsewhere. 

lExaint ComohAsvs, Coaunius, Menenius, Senators, 
and ratricians. 

JEd. The people’s enemy is gone, is gone I 
Cit. Our enemy’s banish’d ! he is gone ! Hoo ! boo . 

IThe. people shout ■> und throw up their caps. 
Sic. Go, see him out at gates, and follow him, 
As he hath follow’d you, with all despite ; 

Give him deserv’d vexation. .Let a guard 
xVttend us through the city. ^ ^ i. . 

Cit. Come, come, let us see him out at gates ; 

The gods preserve our noble tribunes Lome. 



CORIOLANUS. 


ACT IV. 


SCJENE I — The sarne^ Before a Gate of the 
City, 

Enter Coriolanus, Volumnia, VrE,GiLiA, Mknenius, 
CoMiNius, a7id several young Patricians. 

Cot. Come, leave your tears ; a brief farewell : — 
the beast 

With many heads butts me away. — Nay, mother, 
Where is your ancient courage } you were us’d 
To say, extremity was the trier of spirits ; 

That common chances common men could bear ; 
That, when the sea was calm, all boats alike 
Show'd mastership in floating : fortune’s blows, 
When most struck home, being gentle wounded, 
craves 

A noble cunning : you were us’d to load me 
With precepts, that would make invincible 
The heart that conn’d them. 

Vif. O heavens ! O heavens ! 

Cor. Nay, I pr’jthee, woman, — 

Vol. Now the red pestilence strike all trades in 
And occupations perish ! [Rome, 

Cor. What, what, what ! 

I shall be lov’d, when I am lack’d. Nay, mother, 
Resume that spirit, when you were wont to say. 

If you had been the wife of Hercules, 

Six of his labours you’d have done, and sav’d 
Your husband so much sweat. — Cominius, 

Droop not ; adieu : — Farewell, my wife ! my 
mother ! 

I’ll do well yet. — Thou old and true Menenius, 
Thy tears are salter than a younger man’s, 

And venomous to thine eyes. — My sometime general 
I have seen thee stern, and thou hast oft beheld 
Heart-hard’ ning spectacles ; tell these sad women, 
*’Tis fond to wail inevitable strokes. 

As ’tis to laugh at them My mother, you wot well, 

My hazards still have been your solace : and 
Believe’t not lightly, (though I go alone, 

Like to a lonely dragon, that his fen 
Makes fear’d, and talk’d of more than seen,) 
your son 

Will, or exceed the common, or be caught 
With cautelous baits and practice. 

Vol. My first son, 

Whither wilt thou go ? Take good Cominius 
With thee a while ; Determine on some course, 
More than a wild exposture to each chance 
That starts i’the way before thee. 

Cor. O the gods ! 

Com. Ill follow thee a month, devise with thee 
Where thou shalt rest, that thou may’st hear of us, 
And we of thee : so, if the time thrust forth 
A cause for thy repeal, we shall not send 
O’er the vast world, to seek a single man ; 

And lose advantage, which doth ever cool 
I’the absence of the needer. 

Cor. Fare ye well : — 

Thou hast years upon thee ; and thou art too full 
Of the wars’ surfeits, to go rove with one 
That’s yet unbruis’d : bring me but out at gate. — 
Come, my sweet wife, my dearest mother, and 
My friends of noble touch, when I am forth, 

Bid me farewell, and smile. I pray you, come. 
While I remain above the ground, you shall 
Hear from me stiU ; and never of me aught 
But what is like me formerly. 


Men. That’s worthily 

As any ear can hear. — Come, let’s not weep. — 

If I could shake off but one seven years 
From these old arms and legs, by the good gods, 
I’d with thee every foot. 

Cor. Give me thy hand. 

Come. ^Exeunt. 


SCENE II. — The same. A Street near the Gale. 
Enter Sicinius, Brutus, and an JEclile. 

Sic. Bid them all home ; he’s gone, and we’ll 
no further. — 

The nobility are vex’d, who, we see, have sided 
In his behalf. 

Bru. Now we have shown om* power, 

Let us seem humbler after it is done, 

Than when it was a- doing. 

Sic. Bid them home : 

Say, their great enemy is gone, and they 
Stand in their ancient strength. 

Bru. Dismiss them home 

\_Extt iEdile. 

Enter Voi-umnia, Virgilia, and Menenius. 

Here comes his mother. 

Sic. .Let’s not meet her. 

Bru. Why ? 

Sic. They say, she’s mad. 

Bru. They have ta’en note of us : 

Keep on your way. 

Vol. O, you’re well met : The hoarded plague 
o’the gods 
Requite your love ! 

Men. Peace, peace ; he not so loud. 

Vol. If that I could for weeping, you should 
hear, — 

Nay, and you shall hear some — Will you be gone ? 

[Tg Brutits. 

Vir. You shall stay too : [ToSicin.] I would, 
I had the power 
To say so to my husband. 

Sic. Are you mankind ? 

Vol. Ay, fool ; Is that a shame ? — Note but 
this fool. — 

Was not a man my father ? Hadst thou foxship 
To banish him that struck more blows fOr Rome, 
Than thou hast spoken words ? 

Sic. O blessed heavens ! 

Vol. More noble blows, than ever thou wise 
words ; 

And for Rome’s good. — I’ll tell thee what ; — Yet 
go: 

Nay, but thou shalt stay too : — I would my son 
Were in Arabia, and thy tribe before him, 

His good sword in his hand. 

Sic. , What then ? 

Vir. What then ! 

He’d make an end of thy posterity. 

Vol. Bastards, and all. — 

Good man, the wounds that he does bear for Rome 1 
Men. Come, come, peace. 

Sic. I would he had continu’d to his country, 

As he began ; and not unknit himself 
The noble knot he m ade . 

Bru. I would he had. 

■■■■ 'X X 2 •' 
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Vol. I would he had ! ’Twas you incens’d the 
rabble : 

Cats, that can judge as fitly of his worth, 

As I can of those mysteries which heaven 
Will not have earth to know. 

Bru, Pray, let us go. 

Vol. Now, pray, sir, get you gone : 

You have done a brave deed. Ere you go, hear this ; 

As far as doth the Capitol exceed 

The meanest house in Rome : so far, my son, 

(This lady’s husband here, this, do you see,) 

Whom you have banish’d, does exceed you all. 

Bru. Well, well, we’ll leave you. 

Bic. Why stay we to be baited 

With one that wants her wits ? 

Vol. Take my prayers with you — 

I would the gods had nothing else to do, 

[Exmnt Tribunes. ; 

But to confirm my curses I Could I meet them 
But once a day, it would unclog my heart 
Of what lies heavy to’t. 

Men. You have told them home, 

And, by my troth, you have cause. You’ll sup 
with me ? 

Vol. Anger’s my meat ; I sup upon myself, 

And so shall starve with feeding. — Come, let’s go ; 
Leave this faint puling, and lament as I do, 

In anger, Juno-like. Come, come, come. 

Men. Eye, fye, fye ! [Exeunt. 

— t — 

SCENE III. — A HigJmay hetxoeen Rome and 
Antium. 

Enter a Romsm and a Voice, meeting. 

Bom. I know you well, sir, and you know me : 
your name, I think, is Adrian. 

Vol. It is so, sir : truly, I have forgot you. 

Bom. I am a Roman ; and my services are, as 
you are, against them ; Know you me yet } 

Vol. Nicanor? No. 

The same, sir. 

Vol. You had more beard, when I last saw you ; 
hut your favour is well appeared by your tongue. 
What’s the news in Rome ? I have a note from the 
Volscian state, to find you out there : You have 
well saved me a day’s journey. 

Bom. There hath been in Rome strange insur- 
rection : the people against the senators, patricians, 
and nobles. 

Vol. Hath been! Is it ended then ? Our state 
thinks not so ; they are in a most warlike prepa- 
ration, and hope to come upon them in the heat of 
their division. 

Bom. The main blaze of it is past, but a small 
thing would make it fiame again. For the nobles 
receive so to heart the banishment of that worthy 
Coriolanus, that they are in a ripe aptness, to take 
all power from the people, and to pluck from them 
their tribunes for ever. This lies glowing, I can 
tell you, and is almost mature for the violent 
breaking out. 

Vol. Coriolanus banished ? 

Bom. Banished, sir. 

Vol. You will be welcome with this intelligence, 
Nicanor. 

Bom. The day serves well for them now. I have 
heard it said, The fittest time to corrupt a man’s 
wdfe, is when she's fallen out with her husband. 
Your noble Tullus Aufidius win appear well in 


these wars, his great opposer, Coriolanus, being 
now in no request of his country. 

Vol. He cannot choose. I am most fortunate, 
thus accidentally to encounter you : You have 
ended my business, and 1 will merrily accompany 
you home. 

B,om. I shall, between this and supper, tell you 
most strange tilings from Rome ; all tending to the 
good of their adversaries. Have you an army ready, 
say you ? 

Vol. A most royal one ; the centurions, and their 
charges, distinctly billeted, already in the enter- 
tainment, and to be on foot at an hour’s warning. 

Rom. I am joyful to liear of their readiness, and 
am the man, I think, that shall set them in present 
action. So, sir, heartily well met, and most glad 
of your company. 

Vol. You take my part from me, sir ; I have 
the most cause to be glad of yours. 

Bom. Well, let us go together [Exeunt 


SCENE IV. — Antium. Before Aupidius’s 
Ilo'Ufie. 

Enter Cotuolancs, in mean apparel, disguised and 
muffled. 

Cor. A goodly city is tliis Antium : City, 

’Tis I that made thy widows : many an heir 
Of these fair edifices ’fore my wars 
Have I heard groan, and drop : then know me not; 
Lest that thy wives with spits, and boys with stones 
Enter a Citizen. 

In puny battle slay me. — Save you, sir. 

(Jit. And you. 

Cor. Direct me, if it be your will, 

Where great Aufidius lies : Is he in Antium ? 

Cit. He is, and feasts the nobles of the state, 

At his house this night. 

Cor. Which is his house, ’beseech you ? 

Cit. This, here, before you. 

Cor. Thank you, sir : farewell. 

[Exit Citizen. 

O, world, thy slippery turns ! Friends now fast 
sworn, 

Whose double bosoms seem to wear one heart, ^ 
Whose hours, whose bed, whose meal, and exercise. 
Are still together, who twin, as ’tw'ere, in love 
Unseparable, shall within this hour, 

On a dissention of a doit, break out 
To bitterest enmity : So, fellest foes, 

Whose passions and whose plots have broke their 
sleep 

To take the one the other, by some chance, 

Some trick not wmrth an egg, shall grow dear 
friends, 

And inteijoin their issues. So with me : — 

My birth-place hate I. and my love’s upon 
This enemy town. — I’ll enter : if he slay me, 

He does fair justice ; if he give me way, 

I’ll do his country service. 


SCENE Y.--The same. A Hall in Aufidics’s 
House. 

Music within. Enter a Servant. 

1 Sen), Wine, wine, wine ! What service is 
here I 

I think our fellows are asleep. [Exit. 
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Enter another Servant. 

2 Serv. Where’s Cotus ! my master calls for 
him. Cotiis ! [_ExU. 

Enter Cobiolanus. 

Cor, A goodly house ; The feast smells well : 
but 1 

Appear not like a guest. 

Re-enter thejirst Servant. 

1 Serv. Wliat would you have, friend ? Whence 
are you ? Here’s no place for you : Pray, go to the 
door. 

Cor. I ha^e deserv’d no better entertainment, 

In being Coriolanus. 

Re-enter second Seiwant. 

2 Serv. Whence are you, sir ^ Has the porter 
his eyes in his head, that he gives entrance to such 
companions ? Pray, get you out. 

Cor. Away ! 

2 Serv. Away ? Get you away. 

Cor. Now thou art troublesome. 

2 Serv. Are you so brave ? I’ll have you talked 
with anon. 

Enter a third Servant, Thejirst meets him, 

3 Serv. What fellow’s this } 

1 Serv. A strange one as ever I looked on : I 
cannot get him but o’ the house : Pr’ythee, call my 
master to him. 

3 Serv. What have you to do here, fellow.^ 
Pray you, avoid the house. 

Cor. Let me but stand ; I will not hurt your 

3 Serv. What are you [hearth. 

Cor. A gentleman. 

3 Serv. A marvellous poor one. 

Cor. True, so I am. 

3 Serv. Pray you, poor gentleman, take up some 
other station ; here’s no place for you ; pray you, 
avoid : come. 

Cor. Follow your function, go ! 

And batten on cold bits. [Pushes Mm away. 

3 Serv. What, will you not ? Pr’ythee, tell my 
master what a strange guest he has here. 

2 Serv. And I shall. [Exit. 

3 Serv. Where dwellest thou 

Cor. Under the canopy. 

3 Serv. Under the canopy? 

Cor. Ay. 

3 Serv. Where’s that ? 

Cor. I’ the city of kites and crows. 

3 Serv. I’ the city of kites and crows ? — What 
an ass it is I—Then thou dwellest vrith daws too ? 

Cor, No, I serve not thy master. 

3 Serv. Plow, sir! Do you meddle with my 
master? 

Cor. Ay; ’tis an honester seiwice than to meddle 
with thy mistress : 

Thou prat’st, and prat’st ; serve with thy trencher, 
hence I [Beats Mm away. 

Enter Aufidius a7id the second Servant. 

Auf. Where is this fellow 

2 Serv. liere, sir ; I’d have beaten him like a 
dog, but for disturbing the lords within. 

Auf. Whence comest thou ? what wouldest thou ? 
Thy name I 

Why speak’st not ? Speak, man ; What’s thy name ? 

Cor. If, Tullus, [Unmuffliny, 

Not yet thou know’st me, and seeing me, dost not 
Think me for the man I am, necessity 
Commands me name myself. 


Auf. What is thy name ? 

[Servants retire. 

Cor. A name unmusical to the Volscian’s ears, 
And harsh in sound to thine. 

-^w/. Say, what’s thy name ? 

Thou hast a grim appearance, and thy face 
Bears a command in’t ; though thy tackle’s torn, 
Thou show’st a noble vessel ; What’s thy name ? 

Cor. Prepare thy brow to frown : Know’st thou 
me yet ? 

Auf. I know thee not : — Thy name ? 

Cor. My name is Caius Marcius, who hath done 
To thee particularly, and to all the Voices, 

Great hurt and mischief ; thereto witness, may 
My surname, Coriolanus : The painful service, 

The extreme dangers, and the drops of blood 
Shed for my thankless country, are requited 
But with that surname ; a "ood memory, 

And witness of the malice and displeasure 
Which thou shouldst bear me : only that name 
The cruelty and envy of the people, [remains ; 
Permitted by our dastard nobles, who 
Have all forsook me, hath devour’d the rest ; 

And suffered me by the voice of slaves to be 
Whoop’d out of Rome. Now, this extremity 
Hath brought me to thy hearth ; Not out of hope, 
Mistake me not, to save my life ; for if 
I had fear’d death, of all the men i’tlie world 
I would have ’voided thee : but in mere spite, 

To be full quit of those ray banishers, 

Stand I before thee here. Then if thou hast 
A heart of wreak in thee, that will revenge 
Thine own particular wrongs, and stop those maims 
Of shame seen through thy country, speed thee 
straight, 

And make my misery serve thy turn; so use it. 
That my revengeful services may prove 
As benefits to thee ; for I will fight 
Against my canker’d country with the spleen 
Of all the under fiends. But if so be 
Thou dar’st not this, and that to prove more fortunes 
Thou art tir’d, then, in a word, I also am 
Longer to live most weary, and present 
My throat to thee, and to thy ancient malice : 
Which not to cut, would thee show hut a fool ; 
Since I have ever follow’d thee with hate, 

Drawn tuns of blood out of thy country’s breast, 
And cannot live but to thy shame, unless 
It be to do thee service. 

Auf. O Marcius, Marcius, 

Each word thou hast spoke hath weeded from my 
A root of ancient envy. If Jupiter [heart 

Should from yon cloud speak divine things, and 
say, 

’ Tis true ; I’d not believe them more than thee, 
All noble Marcius. — O, let me twiae 
Mine arms about that body, where against 
My grained ash an hundred times hath broke, 

And scar’d the moon with splinters ! Here I clip 
The anvil of my sword ; and do contest 
As hotly and as nobly with thy love. 

As ever in ambitious strength I did 
Contend against thy valour. Know thou first, 

I loved the maid I married ; never man 
Sighed truer breath ; but that I see thee here, 
Thou noble thing ! more dances my rapt heart, 
Than when I first my wedded mistress saw 
Bestride my threshold. Why, thon Mars I X tel] 
thee, 

We have a power oh foot; and I had purpose 
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Once more to liew thy target from thy brawn, 

Or lose mine arm for’t : Thou hast beat me out 
Twebe several times, and I have nightly since 
Dreamt of encounters Twixt thyself and me : 

We have been down together in my sleep, > 

Unbuckling helms, fisting each other’s throat. 

And wak’d half dead with nothing. Worthy 
Marcius, , . 

Had we no quarrel else to Rome, but that 
Thou art thence banish'd, we would muster all 
Trom twelve to seventy ; and, pouring war 
Into the bowels of ungrateful Rome, 

Like a bold flood o’er beat. O, come, go in, 

And take our friendly senators by the hands ; 

Who now are here, taking their leaves of me, 

Who am prepar’d against your territories, 

Though not for Rome itself. 

You bless me, gods ! 
Auf. Therefore, most absolute sir, if thou wilt 
The leading of thine own revenges, take [have 
The one half of my commission ; and set dovvm^, — 

As best thou art experienc’d, since thou know st 
Thy country’s strength and weakness, — thine own 
ways : 

Wliether to knock against the gates of Rome, 

Or rudely visit them in parts remote. 

To fright them, ere destroy. But come in : 

Let me commend thee first to those, that shall 
Say, yeay to thy desires. A thousand welcomes ! 
And more a friend than e’er an enemy ; 

Yet, Marcius, that was much. Your hand ! Most 
welcome ? 

lExetmt CoiuoLANUS and Aufidius- 

1 Serv, [Advancmg.] Here’s a strange alter- 
ation 1 , , , 

2 Serv. By my hand, I had thought to have 
strucken him with a cudgel; and yet my mind 
gave me, his clothes made a false report of him. 

1 Serv. What an arm he has 1 He turned me 
about with his finger and his thumb, as one w^ould 
set up a top. 

2 Seo'v. Nay, I knew by his face that there was 
something in him : he had, sir, a kind of face, 
methought, — I cannot tell how to term it. 

1 Serv. He had so; looking as it were, 

’Would I were hanged, but I thought there was 
more in him than I could think. 

2 Serv. So did I, I’ll he sworn : he is simply 
the rarest man i’the world. 

1 Serv. I think, he is : but a greater soldier 
than he, you wot one. 

2 Serv. Who ? my master ? 

1 Serv. Nay, it’s no matter for that. 

2 k^rv. Worth six of him. 

1 Serv. Nay, not so neither; but I take him to 
be the greater soldier. 

2 Serv. ’Faith, look you, one cannot tell how to 
say that : for the defence of a town, our general is 
excellent. 

1 Serv. Ay, and for an assault too. 

Ke-mtcr third Servant. 

3 Serv. O, slaves, I can tell you news; news, 
yon rascals. 

1 . 2 Serv. What, what, what ? let’s partake. 

3 SeQ'v. I would not he a Roman, of ^ nations ; 
I had as lieve be a condemned man. 

1.2 Serv. Wherefore ? wherefore ? 

I 3 Serv. Why, here’s he that was wont to thwack 
I our general, — Cains Marcius. 
i 1 Serv. Why do you say, thwack our general ? 


3 Serv. I do not say thwack our general; but 
he was always good enough ibr him. 

2 Serv. Come, we are fellow^s, and friends : he 
was ever too hard for him ; I have heard him say 
so himself. 

1 Serv. He was too hard for him directly, to say 
the truth on’t : before Coriolihe scotched him and 
notched him like a carbonado. 

2 Serv. An he had been cannibally given, he 
might have broiled and eaten him too. 

1 Serv. But, more of thy news ? 

3 Serv. Why, he is so made on here within, as 
if he were son and heir to Mars : set at upper end 
o’the table : no question asked bim by any of the 
senators, but they stand bald before him : Our 
general himself makes a inistess of him ; sanctifies 
himself with’s hand, and turns up the white o’the 
eye to his discourse. But the bottom of the news 
is, our general is cut i’the middle, and but one half 
of what he was yesterday ; for the other has half, 
by the entreaty and grant of the whole table. Re’ll 
go, he says, and sowic the porter of Rome gates 
by the ears : He will mow down all before him, 
and leave his passage polled. 

2 Serv. And he’s as like to do’t, as any man I 
can imagine. 

3 Serv. he will do’t: For, look you, sir, 

he has as many friends as enemies : which friends, 
sir, (as it were,) durst not (look you, sir,) show 
themselves (as we term it,) his friends, whilst he’s 
in directitude. 

1 Serv. Directitude 1 what’s that ? 

3 Serv. But when they shall see, sir, his crest up 
again, and the man in blood, they will out of their 
burrows, like conies after rain, and revel all with 
him. 

I Serv. But when goes this forward ? 

ZScrv. To-morrow; to-day; presently. You 
shall have the drum struck up this afternoon : ’tis, 
as it were, a parcel of their feast, and to be executed 
ere they wipe their lips. 

; 2 Serv. Why, then we shall have a stirring world 

, again. This peace is nothing, hut to rust iron, 
increase tailors, and l)reed ballad-makers. 

1 Serv. Let me have war, say 1 ; it exceeds 
1 peace, as far as day does night; it’s spritely, 

waking, audible, and full ot vent.^ Peace is a veiy 
j apoplexy, lethargy ; mulled, deaf, sleepy, insensi- 
ble ; a getter of more bastard children, than wars 
f a destroyer of men. 

2 Serv. ’Tis so : and as wars, in some sort, may 
be said to be a ravisher ; so it cannot be denied, 
but peace is a great maker of cuckolds. 

1 Serv. Ay, and it makes men hate one another. 
3 3 Serv. Reason ; because they then less need one 

another. The wars, for my money. 1 hope to see 
0 Romans as cheap as Yolscians. They are rising, 
s they are rising. ^ 

All. in, in, m, m. *- 


SCENE YI Rome, A ‘public Place. 

Enter SiciNius and Brutus. 

Sic. We hear not of him, neither need vfe tear 
His remedies are tame i’the present peace ’ 

And quietness o’the people, which before 
Were in wild hniry. Here do we make 
Blush, that the world goes weH; ’ 

Though they themselves did suffer by t, 
Dissentious numbers pestering streets, than see 
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Our tradesmen singing in their shops, and going 
About their functions friendly. 

Hunter Menenius. 

Bm. We stood to’t in good time. Is this 
Menenius ? 

Aic. ’Tis he, 'tis he : O, he is grown most kind 
Of late. — Hail, sir ! 

Jlen. Hail to you both 

A'ie. Your Coriolanus, sir, is not much miss’d, 
But wifh his friends: the common-wealth doth 
stand ; 

And so would do, were he more angry at it. 

JhTm. All’s well; and might have been much 
He could have temporiz’d. [better if 

Ah'. Where is he, hear you ? 

3fen. Nay, I hear nothing ; his mother and his 
Hear nothing from him. [wife 

Enter three or four Citizens. 

C%t. The gods preserve you both I 
Sic. Good-e’en, our neighbours. 

Bru. Good e’en to you all, good e’en to you all. 
1 CU. Ourselves, our wives, and children, on our 
Are bound to pray for you both. [knees, 

Sic. Live, and thrive ! 

jSV«. Farewell, kind neighbours : We wish’d 
Coriolanus 

Had lov’d you as we did. 

€it. Now the gods keep you ! 

Both Tri. Farewell, farewell. {_Exeunt Citizens. 
Sic. This is a happier and more comely time, 
Than when these fellows ran about the streets, 
Crying, Confusion. 

Bru. Caius Marcius was 

A worthy officer i’ the war ; but insolent, 

O’ercome with pride, ambitious past all thinking, 
Self-loving, 

Sic. And affecting one sole throne, 
Without assistance. 

Men. I think not so. 

Sic. We should by this, to all our lamentation, 
If he had gone forth consul, found it so. 

Bru. The gods have well prevented it, and Rome 
Sits safe and still without him. 

Enter jEdile. 

JEd. Worthy tribunes, 

There is a slave, whom we have put in prison, 
Reports, — the Voices with two several powers 
Are enter’d in the Roman territories ; 

And with the deepest malice of the war 
Destroy what lies before them, 

Me7i. ’Tis Aufidius, 

Who, hearing of our Marcius’ banishment. 

Thrusts forth his horns again into the world ; 
Which were insliell’d, when Marcius stood for 
Rome, 

And durst not once peep out. 

Sic. Come, what talk you 

Gf Marcius ? 

Bru. Go see this rumourer whipp’d. — It cannot 
The Voices dare break with us. [be, 

Men. Cannot be ! 

We have record, that very well it can ; 

And three examples of the like have been 
Within my age. But reason with the fellow, 

Before you punish him, where he heard this : 

Lest you shall chance to whip your information, 
And beat the messenger who bids beware 
Of what is to be dreaded. 


Sic. Tell not me : 



I know, this cannot be. 

Bru. Not possible. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. The nobles, in great earnestness, are 
going 

All to the senate-house : some news is come, 

That turns their countenances. 

Sic. ’Tis this slave ; — 

Go whip him ’fore the people’s eyes : — his raising 
Nothing but his report ! 

Mess. Yes, worthy sir, 

The slave’s report is seconded ; and more, 

Mere fearful, is deliver’d. 

Sic. What more fearful ? 

Mess. It is spoke freely out of many mouths, 
(How probable, I do not know,) that Marcius, 
Join’d with Aufidius, leads a power ’gainst Rome ; 
And vows revenge as spacious, as between 
The young’ st and oldest thing. 

Sic. This is most likely I 

Bru. Rais’d only, that the weaker sort may wish 
Good Marcius home again. 

Sic. The very trick on’t. 

Men. This is unlikely : 

He and Aufidius can no more atone, 

Than violentest contrariety. 

Enter another Messenger. 

Mess. You are sent for to the senate ; 

A fearful army, led by Caius Marcius, 

Associated with Aufidius, rages 
Upon our territories ; and have already, 

O’erborne their way, consum’d with fire, and tooK 
What lay before them. 


Com. O, you have made good work ! 

Men. What news ? what news } 

Com. You have holp to ravish your own daugh- 
ters, and 

To melt the city leads upon yonr pates ; 

To see your wives dishonour’d to your noses ; 

Men. What’s the news ? what’s the news ? 

Com. Your temples burned in their cement ; and 
Your franchises, whereon you stood, confin’d 
Into an auger’s bore. 

Men. Pray now, your news ? — 

You have made fair work, I fear me : — Pray, ^mur 
news ? 

If Marcius should be join’d with Volscians, 

Com. If ! 

He is their god ; he leads them like a thing 
Made by some other deity than nature, 

That shapes man better ; and they follow him, 
Against us brats, with no less confidence, 

Than boys pursuing summer butterfiies, 

Or butchers killing flies. 

Men. You have made good work, 

You, and your apron men ; you that stood so much 
Upon the voice of occupation, and 
The breath of garlic-eaters ! 

Com. He will shake 

Your Rome about your ears. 

Men. As Hercules 

Did shake down meUow fruit ; You have made fair 
Bru. But is this true, sir ? [world 

Corn. : Ay; and you’ll look pale 

Before you find it other. AH the regions 
Do smilingly revolt ; and, who resist, 

Are only modk’d for valiant ignorance, 


Enter Cominius . 
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ind perish constant fools, mo is’t can blame 

liim ? , . • 1 • 

Your enemies, and his, find something m him. 
Men. We are all undone, unless 

The noble man have mercy. , ,, , ^ 

Who shall ask it ? 

The tribunes cannot do’t for shame ; the people 
Deserve such pity of him, as the wolt ^ 

Does of the shepherds : for his best friends, if tl y 
Should say. Be good to Rome, they charg d him 
even , 

As those should do that had deserv d his hate, 

And therein show’d like enemies. 

Men. ' 

If he were putting to my house the brand 

That should consume it, 1 have not the face ^ 

To say, ^Beseech you, cease . — ^You have made lair 

hands, , • i 

You and vour crafts ! you have crafted tair 1 

You have brought 

A trembling upon Home, such as was never 
i So incapable of help. 

1 Say not, we brought it. 

Men. Howl Was it we? We lov'd him; but, 
like beasts, 

And cowardly nobles, gave way to your clusters, 
Who did hoot him out o’the city. 

Com. But, Hear, 

They’ll roar him in again. Tullus Aufidius, 

The second name of men, obeys his points 
As if he were his officer Desperation 
Is all the policy, strength, and defence, 

That Eome can make against them. 


Enter a Troop of Citizens. 

Here comes the clusters. — • 
And is Aufidius with him ?— You are they 
That made the air unwholesome, when you cast 
Your stinking, greasy caps, in hooting at 
Coriolanus’ exile. Now he’s coming; 

And not a hair upon a soldier’s head, 

Which will not prove a whip ; as many coxcombs, 
As you threw caps up, will he tumble down. 

And pay you for your voices. ’Tis no matter ; 

If he could burn us all into one coal, 

We have deserv’d it. 

Cit. ’Faith, we hear fearful news. 

\ For mine own part. 

When I said, banish him, I said, ’twas pity. 

2 CU. And so did I. 

S Cit. And so did I ; and, to say the truth, so 
did very many of us : That we did, we did for the 
best ; and though we willingly consented to his 
banishment, yet it was against our wiU. 

Com. You are goodly things, you voices ! 

made 

Good work, you and your cryd— Shall us to the 

Com. O, aye ; what else ? [Capitol ? 

{Exeunt Com. and Men. 

Sic. Go, masters, get you home.be not dismay’d. 
These are a side, that would be glad to have 
This true, which they so seem to fear. Go home, 
And show no sign of fear. 

1 Cit. The gods be good to us I Come, masters, 
let’s home. I ever said, we were i’ the wrong, 
when we banished him. 

2 Cit. So did we aU. But come, let’s home. 

[EareMKi Citizens. 

Bru. I do not like this news. 

Sic. Nor I, 


Bru. Let’s to the Capitol : — ’Would, half my 
Would buy this for a lie ! [wealth 

Sic. Fray? let us go. 

{Exeunt. 

4 -— 

SCENE VII. — Camp ; at a small distance 
from Rome. 

Enter Auiodius, and Mu Lieutenant. 

Auf. Do tliey still liy to the Roman ? 

Lieu. I do not know what witchcraft’ sin him; but 
Your soldiers use him as the grace ’fore meat, 

Their talk at table, and tbeir thanks at end ; 

And you are darken’d in this action, sir, 

Even by your own, 

Ai/f. I cannot help it now ; 

Unless, by using means, I lame the foot 
Of onr design. " He bears bimself more proudlier 
Even to my person, than I thought he would, 

When first I did embrace him : Yet his nature 
In that’s no changeling ; and I must excuse 
What cannot be amended. 

Lieu. Yet I wish, sir, 

(I mean, for your particular,) you had not 
Join’d in commission with liim : but either 
Had borne the action of yourself, or else 
To him had left it solely. 

Auf. I understand thee well ; and be thou sure, 
When he shall come to his account, he knows not 
What I can urge against him. Although it seems, 
And so he thinks, and is no less apparent 
To the vulgar eye, that he bears all things fairly, 
And shows good husbandly for the Volsciari state ; 
Fights dragon-like, and does achieve as soon 
As draw his sword : yet he hath left undone 
That, which shall break his neck, or hazard mine, 
Vriiene’er we come to our account. 

Lieu. Sir, I beseech you, think you he’U carry 
Rome ? 

Auf. All places yield to him ere he sits aown ; 
And the nobility of Rome are his : 

The senators, and patricians, love him^ too : 

The tribunes are no soldiers ; and tbeir people 
Will be as rasb in the repeal, as basty 
To expel him thence. I think, he’ll be to Rome, 
As is the osprey to the fish, who takes it 
By sovereignty of nature. First he was 
A noble servant to them ; but he could not 
Carry his honours even : whether ’twas pride, 
Which out of daily fortune ever taints 
The happy man ; wdiether delect of judgment, 

To fail in the disposing of those chances 
Which he was lord of; or whether nature, 

Not to he other than one thing, not moving 
From the casepe to the cushion, but commanaing 
Even wirii the same austerity and garb i peace 
As he controll’d the war ; but, one of these, 

(As he hath spices of them all, not all, ^ 

For I dare so far free Mm,) made him tear 
So hated, and so banish’d : But he has a merit, 

To choke it in the utterance. So our virtues 
Lie in the interpretation of the time : 

And power, unto itself most commendable, 

Hath not a tomb so evident as a chair 
To extol what it hath done. ^ 

One fire drives out one fire ; one nail, one J^^ii ; ^ , 
Rights by rights fouler, strength by strengths do tail. 
Como, let’s away, men, Cains, Rome is tmnv. 
Thou art poor’st of all ; then shortly art tto^ 


SCENE I, 
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SCENE I. — Rome. A public Place. 

Enter Mbnenius, Cominius, Sicinius, Brutus, and others . 
Men. No, FU not go : yon hear, what he hath 
said, 

Which was sometime his general ; who lov’d him 
In a most dear particular. He call’d me, father ; 
But what o’ that ? Go, you that banish’d him, 

A mile before his tent fail down, and kneel 
The way into his mercy : Nay, if he coy’d 
To hear Cominius speak, I’ll keep at home. 

Com. He would not seem to know me. 

Men. Do you hear 1 

Com. Yet one time he did call me by my name : 
I urg’d our old acquaintance, and the drops 
That we have bled together. Coriolanus 
He would not answer to : forbad all names ; 

He was a kind of nothing, titleless, 

Till he had forg’d himself a name i’ the fire 
Of burning Rome. 

Men. Why, so ; you have made good work: 
A pair of tribunes that have rack’d for Rome, 

To make coals cheap : A noble memory ! 

Com. I minded him, how royal ’twas to pardon 
When it was less expected : He replied, 

It was a bare petition of a state 
To one whom they had punish’d. 

I Men. Very well ; 

Could he say less } 

Com. I offer’d to awaken his regard 
For his private friends : His answer to me was, 

He could not stay to pick them in a pile 
Of noisome musty chaff : He said, ’twas folly. 

For one poor grain or two, to leave unburnt, 

And still to nose the offence. 

Men, For one poor grain 

Or two ? 1 am one of those ; his mother, wife. 

His child, and this brave fellow too, we are the 
grains ; 

You are the musty chaff ; and you are smelt 
Above the moon : We must be burnt for you. 

Sic. Nay, pray be patient : If you refuse your 
In this so never-heeded help, yet do not [aid 
Upbraid us with our distress. But, sure, if you 
Would be your country’s pleader, your good 
tongue 

More than the instant army we can make, 

Might stop our countryman. 

Men. No ; I’ll not meddle. 

Sic. I pray you, go to him. 

Men. What should I do? 

Bfu. Only make trial what your love can do 
For Rome, towards Marcius. 

Men. Well, and say that Marcius 

Return me, as Cominius is return’d 
Unheard; what then? — 

But as a discontented friend, grief-shot 
With his unkindness ? Say’t be so 

Sic. : Yet your good will 

IHust have that thanks from Rome, after the mea- 
As you intended well. [sure 

Men. I’d undertake it : 

I think, he’ll hear me. Yet to bite bis lip, 

And hum at good Cominius, much unhearts me. 
He was not taken well : he had not din’d : 

The veins unfill’d, our blood is cold, and then 
We pout upon the morning, are unapt 


To give or to forgive ; but when we have stuff’d 
These pipes, and these conveyances of our blood 
With wine and feeding, we have suppler souls 
Than in our priest-like fasts : therefore I’ll Tratch 
Till he be dieted to my request, [him 

And then I’ll set upon him. 

JSru. You know the very road into his kindness, 
And cannot lose your way. 

Men, Good faith, I’ll prove him, 

Speed how it will. I shall ere long have knowledge 
Of my success. lExit. 

Com. He’ll never hear him. 

Sic. Not ? 

Com. I tell you, he does sit in gold, his eye 
Red as ’twould burn Rome ; and his injury 
The gaoler to his pity. I kneel’ d before Mm ; 
’Twas very faintly he said, Bise ; dismiss’d me 
Thus, with his speechless hand : What he would do, 
He sent in writing after me ; what he would not, 
Bound with an oath, to yield to his conditions ; 

So, that all hope is vain, 

Unless his noble mother, and his wife ; 

Who, as I hear, mean to solicit him 

For mercy to his country. Therefore, let’s hence, 

And with our fair entreaties haste them on. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE II. — An advanced Post of the Volscian 
Camp before Rome. The Guard at their stations. 

Enter to them Menenius. 

1 G. Stay : Whence are you ? 

2 G. Stand, and go back. 

Me?i. You guard like men ; ’tis well : But, by 

I am an officer of state, and come [your leave 
To speak with Coriolanus. 

1 G. From whence 

Men. From Rome. 

1 G. You may not pass, you must return : our 

Will no more hear from thence. [general 

2 G. You’ll see your Rome embrac’d with fire, 

You’ll speak with Coriolanus. [before 

Men. Good my friends, 

If you have heard your general talk of Rome, 

And of his friends there, it is lots to blanks, 

My name hath touch’d your ears : it is Menenius. 

1 G. Be it so ; go back : the virtue of your name 
Is not here passable. 

Men. I tell thee, fellow, 

Thy general is my lover : I have been 

The book of his good acts, whence men have read 

His fame unparaUel’d, haply, amplified ; 

For I have ever verified my friends, 

(Of whom he’s chief,) with all the size that verity 
Would without lapsing suffer : nay, sometimes. 
Like to a bowl upon a subtle ground, 

I have tumbled past the throw ; and in his praise 
Have, almost, stamp’d the leasing : therefore, fel- 
I must have leave to pass. [low, 

I G. ’Faith, sir, if you had told as many lies in 
Ms behalf, as you have uttered words in your own, 
you should not pass here : no, though it were as 
virtuous to lie, as to live chastely. Therefore, go 
back. 

Men. Pr’ythee, fellow, remember my name is 
Menenius, always factionary on the party of your 
general. 
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2 Q. Howsoever you have been his liar, (as yon 
say, yon have,) I am one that, telling true under 
Mm, must say, you cannot pass. Therefore, go 

Men. Has he dined, canst thou tell? for I would 
not speak with him till after dinner. 

1 G. You are a Roman, are you? 

Men. I am as thy general is. 

1 G. Then you should hate Rome, as he does. 
Can you, when you have pushed out your gates the 
very defender of them, and, in a violent popular 
ignorance, given your enemy your shield, think to 
front his revenges with the easy groans of old 
women, the virginal palms of your daughters, or 
with the palsied intercession of such a decayed 
dotant as you seem to be ? Can you think to blow 
out the intended fire your city is ready to flame in, 
with such weak breath as this ? No, you are de- 
ceived ; therefore, back to Rome, and prepare for 
your execution: you are condemned, our general , 
has sworn you out of reprieve and pardon. 

Men. Sirrah, if thy captain knew I wei*e here, 
he would use me with estimation. 

2 G. Come, my captain knows you not. 

Men. I mean, thy general. 

1 G. My general cares not for yon.^ Back, I 
say ; go, lest I let forth your half pint of blood ; — 
hack,— -that’s the utmost of your having ; — ^back. 

Men. Nay, but fellow, fellow, — 

Enter Coriolanus and Aupidius. 

Cor. What’s the matter? 

Men. Now, you companion, I’ll say an errand 
for you ; you shall know now, that I am in estima- 
tion ; you shall perceive that a jack guardant can- 
not office me from my son Coriolanus : guess, but 
by my entertainment with him, if thou stand’st not 
i’ the state of hanging, or of some death more long 
in spectatorship, and crueller in suffering ; behold 
now presently, and swoon for what’s to come upon 
thee. — The glorious gods sit in hourly synod about 
thy particular prosperity, and love thee no worse 
than thy old father Menenius does ! O, my son ! 
my son 1 thou art preparing fii-e for us ; look thee, 
here’s water to quench it. I -was hardly moved to 
come to thee : hut, being assured, none but myself 
could move thee, I have been blown out of your 
gates with sighs : and conjure thee to pardon Rome, 
and thy petitionary countrymen. The good gods 
assuage thy wrath, and turn the dregs of it upon 
this varlet here ; this, who like a block, hath de- 
nied my access to thee. 

Cor. Away! 

Men. How ! away ? 

Cor. Wife, mother, cMld, I know not. My aflairs 
Are servanted to others ; Though I owe 
My revenge properly, my remission lies 
In Volscian breasts. That we have been familiar, 
Ingrate forgetfulness shal poison, rather 
Than pity note how much. — ^Therefore, he gone. 
Mine ears against your suits are stronger, than 
Your gates against my force. Yet, for I lov’d thee, 
Take this along ; I writ it for thy sake. 

Gives a letter. 

And would have sent it. Another word, Menenius, 
I will not hear thee speak. — This man, Aufldius, 
W'as my beloved in Rome : yet thou behold’st 

Auf. You keep a constant temper. 

lEeceunt Coriolanus and Aufix>. 

X G. Now, sir, is your name Menenius ? 


2 G. ’Tis a spell, you see, of much power : You 
know the way home again. 

1 G. Do you hear how we are slient for keeping 
your greatness back ? 

2 G. What cause, do you think, I have to swoon ? 

3ien. I neither care for the world, nor your ge- 
neral : for such things as you, I can scarce think 
there’s any, you are so slight. He that hath a will 
to die by himself, fears it not from another.. Let 
your general do his worst. For you, be that you 
are, long ; and your misery increase with your age ! 
I say to you, as I was said to, Away ! lExU. 

1 G. A noble fellow, I warrant him. 

2 G. The worthy fellow is our general : He is the 
rock, the oak not to be wind-shaken. lExcunt. 


SCENE III.— T/m Tcni o/ C oiuolanus. 

Enter Coriolanus, Auranus, a7id others. 

Cor. We will before the walls of Rome to-morrow 
Set down our host. — My partner in this action, 

You must report to the Volscian lords, how plainly 
I have borne this business. 

Anf. Only their ends 

You have respected ; stopp’d your ears against 
The general suit of Rome ; never admitted 
A private whisper, no, not with such friends 
That thonght them sure of you. 

Cor. This last old man, 

Whom with a crack’d heart I have sent to Rome, 
Loved me above the measure of a father ; 

Nay, godded me, indeed. Their latest refuge 
Was to send him : for whose old love, I have 
(Though I show’d sourly to him,) once more 
offer’d 

The first conditions, which they did refuse, 

And cannot now accept, to grace him only, 

That thouglit he could do more ; a very little 
I have yielded too : Fresh, embassies and suits, 

Nor from the state, nor private friends, hereafter 
Will I lend ear to. — Ha ! what shout is this ? 

{^Shout within. 

Shall I be tempted to infringe my vow 
In the same time ’tis made ? I will not. — 

Editor, in mourning habits, Virgiua, Volumnia, leading 
young Marcius, Valeria, and Attendants. 

My wife comes foremost ; then the honour’d 
mould 

WTierein this trunk was fram’d, and in her hand 
The grand-child to her blood. But, out, affection ! 
All bond and privilege of nature, break ! 

Let it be virtuous, to be obstinate. — 

What is that curt’sy worth, or those doves’ eyes, 
Which can make gods forsworn ? — I melt, and am 
not ■ ■ ' ' 

Of stronger earth than others. — My mother bows ; i 
As if Olympus to a molehill should 
In supplication nod : and my young boy 
Hath an aspect of intercession, which 
Great natui'e cries, Berhy not .> — LeVthe Voices 
Hough Rome, and harrow Italy : I’ll never 
Be such a gosling to obey instinct ; but stand, 

As if a man were author of himself, 

And knew no other kin. 

Vir. My lord and husband 

Cor. These eyes are not the same I wore in 
Rome. 

Tir. The sorrow, that delivers us thus chang n, 
Makes you thiiik so. 
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Cor. Like a dull actor now, 

I have forgot my part, and I am out, 

Even to a full disgrace. Best of my flesh, 

Forgive my tyranny ; but do not say, 

For that, Forgive our Romans. — 0, a kiss 
Long as my exile, sweet as my revenge ; 

Now by the jealous queen of heaven, that kiss 
I carried from thee, dear ; and my true lip 
Hath virgin’d it e’er since. — You, gods ! I prate, 
And the most noble mother of the world 
Leave unsaluted : Sink, my knee, i’ the earth ; 

^Kneels. 

Of thy deep duty more impression show 
Than that of common sons. 

Fo/. O, stand up Mess’d ! 

Whilst, with no softer cushion than the Mnt, 

I kneel before thee ; and unproperly 
Show duty, as mistaken all the while 
Between the child and parent. [Kneels. 

Cor. What is tliis ? 

Your knees to me ? to your corrected son ? 

Then let the pebbles on the hungry beach 
Fillip the stars ; then let the mutinous winds 
Strike the proud cedars ’gainst the fiery sun ; 
Murd’ring impossibility, to make 
What cannot be, slight work. 

Fo/. Thou art my warrior ; 

I holp to frame thee. Do you know tMs lady ? 

Cor. The noble sister of Publicola, 

The moon of Rome ; chaste as the icicle, 

That’s curded by the frost from purest snow, 

And hangs on Dian’s temple : Dear Valeria ! 

Foi. This is a poor epitome of yours, 

Which by the interpretation of full time. 

May show like all yourself. 

Cor. The god of soldiers, 

With the consent of supreme Jove, inform 
Thy thoughts with nobleness ; that thou may’st 
prove 

To shame unvulnerable, and stick i’ the wars, 

Like a great sea-mark, standing every flaw. 

And saving those that eye thee ! 

FoL Your knee, sirrah. 

Cor. That’s my brave boy. 

FoL Even he, your wife, this lady, and myself, 
Are suitors to you. 

Cor. I beseech you, peace : 

Or, if you’d ask, remember this before ; 

The things, I have forsworn to grant, may never 
Be held by you denials. Do not bid me 
Dismiss my soldiers, or capitulate 
Again with Rome’s mechanics : — Tell me not 
Wherein I seem unnatural : Desire not 
To allay my rages and revenges, with 
Your colder reasons. 

Foi. O, no more, no more ! 

You have said, you will not grant us any thing ; 

For we have nothing else to ask, but that 
Which you deny already : Yet we wdli ask ; 

That, if you fail in our request, the blame 
May hang upon your hardness ; therefore hear us. 

Cor. , Aufidius, and you Voices, mark ; for we’ll 
Heaniought from Rome in private.-— Your request ? 
Vol. Should we be silent and not speak, our 
raiment 

And state of bodies would bewray vrhat life 
We have led since thy exile. Think with thyself. 
How more unfortunate than all living women 
Ai*e we come hither : since that thy sight, which 
should 
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Make our eyes flow with joy, hearts dance with 
comforts 

Constrains them weep, and shake with fear and 
sorrow ; 

Making the mother, wife, and child, to see 
The son, the husband, and the father, tearing 
His country’s bowels out. And to poor we, 

Tbine enmity’s most capital : thou barr’st us 
Our prayers to the gods, which is a comfort 
That all but we enjoy ; For how can we, 

Alas ! how can we for our country pray, 

Whereto we are boimd ; together with thy victory, 

! Whereto we are bound ? Alack I or we must lose 
The country, our dear nurse ; or else thy person, 
Onr copofort in the country. We must find 
An evident calamity, though we had 
Our wish, which side should win : for either thou 
Must, as a foreign recreant, be led 
With manacles thorough our streets, or else 
Triumphantly tread on thy country’s ruin ; 

And bear the palm, for having bravely shed 
Thy wife and children’s blood. For myself, son, 

I purpose not to wait on fortune, till 

These wars determine : if I cannot persuade thee 

Rather to show a noble grace to both parts, 

Than seek the end of one, thon shalt no sooner 
March to assault thy country, than to tread 
(Trust to’t, thou shalt not,) on thy mother’s 
That brought thee to this world. [womb, 

Fir. Ay, and on mine, 

That brought you forth this boy, to keep your name 
Living to time. j,. 

Roy. He shall not tread on me ; 

I’ll run away till I am bigger, but then I’ll fight. 

Cor. Not of a woman’s tenderness to be, 

Requires nor child nor woman’s face to see. 

I have sat too long. IRising. 

Vol. Nay, go not from us thus. 

If it were so, that our request did tend 
To save the Romans, thereby to destroy 
The Voices whom you serve, you might condemn us, 
As poisonous of your honour : No ; our suit 
Is, that you reconcile them ; while the Voices 
May say, This mercy we have skew'd; the Romans, 
This we receiv’d ; and each in either side I 

Give the all-hail to thee, and cry, Be Mess’d 
For making up this peace ! Thon know’st, great 
son, 

The end of war’s uncertain ; but this certain, 

That, if thou conquer Rome, the benefit 
Which thon shalt thereby reap, is such a name, 
Whose repetition will he dogg’d with curses ; 

Whose chronicle thus writ, — The man was noMe, 
But with his last attempt he wip’d it out ; 

Destroy’d his country ; and his name remains^ 

To" the ensiling age, abhorr’d. Speak to me, son: 
Thou hast affected the fiine strains of honour, 

To imitate the graces of the gods ; 

To tear with thunder the wide cheeks o’ the air, 

And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak 
Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs ?— Daughter, speak you ; 
He cares not for your weeping. Speak thou, boy : 
Perhaps, thy childishness will move him more 
Than can our reasons.— There is no man in the 
world 

More bound to his mother; yet here he lets me 
prate, 

Like one i’ the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life 
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Show’d thy dear motlier any courtesy; 

When she, (poor hen !) fond of no second brood, 
Has cluck’d thee to the wars, and safely home, 
Loaden with honour. Say, my request s unjust. 
And spurn me back : But, if it be not so. 

Thou art not honest ; and the gods will plague thee. 
That thou restrain’st from me the duty, which 
To a mother’s part belongs.— He turns away : 
Down, ladies ; let us shame him with our knees. 

To his surname Coriolanus ’longs more pride. 

Than pity to our prayers. Down; An end : 

This is the last ;-So we will home to Rome, 

And die among our neighbours.-Nay, behold us : 
This boy, that cannot tell what he would have, 

But kneels, and holds up hands, for fellowship. 

Does reason our petition with more strength 
Than thou hast to deny’t.— Come, let us go : 

This fellow had a Volscian to his mother ; 

His wife is in Corioli, and his child 

Like him by chance Yet give us our despatch : 

I am hush’d until our city be afire. 

And then I’ll speak a little. 

0 mother, mother I 
[_Holding Vowjmnia by the hands^ silent. 

What have you done ? Behold, the heavens do ope, 
The gods look down, and this unnatural scene 
They laugh at. O my mother, mother ! O ! 

You have won a happy victory to Rome : ^ 

But, for your son, — believe it, O, believe it,^ 

Most dangerously you have with him prevail’d. 

If not most mortal to him. But, let it come ; 
Aufidius, though I cannot make true wais, 

I’ll frame convenient peace. Now, good Aufidius, 
Were you in my stead, say, would you have heard 
A mother less ? or granted less, Aufidius } 

Auf. I was mov’d withal. 

I dare be sworn, you were : 
And, sir, it is no little thing, to make ^ 

Mine eyes to sweat compassion. But, good sir, 
What peace you’ll make, advise me : for my part, 
I’ll not to Rome, I’ll back with you ; and pray you. 
Stand to me in this cause.— O mother! wife ! 

Auf. I am glad, thou hast set thy mercy and thy 
honour 

At difference in thee : out of’ that I’ll work 
Myself a former fortune. 

[The Ladies make signs to CouroLANus. 

Cor. Ay, by and by; 

[To VOLUMNIA, VlRGlLTA, ^'C. 

But we will drink together ; and you shall bear 
A better witness back than words, which we, 
bn like conditions, will have counter- seal’d, 

Come, enter with us. Ladies, you deserve 
To have a temple built you : all the swords 
In Italy, and her confederate arms, 

Could not have made this peace. [Exeunt, 


SCENE IV. — Rome. A public Place. 

JEnfer Mbnknius SiciNiUs. 

Me7b. See you yond coign o’the Capitol; yond 
corner-stone ? 

Sic. Why, what of that? 

Men. If it be possible for you to displace it with 
your little finger, there -is some hope the ladies of 
Rome, especially his mother, may prevail with him. 
But I say, there is no hope in’ t; our throats are 
sentenced, and stay upon execution. 


Sic. Is’t possible, that so short a time can alter 
the condition of a man ? 

Men. There is differency between a grub, and 
a buttei'fly ; yet your butterfly was a grub. This 
Marcius is grown from man to dragon : he has 
wings ; he’s more than a creeping thing. 

Sic. He loved his mother dearly. 

Men. So did he me : and he no more remembers 
his mother now, than an eight year old horse. The 
tartaess of his face sours ripe grapes. When he 
walks, he moves like an engine, and the ground 
shrinks before his treading. — He is able to pierce 
a corslet with his eye ; talks like a knell, and his 
hum is a battery. He sits in his state, as a thing 
made for Alexander. What he bids be done, is 
finished with liis bidding. He wants nothing of a 
god, but eternity, and a heaven to throne in. 

Sic. Yes, mercy, if you report him truly. 

Men.. I paint him in the eharaf^ter. Mark what 
mercy his motlier shall bring from him : There is 
no more mercy in him, than there is milk in a male 
tiger ; that shall our poor city find: and all this is 
’long of you. 

Sic. The gods be good unto us I 
Men. No, in such a case the gods will not be 
good unto us. When we banished him, we 
respected not them : and, he returning to break 
our necks, they respect not us. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Sir, if you’d save your life, fly to your 
house ; 

The plebeians have got your fellow-tribune, 

And hale him up and down ; ail swearing, if 
The Roman ladies bring not comfort home, 

They’ll give him death by inches. 

Enter another Messenger. : 

What’s the news ? 
Mess. Good news, good news The ladies have 
prevail’d, 

The Voices are dislodg’d, and Marcius gone : 

A merrier day did never yet greet Rome, 

No, not the expulsion of the Tarquins. 

Sic, Friend, 

Art thou certain this is true ? is it most certain ? 

Mess. As certain, as I know the sun is fire : ^ 

Where have you lurk’d, that you make doubt of it ? 
Ne’er through an arch so hurried the blown tide, 

As the recomforted through the gates. V by, hark 

you; : 

[Tr'unvpets and hautboys sounded, a,nd drums 
beaten, all together. Bhotithig also within. 
The trumpets, sackbuts, psalteries, and fifes, 
Tabors, and cymbals, and tbe shouting Romans, _ 
Make the sun dance. Hark you! [ShouUng agatn. 
Men. is good news : 

I will go meet the ladies,. This Volumnia 
Is worth of consuls, senators, patricians, 

A city full ; of tribunes, such as you, 

A sea and land full : You have pray’d well to-day: 
This morning, for ten thousand of your throats 
I’d not have given a doit. Hark, how they joy . 

® [Shouting and music. 

Sic. First, the gods bless you for their tidiup '» 
Accept my thankfulness. ^ 

Mess. Sir, we have all 

Great cause to give great thanks. 

? They are near the city ? 

Jfm. Almost at point to enter. ^ 

, We will meet them, 

' 1 -I Li ‘ [Going, 

1 And help the joy. 
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Enter the Ladies, accompanied bp Senators, Patricians, 
atid People. Tliep pass over the Stage. 

1 Sen. Behold o\ir patroness, the life of Rome : 
Call all your tribes together, praise the gods, 

And make triumphant fires ; strew flowers before 
Unshout the noise that banish’d Marcius, [them : 
Repeal him with the welcome of his mother ; 

Cry, — Welcome, ladies, welcome ! — 

Jii. Welcome, ladies ! 

Welcome ! ZAjtourish with drums and trumpets. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE V. — Antium. A public Place, 
Enter Tullus Aupidius, with Attendants. 

Auf. Go tell the lords of the city, I am here : 
Deliver them this paper : ha,ving read it, 

Bid them repair to the market-place ; where I, 
Even in tlieirs and in the commons’ ears, 

Will vouch the truth of it. Him I accuse. 

The city ports by this hath enter’d, and 
Intends to appear before the people, hoping 
To purge himself with words : Despatch. 

{Exeunt Attendants. 

Enter fJiree or four Conspirators q/ A uFinms’/actiow. 
Most welcome ! 

1 Con. How is it with our general ? 

Auf, Even so, 

As with a man by his own alms empoison’d, 

And with his charity slain. 

2 Con, Most noble sir, 

If you do hold the same intent wherein 
You wish’d us parties, we’ll deliver you 

Of your great danger. 

Auf. . Sir, I cannot tell *, 

We must proceed, as we do find the people. 

3 Con, The people will, remain uncertain, whilst 
^Twixt you there’s difference; but the fall of either 
Makes the survivor heir of all. 

Auf. I know it ; 

And my pretext to strike at him admits 
A good construction. I rais’d him, and I pawn’d 
Mine honour for his truth ; Who being so heighten’d, 
He water’d his new plants with dews of flattery. 
Seducing so my friends : and, to this end, 

He bow’d his nature, never known before 
But to be rough, unswayable, and free. 

3 Con. Sir, his stoutness, 

When he did stand for consul, which he lost 
By lack of stooping, — - 

Auf, That I would have spoke of : 

Being banish’d for’t, he came unto my hearth ; 
Presented to my knife his throat ; I took him ; 
Made him joint-servant with me ; gave him way 
In all his own desires ; nay, let him choose 
Out of my files, his projects to accomplish, 

My best and freshest men ; serv’d his designments 
In mine own person ; holp to reap the fame, 
Which he did end all his ; and took some pride 
To do myself this wrong : till, at the last, 

I seem’d his follower, not partner ; and 
He wag’d me with his countenance, as if 
I had been mercenary. 

1 Con. So he did, my lord : 

The army marvell’d at it. And, in the last, 

When he had carried Rome ; and that we look’d 

For no less spoil than glory, 

.Auf, There was it; — 

For which my sinews shall he stretch’d upon him. 
At a few drops of women’s rheum, which are 


As cheap as lies, he sold the blood and labour 
Of our great action ; Therefore shall he die, 

And I’ll renew me in his fall. But, hark ! 

{Drums and trumpets sound, with great 
shouts of the people. 

1 Con. Your native town you enter’d like a post, 
And had no welcomes home ; but he returns. 
Splitting the air with noise. 

2 Con. And patient fools, 

Whose children he hath slain, their base throats tear, 
With giving him glory. 

3 Con. Therefore, at your vantage, 

Ere he express himself, or move the people 

With what he would say, let him feel your sword,. 
Which we will second. When he lies along, 

After your way his tale pronounc’d shall bury 
His reasons with his body. 

Auf. Say no more ; 

Here come the lords. 

Enter the Lords of the dtp. 

Lords. You are most welcome home. 

Auf. I have not deseiw’d it ; 

But, worthy lords, have you with heed perus’d 
What I have written to you } 

Lords. We have. 

1 Lord. And grieve to hear it. 

What faults he made before the last, I think, 

Might have found easy fines : but there to end, 
Where he was to begin, and give away 
The benefit of our levies, answering us 
With our own charge ; making a treaty, where 
There was a yielding ; This admits no excuse. 

Auf. He approaches, you shall hear him. 

Enter Coriolanus, with drums and colours ; a crowd 
of Citizens with him. 

Cor. Hail, lords I I am return’d your soldier; 
No more infected with my country’s love, 

Than when I parted hence, but still subsisting 
Under your great command. You are to know, 
That prosperously I have attempted, and 
With bloody passage, led your wars, even to 
The gates of Rome. Our spoils we have brought 
home, 

Do more than counterpoise, a full third part, 

The charges of the action. We have made peace, 
With no less honour to the Antiates, 

Than shame to the Romans : and we here deliver, 
Subscribed by the consuls and patricians, 

Together with the seal o’ the senate, what 
W’’e have compounded on. 

Auf. Read it not, noble lords ; 

But tell the traitor, in the highest degree 
He hath abus’d your powers. 

Cor. Traitor ! — How now ? — 

Auf. Ay, traitor, Marcius. 

Cor. , Marcius I 

Auf. Ay, Marcius, Caius Marcius ; Dost thou 
think 

I’ll grace thee with that robbery, thy stol’n name 
Coriolanus in Gorioli ? 

You lords and heads of the state, perfidiously 
He has betray’d your business, and given up, 

For certain drops of salt, your city Rome 
(I say, your city,) to his wife and mother : 
Breaking his oath and resolution, like 
A twist of rotten silk ; never admitting 
Counsel o’ the wax ; but at his nurse’s tears 
He whin’d and roarld away your victory ; 

Tliat pages blush’d at him, and men of heart 
Look’d wondering each at other. 




Cor. Hear'st thou, Mars ? 

Auf. Name not the god, thou boy of tears,— 
Cor. Ha ! 

Auf. No more. 

Cor. Measureless liar, thou hast made my heart 
Too great for what contains it. Boy ! O slave ! — 
Pardon me, lords, Tis the first time that ever 
I was forc'd to scold. Your judgments, my grave 
lords, 

Must give this cur the lie : and his own notion 
(Who wears my stripes impress'd on him ; that 
must bear 

My heating to his grave ;) shall join to thrust 
The lie unto him. 

1 Lord. Peace, both, and hear me speak. 

Cor. Cut me to pieces, Voices ; men and lads, 
Stain all your edges on me. — Boy ! False hound ! 

If you have writ your annals true, 'tis there, 

That like an eagle in a dove-cote, I 
Flutter’d your Voices in Corioli : 

Alone I did it. — Boy ! 

Auf. Why, noble lords, 

Will you be put in mind of his blind fortune, 
Which was your shame, by this unholy braggart, 
'Fore your own eyes and ears ? 

Cou. Let him die for't. {^Several speak at once. 
Cit. [Speaking promiscuously.] Tearhim to pieces, 
do it presently. He killed my son;— my daughter ; 
— He killed my cousin Marcus ; — He killed my 


Stand, Aufidius, 


0, that I had him 
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Auf. Insolent villain! I 

Con. Kill, kill, kill, kill, kill him. | 

[Aufidius and the Conspirators draio, and kill Com- 
OLANUS, who fa lls, and Aufidius stands on him. 

Lords. Hold, hold, hold, hold. 

Auf. My noble masters, hear me speak. 

1 Lord. O Tullus,— 

2 Lord. Thou hast done a deed whereat valour 

will weep. 

3 Lord. Tread not upon him.— -Masters all, be 

Put up your swords. [cpiiet ; 

A Iff. My lords, when you shall know (as in this 
rage, 

Provok’d by him, you cannot,) the great danger 
Which this man’s life did owe you, you’ll rejoice 
That he is thus cut off. Please it your honours, 

To call me to your senate, I’ll deliver 
Myself your loyal servant, or endure 
Your heaviest censure* 

1 Lord. Bear from hence Ms body, 

And mourn you for him : let him be regarded 

As the most noble corse, that ever herald 
Did follow to his urn. 

2 Lord. His own impatience 

Takes from Aufidius a great part of blame. 

Let’s make the best of it. 

Auf. My rage is gone, 

And I am struck with sorrow. — Take him up : — 
Help, three o’the chiefest soldiers ; I’ll be one. — 
Beat thou the drum, that it speak mournfully: 

Trail your steel pikes. — Though in this city lie 
Hath widow’d and unchilded many a one, 

Which to this hour bewail the injury, 

Yet he shall have a noble memory. — 

Assist. 

lExeimt, heMTing the body of Cobioianvb. 

A dead march sounded. 
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SCENE , — During a great part of the Flay., at Rome ; afterwards at Sardis ; and near Philippi. 


ACT I. 


SCENE 1.- 


Enter Fla-vius, IVIarullus, and a rabble of Citizens. 

Flav. Hence ; liome, you idle creatures, get you 
Lome ; 

Is tMs a holiday ? What I know you not, 

Being mechanical, you ought not walk, 

Upon a labouring day, without the sign 

Of your profession J — Speak, what trade art thou ? 

1 at. Why, sir, a carpenter. 

Mar. Where is thy leather apron, and thy rule ? 
What dost thou with thy best apparel on ? — 

You, sir ; what trade are you? 

2 at. Truly, sir, in respect of a fine workman, 
I am but, as you would say, a cobbler. 

3Tar. But what trade art thou ? Answer me 
directly. 

2 Cit. A trade, sir, that, I hope, I may use with 
a safe conscience ; which is, indeed, sir, a mender 
of bad soles. 

Mar. What trade, thou knave, thou naughty 
knave, what trade ? 

2 at. Nay, I beseech you, sir, be not out with 
me : yet, if you be out, sir, I can mend you. 

Mar. Wliat meanest thou by that ? Mend me, 
thou saucy fellow ? 

2 Cit. Why, sir, cobble you. 

Flav. Thou art a cobbler, art thou ? 

2 Cit. Truly, sir, all that I live by is, with the 
awl : I meddle with no tradesman's matters, nor 
women^s matters, but with awl. I am, indeed, sir, 
a surgeon to old shoes ; when they are in great 
danger, I recover them. As proper men as ever 
trod upon neats-ieather, have gone upon my handy- 
work. 

Flav. But wherefore art not in thy shop to-day ? 
Why dost thou lead these men about the streets ? 


2 Cit Truly, sir, to wear out their shoes, to get 
myself into more work. But, indeed, sir, we make 
holiday, to see Csesar, and to rejoice in his triumph. 
Mar. Wherefore rejoice ? What conquest brings 
he home ? 

"What tributaries follow him to Rome, 

To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels? 

You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless 
I things ! 

O, you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 

Knew you not Pompey ? Many a time and oft 
Have you climbM up to walls and battlements, 

To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 

Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation, 

To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome : 

And when you saw his chariot but appear, 

Have you not made an universal shout, i 

That Tyber trembled underneath her banks, | 

To hear the replication of your sounds. 

Made in her concave shores ? 

And do you now put on your best attire ? 

And do you now cull out a holiday ? 

And do you now strew flowers in his way, 

That comes in triumph over Pompey’ s blood ? 

Be gone ; 

Run to your houses, fall upon your knees, i 

Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and for this 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort ; [fault, 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all. 

lExeunt Citfeena 

See, whe’r their basest metal he not mov’d ^ 
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Merely upon myself. Vexed I am, 

Of late, with passions of some difference, 
Conceptions only proper to myself, 

Which give some soil, perhaps, to my behaviours ; 
But let not therefore my good friends be griev’d ; 
(Among which number, Cassius, be you one ;) 

Nor construe any further my neglect, 

Than that poor Bnitus, with himself at war, 
Forgets the shows of love to other men. 

Cas, Then, Brutus, I have much mistook your 
passion ; 

By means whereof, this breast of mine bath buried 
Thoughts of great value, wmrthy cogitations. 

Tell me, good Brutus, can you see your face ? 

Bru, No, Cassius : for the eye sees not itself, 
But by reflection, by some other things. 

Cas. ’Tis just : 

And it is very much lamented, Brutus, 

That you have no such mirrors, as will turn 
Yoar hidden wmrtliiness into your eye, 

That you might see your shadow. I have heardy 
Where many of the best respect in Rome, 

(Except immortal Cmsar,) speaking of Brutus : 
And groaning underneath this age’s yoke, 

Have wish’d that noble Brutus had his eyes. 

Bm, Into what dangers would you lead me, 
Cassius, 

That you would have me seek into myself 
For that which is not in me ? 

Cas. Therefore, good Brutus, be prepar’d to hear; 
And, since you know you cannot see yourself 
So well as by reflection, I, your glass, 

Will modestly discover to yourself 
That of yourself which you yet know not of. 

And be not jealous of me, gentle Binitus : 

Were I a common laugher, or did use 
To stale with ordinary oaths my love 
To every new protester ; if you kndw 
That I do fawm on men, and hug them hard, 

And after scandal tijem ; or if you know 
That I profess myself in banqueting 
To all the rout, then hold me dangerous. 

iMoitrUJh and slwut. 
Bfu. What means this shouting I do fear, the 
Choose Cajsar for their king. [people 

Cas. Ay, do you fear it ? 

Then muslt I think you would not have it so. 

Bfu. I would not, Cassius ; yet Hove him well : — - 
But wherefore do you hold me here so long ? 

What is it that you would impart to me ? 

If it be aught toward the general good, 

Set honour in one eye, and death i^ the other, 

And 1 will look on both indifferently : 

For, let the gods so speed me, as I love 
The name of honour more than 1 fear death. 

Cas. 1 know that virtue to be in you, Brutus, 

As w’^ell as I do know your oixtward favour. 

Well, honour is the subject of my story. — 

I cannot tell, what you and other men 
Think of this life ; but, for my single self, 

I had as lief not be, as live to be 
In awe of such a thing as I myself. 

I was bom free as Caesar ; so were you : 

We both have fed as well ; and we can both 
Endure the winter's cold, as well as he. 

For once, upon a raw and gusty day, 

The troubled Tyber chafing with her shores, 

Csesar said to me, Bafsl thout Cassius, now 
Leaf in with me into this angry flood. 

And swim to yonder point ^ — Upon ihe word, 


They vanish tongue-tied in their guiltiness. 

Go you down that way towards the Capitol ; 

This way will I : Disrobe the images, 

If you do find them deck’d with ceremonies. 

Mar. Alay we do so ? 

You know, it is the feast of Lupercal. 

Ftav. It is no matter ; let no images 
Be hung with Caesar’s trophies. Til about, 

And drive away the vulgar fcom the streets : 

So do you too, where you perceive them thick. ^ 
These growing feathers pluck’d from Caesar’s wing, 
Will make him fly an ordinary pitch ; 

Who else would soar above the view of men, 

And keep us all in servile fearfulness. [Fmmt. 


SCENE U.—T/ie sa7ne. A public Place. 
Enter, in procession, with music, Cjksar] Antony, for 
the cotirse,' Calphurnia, Portia, Decius, Cickro, 
Brutus, Cassius, and Casca, a great c7'Owd following: 
among them a Soothsayer. 

Ceos. Calphurnia, — 

Casca, Peace, ho ! Caesar speaks. 

IMusic ceases, 

Cm. Calphurnia, — 

Cal. Here, my lord. 

Cm, Stand you directly in Antonius’ way, 
When he doth run his course. — Antonius. 

Ant, Caesar, my lord. 

Cm. Forget not, in your speed, Antonius, 

To touch Calphurnia : for our elders say, 

The barren, touched in this holy chase, 

Shake off their steril curse. 

Ant, I shall remember : 

When Caesar says, Do this, it is perform’d. 

Cm. Set on ; and leave no ceremony out. 

Sooth. Cassar. 

Cm. Ha I Who calls 1 

Casca. Bid every noise be still : — Peace yet again. 

IMiisic ceases. 

Cm. Who is it in the press, that calls on me ? 

I hear a tongue, shriller than all the music, 

Cry, Csesar : Speak ; Caesar is turn’d to hear. 
Sooth. Beware the ides of March. 

Cm. What man is that ? 

Bru. A soothsayer, bids you beware the ides of 
March. 

Cm. Set him before me, let me see his face. 
Cas. Fellow, come from the throng : Look upon 
Caesar. 

Cm. What say'st thou to me now ? Speak once 
Sooth. Beware the ides of March. [again. 
Cm. tie is a dreamer ; let us leave him ; — pass. 

ISenet. Exeunt allhutBnv. and Cas. 
Cas. Will you go see the order of the course ^ 
Bru, Not 1. 

Cas. I pray you, do. 

Bru, I am not gamesome ; I do lack some part 
Of that quick spirit that is in Antony. 

Let me not hinder, Cassius, your desires ; 

I’ll leave you. 

Cas. Brutus, I do observe you now of late : 

I have not from your eyes that gentleness, 

And show of love, as I was wont to have : 

You bear too stubborn and too strange a hand 
Over your friend that loves you. 

Bra. Cassius, 

Be not deceiv’d : If I have veil’d my look, 

I turn the trouble of my countenance 
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Accouter’d as I was, I plunged in, 

And bade him follow : so, indeed, lie did. 

The torrent roar’d ; and we did buffet it 
'With lusty sinews throwing it aside 
And stemming it with hearts of controversy. 

But ere we could arrive the point propos’d, 

Csesar cry’d, Help me, Cassius, or I sink, v 
I, as AEneas, our great ancestor, 

Did from the flames of Troy upon his shoulder 
The old Anchises bear, so, from the waves of Tyber 
Did I the tired Cresar : And this man 
Is now become a god ; and Cassius is 
A wretched creature, and must bend his body, 

If Csesar carelessly but nod on him. 

He had a fever when he was in Spain, 

And, when the fit was on him, I did mark 
How he did shake : ’tis true, this god did shake : 
His coward lips did from their colour fly ; 

And that same eye, whose bend doth awe the world, 
Did lose his lustre : I did hear him groan: 

Ay, and that tongue of his, that bade the Romans 
Mark him, and write his speeches in their books, 
Alas ! it cried, Give me some drink, Titinius, 

As a sick girl. Ye gods, it doth amaze me, 

A man of such a feeble temper should 
So get the start of the majestic world, 

And bear the palm alone. [Shout. Flourish. 

Bru. Another general shout ! 

I do believe, that these applauses are 
For some new honours that are heap’d on Caesar. 
Cas. Why, man, he doth bestride the narrow 
world, 

Like a Colossus ; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 

Men at some time are masters of their fates : 

The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 

Btlt in ourselves, that we are underlings. 

Brutus, and Cassar : What should be in that Caesar? 
Why should that name be sounded more than yours ? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well ; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy ; conjure with them, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Caesar. [Shout. 
Now in the names of all the gods at once, 

Upon what meat doth this our Caesar feed, 

That he is grown so great } Age, thou art sham’d : 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods 1 
When went there by an age, since the great flood. 
But it was fam’d with more than with one man ? 
When could they say, till now, that talk’d of Rome, 
That her wide walks encompass’d but one man ? 
Now-is it Rome indeed, and room enough, 

When there is in it but one only man. 

0 I you and I have heard our fathers say, 

There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d 
The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 

As easily as a king. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have some aim ; 
How I have thought of this-, and of these times, 

1 shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 

I would not, so with love I might entreat you. 

Be any further mov’d. What you have said, 

I will consider ; what you have to say, 

I will with patience hear : and find a time 
Both meet to hear, and answer, such high things. 
Till then, my noble friend, chew upon this f 
Brutus had rather be a villager, 

Than to repute himself a son of Rome 


Under these hard conditions as this time 
Is like to lay upon us. 

Cas. I am glad, that my weak words 
Have struck but thus much show of fire from 
Brutus. 

Re-enter Cjksar and Ms Train. 

Bru. The games are done, and Caesar is returning. 
Cas. As they pass by, pluck Casca by the sleeve ; 
And he will, after his sour fashion, tell you 
What hath proceeded, worthy note, to-day. 

Bru. I will do so : — But, look you, Cassius, 
The angry spot doth glow on Csesar’s brow, 

And all the rest look like a chidden train : 
Calphurnia’s cheek is pale ; and Cicero 
Looks with such ferret and such fiery eyes, 

As we have seen him in the Capitol, 

Being cross’d in conference by some senators. 

Cas. Casca will tell us what the matter is. 

CcBs. Antonins. 

Ant. Caesar. 

Cm. Let me have men about me that are fat ; 
Sleek-headed men, and such as sleep o’ nights : 
Yond Cassius has a lean and hungry look ; 

He thinks too much : such men are dangerous. 

Ant. Fear him not, Caesar, he’s not dangerous ; 
He is a noble Roman, and well given. 

Cm. ’Would he were fatter : — But I fear him 
Yet if my name were liable to fear, [not : 

I do not know the man I should avoid 
So soon as that spare Cassius. He reads much ; 
He is a great observer, and he looks 
Quite through the deeds of men : he loves no plays, 
As thou dost, Antony ; he hears no music : 

Seldom he smiles ; and smiles in such a sort, 

As if he mock’d himself, and scorn’d his spirit 
That could be mov’d to smile at anything. 

Such men as he be never at heart’s ease, 

Whiles they behold a greater than themselves ; 

And therefore are they very dangerous. 

I rather tell thee what is to be fear’d, 

Than what I fear, for always I am Ceesar. 

Come on my right hand, for this ear is deaf, 

And tell me truly what thou think’ st of him. 

[Exeunt C.-esar anti Ms train. Casca stays behind, 
Casca. You pull’d me by the cloak ; Would you 
speak with me ? 

Bru. Ay,Casca ; tell us what hath chanc’d to-day, 
That Csesar looks so sad ? 

Casca. Why you were with him, were you not } 
Bru. I should not then ask Casca what hath 
chanc’d, 

Casca. Why, there was a crown oflered him : and 
being offered him, he put it by with the back of his 
hand, thus ; and then the people fell a’ shouting. 
Bru. What was the second noise for ? 

Casca. Why, for that too. 

Cas. They shouted thrice ; What was the last 
Casca. Why, for that too. [cry for ? 

Bru. Was the crown offer’d him thrice ? 

Casca. Ay, marry, was’t, and he put it by thrice, 
every time gentler than other ; and at every putting 
by, mine honest neighbours shouted. 

Cas. Who offered’ him the crown ? 

Casca. Why, Antony. 

Bru. Tell us the manner of it, gentle Casca. 
Casca. I can as well be hanged, as tell the manner 
of it : it was mere foolery. I did not mark it. I saw 
Mark Antony offer Mm a crown ; — yet ’twas not a 
crown neither, ’twas one of these coronets ; — and, 

Y Y 
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I will come home to you ; or, if you will, 

Come iiome to me, aud I will wait for you. 

Cas. 1 will do so : — till then, think of the world. 

Bri-'i us. 

Well Brutus, thou art noble ; yet, I see, 

Tliy honourable met a] may be wrought 
From tliat it is dispos’d : Therefore ’tis meet 
That noble minds kee|) ever with their likes : 

For who so firm, that carmot be seduc’d? 

Ctesar doth bear me hard : But he loves Brutus : 
If I were Brutus now, and he were Cassius, 

He sliould not humour me. I will tills night, 

In several hands, in at his windows throw" 

As if they came from several citizens, 

Writings, all tending to the great opinion 
That Rome holds of his name ; wherein obscurely 
CiEsar’s ambition shall be glanced at : 

And, after this, let Ciesar seat him sure ; 

For we will shake him, or worse days endure. 

[Exit. 


SCENE III,— T/n? same. A. Street 


Thunder and r>(jhtnin<t. Enter, from opposite sides, Casca, 
with, his sword drawn, and Cicero, 


Cic. Good even, Casca : Brought you Cajsar 
home ? 

Wliy are you breathless ? and wliy stare you so } 
Casca. Are not you mov’d, when all the sway of 
earth 

Shakes, like a thing uiifirm ? O Cicero, 

I have seen tempests, when the scolding winds 
Have liv’d the knotty oaks ; and I have seen 
The ambitious ocean swell, and rage, and foam, 

To be exalted with the threatening clouds : 

But never till to-niglit, never till now, 

Hid I go tlirough a tempest dropping fire. 

Either there is a civil strife in heaven ; 

Or else the world, too saucy with the gods, 
Incenses tliem to send destruction, 

Cic, Why, saw you any tiling more wonderful ? 
Casca. A common slave (you know Mm well by 
sight,) 

Held up his left hand, which did flame, and hum 
Like twenty torches join’d ; and yet his hand, 

Not sensible of fire, remain’d unscorch’d. 

Besides, (I have not since put up my sword,) 
Against the Capitol 1 met a lion, 

Who glar’d upon me, and went surly by, 

Without annoying me ; and there were drawn 
Upon a heap a hundred ghastly women, 
Transformed with their fear ; who swore, they saw 
Men, all in fire, walk up and down the streets. 
And, yesterday, the bird of night did sit, 

Even at noon-day, upon the market-place, 
Hooting, and shrieking. When these prodigies 
Do so conjointly meet, let not men say, 

These are their reasons^ — They are natural ; 

For, I believe, they are portentous things 
Unto the climate that they point upon. 

Cie, Indeed, it is a strange-disposed time : 

Blit men may construe things after their fashion, 
Clean from the purpose of the things themselves. 
Comes Caesar to the Capitol to-morrow ? ^ 

Casca. He doth ; for he did hid Antonius 
Send word to you, he would be there to-morrow. 

Cic. Good night then, Casca : this disturbed sky 
Is not to walk in. 

Casca. Farewell, Cicero. lExitCicmo, 


as I told you, he put it by once; but, for all that, to 
my thinking, he wonld fain have had it. Then he 
offered it to him again ; then he put it by again : 
but, to my thinking, he was very loath to lay his 
fingers off it. And then he ofiered it the third time ; 
he put it the third time by : and still as he refused 
it, the rabbiement hooted, and clapped their chopped 
hands, and threw up their sweaty night-caps, and 
uttered such a deal of stinking breath because Caesar 
refused the crown, that it had almost choked Cmsar ; 
for he swooned, and fell down at it : And for mine 
own part, I durst not laugh, for fear of opening my 
lips, and receiving the bad air. 

Cas. But, soft, I pray you ; What ^ Did Caesar 
swoon ? 

Casca. He fell down in the market-place, and 
foamed at month, and was speechless, 

Bru. ’Tis very like : he hath the falling sickness. 

Cas. No, Caesar hath it not ; but you, and I, 
And honest Casca, we have the falling sickness. 

Casca. I know not what you mean by that ; but, 
I am sure, Caesar fell down. If the tag-rag people 
did not clap him, and hiss him, according as he 
pleased, and displeased them, as they use to do the 
players in the theatre, I am no true man. 

Brtt. What said he, when he came unto himself? 

Casca. Marry, before he fell down, when he per- 
ceived the common herd was glad he refused the 
crown, he plucked me ope his doublet, and offered 
them his throat to cut. — An I had been a man of 
any occupation, if I would not have taken him at 
a word, I would I might go to hell among the 
rogues : — and so he fell. When he came to himself 
again, he said, If he had done, or said, anything 
amiss, he desired their worships to think it was his 
infirmity. Three or four wenches, where I stood, 
cried, Alas, good soul ! — and forgave him with all 
their hearts : But there’s no heed to be taken of 
them ; if Csesar had stabbed their mothers, they 
would have done no less. 

Bru. And after that, he came, thus sad, away ? 

Casca- Ay. 

Cas. Did Cicero say anything ? 

Casca. Ay, he spoke Greek. 

Cas. To what effect } 

Casca. Nay, an I tell you that, I’ll ne’er look you 
r the face again : But those, that understood him, 
smiled at one another, and shook their heads : but, 
for mine own part, it was Greek to me. I could 
tell you more news too : Marnllus and Flavins, for 
pulling scarfs oft‘ Caesar’s images, are put to silence. 
Fare you well. There was more foolery yet, if I 
could remember it. 

Cas. Will you sup with me to-night, Casca ? 

Casca. No, I am promised forth. 

Cas. Will you dine with me to-morrow? 

Casca. Ay, if I be alive, and your miud hold, and 
your dinner worth the eating. 

Cas. Good; I will expect you. 

Casca. Do so : Farewell, both. lExit Casca. 

Bru. What a blunt fellow is this grown to be ? 
He was quick mettle, when he went to school. 

Cas. So is he now, in execution 
Of any bold or noble enterprise, 

However he puts on this tardy form. 

This rudeness is a sauce to his good wit, 

Which gives men stomach to digest his words 
With better appetite. 

Bru. And so it is. For this time I will leave you : 
To-morrow, if you please to speak with me, 
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FMer Cassius. 

Cas. Who’s tliei'e ? 

Casca. A Roman. 

Cas. Casca, by your voice. 

Casca. Your ear is good. Cassius, what night is 
this ? 

Cas. A very pleasing night to honest men. 
Casca. Who ever knew the heavens menace so ? 
Cas. Those that have known the earth so full of 
faults. 

For my part, I have walk’d about the streets, 
Submitting me unto the perilous night ; 

And, thus unbraced Casca, as you see, 

Have bar’d my bosom to the thunder-stone: 

And, when the cross-blue lightning seem’d to open 
The breast of heaven, I did present myself 
Even in the aim and very flash of it. 

Casca. But wherefore did you so much tempt 
the heavens ? 

It is the part of men to fear and tremble, 

When the most mighty gods, by tokens, send 
Such dreadful heralds to astonish us. 

Cas. You are duU, Casca ; and those sparks of 
life 

That should be in a Roman, you do want. 

Or else you use not : You look pale, and gaze, 

And put on fear, and cast yourself in wonder. 

To see the strange impatience of the heavens : 

But if you would consider the true cause. 

Why all these fires, why all these gliding ghosts, 
Why birds and beasts, from quality and kind ; 

Why old men, fools, and children calculate : 

Why all these things change, from their ordinance. 
Their natures, and pre- formed faculties, 

To monstrous quality ; why, you shall find, 

That heaven hath infus’d them with these spirits, 
To make them instruments of fear, and warning, 
Unto some monstrous state. Now could I, Casca, 
Name to thee a man most like this dreadful night; 
That thunders, lightens, opens graves, and roars 
As doth the lion in the Capitol : 

A man no mightier than thyself, or me, 

In personal action ; yet prodigious grown, 

And fearful, as these strange eruptions are. 

Casca. ’Tis Csesar that you mean : Is it not, 
Cassius ? 

Cas. Let it be who it is : for Romans now 
Have thewes and Umbs like to their ancestors ; 
But, woe the while ! our fathers’ minds are dead, 
And we are govern’d with our mothers’ spirits ; 
Our yoke and sufferance show us womanish. 

Casca. Indeed, they say, the senators to-morrow 
Mean' to establish Csesar as a king : 

And he shall wear his crown by sea and land, 

In every place, save here in Italy, 

Cas. 1 know where I will wear this dagger then ; 
Cassius from bondage will deliver Cassius : 
Therein, ye gods, you make the weak most strong ; 
Therein, ye gods, you tyrants do defeat : 

Nor stony tower, nor walls of beaten brass, 

Nor airless dungeon, nor strong links of iron, 

Can be retentive to the strength of spirit : 

But life, being weary of these worldly bars, 

Never lacks power to dismiss itself. 

If I know this, know all the world besides, 

That part of tyranny, that I do bear, 

I can shake off at pleasure. 

Casca. So can I : 

So every bondman in his own hand bears 
The power to cancel his captivity. 


691 


Cas. And why should Csesar be a tyrant then ? 
Poor man ! I know, he would not be a wolf, 

But that he sees, the Romans are but sheep : 

He were no lion, were not Romans hinds. 

Those that with haste will make a mighty fire, 
Begin it with weak straws : What trash is Rome, 
What rubbish, and what offal, when it serves 
For the base matter to illuminate 
So vile a thing as Csesar? But, O, grief! 

Where hast thou led me ? I, perhaps, speak this 
Before a willing bondman : then I know 
My answer must be made : But I am arm’d, 

And dangers are to me indifferent. 

Casca. You speak to Casca ; and to such a man, 
That is no fleering tell-tale. Hold my hand : 

Be factious for redress of all these griefs ; 

And I will set this foot of mine as far, 

As who goes farthest. 

Cas. There’s a bargain made. 

Now know you, Casca, I have mov’d already 
Some certain of the noblest-minded Romans, 

To undergo with me an enterprise 
Of honourable-dangerous consequence ; 

And I do know by this, they stay for me 
In Pompey’s porch : For now, this fearful night, 
There is no stir, or walking in the streets ; 

And the complexion of the element 
Is favour’d, like the work we have in hand, 

Most bloody, fiery, and most terrible. 

Enter Cinna. 

Casca. Stand close awhile, for here comes one 
in haste. 

Cas. ’Tis Cinna, I do know him by his gait : 
He is a friend. — Cinna, where haste you so ? 

Cin. To find out you : Who’s that ? Metelius 
Cimber ? 

Cas. No, it is Casca ; one incorporate 
To our attempts. Am I not staid for, Cinna ? , 
Cin. I am glad on’t. What a fearful night is 
this ? 

There’s two or three of us have seen strange sights. 
Cas. Am I not staid for, Cinna ? Tell me. 

Cin. Yes, 

You are. O, Cassius, if you could but win 

The noble Brutus to our party 

Cas. Be you content : Good Cinna, take this paper, 
And look you, lay it in the prsetor’s chair. 

Where Brutus may but find it ; and throw this 
In at his window : set this up with wax 
Upon old Brutus’ statue : all this done, 

Repair to Pompey’s porch, where you shall find us. 
Is Decius Brutus, and Trebonius, there ? 

Cin. All but Metelius Cimber ; and he’s gone 
To seek you at your house. Well, I will hie, 

And so bestow these papers as you bade me. 

Cas. That done, repair to Pompey’s theatre. 

[Exit Cinna 

Come, Casca, you and I will, yet, ere day, 

See Brutus at his house ; three parts of him 
Is ours already ; and the man entire, 

Upon the next encounter, yields him ours. 

Casca. O, he sits high, in all the people’s hearts : 
And that which would appear offence in us, 

His countenance, like richest alchymy, 

Will change to virtue, and to worthiness. 

Cas. Him, and his worth, and our great need 
of him, 

You have right well conceited. Let us go, 

For it is after midnight ; and, ere day, 

We will awake him, and be sure of him. [Exeunt. 
Y Y 2 
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SCENE 1.— The same. Bb-Dtus’s Orc/wj'd. 

lEnUr Brutus. 

Btu. What, Lucius ! ho ! — 

I cannotf by the progress of the stars, 

Give guess how near to day. — Lucius, I say ! — 

I would it were my fault to sleep so soundly.-— 
When, Lucius, when ? Awake, I say : What, 
Lucius 1 


X«c, Caird you, my lord ? 

Btu. Get me a taper in my study, Lucius : 
When it is lighted, come and call me here. 

Lug. I wiil, my lord. {E.tii. 

Bru. It must be by his death : and, for my part, 
I know no personal cause to spurn at him. 

But for the general. He would be crown'd : — 
How that might change his nature, there's the 
question. 

It is the bright day, that brings forth the adder ; 
And that craves wary walking. Crown him ? — 
That ; — 

And then, I grant, we put a sting in him, 

That at his will he may do danger with. 

The abuse of greatness is, when it disjoins 
Kemorse from power : And, to speak truth of 
Caesar, 

I have not known when his affections sway’d 
More than his reason. But 'tis a common proof, 
That lowliness is young ambition’s ladder, 

Whereto the climber-upward turns his face : 

But when he once attains the utmost round, 

He then unto the ladder turns his back, 
liooks in the clouds, scorning the base degrees 
By which he did ascend : So Caesar may ; 

Then, lest he may, prevent. And, since the quarrel 
Will bear no colour for ‘the thing he is, 

Fashion it thus ; that what he is, augmented. 
Would run to these, and these extremities : 

And therefore think him as a serpent's egg, 
Which, hatch'd, would, as his kind, grow mis- 
And kill him in the shell. [chi^vous ; 


Luc. The taper burnetii in your closet, sir. 
Searching the window for a flint, I found 
This paper, thus seal'd up ; and, I am sure, 

It did not lie there, when I went to bed. 

Bru. Get you to bed again, it is not day. 

Is not to-morrow, boy, the ides of March ? 

Lug. I know not, sir. 

jBni. Look in the calendar, and bring me word. 
Ltio. I will, sir. iMxU. 

Bru. The exhalations, whizzing in the air, 

Give so much light, that I may read by them. 

IPpem the letter^ and reads. 
Brutus, thou sleep' st ; awake, and see thyself . 
Shall Rome, ^c. Speak, strike, redress I 

Brutus, thou sleep' st^ awake 

Such instigations have been often dropp'd 
Where I have took them up. 

Shall Rome, ^e. Thus must I piece it out ; 

Shall Home stand under one man's awe ? What ! 
Home? 

My ancestors did from the streets of Rome 
The Tarquin drive, when he was pall'd a king. 
Speak, strike, redress!— -Am. I entreated then 


To speak, and strike.^ O Rome! I make thee 
promise. 

If the redress will, follow, thou receivest 
Thy full petition at the liand of Brutus ! 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Ltcc. Sir, March is wasted fourteen days. 

IKnock within. 

Bru. 'Tis good. Go to the gate: somebody 
knocks. {Exit Lucius. 

Since Cassius first did whet me against Ciesar, 

I have not slept. 

Between the acting of a dreadful thing 
And the first motion, all the interim is 
Like a phantasma, or a hideous dream : 

The genius, and the mortal instruments 
Are then in council ; and the state of man, 

Like to a little kingdom, suffers then 
The nature of an insurrection. 

Re-enter Lucius. 

Luc. Sir, 'tis your brother Cassius at the door, 
Wbo doth desire to see you. 

Bru. Is he alone ? 

Luc. No, sir, there are more with him. 

Bru. Bo you know them ? 

Lug. No, sir; their hats are pluck'd about 
their ears, 

And half their faces buried in tbeir cloaks, 

That by no means I may discover them 
By any mark of favour. 

Bru. Let them enter. 

{Exit Lucius. 

They are the faction. O conspiracy ! 

Sliam'st thou to sliow thy dangerous brow by night, 
When, evils are most free? 0, then, by day, 

Where wilt thou hnd a cavern dark enough 
To mask tliy mon.strous visage ? Seek none, con- 
Hide in it smiles, and affability : [spiracy ; 

For if thou path thy native semblance on, 

Not Erebus itself were dim enough 
To hide thee from prevention. 

Enter Cassius, Casca, Discius, Cinna, Metbllus ^ 
CiMBKR, and Trsbonius. 

Cas. I think we are too bold upon your rest : 
Good morrow, Brutus ; Do we trouble you ? 

Bru. I have been up this hour; awake, all night. 
Know I these men, that come along with you ? 

Cas. Yes, evei-y man of them ; and no man here, 
But honours you : and every one doth wish. 

You had but that opinion of yourself, 

Which every noble Roman bears of you. 

This is Trebonius. 

Bru. He is welcome hither. 

Cas. This Becius Brutus. 

Bru. He is welcome too 

Cas. This, Casca ; this, Cinna ; 

And this Metellus Cimher. 

Bq'U. They are all welcome. 

What watchful cares do interpose themselves 
Betwixt your eyes and night ? 

Cas. SbaU I entreat a word? { They whisper. ,, 

Dec. Here lies the east : Doth not the day break 
here ? 

Casca. No. 

Cin. 0, pardon, sir, it doth ; and yon grey lines, 

‘ That fret the clouds, are messengers of day. 


Enter Lucius. 


Re-enter Lucius. 
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Casca. "You sliali confess, that you are both de- 
ceiv’d. 

Here, as I point my sword, the sun arises ; 

Which is a great way growing on the south, 
Weighing the youthful season of the year. 

Some two months hence, up higher toward the 
north 

He first presents his fire ; and the high east 

Stands as the Capitol, directly here. 

Mru. Give me your hands all over, one by one. 
Cas. And let us swear our resolution. 

Bru. No, not an oath ; If not the face of men, 
The sufferance of our souls, the time’s abuse, — 

If these be motives weak, break off betimes. 

And eyery man hence to his idle bed ; 

So let high-sighted tyranny range on, 

Till each man drop by. lottery. But if these. 

As I am sure they do, bear fire enough 

To kindle cowards, and to steel with valour 

The melting spirits of women ; then, countrymen, 
Wliat need we any spur, but our own cause. 

To prick us to redress ? what other bond, 

Than secret Romans, that have spoke the word, 
And will not palter ? and what other oath, 

Than honesty to honesty engag’d, 

That this shall be, or we will fall for it ? 

Swear priests, and cowards, and men cautelous. 

Old feeble carrions, and such suffering souls 

That welcome wrongs ; unto bad causes swear 

Such creatures as men doubt : but do not stain 

The even virtue of our enterprise, 

Nor the insuppressive metal of our spirits. 

To think, that, or our cause, or our performance. 
Did need an oath ; when every drop of blood, 

That every Roman bears, and nobly bears. 

Is guilty of a several bastardy, 

If he do break the smallest particle 

Of any promise that hath pass’d from him. 

Ctts. But what of Cicero ? Shall we sound him ? 

I think, he will stand very strong with us. 

Casca, Let us not leave him out. 

Cin. No, by no means. 

Met, 0 let us have him ; for his silver hairs 

Will purchase us a good opinion, 

And buy men’s voices to commend our deeds : 

It shall be said, his judgment rul’d our hands ; 

Our youths, and wildness, shall no whit appear, 

But all be buried in his gravity, 

Bru. 0, name him not ; let us not break with 
For he will never follow any thing [him ; 

That other men begin. 

Cas. Then leave him out. 

Casca. Indeed, he is not fit. 

Bee, Shall no man else be touch’d but only 
: Caesar ? ' 

Cas. Decius, well urg’d : — I think it is not 
Mark Antony, so well belov’d of Caesar, [meet, 
Should outlive Caesar : We shall find of him 

A shrewd contriver ; and, you know his means, 

If he improve them, may well stretch so far, 

As to annoy us all : which to prevent. 

Let Antony and Caesar fall together. 

Erie. Our course will seem too bloody, Cains 
Cassius, 

To cut the head off, and then hack the limbs ; 

Like wrath in death, and envy afterwards : 

For Antony is but a limb of Ctnsar. 

Let us be sacrificers, but no butchers, Caius. 

We ail stand up against the spirit of Cassar ; 

And in the spirit of men there is no blood : 

O, that we then could come by Caesar’s spirit, 

And not dismember Caesar ! But, alas, 

Caesar must bleed for it ! And, gentle friends. 

Let’s kill him boldly, but not wrathfully ; 

Let’s carve him as a dish fit for the gods, 

Not hew him as a carcase fit for hounds ; 

And let our hearts, as subtle masters do. 

Stir up their servants to an act of rage, 

And after seem to chide them. This shall make 

Our purpose necessary, and not envious ; 

Which so appearing to the common eyes, 

We shall be call’d purgers, not murderers. 

And for Mark Antony, think not of him ; 

For he can do no more than Caesar’s arm, 

When Caesar’s head is off. 

Cas, Yet I do fear him : 

For in the engrafted love he bears to Csesar, 

Bru. Alas, good Cassius, do not think of him : 

If he love Caesar, all that he can do 

Is to himself : take thought, and die for Csesar : 

And that were much he should ; for he is given 

To sports, to wildness, and much company. 

Treb. There is no fear in him ; let him not die ; 
For he will live, and laugh at this hereafter. 

iClock strikes. 

Bru. Peace, count the clock. 

Cas. The clock hath stricken three. 

Treb, ’Tis time to part. 

Cas. But it is doubtful yet, 

Whe’r Caesar will come forth to-day, or no : 

For he is superstitious grown of late ; 

Quite from the main opinion he held once 

Of fantasy, of dreams, and ceremonies : 

It may be, these apparent prodigies, 

The unaccustom’d terror of this night, 

And the persuasion of his augurers, 

May hold him from the Capitol to-day. 

Dec. Never fear that ; If he be so resolv'd, 

I can o’ersway him : for he loves to hear, 

That unicorns may be betray’d with trees, 

And bears with glasses, elephants with holes, 

Lions with toils, and men with flatterers : 

But, when I tell him, he hates flatterers. 

He says, he does : being then most flatter’d. 

Let me work : 

For I can give his humour the true bent ; 

And I will bring him to the Capitol. 

Cas. Nay, we will all of us be there to fetch him. 
Bru. By the eighth hour ; Is that the uttermost? 
,Cin. Be that the uttermost, and fail not then. 

Met, Caius Ligarius doth bear Cmsar hard, 

Who rated him for speaking well of Pompey ; 

I wonder, none of you have thought of him. 

Bru. Now, good Metellus, go along by him ; 

He loves me well, and I have given him reasons ; 
Send him but hither, and I’ll fashion him. 

Cas, The morning comes upon us ; We’ll leave 
you, Brutus * 

And, friends, disperse yourselves : but all remember 
What you have said, and show yourselves true 
Romans. 

Bru, Good gentlemen, look fresh and merrily ; 

Let not our looks put on our purposes ; 

But hear it as our Roman actors do. 

With untir’d spirits, and formal constancy ; 

And so good-morrow to you every one. 

{Exeunt all hut Brutus. 

Boy ! Lneius ! — Fast asleep ? It is no matter ; 

Enjoy the honey-heavy dew of slumber : 

Thou hast no figures, nor no fantasies. 
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Which busy care draws in the brains of men : 
Therefore thou sleep’st so sound. 

Enter Portia. 

Poy, Brutus, my lord ! 

JBru. Portia, what mean you? Wherefore rise 
you now ? 

It is not for your health, thus to commit 
Your weak condition to the raw-cold morning. 

Por. Nor for yours neither. Y o u have un gently , 
Brutus, 

Stole from my bed : And yesternight, at suppei , 
You suddenly arose, and walk’d about, 

Musing, and sighing, with your arms across : 

And when I askM you what the matter was, 

You star’d upon me with ungentle looks : 

I urg’d you farther; then you scratch’d your head, 
And too impatiently stamp’d with your foot : 

Yet I insisted, yet you answer’d not ; 

But, with an angry wafture of your hand, 

Gave sign for me to leave yon : So I did ; 

Fearing to strengthen that impatience, 

Which seem’d too much enkindled ; and, withal, 
tloping it was but an effect of humour. 

Which sometime hath his hour with every man. 

It will not let you eat, nor talk, nor sleep ; 

And, could it work so much upon your shape, 

As it hath much prevail’d on your condition, 

I should not know you, Biaitus. Dear my lord, 
Make me acquainted with your cause of gnef. 

JSrw. I am not well in health, and that is all. 
For. Brutus is wise, and, were he not in health, 
He would embrace the means to come by it. 

Bru. Why, so I do Good Portia, go to bed. 
Por. Is Brutus sick ? and is it jibysicai 
To walk unbraced, and suck up the humours 
Of the dank morning ? What, is Brutus sick ; 

And will he steal out of his wholesome bed, 

To dare the vile contagion of the night ? 

And tempt the rheumy and unpurged air 
To add unto his sickness ? No, my Brntns ; 

You have some sick offence within your mind, 
Which, by the right and virtue of my place, 

I ought to know of : And, upon my knees, 

I charm you, by my once commended beauty, 

By all your vows of love, and that great vow 
Which did incorporate and make us one, 

That you unfold to me, yourself, your half, 

Why you are heavy ; and what men to-night 
Have had resort to you : for here have been ^ 
Some six or seven, who did hide their faces 
Even from darkness. - 

Bru. Kneel not, gentle Portia. 

Por. I should not need, if you were gentle Brutus. 
Within the bond of marriage, tell me, Brutus, 

Is it excepted, I should know no secrets 
That appertain to you ? Am I yourself*, 

But, as it were, in sort, or limitation ; 

To keep with you at meals, comfort your bed, 

And talk to you sometimes ? Dwell 1 but in the 
suburbs 

Of your good pleasure ? If it be no more, 

Portia is Brutus’ harlot, not his wife. 

Bru. You are my true and honourable wife ; 

As dear to me, as are the ruddy drops 
That visit my sad heart. 

Pon If this were true, then should I know this 
secret. 

I grant, I am a woman ; hut, vdthal,^ 

A womau that lord Brutus took to wife : 


I grant, I am a woman ; but, vutlial, 

A woman well-reputed ; Cato’s daughter. 

Think you, I am no stronger than my sex, 

Being so lather’d, and so husbanded ? 

Tell me your eoimsels, I will not disclose them : 

I have made strong proof of my constancy, 

Giving myself a voluntary wound 

Here, in the thigh : Can I bear that with patience, 

And not my husband’s secrets ? 

Bru. O ye gods, 

Render me worthy of this noble wife I 

\_Knotkmg tvifMn. 

Hark, hark ! one knocks : Portia, go in awhile ; 

And by and by thy bosom shall partake 
The secrets of my heart. 

All my engagements, 1 will construe to thee, 

All the charactery of my sad brows ~ j 
Leave me with haste. {Exit Portuv. 

Enter Lticms, and Lioarujs. 

Lucius, who’s that, knocks? 
Luc. Here is a sick man, that would speak with 
you. 

Bru. Caius Ligarius, that Metellus spake of. — 
Boy, stand aside. — Caius Ligarius 1 how ? 

Lig. Vouchsafe good morrow from a feeble 
tongue. 

Bru. O, wiiat a time have you chose out, brave 
Caius, 

To wear a, kerchief ? ’Would you were not sick I 
Lig. I am not sick, if Brutus have in hand 
Any exploit worthy the name of honour. 

Bru. Such an exploit have I in hand, Ligarius, 
Had you a healthful ear to hear of it. 

Lig. By all the gods that Romans bow before, 

I here discard my sickness. Soul of Rome ! 

Brave son, deriv’d from honourable loins ! 

Thou, like an exorcist, hast conjur’d up 
My mortified spirit. Now bid me run, 

And I will strive with things impossible ; 

Yea, get the better of them. What’s to do ? 

Bru, A piece of work, that will make sick men 
whole. 

Lig. But are not some whole, that we must make 
sick? ^ 

Bru. That must we also. What it is, my Cams, , , 
I shall unfold to thee, as we are going 
To whom it mu.st be done. 

Lig. Set on your foot; 

And, with a heart new fir’d, I follow you, 

To do 1 know not what : but it sufficetb, 

That Brutus leads me on, 

Bru, Follow me then. I 

lExeuni, j 



SCENE 11.— The smne. A Boom w C^esae’s | 
Palace. ^ C',''' 

Thunder and lightning. Enter CassAR, in Us night-gown. 
Cess. Nor heaven, nor earth, have been at peace 
, to-night 

Thrice hath Calphuraia in her sleep cried out, ^ 
Belp^ ho ! They murder Ccesarl Who’s within r 

Enter a Servant. 

Sfrv. My lord ? 

Cees, Go bid the priests do present sacrifice, 

And bring me their opinions of success. 

Seru. 1 will, my lord. 


SCENE II. JULIUS CiESAR. 095 

Enter Calphurnm. 

CaL Wliat mean you, Csesar? Think you to 
walk forth ? 

You shall not stir out of your house to-day. 

Cm, C sesar shall forth : Thethings that threaten’d 
me, 

Ne'er look'd but on my back ; when they shall see 
The face of Cjesar, they are vanished. 

Cah Ceesar, I never stood on ceremonies, 

Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen, 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 

A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; 

And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up their dead : 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 

In ranks, and squadrons, and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol : 

The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 

Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 

And ghosts did shriek, and squeal about the streets. 

0 Csesar 1 these things are beyond all use, 

And I do fear them. 

Cm. What can be avoided. 

Whose end is purpos’d by the mighty gods ? 

Yet Csesar shall go forth : for these predictions 

Are to the world in general, as to Csesar. 

CaL ’i^’Tien beggars die, there are no comets seen ; 
The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of 
princes. 

C<BS. Cowards die many times before their 
The valiant never taste of death but once, [deaths ; 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 

It seems to me most strange that men should fear; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 

Will come, when it will come. 

Re-enter a Servant. 

What say the augurers ? 
Sefv. They would not have you to stir forth 
Plucking the entrails of an offering forth, [to-day. 
They could not find a heart within the beast. 

Cm. The gods do this in shame of cowardice : 
Caesar should be a beast without a heart, 

If he should stay at home to-day for fear. 

No, Caesar shall not : Danger knows full well, 

That Caesar is more dangerous than he. 

We were two lions litter’d in one day, 

And I the elder and more terrible ; 

And Caesar shall go forth. 

CaL Alas, 'my lord, 

Your wisdom is consum’d in confidence. 

Do not go forth to-day ; Cali it my fear, 

That keeps you in the house, and not your own. 

W ell send Mark xintony to the senate -house ; 

And he shall say, you are not well to-day ; 

Let me, upon my knee, prevail in this. 

Cm. Mark Antony shall say, I am not well ; 
And, for thy humour, I will stay at home. 

Enter Decius. ' , 

Here’s Decius Brutus, he shall tell them so. 

Dec. Caesar, all hail! Good morrow, worthy 

1 come to fetch you to the senate-house. [Caesar: 

C m . Aud you are come in very happy time , 

To bear my greeting to the senators, 

And tell them, that I will not come to-day : ! 

Cannot, is false ; and that I dare not, falser; 

I will not come to-day ; Tell them so, Decius. 

CaL Say, he is sick. | 

Cms. Shall Caesar send a lie ? 

Have I in conquest stretch’d mine arm so far, 

To be afeard to tell grey-beards the truth ? 

Decius, go tell them, Caesar will not come. 

Dec. Most mighty Csesar, let me know some 
cause, 

Lest I be laugh’d at, when I tell them so. 

Cm. The cause is in my will, I will not come ; 
That is enough to satisfy the senate. 

But, for your private satisfaction, 

Because I love you, I will let you know ; 

Calphurnia here, my wife, stays me at home : 

She dreamt to-night she saw my statue, 

Which like a fountain, with a hundred spouts. 

Did run pure blood ; and many lusty Romans 

Came smihng, and did bathe their hands in it. 

And these does she apply for warnings, portents, 
And evils imminent ; and on her knee 

Hath begg’d, that I will stay at home to-day. 

Dec, This dream is all amiss interpreted ; 

It was a vision, fair and fortunate : 

Your statue spouting blood in many pipes, 

In which so many smiling Romans bath’d. 

Signifies that from you great Rome shall suck 
Reviving blood ; and that great men shall press 

For tinctures, stains, relics, and cognizance. 

This by Calphurnia’ s dream is signified. 

Cm. And this way have you well expounded it ? 
Dec. I have, when you have heard what I can 
And know it now ; the senate have concluded [say : 

To give, this day, a crown to mighty Caesar. 

If you shall send them word, you will not come, 

Their minds may change. Besides, it were a mock 
Apt to he, render’d, for some one to say, 

Break wp the senate till another time^ 

When Cmar’s wife shall meet ivith better dreams. 

If Csesar hide himself, shall they not whisper, 

Lo, Cmar is afraid 9 

Pardon me, Csesar : for my dear, dear love 

To your proceeding bids me tell you this ; 

And reason to my love is liable. 

Cm. How foolish do your fears seem now, Cal- 

I am ashamed I did yield to them [phurnia 1 

Give me my robe, for I will go : — 

Enter Publius, Brutus, Ligarius, Metellus, Casca, 
Trebomius, and Cinna. 

And look where Publius is come to fetch me. 

Pub. Good morrow, Csesar. 

Cm. Welcome, Publius.-— 

What, Brutus, are you stirr’d so early too ?• — 
Good-morrow, Casca. — Caius Ligarius, 

Csesar was ne’er so much your enemy, 

As that same ague which hath made you lean. — , 
What is’t o’clock ? ^ 

Bru. Csesar, ’tis strucken eight. 

Cm. I thank you for your pains and courtesy. 

Enter Antony. 

See! Antony, that revels long o’nights 

Is notwithstanding up : — — 

Good morrow, Antony. 

Ant. So to most noble Csesar 

Cms. Bid them prepare within : — 

I am to blame to be tWs waited for. — 

Now, Cinna; — Now, Metellus What, Trebonius! 

I have an hour’s talk in store for you ; 

Remember that you call on me to-day : 

Be near me, that I may remember you. 

Treb. Caesar, I will: — And so near will I be, 

{^Asfde, 

That your best Mends shall wish I had been farther, j 
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CiBs, Good friends, go in, and taste some wine 
with me ; 

And we, like friends, will straightway go together. 

Bru. That every like is not the same, O Caesar, 
The heart of Brutus yearns to think upon ! 

lExennt 


SCENE III.— T/ie same. A Street near the 
Capitol. 

Enter Artemidorus, reading a paper. 

Art. Caesar, beieare of Brutus ; take heed of 
Cassius *, come not near Casca ; have an eye to 
Cinna ; trust not Trebonius ; niark loeil Metellus 
Cimber ; Decius Brutus loves thee not ; thou hast 
wronged Caius Ligarius, There is but one mind^ 
hi all these men, and it is bent against Caesar. If 
thou he' st not immortal, look about you : Security 
gives ivay to conspiracy. The mighty gods defend 
thee ! Thy lover , — Artemidokos. 

Here will I stand, till Cajsar pass along, 

And as a suitor will I give him this. 

My heart laments, that virtue cannot live 
Out of the teeth of emulation. 

If thou read this, O Cmsar, thou may’st live ; 

If not, the fates with traitors do contrive. [.Exit. 


SCENE IV . — The same. Another part of the 
same Street, before the House 0 / Brutus. 
Enter Portia and Lucius. 

Por. I pr’ythee, boy, run to the senate-house ; 
Stay not to answer me, but get thee gone : 

Why dost thou stay ? 

Luc. To know my errand, madam. 

Por. I would have had thee there, and here again, 
Ere I can tell thee what thou should’st do there. — 

0 constancy, be strong upon my side ! 

Set a huge mountain 'tween my heart and tongue ! 

1 have a man’s mind, but a woman’s might. 

How hard it is for women to keep counsel ! — 

Art thou here yet ? 

Luo. Madam, what should I do ? 

Run to the Capitol, and nothing else ? 

And so return to you, and nothing else } 


Por. Yes, bring me word, boy, if thy lord look 
well, 

For he went sickly forth ; And take gooci‘*note, 
What Caesar dotii, wliat suitors press to him. 
Hark, boy ! what noise is that? 

Laic. 1 lie<m none, madam. 

Pr’ythee, listen well : 
I heard a bustling rumour, like a fray, 

And the wind brings it from the Cajiitok 
Luc. Sooth, madam, I liear nothing. 

En t cr Sooths!iy(»r. 

Por. Come hither, fellow : 

Which way liast tliou been ? 

Sooth. At mine own house, good lady. 

Par. What is’t o’clock? 

Sooth. About the iiiutli hour, lady., 

Por. Is Csesar yet gone to the Capitol ? 

Sooth. Madam, not yet ; I go to take my stand, 
To see liim pass on to the Capitol 

Por. Thou hast some suit to Cmsar, hast thou 
not ? 

Sooth. That I have, lady: if it will please Csssar 
To be so good to Cmsar, as to hear me, 

I sliall beseech him to l)efriend himself. 

Por. Why, know’st thou any harm's intended 
towards him ? 

Sooth. None that I know will be, much that 1 
fear may chance. 

Good morrow to you. Here the street is narrow : 
Tlie throng that follows Cajsar at the heels, 

Of senators, of prajtors, common suitofs, 

Will crowd a feeble man almost to death : 

I’ll get me to a place more void, and there 
Speak to great Ciesar as he comes along. [Exit 
Pot. I must go in.- — Ah me ! how weak a thing 
The heart of woman is ! O Brutus ! 

The heavens speed thee in thine enterprise! 

Sure, the hoy iieard me : — Brutus hath a suit, 

That Cmsar will not grant, — 0, I grow faint : — 
Run, Lucius, and commend me to my lord 
Say, I am merry : come to me again, 

And bring me w'ord what he doth say to thee. 

[ExmnL 


ACT in. 


SCENE I. — The same. The Capitol ; the 
Senate sitting. 

A crowd of people in the street leading to the Capitol ; 
among them Artemidoeus, and the Soothsayer. Flourish. 
Enter CiSSAE, Brutus, Cassius, Casca, Decius, Me- 
tellus, Tebbonius, Cinna, Antony, Lepidus, Pofilius, 
Publius, and others. 

Cgss. The ides of March are come. 

Sooth. Ay, Cmsar ; hut not gone. 

Art. Hail, Cmsar I Read this schedule. 

Deo. Trebonius doth desire you to o’er-read, 

At your best leisure, this his humble suit. 

Art. O, Csesar, read mine first; for mine’s a 
suit 

That touches Csesar near.er : Read it; great Csesar. 
Cees. What touches us ourself, shall be last 
serv’d. 

Art. Delay not^ Csesar; read it instantly. 

Coes. What, is the fellow mad ? 

Sirrah, give place. 


Cas. What, urge you your petitions in the 
Come to the Capitol. [street ? 

C.ESAE enters the Capitol, the rest following. All the 
Senators rise. 

Pop. I wish, your enterprise to-day may thrive. 
Cas. What enterprise, Popilius ? 

Pop. Fare you well 

[Advances to C.esak. 
Bru. What said Popilius Lena ? 

Cas. He wisli’d, to-day our enterprise might 
I fear, our purpose is discovered. • [thrive. 
Bru. Look, how he makes to Csesar : Mark 
him. 

Cas. Casca, be sudden, for we fear prevention. — 
Brutus, what shall be done ; If this he known#, 
Cassius or Cmsar never shall turn back, 

For I will slay myself. 

Bru. Cassius, be constant : 

Popilius Lena speaks not of our purposes ; 

For, look, he smiles, and Csesar doth not change. 


JULIUS CiESAR. 



SCENE 


Ccib\ Trebonius knows bis time ; for, look you, 
Bratus, 

He draws Mark Antony out of the way. 

lExcunt Antony and Trebonius. C,esar and 
the Senators take their seats. 

Deo. Where is Metellus Cimber ? Let him go, 
And presently prefer his suit to Csssar. 

Bru. He is address’d: press near, and second 
him. 

Cin. Casca, you are the first that rears your 
hand. 

C(BS. Are we all ready ? what is now amiss, 
That Caesar, and his senate, must redress ? 

3£et. Most high, most mighty, and most puissant 
Caesar, 

Metellus Cimber throws before thy seat 
An humble heart : — [Kneeling. 

Cms. I must prevent thee, Cimber. 

These couchings, and these lowly courtesies, 

Alight fire the blood of ordinary men ; 

And turn pre-ordinance, and first decree, 

Into the law of children. Be not fond, 

To think that Caesar bears such rebel blood, 

That will be thaw’d from the true quality 
With that which melteth fools ; I mean sweet 
words, 

Low crooked curt’sies, and base spaniel fawning. 

Thy brother by decree is banished ; 

if thou dost bend, and pray, and fawn, for him, 

I spurn thee like a cur out of my way. 

Know, Caesar doth not wrong : nor without cause 
Will he be satisfied. 

Met. Is there no voice more worthy than my own, 
To sound more sweetly in great Caesar’s ear, 

For the repealing of my banish’d brother? 

Bru. I kiss thy hand, but not in flattery, Caesar ; 
Desiring thee, that Publius Cimber may 
Plave an immediate freedom of repeal. 

Cm. What, Brutus I 

Cas, Pardon, Caesar : Caesar, pardon : 

As low as to thy foot doth Cassius fall. 

To beg enfranchisement for Publius Cimber. 

Cm. I ceuld be well mov’d, if I were as you ; 

If I could pray to move, prayers would move me : 
But I am constant as the northern star. 

Of whose true-fix’d, and resting quality, 

There is no fellow in the firmament. 

The skies are painted with unnumber’d sparks, 
They are all fire, ,and every one doth shine ; 

But there’s but one in all doth hold his place : 

So, in the world ; ’Tis furnish’d well with men. 
And men are flesh and blood, and apprehensive j 
Yet, in the number, I do know but one 
That unassailable holds on his rank, 

Unshak’d of motion: and, that I am he, 

Let me a little show it, even in this ; 

That I was constant, Cimber should be banish’d, 
And constant do remain to keep him so. 

Cin. O Cs 0 sar, 

Cms. Hence ! Wilt thou lift up Olympus? 
Dec. Great Cmsar, — — 

Cms. Doth not Brutus bootless kneel ? 

Casca. Speak, hands, for me. 

[Casca stahs Cjesar in the neck. Gmsar catches 
hold of Ms ar 771. He is then stabbed by several 
other ConspU'ators, and at last by Marcus 
Brutus. 

Cms. Et tu, B7-‘ute9 — Then fall, Csesar, 

ipies. The Senators a7id people retire m confusmi. 


Cin. Liberty ! hVeedom ! Tyranny is dead ! — 
Run hence, proclaim, cry it about the streets. 

Cas. Some to the common pulpits, and cry out, 
Liberty j freedom., and enfranchisement ! 

Bru. People, and senators ! be not affrighted ; 
Fly not ; stand still ambition’s debt is paid. 
Casca, Go to the pnlpit, Brutus. 

Dec. And Cassius too. 

Br7£. Where’s Publius ? 

Cin. Here, quite confounded with this mutiny- 
Mef. Stand fast together, lest some friend of 

Should chance [Caesar’s 

Bru, Talk not of standing; — Publius, good 
cheer ; 

There is no harm intended to your person, 

Nor to no. Roman else ; so tell them, Publius. 

Cas. And leave us, Publius ; lest that the people, 
Rushing on us, should do your age some mischief. 

Bru. Do so ; — and let no man abide this deed, 
But we the doers. 


Cas. "Where’s Antony ? 

Tre. Fled to his house amaz’d : 

Men, wives, and children, stare, cry out, and run, 
♦As it were doomsday. 

Bru, Fates ! we will know your pleasures : — 
That we shall die, we know ; ’tis but the time, 
And drawing days out, that men stand upon. 

Cas. Why, he that cuts off twenty years of life, 
Cuts off so many years of fearing death. 

Bru. Grant that, and then is death a benefit : 
So are we Csesar’s jfriends, that have abridg’d 
His time of fearing death. — Stoop, Romans, stoop, 
And let us bathe onr hands in Csesar’s blood 
Up to the elbows, and besmear our swords : 

Then walk we forth, even to the market-place ; 
And, waving our red weapons o’er our heads. 

Let’s all cry, Peace ! Freedom ! and Liberty ! 

Cas. Stoop then, and wash. — How many ages 
Shall this our lofty scene be acted over, [hence, 
In states unborn, and accents yet unknown ? 

Bru. How many times shall Ceesar bleed in sport, 
That now on Pompey’s basis lies along, 

No worthier than the dust ? 

Cas. So oft as that shall be, 

So often shall the knot of us be call’d 
The men that gave our country liberty. 

Dec. What, shall we forth ? 

Cas. Ay, every man away - 

Brutus shall lead ; and we will grace his heels 
With the most boldest and best hearts of Rome. 


Bru, Soft, who comes here ? A friend of 
Antony’s. 

Serv. Thus, Brutus, did my master hid me 
kneel; 

Thus did Mark Antony bid me fall down : 

And, being prostrate, tins he bade me say. 

Brutus is noble, wise, valiant, and honest : 

Csesar was mighty, bold, royal, and loving : 

Say, I loved Brutus, and I honour him ; 

Say, I fear’d Csesar, honour’d him, and lov’d him. 
If Brutus will vouchsafe, that Antony 
May safely come to him, and be resolv’d 
How Caesar hath deserv’d to lie in death, 

Mark Antony shall not love Caesar dead 
So well as Brutus living ; but will follow 
The fortunes and affairs of noble Brutus. 


Re-enter Trebonius. 


Enter a Servant. 
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Tliorongh tlie hazards of this untrod state, 

With all true faith. So says my master Autony. 

Btu. Thy master is a wise and valiant Roman ; 

I never thought him worse. 

Tell him, so please him come unto this place, 

He shall be satisfied ; and, by my honour, 

Depart untouch’d. 

Serv, I’ll fetch him presently. 

[Kvit Servant. 

Bm. I know that we shall have him well to 
friend. 

Cas. I wish, we may : but yet have I a mind, 
That fears him much: and my misgiving still 
Fails shrewdly to the purpose. 

Re-enter Antony. 

Bru. But here comes Antony. — Welcome, 
Mark Antony. 

Ant. 0 mighty Csesar I Dost thou lie so low ? 
Are all thy conquests, glories, triumphs, spoils, 
Shrunk to this little measure ? — Fare thee well. — 

I know not, gentlemen, what you intend, 

Who else must be let blood, who else is rank : 

If I myself, there is no hour so fit 
As Caesar’s death’s hour; nor no instrument 
Of half that worth, as those your swords, made 
With the most noble blood of all this world, [rich * 
I do beseech ye, if you bear me hard. 

Now, whilst your purpled hands do reek and 
smoke, 

Fulfil your pleasure. Live a thousand years, 

I shall not find myself so apt to die : 

No place will please me so, no mean of death. 

As here by Caesar, and by you cut off. 

The choice and master spirits of this age. 

Bfu. 0 Antony ! beg not your death of us. 
Though now we must appear bloody and cruel, 

As, by our hands, and this our present act. 

You see vie do ; yet see you but our hands. 

And this the bleeding business they have done : 

Our hearts you see not, they are pitiful ; 

And pity to the general wrong of Rome 
(As fire drives out fire, so pity, pity,) 

Hath done this deed on Csesar. For your part, 

To you our swords have leaden points, Mark 
Antony : 

Our arms, in strength of malice, and our hearts, 

Of brothers’ temper, do receive you in 

With all kind love, good thoughts, and reverence. 

Cas. Your voice shall be as strong as any man’s. 
In the disposing of new dignities. 

Bru. Only be patient, till we have appeas’d 
The multitude, beside themselves with fear, 

And then we wilt deliver you the cause. 

Why I, that did love Csesar when I struck him, 
Have thus proceeded. 

Ant. I doubt not of your wisdom. 

Let each man reader me his bloody hand : 

First, Marcus Brutus, will I shake with you : 

Next, Cains Cassius, do I take your hand ; 

Now, Decius Brutus, yours ; — now yours, Me- 
tellus 5 

Yours, Ciiina ; — and, my valiant Casca, yours - 
Though last, not least in love, yonrs, good Tre- I 
bonius. ! 

Gentlemen all, — alas 1 what shall I say ? 

My credit now stands on such slippery ground, 

That one of two bad ways you must conceit me, 
Either a coward or a flatterer. — 

That I did love thee, Csssar, O, ’tis true : 

If then thy spirit look upon us now, 
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Shall it not grieve thee, dearer than thy death. 

To see thy Antony making his peace, 

Shaking tlie bloody fingers of tliy foes, 

Must noble ! in the |)resence of thy corse ? 

Had I as many eyes as tliou hast wounds, 
Weeping as fast as they stream forth thy blood, 

It would become me better, than to close 
In terms of friendship with thine enemies. 

Pardon me, Julius ! — Here wast thou bay’d, brave 
hart ; 

Here didst thou lull ; and here tliy hunters stand, 
Sign’d in thy spoil, and crimson’d in thy lethe. 

0 world ! thou wast the forest to this liai-t ; 

And this, indeed, O world, the heart of thee. — 
How like a deer, stricken by many princes, 

Dost thou liere lie ! 

Cas. Mark Antony, 

Aut. Pardon me, Cains Cassius s 

The enemies of Cmsar sliall say this ; 

Then, in a friend, it is cold modesty. 

Cas. I blame you not for praising Cjusar so ; 
But what compdet mean you to have with us ? 

Will you be prick’d in number of our friends ; 

Or shall we on, and not depend on you.^ 

Ant. Therefore I took your hands; but was, 
indeed, 

Sway’d from the point, by looking down on Csesar. 
Friends am I with you all, and love you all ; 

Upon this hope, that you shall give me reasons, 
Why, and wherein Csesar was dangerous. 

Bru. Or else were this a savage spectacle : 

Our reasons are so full of good regard, 

That were you, Antony, the son of Ctesar, 

You siiould he satisfied. 

Ant. That’s all I seek : 

And am moreover suitor, that I may 
Produce his body to the market-place ; 

And in the pulpit, as becomes a friend, 

Speak in the order of his funeral. 

Bru. You shall, Mark Antony. 

Cas. Brutus, a word with you.— 

You know not what you do ; Do not consent, 

[Airidt’. 

That Antony speak in Ms funeral : 

Know you how much the people may he mov’d 
By that which he will utter ? 

Bru. By your pardon ; — 

1 will myself into tlje pulpit first, 

And show the reason of our Cfesar’s death : 

What Antony shall speak, I will protest 
He speaks by leave and by permission ; 

And that we are contented, Cmsar .shall 
Have all true rites, and lawful ceremonies. 

It shall advantage more, than do us wrong. 

Cas. I know not what may fall ; I like it not.^ 
Bru. Mark Antony, here, take your Caesar’s 
body. 

You shall not in your funeral speech blame u.s, 

But speak all good you can devise of Caesar ; 

And say, you do’t by our permission ; 

Else shall you not have any hand at all 
About his funeral : And you shall speak 
In the same pidpit whereto I am going 
After ray speech is ended. 

Ant. Be it so ; 

I desire no more. 

Bru. Prepare the body then, and follow us- 

IFaeunt all Mt Antony. 

A7iL O, pardon me, thou piece of bleeding earth I 
That I am meek and gentle with these butchers, 
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Tliou art the ruins of the noblest man, 

That ever lived in the tide of times. 

Woe to the hand that shed this costly blood ! 

Over thy wounds now do I prophesy, — 

Which, like dumb mouths, do ope their ruby lips, 
To beg the voice and utterance of my tongue ; — 

A curse shall light upon the limbs of men ; 
.Domestic fury, and fierce civil strife, 

Shall cumber all the parts of Italy : 

Blood and destruction shall be so in use, 

And dreadful objects so familiar, 

That mothers shall but smile, when they behold 
Their infants quartered with the hands of war ; 

All pity chok’d with custom of fell deeds : 

And Cgesar’s spirit, ranging for revenge, 

With Ate by his side, come hot from hell, 

Shall in these confines, with a monarch's voice, 

Cry Havoc, and let slip the dogs of war ; 

That this foul deed shall smell above the earth 

With carrion men groaning for burial. 

Enter a Servant. 

You serve Octavius Caesar, do you not ? 

Serv. I do, Mark Antony. 

Ant Caesar did write for him, to come to Rome. 
Serv, He did receive his letters, and is coming : 
And bid me say to you by word of mouth, — 

0 Csesar ISeeingtMbodp. 

Ant. Thy heart is big, get thee apart and weep. 
Passion, I see, is catching ; for mine eyes, 

Seeing those beads of sorrow stand in thine. 

Began to water. Is thy master coming ? 

Serv. He lies to-night within seven leagues of 
Rome. 

Ant. Post back with speed, and tell him what 
hath chanc’d : 

Here is a mourning Rome, a dangerous Rome, 

No Rome of safety for Octavius yet; 

Hie hence, and tell him so. Yet, stay a while ; 
Thou shalt not back, till I have borne this corse 
Into the market-place : there shall I try. 

In my oration, how the people take 

The cruel issue of these bloody men ; 

According to the which, thou shalt discourse 

To young Octavius of the state of things. 

Lend me your hand. iEa^eunt, with Cassar’s bod^/. 

SCENE 11.--— The same. The Forum. 

Enter Beutus awdi Cassius, and a throng u/" Citizens. 

Cit. We will be satisfied ; let us be satisfied. 
Bru. Then follow me, and give me audience, 
friends — 

Cassius, go you into the other street, 

And part the numbers. — 

Those that will hear me speak, let them stay here ; 
Those that will follow Cassius, go with him ; 

A.nd public reasons shall be rendered 

Of Ceesar’s death. 

1 Cit. ^ I will hear Brutus speak. 

2 Cit. I will hear Cassius ; and compare their 

reasons, 

When severally we hear them rendered- 

[_Exit Cassius, witJt some of the Citizens. 
EnvTCB goes into the Rostrum. 

3 Cit. The noble Brutus is ascended : Silence ! 
Bru. Be patient till the last. 

Romans, countrymen, and lovers ! hear me for my 
cause ; and be silent, that you may hear : believe me 
for mine honour ; and have respect to mine honour, 
that you may believe ; censure me in your wisdom ; 

and awake your senses, that you may the better 
judge. If there be any in this assembly, any dear 
friend of Caesar’s, to him I say, that Brutus’ love 
to Caesar was no less than his. If then that friend 
demand, why Brutus rose against Caesar, this is my 
answer, — Not that I loved Caesar less, but that I 
loved Rome more. Had you rather Caesar were 
living, and die all slaves ; than that Caesar were 
dead, to live all free men ? As Caesar loved me, I 
weep for him ; as he was fortunate, I rejoice at it ; 
as he was valiant, I honour him : but, as he was 
ambitious, I slew him: There is tears, for his love ; 
joy, for his fortune ; honour, for his valour ; and 
death, for his ambition. Who is here so base, that 
would be a bondman ? If any, speak ; for him have 

I offended. Who is here so rude, that would not 
be a Roman ? If any, speak ; for him have I of- 
fended. Who is here so vile, that will not love his 
country? If any, speak; for him have I offended. 

I pause for a reply. 

Cit. None, Brutus, none. 

l_Several speaking at once> 

Bru. Then none have I offended. I have done no 
more to Csesar, than you should do to Brutus. The 
question of his death is enrolled in the Capitol; 
his glory not extenuated, wherein he was worthy ; 
nor his offences enforced, for which he suffered 
death. 

Enter Antony and others, with Cesar’s hodg. 

Here comes his body, mourn’d by Mark Antony ; 
who, though he had no hand in his death, shall 
receive the benefit of his dying, a place in the 
commonwealth ; As which of yon shall not ? W^’ith 
this I depart ; That, as I slew my best lover for the 
good of Rome, I have the same dagger for myself, 
when it shall please my country to need my death. 

Cit. Live, Brutus, live ! live 1 

1 Cit. Bring him with triumph home unto his 

house. 

2 Cit. Give him a statue with his ancestors. 

3 Cit. Let him be Csesar. 

4 Cit. Ceesar’s better parts 

Shall now be crown’d in Brutus. 

1 1 Cit. We’R bring him to his house with shouts 

and clamours. 

Bru. My countrymen,- 

! 2 Cit. Peace; silence! Brutus speaks. 

1 Cit. Peace, ho ! 

Bru. Good countrymen, let me depart alone, 

And, for my sake, stay here with Antony : 

Do grace to Ceesar’s corpse, and grace his speech 
Tending to Ceesar’s glories ; which Mark Antony, 
By our permission, is allow’d to make. 

I do entreat you, not a man depart, 

Save I alone, till Antony have spoke. IB-xU. 

1 Cit. Stay, ho ! and let us hear Mark Antony. 

1 3 Cit. Let him go up into the public chair ; 

We’ll hear him : Noble Antony, go up. 

Ant, For Brutus’ sake, 1 am beholden to you. 
j 4 Cit. What does he say of Brutus ? 

3 Cit, He says, for Brutus’ sake, 

He finds himself beholden to us all. 

4 Cit. ’Twere best he speak no harm of Brutus 

here. 

1 This Caesar was a tyrant. 

3 Cit. Nay, that’s certain : 

We are bless’ d, that Rome is rid of him. 

2 Cit. Peace ; let us hear what Antony can say. 

You gentle Romans, — — 

Cit* Peace, ho ! let us hear him. 
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Ant. Friends, Romans, countrymen, lend rr 
your ears ; 

I come to bury Csesar, not to praise him. 

The evil, that men do, lives after them ; 

The good is oft interred with their bones ; 

So let it be with Caesar. The noble Brutus 
Hath told you, C^sar was ambitious : 

If it were so, it was a grievous fault ; 

And grievously hath Caesar answer’d it 
Here, under leave of Brutus, and the rest, 

(For Brutus is an honourable man ; 

So are they all, all honourable men ;) 

Come I to speak in Caesar's funeral. 

He was my fliend, faithful and just to me: 

But Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

He hath brought many captives home to Rome, 
Whose ransoms did the general coders fiU : 

Hid this in Cmsar seem ambitious ? 

When that the poor have cried, Csesar hath wept : 
Ambition should be made of sterner stuff : 

Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And Brutus is an honourable man. 

You all did see, that on the Lupercal, 

I thrice presented him a kingly crown, 

Which he did thrice refuse. Was this ambition ? 
Yet Brutus says, he was ambitious ; 

And, sure, he is an honourable man. 

I speak not to disprove what Brutus spoke, 

But here I am to speak what I do know. 

You all did love him once, not without cause ; ^ 
What cause withholds you then to mourn for him ? 

0 judgment, thou art fled to brutish beasts. 

And men have lost their reason ! — Bear with me ; 
My heart is in the coflin there with Caesar, 

And I must pause till it come back to me. 

1 at. Methinks, there is much reason in his 

sayings. 

2 at. If thou consider rightly of the matter, 
Caesar has had great wrong. 

3 at. Has he, masters 

1 fear, there will a worse come in his place. 

4 at. Mark'd ye his words ? He would not take 

the crown ; 

Therefore, 'tis certain, he was not ambitious. 

1 at. If it be found so, some wiE dear abide it. 

2 at. Poor soul I his eyes are red as Are with 

weeping. [Antony. 

3 at. There's not a nobler man in Rome, than 

4 at. Now mark him, he begins again to speak. 
Ant. But yesterday, the word of Ciesar might 

Have stood against the world : now lies he there, 
And none so poor to do him reverence. 

0 masters 1 if I were disposed to stir 
Your hearts and minds to mutiny and rage, 

1 should do Brutus wrong, and Cassius wrong. 
Who, you all know, are honourable men: 

I will not do them wrong ; I rather choose 
To wrong the dead, to wrong myself, and you, 
Than I will wrong such honourable men. 

But here’s a parchment, with the seal of Csesar, 

I found it in his closet, 'tis his will : 

Let but the commons hear this testament, 

(Which, pardon me, I do not mean to read,) 

And they would go and kiss dead Caesar's wounds, 
And dip their napkins in his sacred blood ; 

Yea, beg a hair of him for memory, 

And, dying, mention it within their wills, 
Bequeathing it, as a rich legacy, 

Unto their issue. 


4 at. We'll hear the will : Read it, Mark Antony. 
at. The will, the will ; we will hear Cajsar's 
will. 

Ant. Have patience, gentle friends, I must not 
read it ; 

It is not meet you know how Caesar lov'd you. 

You are not wood, you are not stones, but men ; 
And, being men, hearing the will of Ciesar, 

It will inflame yon, it will make you mad : 

'Tis good you know not that you are his heirs ; 

For if you should, O, what would come of it ! 

4 at. Read the will ; we will hear it, Antony ; 
You shall read us the will ; Cffisar’s will. 

Ant. Will you be patient ? Will you stay a while ? 
I have o’ershot myself, to tell you of it. 

I fear I wrong the honourable men, 

Whose daggers have sta])b'd Caesar : I do fear it, 

4 at. They were traitors : Honourable men ! 

Cit. Tlie will I the testament ! 

2 at. They were villains, murderers : The will ! 
read the will ! 

Ant. You will compel me then to i*ead the will t 
Then make a ring about the corpse of Caesar, 

And let me show you him that made the will. 
vShall I descend ? And will you give me leave ? 
at. Come down. 

2 at. Descend. 

[Jle comes down from the pulp it. 

3 at. You shall have leave. 

4 at, A ring ; stand round. 

1 at. Stand from the hearse, stand from the 

body. 

2 at. Room for Antony ; — most noble Antony. 
A7it. Nay, press not so upon me ; stand far off. 
Cit. Stand back ! room ! bear back ! 

A nt. If you have tears, prepare to shed them now. 
You all do know this mantle : I remember 
The first time ever Caesar put it on ; 

'Twas on a summer’s evening, in his tent ; 

That day he overcame the Nervii : — 

Look ! in this place, ran Cassius' dagger through : 
See, what a rent the envious Casca made : 

Through this, the well-beloved Brutus stabb'd ; 
And, as he pluck'd his cursed steel away, 

Mark how the blood of Csesar follow'd it ; 

As rushing out of doors, to be resolv’d 
If Brutus so unkindly knock'd, or no ; 

For Brutus, as you know, was Caesar’s angel : _ 
Judge, O you gods, how dearly Csesar loved him ! 
TThis was the most unkindest cut of all : 

For when the noble Csesar saw him stab, 
flngratitude, more strong than traitors' arms, 

Unite vanquish'd him : then burst his mighty heart ; 
And, in his mantle muffling up his lace, 

Even at the base of Pompey’s statue. 

Which all the while ran blood, great Caesar fell. 

O, what a fall was there, my countrymen I 
Then I, and you, and all of us fell down, 

Whilst bloody treason flourish’d over us. 

O, now you weep ; and, I perceive, you feel 
The dint of pity; these are gracious drops. 

Kind souls, what weep you, wfflen you but behold 
Our Caesar's vesture wounded ? Look you here, 
Here is himself, marr'd, as you see, with traitors. 

1 Cit. O piteous spectacle ! 

2 Cit. O noble Csesar I 

3 Cit. O woful day ! 

4 Cit. 0 traitors, villains ! 

1 Cit. p most bloody sight ! 

2 Cit. We will be revenged : revenge ; about,-— 
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seek, — ?3urn,— fire,— kill, — slay !— let not a traitor 
live. 

Jnjf. Stay, countrymen. 

1 Cii. Peace there : — Hear the noble Antony. 

2 Cit. Well hear him, well follow him, well die 
with him. 

Ant. Good friends, sweet friends, let me not 
stir you up 

To such a sudden flood of mutiny. 

They that have done this deed, are honourable ; 
What private griefs they have, alas, I know not, • 
That made them do it ; they are wise and honourable. 
And will, no doubt, with reasons answer you. 

I come not, friends, to steal away your hearts ; 

I am no orator, as Brutus is ; 

But as you know me all, a plain blunt man, 

That love my friend ; and that they know full well 
That gave me public leave to speak of him. 

Tor I have neither wit, nor words, nor worth, 
Action, nor utterance, nor the power of speech, 

To stir men^s blood : I only speak right on ; 

I tell you that, which you yourselves do know ; 
Show you sweet Cgesar’s wounds, poor, poor dumb 
mouths. 

And bid them speak for me : But were I Brutus, 
And Brutus Antony, there were an Antony 
Would ruffle up your spirits, and put a tongue 
In every wound of Csesar, that should move 
The stones of Rome to rise and mutiny. 

Cal. We’ll mutiny. 

1 at We’ll burn the house of Brutus. 

3 at Away then ! come, seek the conspirators. 
Ant. Yet hear me, countiymen ; yet hear me 

speak. 

at. Peace, ho ! Hear Antony, most noble An- 
tony. 

Ant. Why, friends, you go to do you know not 
what : 

Wherein hath Csesar thus deserv’d your loves ? 
Alas, you know not — I must tell you then : — 

You have forgot the will I told you of. 

at Most true ; the will ; — diet’s stay, and hear 
the will. 

Ant. Here is the will, and under Csesar's seal. 
To every Roman citizen he gives, 

To every several man, seventy -five drachmas. 

2 at. Most noble Casar ! — we’ll revenge his 

3 at O royal Caesar I [death. 

Ant. Hear me with patience. 

at Peace, ho 1 

Ant. Moreovei’, he hath left you all his walks, 
His private arbours, and newr-planted orchards. 

On this side Tyber ; he hath left them you, ' 

And to your heirs for ever ; common pleasures, 

To walk abroad, and recreate yourselves. 

Plere was a Caesar ; When comes such another ? 

1 Cit. Never, never : — Come, away, away ; 
We’ll burn his body in the holy place, 

And with the brands fire the traitors’ houses. 

Take up the body* 

2 Cit. Go, fetch fire. 

3 CU. Pluck down benches. 


4 at. Pluck down forms, windows, any thing. 

lExeunt Citizens, loith the body. 

Ant. Now let it work ; Mischief ; thou art afoot, 
Take thou what course thou wilt !— How now, 
fellow ? 

Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, Octavius is already come to Rome. 

Ant IVhere is he ? 

Serv. He and Lepidus are at Caesar’s house. 

Ant And thither will I straight to visit him : 
He comes upon a wish. Fortune is merry, 

And in this mood will give us any thing. 

Serv. I heard him say, Brutus and Cassius 
Are rid like madmen through the gates of Rome. 

Ant Belike they had some notice of the people, 
How I had moved them. Bring me to Octavius. 

{,Exeu7it. 

— 

SCENE III. — The same, A Street. 

Enter Cinna, the Poet. 

Cm. I dreamt to-night, that I did feast with 
And things unluckily charge my fantasy ; [Caesar, 
I have no will to wander forth of doors, 

Yet something leads me forth. 

Enter Citizens. 

1 Cit. What is your name ? 

2 Cit. Whither are you going ? 

3 Cit Where do you dweU? 

4 Cii. Are you a married man, or a bachelor ? 

2 Cit. Answer every man directly. 

1 Cit. Ay, and briefly. 

4 Cit. Ay, and wisely. 

3 Cit Ay, and truly ; you were best. 

Cin. What is my name ? Whither am I going ? 
Where do I dwell ? Am I a married man, or a 
bachelor ? Then to answer every man directly, and 
briefly, wisely, and truly. Wisely I say, I am a 
bachelor. 

2 Cii. That’s as much as to say, they are fools 
that marry : Y’ou’llhearme a bang for that, I fear. 
Proceed ; directly. 

Cin. Directly, I am going to Csesar’s funeral. 

1 Cit. As a friend, or an enemy ? 

Cin. As a friend. 

2 Cit That matter is answered directly. 

4 Cit. For your dwelling, — briefly. 

Cin. Briefly, I dwell by the Capitol. 

3 Cit Your name, sir, truly. 

Cin. Truly, my name is Cinna, 

1 Cit Tear him to pieces, he’s a conspirator. 

Cin. I am Cinna the poet, I am Cinna the poet, 

4 Cit Tear him for his bad verses, tear him for 
his bad verses. 

2 at It is no matter, his name’s Cinna ; pluck 
but his name out of his heart, and turn him going. 

3 Cit. Tear him, tear him. Come, brands, ho ! 

fire-brands. To Brutus’, to Cassius’ ; burn all. 
Some to Decius’ house, and some to Casca’s ; some 
to Ligarius’ : away; go. lExetmt* 
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SCENE l.---The same. A Boom in Antony’s 
House, 

Antonv, Octavius, and Lepidus, seated at a table. 

Ant. These many then shall die ; their names 
are prick’d. 

Oct. Your brother too must die ; Consent you, 
Lepidus ? 

Lap. I do consent. 

Qct^ Prick him down, Antony. 

Lep, Upon condition Publius shall not live, 

Who is your sister’s son, Mark Antony. 

Ant. He shall not live ; look, with a spot I 
damn him. 

But, Lepidus, go you to Csesar’s house ; 

Fetch the will hither, and we will determine 
How to cut off some charge in legacies. 

Lep, What, shall I find you here ? 

Oct Or here, or at 

The Capitol. ^ {.Exit Lepidus. 

Ant. This is a slight unmeritable man, i 

Meet to be sent on errands ; Is it fit, 

The three-fold world divided, he should stand 
One of the three to share it ? 

Oct So you thought him ; 

And took his voice who should be prick’d to die, 

In our black sentence and proscription. 

Ant. Octavius, lhave seen more days than you: 
And though we lay these honours on this man, 

To ease ourselves of divers slanderous loads. 

He shall but bear them as the ass bears gold, 

To groan and sweat under the business, 

Either led or driven, as we point the way ; 

And having brought our treasure where we wiU^ 
Then take we down his load, and turn him off, 

Like to the empty ass, to shake his ears, 

And graze in commons. 

Oct, You may do your will ; 

But he’s a tried and valiant soldier. 

Ant. So is my horse, Octavius ; and, for that, 

I do appoint him store of provender. 

It is a creature that I teach to 'fight, 

To wind, to stop, to run directly on ; 

His corporal motion govern’d by my spirit. 

And, in some taste, is Lepidus but so ; 

He must be taught, and train’d, and bid go forth : 
A barren-spirited fellow ; one that feeds 
On objects, arts, and imitations ; 

Which, out of use, and stal’d by other men, 

Begin his fhshion : Do not talk of him, 

But as a property. And now, Octavius, 

Listen great things. — Brutus and Cassius 

Are levying powers : we must straight make head : 

Therefore, let our alliance be combin’d, 

Onrbest friends made, and our best means stretch*d 
out ; 

And let us px'esently go sit in council, 

How covert matters may be best disclos’d, 

And open perils surest answered. 

Oct. Let us do so : for we are at the stake, 

And bay’d about with many enemies ; 

And some, that smile, have in their hearts, I fear, 
Millions of mischief. lExcunt. 


SCENE n.~-j5^^/ore Brutus’ Tent, in the Camp 
. near SxVRDis. 

Drum. Enter Brotus, Lucilius, Luotus, and Soldiers : 
Titinius and Pindarus meeiing them. 

Bru. Stand here. 

Luc. Give the word, ho ! and stand. 

Bru. What now, Lucilius ? is Cassius near ? 
Lug, He is at hand : and Pindarus is come 
To do you salutation from his master. 

[Pindarus gives a letter to Brutus. 
Bru. He greets me wuIL- — Your master, Pin- 
In his own change, or by ill officers, [darus, 
Hath given me some worthy cause to wish 
Things done, undone : but, if he be at hand, 

I shall be satisfied. 

Pin. I do not doubt, 

But that my noble master will appear 
Such as he is, full of regard, and honour. 

Bru, He is not doubted- — A word, Lucilius ; 
How he receiv’d you, let me be resolv’d. 

Luc. With courtesy, and with respect enough ; 
But not with such familiar instances, 

Nor with such free and friendly conference, 

As he hath used of old. 

Bru. -Thou hast describ’d 

A hot friend cooling : Ever note, Lucilius, 

When love begins to sicken and decay. 

It useth an enforced ceremony. 

There are no tricks in plain and simple faith : 

But hollow men, like horses hot at hand, 

Make gallant show tand promise of their mettle i 
But when they should endute ihe bloody spur, 
They fall theii* crests, and, like deceitful jades, 

Sink in the trial. Comes his army on 
Luc. They mean this night in Sardis to be quar- 
The greater part, the horse in general, [ter’d ; 
Are come with Cassius. {March within. 

Bru. Hark, he is arriv’d : — 

March gently on to meet him. 

Enter Cassius and Soldiers. 

Ca.s'. Stand, ho I 

Bru, Stand, ho ; speak the word along. 

Within, Stand. 

Within. Stand., 

Within. Stand. 

Cas. Most noble brother, you have done me 
wi'ong... 

Bru. Judge' me, you gods ! , Wrong I mine 
• • enemies ? 

And, if not so, how should I wrong a brother ? ■ 

Cas. Brutus, this sober form of yours hides 
And when you do them— , [wrongs ; 

Bru. , Cassius, be content, 

Speak your .griefs softly,-— I do know you well : — 
Before the eyes of both, our .armies here, ^ 

Which should perceive nothing but love from us, 
Let us not wrangle : Bid them move away ; 

Then in, my tent, Cassius, enlarge your griefs, 

And I will give you audience. 

Cas. Pindarus, 

Bid our commanders lead their charges off 
A little from this ground. 

Bru. Lucilius, do the like ; and let no man 
Come to our tent, till we have done our conference. 
Let Lucius and Titinius guard our door. {Exeunt 
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SCENE III.— Within the Tent cf Brotus. 
Lucius and Titinius at some distance from it. 

Enter HuvrvBand Cassius. 

wrong'd me doth appear in 

You have condemn'd and noted Lucius Pella 
For taking bribes here of the Sardians ; ' 

Wherein, my letters, praying on his side, 

Beraiise I knew the man, were slighted off. [case. 
You wrong'd yourself, to write in such a 
In such a time as this, it is not meet 
lhat every nice offence should bear his comment. 

Bru. Let me tell you, Cassius, you yourself 
Are much condemn'd to have an itching palm • 

To sell and mart your offices for gold, 

To undeservers. 

^ Cas. I an itching palm ? 

You know, that you are Brutus that speak this, 

Ur, by the gods, this speech were else your last. « 
Bru. The name of Cassius honours this cor- 
ruption, 

And chastisement doth therefore hide his head. 

Cas. Chastisement! 

Bm. Remember March, the ides of March re- 
member ! 

Did not great Julius bleed for justice' sake ? 

What villain touch'd his body, that did stab, 

And not for justice ? What, shaU one of us, 
lhat struck the foremost man of all this world 
But for supporting robbers ; shall we now 
Contaminate our fingers with base bribes ? 

And sell the mighty space of our large honours, 

■imr so much trash, as may be grasped thus.^— 

^ had rather be a dog, and bay the moon, 
ihan such a Roman. 

, Brutus, bay not me, 

1 11 not endure it : you forget yourself, 

To hedge me in ; I am a soldier, I, 

Older in practice, abler than yourself 
To make conditions. 

^ Go to ; you're not, Cassius. 

Cas. 1 am. 

Bru. I say, you are not. 

Cru. Urge me no more, I shall forget myself* 
Have mind upon your health, tempt me no further 
Bru. Away, slight man ! 

Cas. Is't possible ? 

^ will speak. 

T ^ choler ? 

fehall 1 be frighted, when a madman stares ? 

Cas. O ye gods ! ye gods I Must I endm-e all this ? 
Bru. AU this.P ay, and more: Fret, till your 
proud heart break ; 

Go, show your slaves how choleric you are 
And make your bondmen tremble. Must I budge ? 
Must I observe you Must I stand and crouch ‘ 

Under your testy humour By the gods, 

You shall digest the venom of your spleen, * 

Though it do split you : for, from this day' forth, 

1 11 use you for my mirth, yea, for my laughter, 

When you are waspish. 

Is it come to this ? 

Bru. You say, you are a better soldier: 

LeHt appear so ; make your vaunting true, 

And it shall please me well : For mine own part, 
i shall be glad to learn of noble men. 

Cas. You wrong me everyway • you wrong me, 

1 said, an eider soldier, not a better : [Brutus : 

Did I say, better .p ^ 


Cas. When (^sesar liv'd, he durst not thus have 
mov'd me. 

Bru. peace; you durst not so have 

[tempted him. 

Cas. What ! durst not tempt him ? 

^ your life you durst not. 

Cas. Do not presume too much upon my love 
I may do that I shall be sorry for. 

Bru. You have done that you should be sorry for 
Ihere is no terror, Cassius, in your threats : 
for 1 am arm'd so strong in honesty, 

That they pass by me as the idle wind. 

Which I respect not. I did send to you 
For certain sums of gold, which you denied me •- 
for I can raise no money by vile means : * 

By heaven, I had rather coin my heart, 

And drop my blood for drachmas, than to wiing 
from the hard hands of peasants their vile trash 
By any indirection. I did send ' 

lo** gold to pay my legions, 
mich yon denied me : Was that done Hke Cassius = 
Should I have answer'd Cains Cassius so ? 

When Marcus Brutus grows so covetous, 

To lock such rascal counters from his friends 
Be ready, gods, with all your thunderbolts, ’ 

Dash him to pieces ! 

I denied you not. 

Bru. You did. 

R 1 .. ^ a fool, 

lhat brought my answer back.— Brutus hath riv'd 
my heart ; 

A friend should bear his friend's infirmities, 

But Brutus makes mine greater than they are. 

Bru. 1 do not, till you practise them on me. 

Cas. You love me not. 

flf ■ if JI I do not like yonr faults. 

Cas. A friendly eye could never see such faults. 
Bru. A flatterer's would not, though they do 
As huge as high Olympus. [appear 

Cas. Come, Antony, and young Octavius, come, 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 

For Cassius is aweary of the world : 

Hated by one he loves ; brav’d by his brother : 
Checkid like a bondman ; aU his faults observ'd, 
bet in a note-book, learn'd and conn’d by rote 
To cast into my teeth. O, I could weep ' 

My spirit from mine eyes !— There is my ul 
A nd here my naked breast ; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus' mine, richer than gold : 

If that thou be'st a Roman, take it forth j 
I, that denied thee gold, will give my heart : 

Strike, as thou didst at Ceesar ; for, I know 
When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov'dst him 
I ban ever thou lov'dst Cassius, [better 

T, , Sheath your dagger : 

Be angry when you wiU, it shall have scope : 

Do what you wiU, dishonour shall be humour. 

O Cassius, you are yoked with a lamb 
That carries anger, as the flint bears fire ; 

Who, much enforced, shows a hasty spark, 

And straight is cold again. 

m z. . I Cassius liv'd 

4° and laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief, and blood iU- temper'd, vexeth him ^ 

Bru. When I spoke that, I was iD-temper'd too. 

Cas. Do you confess so much ? Give me your 
Bru. And my heart too. r hand 

0 Brutus I— 
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ACT IV 


That young Octavius, and Mark Antony, 

Come down upon us with a mighty power, 

Bending their expedition toward Philippi. 

3fes. Myself liave letters of the self-same tenour. 
Bru. 'With what addition ? 

3fes. That by proscription, and bills of outlawry, 
Octavius, Antony, and Lepidus, 

Have put to death an hundred senators. 

Bru. Therein our letters do not well agree ; 
Mine speak of seventy senators, that died, 

By their proscriptions, Cicero being one. 

Cas. Cicero one ? 

3ies. Ay, Cicero is dead, 

And by that order of proscription 

Had yon your letters ixom your wife, my lord ? 
Bru. No, Messala. 

3fes. Nor notliing in your letters writ of her? 
Bru. Nothing, Messala. 

Mes, That, methinks, is strange. 

Bru. Why ask you } Hear you aught of her in 
3il'es. No, my lord. [yours ? 

Bru. Now, as you are a Roman, tell me true. 
3Ies. Then like a Roman bear the truth I tell : 
For certain she is dead, and by strange manner. 
Bru. Why, farewell, Portia. — We must die, 
Messala : 

With meditating that she must die once, 

I have the patience to endure it now. 

3fes. Even so great men great losses should 
endure. 

Cas. I have as mucn of this in art as you, 

But yet my nature could not bear it so. 

Bru. Well, to our work alive. What do you think 
Of marching to Philippi presently ? 

Cas. I do not think it good. 

Bru. Your reason? 

Cas. This it is j 

^Tis better, that the enemy seek us : 

So shall he waste his means, weary his soldiers, 
Doing himself offence ; whilst we, lying still, 

Are full of rest, defence, and nimbleness. 

Bru. Good reasons must, of three, give place to 
better. 

The people, ’twixt Philippi and this ground, 

Do stand but in a forc’d affection ; ^ 

For they have grudg’d us contribution : 

The enemy, marching along by them, 

By them shall make a fuller number up, 

Come on refresh’d, new-added, and encourag’d; 
From which advantage shall we cut him off, 

If at Philippi we do face him there, 

These people at our back. 

Cas. Hear me, good brother. 

Bru. Under your pardon. — You must note 
beside, 

That we have tried, the utmost of our friends, 

Our legions are brimful, our cause is ripe : 

The enemy increaseth every day, 

We, at the height, are ready to decline. 

There is a tide in the affairs of men, 

Which, taken at the ffood, leads on to fortune ; 
Omitted, all the voyage of their life 
Is bound in shallows, and in miseries. 

On such a full sea are we now alioat ; 

And we must take the current when it serves, 

Or lose our ventures. 

Cas. Then, with your will, go on : 

WeTl along ourselves, and meet them at Philippi. 

Bru. The deep of night is crept upon our talk. 
And nature must obey necessity ; 


Bru. What’s the matter ? 

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with me, 
When that rash humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Cassius ; and henceforth, 

When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 

He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you so. 

INoise toithin. 

Poet. [ Within.'] Let me go in to seethe generals ; 
There is some grudge between them, ’tis not meet 
They be alone. 

Lug. [ Within,] You shall not come to them. 
Poet. [Within.] Nothing but death shall stay me. 
Enter Poet. 

Cas. How now ? what’s the matter ? 

Poet. For shame, you generals ; Wliat do you 
mean ? 

Love, and he friends, as two such men should be ; 
For I have seen more years, I am sure, than ye. 
Cas. Ha, ha ; how vilely doth this cynic rhyme ! 
Bru. Get you hence, sirrah ; saucy fellow, hence. 
Cas. Bear with him, Brutus ; ’tis his fashion. ^ 
Bru. I’ll know his humour, when he knows his 
time ; 

What should the wars do with these jigging fools ? 
Companion, hence. 

Cas. Away, away, he gone. 

[Ea:'it Poet, 


Enter Liiciiiius and Titinius. 

Bru. Lncilius and Titinius, bid the commanders 
Prepare to lodge their companies to-night. 

Cas. And come yourselves, and bring Messala 
Immediately to us. [with you 

lExennt Luctlius and Titinius. 
Bru. Lucius, a bowl of wine. 

Cas. I did not think, you could have been so angry. 
Br 7 i. O Cassius, I am sick of many griefs. 

Cas, Of your philosophy you make no use, 

If you give place to accidental evils. 

Bni. No man bears sorrow better : — Portia is 
Cas. Ha ! Portia ? , [dead. 

Bru. She is dead. 

Cas. How scap’d I killing, when I cross’d you 

0 insupportable and touching loss ! — [so ? — 

Upon what sickness ? 

Bru. Impatient of ray absence ; 

And grief, that young Octavius with Mark Antony 
Have made themselves so strong ; for with her 
death 

That tidings came ; — ^Witli this she fell distract, 
And her attendants absent, swallow’d fire. 

Cas. And died so ? 

Bru. Even so. 

Cas. O ye immortal gods ! 

Enter Lucius, with wine and tapers. 

Bru. Speak no more of her. — Give me a bowl 
of wine : — 

In this I bury all unkindness, Cassius. [Drinks. 

Cas. My heart is thirsty for that noble pledge : — 
Fill, Lucius, till the wine o’erswell the cup ; 

1 cannot drink too much of Brutus’ love. [Drinks. 


Re-enter Titinius wUk Messaia. 

Bru. Come in, Titinius : — Welcome, good 
Messala. — 

Now sit we close about this taper here, 

And call in question our necessities. 

Cas,. Portia, art thou gone ? 

Bru. No more, I pray you. — 

JHessala, I have here received letters, 
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Which we will niggard with a little rest. 

1 nere is no more to say ? 

EaS'to-morrowwill we r£ TnThewe!”'^ ’ 

“■ ^“,r’ “fir Locids.] Pare. 

well, good Messala 

Good night, Titinius :-Noble, noble Cassius 
Good night, and good repose. ’ 

Tl* was an ill beginning of tl^nlrfr’’ 

r!^T r a • 1 . '^ell. 

Good night, my lord. 

rn„! • good brother. 

/ JUe.9. Good night, lord Brutus. 

Farewell, every one. 

- Cas. Tit. mui Mes. 

_ Rc-en ter Luctus, with the gowvi. 

G.ve-me the gown. Where is thy instrument 
Luc. Here m the tent. 

Pr.'^T' T 1 1 speak'st drowsilv ? 

ralT’r r n®’ ^ ^ ®'‘‘ o’er-watch’d 

CdU Claudius, and some other of my men ; 

11 have them sleep on cushions in my tent 
Luc. Varro, and Claudius ! 

Eifhter Varro and Claudius. 
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Var, Calls my lord .f’ 

ft ^Z'-h •’t™? “y sleep ; 

It may be, I shall raise you by and by ^ 

On busmess to my brother Cassius. 

Var. So please you, we will stand, and watch 
your pleasure. 

J?iM. 1 1^1 not hare it so : lie down, good sirs • 
It may be, ^ I shall otherwise bethink me. ’ 

^ook Lucius, here’s the book I sought for so • 

I put it in the pocket of my gown. ' 

Lno. I was sure, your lordship did uoTgl^ifC 

Canst thou hold up thy heavy eyes awhile, 

And touch thy instrument a strain or two ? 

Luo. Ay, my lord, an it please you. 

Bru. tI r , 

I trouble thee too much, but thou art wiihng. ‘ 
Luc. It IS my duty, sir. ^ 

Bru. I should not urge thy duty past thy might • 

I know, young bloods look for a time of rest. ^ 
Jm. I have slept, my lord, already. 

T again; 

I will not hold thee long : if I do live, ^ 

A Will be good to thee. IMusie, and a Song. 


Latl^rbl^rF f*"! murd’rous 
Hay St thou thy leaden mace upon my boy 

That playyhee music .^-G^tle La/e, good 

1° *“ thee, 

ril tXlfr nod thou break’st thy instrument ; 

1 11 take It from thee = and, good bor a-ood nio- ,f 

meTe SreTd- 

wnere l left reading ? Here it is, 1 think. 

[Ide sits down. 

Enter the Ghost o/Gmsar. 

How ffl ais taper burns !— Ha ! who comes here = 

I aink. It is the weakness of mine eyes, 
lhat shapes this monstrous apparition. 

It comes upon me :_Art thou any thing.’ 

That mak^r® ® ®°“® '^^vil, { 

that mak st my blood cold, and my hair to stare ’ 

Speak to me, what thou art. I’ “ain » stare , j 

GAost. Thy evil spirit, Brutus. i 

GW Tnt.jn. 1 . .V , ,Why com’stftou? | 

SrT Well, ’ "" Pkilippi. ; 

Then I shall see aee again ? ' 

Ay, at Philippi. ! 

Jfr?/ Whtr T -rrTvOi a.1 [Gliost vanishes. j 

NowTVo I’/ then.- 

Now I have taken heart, thou vanishest : 

111 spint, I would hold more talk with thee.- ' 
cZdiusT” ' Sn-=. awake!- 

' strings, my lord, are false. 

Lu^:^: awtkt”"^’ instrument.- 

Luc. My lord! 

tuc. My lord, I do not know that I did erv. 

Lno'. NotMng,‘m7lord?*‘ ‘ ""'I 

Fefow,- tfe aS: ClauZ! i 

Va7\ My lord. 

Clau. My lord. 

Bru. Why dM you so cry out, sirs, in your sleep .’ 

Veil . da'll. Hid we, my lord ? ^ 

tvt -I V <^ny thino' ^ 

Va7 . No, my lord, I saw nothing. 

Llau. , -r V V i 

^cisZ^s- *° my’brotL' j 

Bid^him set on his powers betime.s before ‘ 

And we will follow. '' | 

rar. dau. It shaU be done, my lord. j 

l^Exeunt. | 


ACT V. 


SCENE L — The BloAnsofV'niiaiwi. 

Enter Octa wus, .A ntony, and Ihdr Armp 

iousmd, the enemy would not come down, 
But keep the hills and upper regions ; 

It proves not so : their battles are at hand ; 
Aiiey mean to warn us at Philippi here 

Vdt B ^ bosoms, and I know 

Wore they do it ; they could be couteT 


S- places ; and come down 
With fearful bravery, thinking, by this face, 

not“sr ’ 

■fi'w-te?* a Messenger. 

Mess. Prepare you, generals : 

Ihe enemy comes on in gallant show ; 

Iheir bloody sign of battle is hung out, 

And something to be done immediately 
Bnt. Octavius, lead your battle softly on, 

Upon the left hand of the even field 

z z 
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QcL Upon the right hand I, keep thou the lefc. 
JnL Whv do you cross me in this exigent ? 

Oct, I do not cross you ; but I will do so. IMarch . 

JJrum. Enter Brutus, Cassius, and their Army; Lu- 
ciLius, Titinius, Mjsssala, and others, 

Bru. They stand, and would have parley. 

Cas. Stand fast, Titinius : We must out and talk. 
Oct, Mark Antony, shall we give sign ot battle . 
Ant. No, Caesar, we will answer on their charge. 
Make forth ; the generals would have some words. 

Oct. Stir not until the signal. 

Bru. Words before blows : Is it so, country- 
men ? 

Oct. Not that Vie love words better, as you do. 
Bru Good words are better than bad strokes, 
Octavius. [words : 

Ant. In your bad strokes, Brutus, you give good 
"Wituess the hole you made in Ciesar's heart, 

Crviug, Long livst hnily CtBsuv! 

Cas. 

The posture of your blows are yet unknown ; 

But for your words, they rob the Hybla bees. 

And leave them honeyless. 

Not stingless too. 

Bru. O, yes, and soundless too ; 

Tor you have stol’n their buzzing, Antony, 

And, very wisely, threat before you sting. 

Ant. Villains, you did not so, when your vile 
daggers 

Hack'd one another in the sides of Csesar : 

You show'd your teeth like apes, and lawn d like 
hounds, 

And bow’d like bondmen, kissing Caesar s feet ; 
Whilst damned Casca, like a cur, behind, 

Struck Csesar on the neck. O flatterers ! 

Cas. Flatterers !■— Now, Brutus, thank yourself : 
This tongue had not offended so to-day, 

If Cassius might have rul’d. 

Oct. Come, come, the cause : If arguing make 
The proof of it wiE turn to redder drops, [us sweat, 
Look ; 

I draw a sword against conspirators ; 

When think you that the sword goes up again ?— 
Never, till Csesar’s three-and-twenty wounds 
Be well aveng’d ; or tiU another Csesar 
Have added slaughter to the sword of traitors. 

Bru. Ctesar, thou can’st not die by traitors, 
Unless thou bring’st them with thee. 

Oct. So I hope; 

I was not born to die on Bmtus’ sword. 

Bru, O, if thou wert the noblest of thy strain, 
Young man, thou could’ st not die more honourable. 

Cas. A peevish schoolboy, worthless of such 
Join’d with a masker and a reveEer. [honour, 
Ant. Old Cassius still ! 

Oct Come, Antony: away. — 

Defiance, traitors, linrl we in yonr teeth : 

If you dare fight to-day, come to the field ; 

If not, when you have stomachs. 

lEoieunt Octavius, Antony, and their Army. 
Cas. Why now, blow', wind ; sweE, bElow ; and 
swim, hark ! 

The storm is np, and aE is on the hazard. 

Bru. Ho I 

LucEius ; hark, a word with you. 

Luc. My lord. 

[Brutus and Lueixius converse apart. 
Cas, Messala, — 

Mes.^ What says my general? 

Cas. Messala, 


This is my birth-day ; as this very day 

Was Cassius born. Give me tliy hand, Messala: 

Be thou my witness, that, against my wiE, 

As Pompey was, am I compell’d to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 

You know, that 1 held Epicurus strong, 

And his opinion : now I change my mind, 

And partly credit things that do presage. 

Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign 
Two inighty eagles fidi ; and there they percli’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our soldiers’ hands ; 

Who to Philippi here consorted us ; 

This morning are tiiey fled away, and gone ; 

And in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites, 

Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us, 

As we were sickly prey ; their shadows seem 

A canopy most fatal, under which 

Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 

Ai'es. Believe not so. 

Cas. I hut believe it partly ; 

For 1 am fresh of spirit, and resolv’d 
To meet all ]:>erils very constantly. 

Bru. Even so, Lucilius. 

Cas. Now, most noble Brutus, 

The gods to-day stand friendly ; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age ! 

But, since the affairs of men rest still uncertain, 
Let’s reason with the worst that may befall. 

If we do lose this battle, tlien is this 
The very last time we shall speak together ; 

What are you then determined to do ? 

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy, 

By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which be did give himself I know not how, 

But I do find it cowardly and vEe, 

For fear of what might fail, so to prevent ^ 

The time of life : — arming myself with patience, 

To stay the providence of some high powers, 

That govern us below. 

Cas. Then, if we lose this battle, 

You are conlt nted to be led in triumph 
Thorough the st u c 1 s of Rome ? [Roman , 

Bru. No, Cassius, no : think not, thou noble 
That ever BuiUis will go bound to Rome ; 

He bears tuu a mind. But this same day 
Must end that w'ork, the ides of March begun ; 
And whether we shall meet again, I know not. 
Therefore our everlasting farewell take 
For ever, and for ever, farewell, Cassius I 
If we do meet again, why we shall smile ; 

If not, why tlien this parting was well made. 

Cas.' For ever, and for ever, fareweE, Brutus I 
If we do meet again, we’ll smile indeed; 

If not, 'tis true, this parting was well made. ; 

Bru. Why then, lead on.— O, that a man might 
The end of this day’s business, ere it come ! [know 
But it sufficeth, that the day will end, 

And then the end is known,— Come^ ho ! away . 

lExemt. 


vSCENE ll.—The same. The Field of Battle 
Alarum. Enter Brutus and j^Ibssala. 

Bru. Ride, ride, Messala, ride, and give these 
Unto the legions on the other side : 

Let them set on at once ; for I perceive 
But cold demeanour in Octavius wmg, 

And sudden push gives them the overthrow. 

Ride, ride, Messala : let them all come 


SCENE IF. 


JULIUS C^SAR 


SCENE III. Thesume. Another Part of theField. 

Alarum. Enter Cissius and Tmjmrs. 

Myhtlt hare to mine own turn’d enemy : ^ 

rh,s ensign here of mine was turning 4ck • 

TO n o'"- ' him. 

W)m t./- gave the word too early 

Who having some advantage on Octavius, 

wi?^ It too eagerly ; his soldiers fell to spoil, 

\h hiisfc we by Antony are all enclos’d. ^ 

. Hunter Pindarus. 

fly further off ; 

ifl ^ IQ your tents, my lord I 

t ly, therefore, noble Cassias ! fly far off Ini . 

Cas. This hill is far enough. Look, Iook[ Titi-’ 
Are those my tents, where I perceive the fire > 
i 1 hey are, my lord. 

T\/r •» 1 i-i 1 Titinnis, if thou lov’st me 

Mount thou my honse, and hide thy spurs in him/ 
111! he have brought thee up to yonder troops 
And here again ; that I may rest assur’d, ^ 
Wlmther yond troops are friend or enemy. 

i 1 will be here again, even with a thought. ' 

C as. Go, Pmdarus, get higher on that hill 
My sight was ever thick ; regard Titinius, 

And tell me what thou not’st about the field. 

Jhis day I breathed first : time is com'e rounX^^^* 
And where I did begin, there shall I end ; 

P f fir r Sirrah, what news 

Jrin. [Above.] O my lord ! 

Cas. What news ? 

Pin. Titinius is 

Enclosed round about with horsemen, that 

Now they are almost on him ; now, Titinius !- 
Now some light:— 0, he ’lights too he’< 

ta en and hark ! rshout 

They shout for joy. 

1.1 .T iJown, behold no more.— 

0, coward that I am, to live so long, 

To see my best friend ta’en before my face ! 

^ , Enter Pindartjs. 

Gome hither, sirrah : 

In Parthia did I take thee prisoner ; 

And then I swore thee, saving of thv life 

That whatsoever I did bid thee do, ' ' foath ' 

Nbw he attempt it. Come now, keepShine 

TW ; and, with this good sword, 

That Cffisar’s bowels, search this 

ltd answer : Here; take thou the hilts ; 

And, when my face is cover’d, as ’tis now, 

sword.— Cmsar, thou art reveng’d. 

Lien with the sword that kill’d thee. [S{2. 

niirTr f°’ ^1“ “Of so have been, 

Durst I have done my will. O Cassius ! 

bar from this country Pindarus shall ran. 

Where never Roman shaU take note of h4. 

no- r TiriNius, with Messhla. 

■ lAles. lt IS but change, Titinius ; for Octavius 
Is overthrown by noble Bratus’ power. 

As Cassius’ legions are by Antony. 

IvL Cassius. 

Mes. Where did you leave him .’ 

With Pindarus his bondman, on 
Mm. Is not that he that lies upon the ground ? 
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nt. He lies not like the living. O mv heart ! 
Isnottlmthe? 

Rnfr.. • • Messala, 

But Cassius IS no more.— O setting sun ! 

As in thy red rays thou dost sink to-night. 

So in his red blood Cassius’ day is set ; 

1 he sun of Rome is set ! Our day is gone : 

Mi^rust 0. my success hath done this deed, [done ! 
n Mistrust of good success hath done this 

Peed. 

Why dost thou show to the apt thoughts of men 
hmgs that are not ? O error, soon conceiv’d, 
Ikon never com st unto a happy birth, 

engender’d thee, [darns ? 

K“- 

Tb. 1,I®®5^ Titinius : whilst I go to meet 
The noble Brutus, thrusting this report 
Into his ears ; I may say, thrusting it ; 

envenomed, 

fehall be as welcome to the ears of Brutus, 

As tidings of this sight. 

An^I wm seek for PindarifthniiB^^^’^’ 

Why didst thou send me forth, braimSss^sT'^'^' 
Did I not meet thy friends ? and did not they 
Put on my brows this wreath of victory, 
ifi g>'’’t.thee .’ Didst thou not hear their 

a hast misconstrued every thing, [shouts ? 

But hold thee, take this garland on thy brow ; 

Thy Brutus bid me give it thee, and I 
w ill do his bidding.— Brutus, come apace, 

And see how I regarded Caius Cassini— 
y your leave, gods : — This is a Roman’s part : 

Gome, Cassius’ sword, and find Titinius’ heart. 

[Eies. 

Alarnm. Re-enter Messala, loith Brutus, Young Cato 
Strato, Voluaenitts, and Lucihivs. ’ 

Where, where, Messala, doth his body lie ! 

n i'": Titinius mourning it. 

Bru. Titmms face is upward. 

nt T T r’l He is slain. 

o Julius Csesar, thou art mighty yet 1 
illy spirit walks abroad, and turns our swords 
in our own proper entrails. [low alarums. 

T nnP ' u 1. Brave Titinius ! 

Look, whe r he have not crown’d dead Cassias ! 

Tbf^'f r® yet two Romans living suchas these.’— 

The last of all the Romans, fare thee well I 
Cl j^^Possible, that ever Rome [tears 

f fellow.-Friends, I owe Lre 
lo this dead man, than you shaU see me pav.— 
i shall find time, Cassius, I shall find timl— 

Come, therefore, and to Thassos send his body ; 

His funerals shall not be in our camp, 

-Lest it discomfort us. — Lucilius, come : — 

And come, young Cato ; let us to the field.— 

^^beo, and Flavius, set our battles on 

Wo ; and, Romans, yet ere night 

we sna.1 try fortune in a second fight. lExeunt. 


SCENE lY .-^Another Part of the Field. 

Alarum. Enter, ^ffhUng, Soldiers of both Armies f then 
Brutus, Cato, huciijus, and others. 

' 0 yet hold up your 

C^/o. What bastai’d doth not.? Who wiH go 
with me? ^ 
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I will proclaim my name about the field : 

I axn the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 

A foe to tyrants, and my country’s friend ; 

1 am the son of Marcus Cato, ho ! 

ICliarges the enemij. 

Bru. And I am Brutus, Marcus Brutus, I ; 
Brutus, my country’s friend ; know me for Brutus. 

lExit, charging the enemy. Cato is over- 
powered, and falls. 

Lug. O young and noble Cato, art thou down . 
Why, now thou diest as bravely as Titinius ; 

And may’st be honour’d, being Cato’s son. 
j Sold. Yield, or thou diest. 

Only I yield to die : 

There is so much, that thou wilt kill me straight ; 

[Offering money. 

Kill Brutus, and be honour’d in his death. 

1 Sold. We must not.— A noble prisoner 1 ^ 

2 Sold. Room, ho 1 Tell Antony, Brutus is ta en. 

1 Sold. I’ll tell the news.— Here comes the 

general . — 

Enter Antony. 

Brutus is ta’en, Brutus is ta’en, my lord. 

Ant. Where is he ? 

Luc. Safe, Antony ; Brutus is safe enough ; 

1 dare assure thee, that no enemy 
Shall ever take alive the noble Brutus : 

The gods defend him from so great a shame ! 
When you do find him, or alive, or dead. 

He will be found like Brutus, like himself. 

Ant. This is not Brutus, friend; but, I assure 
yon, 

A prize no less in worth : keep this man safe. 

Give him all kindness : I had rather have 
Such men my friends, than enemies. Go on, 

And see whe’r Brutus be alive, or dead : 

And bring us word, unto Octavius tent, 

How every thing is chanc’d. [Kmcfit. 


SCENE Y.— Another Part of the Fie.ld. 

Enter Brutus, DARDAwrus, Clitus, Strato, and Vo- 

LUMNIUS, 

Bru. Come, poor remains of friends, rest on 
this rock. 

Cli. Statilius show’d the torch-light ; but, my 
He came not back ; he is or ta’en, or slain, [lord, 
Bru. Sit thee down, Clitus : Slaying is the word ; 
It is a deed in fashion. Hark thee, Clitus. — 

[Whisper ing. 

Cli. What I, my lord ? No, not for all the world. 
Bru. Peace then, no words. 

(^ll^ ITl rather kill myself. 

Bru. Hark thee, Dardanius ! [Whispers him. 
Bar. I do such a deed ? 

Cli. O, Dardanius ! 

Bar. O, Clitus! 

Cli. What ill request did Brutus make to thee? 
Bar. To kill him, Clitus ; Look, he meditates. 
CU. Now is that noble vessel full of grief. 

That it runs over even at his eyes. 

Bru. Come hither, good Volumnius: list a word. 
Vol. What says my lord ? 

Bru, Wliy, this, Volumnius ; 

The ghost of C^sar hath appeared to me 
Two several times by night : at Sardis, once ; 

And, this last night, here in Philippi fields. 

I know, my hour is come. 

Vol. ■ Not so, my lord. 

Bru. Nay, I am sure it is, Volumnius 


Thou see’st the world, Volumnius, how it goes ; 

Our enemies have beat us to the pit ; 

It is more worth}'-, to leap in ourselves, 

Than tarry till they push us. Good Volumnius, 
Thou know’st, that we two went to school together ; 
Even for that our love of old, I pray thee, 

Hold thou my sword-hilts, whilst I run on it. 

Fol. That’s not an olfice for a friend, my lord. 

[Alarum still. 

Cli. Fly, fiy, my lord ; there is no tarrying here. 
Brti. Farewell to you^ — and you; — and you, 
Volumnius — 

Strato, thou hast been all this while asleep ; 
Farewell to thee, too, Strato. — Countrymen, 

My lieart doth joy, that yet, in all my life, 

I found no man, but he was true to me. 

I shall have gloiy by tliis losing day, 

Mbre than Octavius, and Mark Antony, 

By tills vile conquest shall attain unto. 

So, fare you well at once ; for Bratus’ tongue 
Hath almost ended his life’s history : 

Night hangs upon mine eyes ; my bones would rest, 
That have but labour’d to attain this hour. 

[Alarum. Cry within ; l^ly, fly, fly. 

Cli. Fly, my lord, fiy. 

Bru. Hence; I will follow thee. 

[Exeunt Clitus, Dardanius, Volumnius, 
I pr’ythee, Strato, stay thou by thy lord: 

Thou art a fellow of a good respect ; 

Thy life hath had some smatch of honour in it : 
Hold then my sword, and turn away thy face, 
While I do rim upon it. Wilt thou, Strato "i 
Stra. Give me your hand first: Fare you well, 
my lord. 

Bru. Farewell, good Strato.— Csesar, now ^ be 
I kill’d not thee with half so good a will. [still ; 

[He. runs on Ms sword, avid dies. 

Alarum. Jictreat. Enter Octavius,' Antony, Messaua, 
Luc onus, and their army. 

Oct. What man is that ? [master ? 

3fes. My master’s mam— Strato, where is thy 
Stra. Free from the bondage you are in, Messala ; 
The conquerors can but make a fire of him ; 

For Brutus only overcame himself, ^ 

And no man else hath honour by his death. 

Luc. So Brutus should be found. — -I thank thee, 
Brutus, 

That thou hast prov’d Lucilius’ saying true. 

Oct. All that sci'v’d Brutus, I will entertain them. 
Fellow, wilt thou bestow thy time with me ? 

Stra. Ay, if Messala will prefer me to you. 

Oct. Do so, Messala. , 

j\fes How died my master, Sa-ato 

Stra. I held the sword, and he did run on it. 
Mes. Octavius, then take him to follow thee, 
That did the latest service to my master. 

Ant. This was the noblest Roman of them ail : 
All the conspirators, save only he, ^ 

Did that they ilid in envy of great Csesar ; 

He, only, in a general honest thought. 

And common good to all, made one of them. 

His life was gentle ; and the elements 

So mix’d in him, that Nature might stand up, 
And say to all the world, This teas a man.' 

Oct. According to his virtue let us use him, 
With all respect, and rites of burial. 

WitMn my tent Ms bones to-night shall Jie, 

Most like a soldier, order’d honourably.— 

So, caE the field to rest ; and let s away. 

To part the glories of tMs happy day. [Eaeu.n 
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SCENE I,. Alexandria. A-RoommChm- 
patra’s Palme, 

Fnter Demetrius and Philo. 
r\)n dotage of our generaFs 

U erflows the measure : those his goodly eyes 
1 hat o’er the files and musters of the war ^ 
Have glow’d like plated Mars, now bend, now turn, 
Ihe omce and devotion of their view 
Upon a tawny front : his captain’s heart, 

Which m the scuffles of great fights hath burst 
1-ne buckles on his breast, reneges all temper ; 

And IS become the bellows, and the fan, 

10 cool a gipsy’s lust. Look, where they come ! 

Flourish, Enter Antony and Cleopatra, ivith their 
Trains s Eunuchs fanning her. 
lake but good note, and you shall’ see in him 
Ihe triple pillar of the world transform’d 
Into a strumpet’s fool : h^hnl,! 


Cleo. Perchance,— nay, and most Jilce, 

T« not stay here longer, your dismission 

pT- * therefore hear it, Antony— 

CaU in the messengers.— As I am Egypt’s queen 
Thou blnshest, Antony ; and that blood of thine ’ 
-L : else so thy cheek pays shame 

When shriU-tongu’d Fulvia scolds. -The"j 
sengers. 

Ant. Let Rome in Tyber melt! and the wide arch 

Ot the rang d empire fall I Here is my space ; 
^gdoms are clay : our dungy earth aliL 
Feeds beast as man : the nobleness of life 
Is, to do thus ; when such a mutual pair, 

. - lEmbi'acing. 

And such a twain can do’t, in which, I bind 
On pain of punishment, the world to weet. 

We Stand Up peerless. 

1 . ^ Excellent falsehood ! 

Why did he marry Fulvia, and not love her 
1 11 seem the fool I am not : Antony 
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The qualities of people. Come, my queen ; 

Last night you did desire it : — Speak not to ns. 

lExeunt Ant. and Cleop. ivith iheir Train. 
Bern. Is Caesar with Antonius priz’d so slight? 
Phi. Sir, sometimes, when he is not Antony, 
He comes too short of that great property 
Which still should go with Antony. 

Bern. Pm full sorry, 

That he approves the common liar, who 
Thus speaks of him at Rome : But I will hope 
Of better deeds to-morrow. Rest you happy ! 

lExc'imt 


SCENE 11 . — The same. Another Room. 

Enter Charmtan, Ihas, Alex,\s, and a Soothsayer. 

Char. Lord Alexas, sweet Alexas, most any thing 
Alexas, almost most absolute Alexas, wdiere’s the 
soothsayer that you praised so to the queen? O, that 
I knew this husband, which, you say, must change 
his horns with garlands ! 

Alex. Soothsayer. 

Sooth. Your will ? 

Char. Is this the man i* — IsTyou, sir, that know 
things ? 

Sooth. In nature’s infinite book of secrecy, 

A little I can read. 

Alex. Show him your hand. 

Enter Enobarbus. 

Eno. Bring in the banquet quickly ; wine enough, 
Cleopatra’s health to drink. 

Char. Good sir, give me good fortune. 

Sooth. I make not, but foresee. 

Char. Pray then, foresee me one. 

Sooth. You shall be yet Ihr fairer than you are. 

Char. He means, in flesh. 

Iras. No, you shall paint when you are old. 

Char. Wrinldes forbid ! 

Alex. Vex not his prescience ; be attentive. 

Char. Hush ! 

Sooth. You shall be more beloving, than beloved. 

Char. I bad rather heat my liver with drinking, 

Alex. Nay, hear him. 

Char. Good now, some excellent fortune ! Let 
me be married to three kings in a forenoon, and 
widow them ail : let me have a child at fifty, to 
whom Herod of Jewry may do homage : find me 
to marry me with Octavius Cmsar, and companion 
me with my mistress. 

Sooth. You shall outlive the lady whom you 
serve. 

Char. O excellent ! I love long life better than 
figs. 

Sooth. You have seen and proved a fairer former 
Than that which is to approach. [fortune 

Char. Then, belike my children shall have no 
names : Pr’ythee, how many boys and wenches 
must I have? 

Sooth. If every of your wishes had a womb, 

And fertile every wish, a million. 

Char. Out, fool ! I forgive thee for a witch. 

Alex. You think, none but your sheets are privy 
to your wishes. 

Char. Nay, come, tell Iras hers, 

Alex. We’li know all our fortunes. 

Eno. Mine, and most of our fortunes, to-night, 
shall be — drunk to bed. 

Iras. There’s a palm presages chastity, if nothing 
else. ! 


Char. Even as the o’erflowing Nilus presageth 
famine. 

Iras. Go, you wild bedfellow, you cannot sooth- 
say. 

Char. 'Niiy, if an oily palm be not a fruitful 

prognostication, I cannot seratcli mine ear. 

Pr’ythee, tell her but a worky-day fortune. 

Sooth. Yonr fortunes are alike. 

Iras. But how, but liow ? give me particulars. 
Sooth. I bave said. 

Iras. Am I not an inch of fortune better than 
she ? 

Char. Well, if you were but an incli of fortune 
better than I, where would you choose it? 

Iras. Not in my husband’s nose. 

Char. Our worser thoughts heavens mend ! 
Alexas, — come, liis fortune, his tbrtune. — 0, let 
him marry a woman tliat cannot go, sweet Isis, 1 
beseech thee ! And let her die too, and give him a 
worse ! and let worse follow worse, till the worst of 
all follow him laughing to liis grave, fifty-fold a 
cuckold! Good Isis, hear me tins prayer, though 
thou deny me a matter of more weight ; good Isis, 
I beseech thee I 

Iras. Amen. Dear goddess, hear that prayer of 
the people 1 for, as it is a heart-breaking to see a 
handsome man loose-wived, so it is a deadly sorrow 
to behold a foul knave uncuckolded : Therefore, 
dear Isis, keep decorum, and fortune him accord- 
ingly ! 

Char. Amen. 

Alex. Lo, now 1 if it lay in their hands to make 
me a cuckold, they would make themselves whores, 
but they’d do’t. 

Eno. Hush ! here comes Antony. 

Char. Not he, the queen. 

Enter Cleoi'ATKA. 

Cleo. Saw you my lord? 

Eno. No, lady. 

Cleo. Was he not here ? 

Char. No, madam. 

Cleo. He was dispos’d to mirth ; but on the 
sudden 

A Roman thought hath struck him — Enobarbus, — 
Eno. Madam. 

Cleo. Seek him, and bring him hither. Where’s 
Alexas ? 

Alex. Here, madam, at your service.>--My lord 
approaches. 

Enter Antony, teit'h a Messenger and. Attendants. 
Cleo. We will not look upon him : Go with us. 
lExeunt Cukopatra, Enobarbus, Auexas, Iras, 
CHABivnAN, Sootlisayer, and Attendants. 
Mess. Fulvia thy wife first came into the field. 
Ant. Against my brother Lucius? 

Mess. Ay: 

But soon that war had end, and the time’s state 
Made friends of them, jointing their force ’gainst 
Csesar; 

Whose better issue in the war, from Italy, 

Upon the first encounter, drave them. 

Ant. Well, 

What worst ? 

Mess. The nature of bad news infects the teller. 
Ant. When it concerns the fool, or coward. 

Things, that are past, are done with me. — ’Txs 
thus : 

Who tells me true, though in his tale lie death, 

I hear Mm as he flatter’d. 





SCENE m. 
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. Labienus 

f Parthian force, 

Extended Asia from Euphrates ; 

His conquering banner shook, from Syria 

io Lydia, and to Ionia ; 

Whilst 

Antony, thou would’st say,— 

2vl€SS^ Q ^ ^ I 

Aiil. Speak to me home, mince not the general 
tongue ; ® 

Name Cleopatra as she’s caU’d in Rome ■ 

WW ", taunt my faults 
Wnh such full licence, as both truth and mhice 
dave power to utter. O, then we bring forth weeds, 
When our quick winds lie still; and our ills told us 
is as our earing. Fare thee well a while, 

Aim. At your noble pleasure. [Exit. 

• Speak there.’ 

9 iiii' U ® Sicyon.— Is there such an 

z He stays upon your will. [one ? 

oil ' , .— . Iiet him appear.— 

lhe.e strong Egyptian fetters I must break; 

EiitST anotheT Messenger. 

Or lose myself in dotage.— What are you.> 

^ Mess, Fulvia thy wife is dead. 

TO- Where died she 

2 Mess. In Sicyon : 

Her length of sickness, with what else more serious 
Importeth thee to know, this bears. [Gives a letter. 
Forbear me.- 

mi , ... [Exit Messenger. 

Theie s a great spirit gone ! Thus did I desire it : 
What our contempts do often hurl from ns. 

We wish It ours again ; the present pleasure, 

Ry revolution lowering, does become 

The opposite of itself: she's good, being gone : 

The hand could pluck her back, that shov’d her on. 

1 must from this enchanting queen break off; 

Ten thousand harms, more than the ills I know. 

My Idleness doth hatch.-How now! Enobarbus! 
Enter Enobarbus. 

Em, What's your pleasure, sir ^ 

Ant. I must with haste from hence. 

Em. Why, then, we kill all our women: We 
see how mortal an unldndness is to them ; if they 
suffer our departure, death’s the word. 

A7it. I must be gone. 

occasion, let women 
die ; It were pity to cast them away for nothing : 

W f f Cleopatra, catching 

but the least noise of this, dies instantly ; T have 
seen her die twenty times upon far poorer moment : 

1 do think, there is mettle in death, which commits 
£ dying her, she hath such a celerity 

Ant. She is cunning past man's thought 

sir, no; her passions are made of 
nothing but the finest part of pure love : We cannot 
call her winds and waters, sighs and tears; they 
are greater storms and tempests than almanacks can 
report : this cannot be cunning in her ; if it be, 
siie makes a shower of rain as well as Jove. 

Ant, 'Would I had never seen her ! 

Em, O, sir, you had then left unseen a wonder- 
mi piece of work ; which not to have been blessed 
withal, would have discredited your travel. 

Ant, Fulvia is dead. 

E710. Sir.^ 
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Ant. Fulvia is dead. 

Eno. Fulvia ? * 

Ant. Dead. 

sitgivethegodsatliankml sacrifice. 
When It p easeth their deities to take the wife of a 
man from him, it shows to man the tailors of the 
earth; comforting therein, that when old robes are 
worn out, there are members to make new. Jf 
there were no more women but Fulvia, then had 
you indeed a cut, and the case to be lamented ; this 
brif».f with consolation ; your old smock 

brings forth a new petticoat .—and, indeed, the 
tears live in an onion, that should water this sorrow. 

Ani The business she hath broached in the 
Lannot endure my absence. [state 

business you have broached^iere 
cannot be without you; especially that of Cleo- 
patra s, which wholly depends on your abode. I 
I Ant. No more light answers. Let our officers 
I Have notice what we purpose. I shall break 
Ihe cause of our expedience to the queen 
not alone ’ 

The death of Fulvia, with more urgent touches, 

Ho strongly speak to us ; but the letters too 
Of many our contriving friends in Rome 
Petition us at home : Sextus Pompeius 
Hath given the dare to Caesar, and commands 
Axrt 5 our slippery people 

ini IS never link'd to the deserver, 

liU his deserts are past,) begin to throw 
Pompey the great, and all his dignities, 

Up(m his son ; who, high in name and power, 

Higher than both in blood and life, stands up 
Jbor the mam soldier : whose quality, going on, 

The sides o the world may danger : Much is 
breeding, 

Which, like the courser’s hair, hath yet but life, 

And not a serpent’s poison. Say, our pleasure, 
io such whose place is under us, requires 
Our quick remove from hence. 

£no. 1 sbaU do’t. 


SCENE III. 

Enter Cleopatm, Charm, an. Iras, and Arenas. 
Cleo, Where is he 

Char, I did not see him since. 

tleo. See where he is, who's with him, what he 
does : — 

I did not send you ;— If you find him sad, 
feay, I am dancing ; if in mirth, report 
Xhat I am sudden sick : Quick, and return. 

Char. Madam, methinks, if you did“S 
dearly, 

You do not hold the method to enforce 
The like from him. 

Cleo. What should I do, I do not.’ 

Lhar. In each thing give him way, cross him in 
nothing. 

Cleo. Thou teachest like a fool : the way to lose 
him. 

C^r. Tempt Hm not so too far : I wish, forbear ; 
in time we hate that which we often fear. 

Enter Antony. 


But here comes Antony. 

, I sick, and sullen. 

' breathing to my pur- 
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CIgo. Help me away, dear CharmiaE, I shall fall ; 
It cannot be thus long, the sides of nature 
Will not sustain it. 

Ant. Now, my dearest queen, — 

Cleo. Pray you, stand further from rae. 

AnL Whaths the matter ? 

Clco. I know, by that same eye^ there’s some 
good news. 

What says tlie married woman ? — You may go ; 
’Would, she had never given you leave to come ! 
Let her not say, ’tis I that keep you here, 

I have no power upon you ; hers you are. 

Ant. The gods best know, — 

C/eo. O, never was there queen 

So mightily betray’d ! Yet, at the first, 

I saw the treasons planted. 

Ant. Cleopatra, — 

C/go. Why should I tliink, you can be mine, 
and true, 

Though you in swearing shake the throned gods, 
Who have been false to Fulvia ? Riotous madness, 
To be entangled with those mouth-made vows, 
Which break themselves in swearing ! 

A fit. Most sweet queen, — 

Cleo. Nay, pray you, seek no colour for your 
going. 

But bid farewell, and go : when you sued staying, 
Then was the time for words : No going then ; — ■ 
Eternity was in our lips, and eyes ; 

Bliss in our brows’ bent ; none our parts so poor, 
But was a race of heaven : They are so still, 

Or thou, the greatest soldier of the world, 

Art turn’d the greatest liar. 

yint. How now, lady ! 

Cleo. I would, I had thy inches ; thou sliould’st 
There were a heart in Egypt. [know 

Ant. Hear me, queen ; 

The strong necessity of time commands 
Our services a while ; but my full heart 
Remains in use with you. Our Italy 
Shines o’er with civil swords : Sextus Pompeius 
Makes his approaches to the port of Rome : 
Equality of two domestic powers 
Breeds scrupulous faction : The hated, grown to 
strength, 

Are newly grown to love : the condemn’d Pompey, 
Rich in his father’s honour, creeps apace 
Into the hearts of such as have not thriv’d 
Upon the present state, whose numbers threaten ; 
And quietness, grown sick of rest, would pui*ge 
By any desperate change : My more particular, 
And that which most with you should safe my going, 
Is Fulvia’s death. 

Cleo. Though age from folly could not give me 
freedom, 

It does from childishness : — Can Fiilvia die? 

Ant. She’s dead, my queen : 

Look here, and, at thy sovereign leisure, read 
The garboils she awak’d ; at the last, best ; 

See, when, and where she died. 

Cleo. O most false love ! 

Where be the sacred vials thou should’ st fill 
Y/ith sorrowful water ? Now I see, I see, 

In Fulvia’s death, how mine receiv’d shall be. 

Ant. Quarrel no more, but be prepar’d to know 
The purposes I bear ; which are, or cease, 

As you shall give the advice : Now, by the fire 
That quickens Nilus’ slime, I go from hence, 

Thy soldier, servant*, making peace or war, 

As thou affect’ st 


Cleo. Cut my lace, Ciiarmian, come ; — 

But let it be. — I am quickly ill, and well : 

So Antony loves. 

yint. M,y precious queen, forbear ; 

And give true evidence to his love, which stands 
An lionoiirable trial. 

Cl£o. So l^kilvia told me. 

i pr’ytlu-e, turn aside, ami weep for her; 

I’lu'n bid adit'u to me, and say, the tears 
.Pelong to f'lgypt : (Jood now, play one scene 
Of c.Ycelleiir, dissembling ; and let it look 
Like ])erfect lionour. 

-■/;//. You’ll heat my blood ; no more. 

Cleo. Vouc.an do bid ter }et ; but this is meetly. 
Ant. Now, by my sword,— 

Cleo. Ami target,, — Still he mends ; 

But this is not the best ; 1 Aiok, j)r’ythee, Charmiari, 
How this llercuham Roman dues bec'onie 
The ca.rriage of his chafe. 

I’ll leave you, lady. 
Cleo. Court (‘ous lord, one word. 

Sir, you and I must part, — hut that’s not it : 

Sir, you and I have lov’d, — but tliere’s not it ; 
That you know well : Something it is I would, — 
O, my oblivion is a very Antony, 

And I am all forgotten. 

ylni. But that your royalty 

Holds idleness your subject, I should take you 
For idleness itself. 

Cleo. ’’Pis sweating labour, 

To bear such idleness so near the heart 
As Cleopatra this. But, sir, forgive me : 

Since my becomings kill me, when they do np't 
Eye w^ell to you : Your honour calls you hence ; 
Therefore be deaf to my impitied folly, 

And all the gods go with you ! upon yotir sword 
Sit laurel’ d victory 1 and smooth success 
Iki strew’ d before your feet ! 

Ant, Let us go. Come; 

Our separation so abides, and Hies, 

That thou residing here, go’st yet with me, 

And I, hence lleeting, here remain with thee, 
Away. lExeunL 


SCENE IV. — RoiM'K. An Apartment w Cjss^ie’s 
Home, 

Enter Octavius C-esau , ■ L-Epidus, and Attendants. 
CcBs, You may see, Lepidus, and henceforth know. 
It is not Ctesar’s natural vice to hate 
One great competitor : from Alexandria 
This is the news ; He fishes, drinks, and wastes , 
The lamps of night in revel : is not more manlike 
Than Cleopatra; iior the queen Ptolemy 
More womanly than lie : hardly gave audience, or 
Vouchsaf’d to think he had partners ; You shall 
'find there ' i ■ ■ 

A man, who is the abstract of all faults 
That ail men follow. 

Lep. I must not think, there are 

Evils enough to darken all his goodness : 

His faults, in him, seem as the spots of heaven, 
More fiery by night’s blackness ; hereditaiy, 
Rather than purchas’d ; what he cannot change, 
Than what he chooses. 

Cats. You are too indulgent : Let us grant, it 
is not 

Amiss to tumble on the bed of Ptolemy ; 

To give a kingdom for a mirth ; to sit 
And keep the turn of tippling with a slave ; 


SCENE V. 


To reel the streets at noon, and stand the buffet 
With knaves that smell of sweat; say, this be- 

comes him, 

(As Ills composure must be rare indeed, 

Whom ^^se^^things cannot blemish,) yet must 

No way excuse his soils, when we do bear 
fee great weight in his lightness. If he fill’d 
His vacancy with his voluptuousness, 

1 u surfots, and the dryness of his bones, 

Call on him lor’t : but, to confound such time, 

AS nih own state, and ours,— ’tis to be chid 

’• “ knowledge, I 

l awn then experience to their present pleasure® * 
And so rebel to judgment. pmasme, 

Enter a Messenger. 

nPll nrn Here's more news. 

*1 ? ^it^tlmgs have been done ; and every 
Most noble Cmsar, slialt thou have report [hour^ 
is strong at sea ; 

And it appears, he is belov’d of those 

ports 

Ihe discontents repair, and men’s reports 
Hive him much wrong’d. 

It wl" uJ . 1 “0 less 

It hath been taught us from the primal state, 

that be, which is, was wish’d, until he were : 

And the ebb d man, ne’er lov’d, tillne’er worth love, 
Comes deal- d, by being lacked. This common body 
Like a vagabond flag upon the stream, ^ 

tke varying tide, 

Xo rot itself With motion. 

Afm. Cassar, I bring thee word 

Menecrates and Menas, famous pirates, 

With keels of every kind : Many hot inroads 
They make in Italy ; the borders maritime 
Lack blood to think on’t, and flush youth revolt ; 

No vessel can peep forth, but ’tis as soon 
Taken as seen ; for Pompey’s name strikes more, 

Xhan could his war resisted. 

T 1 . Antony, 

Leave thy lascivious wassels. When thou once 
Wast beaten from Modena, where thou slew’st 
XiJrtms and Pansa, consuls, at thy heel 
Hid famine follow ; whom thou fought’st against, 
Ihough daintily brought up, with patience more 
X ban savages could suffer : thou didst drink 
1 he stale of horses, and the gilded puddle 
Which beasts would cough at : thy palate then did 
deign 

The roughest berry on the rudest hedge : 

Yea, like the stag, when snow the pasture sheets, 

X he barks of trees thou browsed’st ; on the Alps 
it is reported, thou didst eat stage flesh, 

Which some did die to look on : And aU this 
(It wounds thine honour, that I speak it now,) 

Was borne so like a soldier, that thy cheek 

feo much as tank’d not. 

. It is pity of him. 

Lcbs. Let his shames quickly 
Hrive him to Rome : ’Tis time we twain 
Did show ourselves i’ the field ; and, to that end. 
Assemble we immediate council ; Pompey 
Xhrives in our idleness. 

T r. . , To-morrow, Csesar, 

P shall be furnish'd to inform you rightly 
Loth what by sea and land I can be able, 

Xo front this present time. 
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Tf Till which encounter 

It is my business too. Farewell ’ 

Lep. Farewell, my lord : What you shall know 
mean time 

Of stirs abroad, I shall beseech you, sir 
To let me be partaker. ^ 

C(es. ^ Doubt not, sir ; 

I knew It for my bond. 


A Room in the 


SCENE V. — ^Alexandria. 

Palace, 

Enter CLeopaTKA, Chabmuv, Iras, and Uar-diaj,. 
Cleo. Charmian, — 

Cha7\ Madam. 

Cleo. Ha, ha I — 

Giye me to drink mandragora. 

rp , You think of him 

Xoo much. 

Cleo. O, treason ! 

1 . YTadam, I trust, not so. 

Cleo. Thou, eunuch ! Mardian ! 

%Z' MAf highness’ pleasure ? 

Sasure '■ ^ 

^ aught an eunuch has : ’Tis well for thee, 
lhat, being unseminar’d, thy freer thoughts 

ItT ^ Sections .> 

Mar. Yes, gracious madam. 

Cleo. Indeed 

^ ““thing 

Lut what indeed is honest to be done : 

I affections, and think, 

What Venus did with Mars. 

C/<?o. O Charmian, 

Where thmk’st thouhe is now Stands he, or sits he ? 
Or does he walk ? or is he on his horse } 

U happy horse, to bear the weight of Antony I 

thou whom thou 
The demi- Atlas of this earth, the arm [moy’st ? 
And burgonet of men.-He’s speaking noi, 

Or murmuring, Whereas my serpent of old Nilef 
Tor so he calls me ; Now I feed myself 
With most delicious poison Think on me, 

That am with Phoebus* amorous pinches black, 

And wrinkled deep in time.? Broad-fronted C^sar, 
When thou wast here above the ground, I was 
A morsel for a monarch : and great Pompey 
Would stand, and make his eyes grow in my brow • 
There would he anchor his aspect, and die ^ 

With looking on his life. 

JEnter Alexas. 

TT Sovereign of Egypt, hail » 

Cko. How much art tholi unKke MarkAntony ! 
rn.commg from him, that great medicine hath ^ 
With his tinct gilded thee.— 

How goes it with my brave Mark Antony } 

Alew. Last thing he did, dear queen, 

He kiss U, —the last of many doubled kisses,— 

Xhis orient pearl;— His speech sticks in my heart. 
ejeo. Mme ear must pluck it thence. 

Sflv ^ x> Clood friend, quoth he, 

^hefirm Roman to great Egypt sends 
jilts treasure of an oyster i at whose foot 
Po mend the petty present, I will piece 
Her opulent throne with kingdoms ; All ihe east. 
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Say thou, shall call her mistress. So he nodded, 
And soberly did mount a termagant steed, 

Who neigh’d so high, that what I would have spoke 
Was beastly dumb’d by him. 

Cleo. What, was he sad, or merry ? 

Alex. Like to the time o’ the year between the 
extremes 

Of heat and cold ; he was nor sad nor merry. 

Cleo. O well-divided disposition I—Note him, 
Notehim, good Charmian/tistheman ; butnotehim : 
He was not sad ; for he would shine on those 
That make their looks by his : he was not merry ; 
Which seem’d to tell them, his remembrance lay 
In Egypt with his joy: but between both : 

0 heavenly mingle ! — Be’st thou sad, or merry, 
The violence of either thee becomes ; 

So does it no man else. — Met’st thou my posts ? 

Alex. Ay, madam, twenty several messengers ; 
Why do you send so thick ? 


Gleo. Who’s bom that day 

When I forget to send to Antony, 

Shall die a beggar.— Ink and paper, Charmian— 
Welcome, ray good Aiexas.— Did I, Charmian, 
Ever love Ciesar so ? 

Char. O tliat brave Ctesar ! 

Cleo. Be chok’d with such another emphasis ! 
Say, the brave Antony. 

Char. The valiant Caesar ! 

Cleo. By Isis, I will give thee bloody teeth, 

If thou with Chesar paragon again 
My man of men. 

Chax. ^ By your most gracious pardon, 

I sing but after you. 

Cleo. My salad days; 

When I was green in judgment : — Cold in blood, 
To say, as I said then ! — But, (some, away: 

Get me ink and paper : lie sliall have every day 
A several greeting, or Fli unpeople Egyptl 

lExeunt. 


ACT 11. 


SCENE I. — Messina. A Room in Pompey’s 
House. 

Enter Pompjsv, Menecuatbs, and Menas. 

Pom. If the great gods he just, they shall assist 
The deeds of justest men. 

Mene. Know, worthy Pompey, 

That what they do delay, they not deny. 

Pom. Whiles we are suitors to their throne, de- 
The thing we sue for. [cays 

Mene. We, ignorant of onrselves, 

Beg often our own harms, which the wise powers 
Deny us for our good ; so find we profit, 

By losing of our prayers. 

Pom. I shall do well : 

The people love me, and the sea is mine ; 

My power’s a crescent, and my auguring hope 
Says, it will come to the full. Mark Antony 
In Egypt sits at dinner, and will make 
No wars without doors : Caesar gets money, where 
He loses hearts : Lepidus flatters both. 

Of both is flatter’d ; but he neither loves, 

Nor either cares for him. 

Men. Caesar and Lepidus 

Are in the field ; a mighty strength they cany. 
Pom. Where have you this } ’tis false. 

Men. From Silvius, sir. 

Pom. He dreams ; I know, they are in Home 
together, 

Looking for Antony ; But all charms of love, 

Salt Cleopatra, soften thy wan’d lip ! 

Let witchcraft join with beauty, Inst with both ! 
Tie up the libertine in a field of feasts, 

Keep his brain fuming ; Epicurean cooks, 

Sharpen with cloyless sauce his appetite ; 

That sleep and feeding may prorogue his honour, 
Even till a Lethe’d dulness. — How now, Varrius ? 
E)iter Varrius. 

Var. This is most certain that I shall deliver : 
Mark Antony is every hour in Rome 
Expected ; since he went from Egypt, ’tis 
A space for further travel. 

Pom. I could have given less matter 

A better ear. — ^Menas, I did not think, 

This amorous surfeiter would have don’d his helm 


For such a petty war ; his soldiership 
Is twice the other twain : But let us rear 
Tlie higher our opinion, that our stirring 
Can from the lap of Egypt’s vndow pluck 
The ne’er iiist-wearied Antony. 

Men. I cannot hope, 

Cmsar and Antony shall well greet together : 

His wife, that’s dead, did trespasses to Cffisar ; 

His brotlier warr’cl upon liirii ; altliougli, I think, 
Not mov’d by Antony. 

Pom. I know not, Menas, 

How lesser enmities may give way to greater. 
Were’t not that we stand up against them all, 
’Twere jiregnant they should square between them- 
selves ; 

For they have entertained cause enough 
To draw their swords ; but how the fear of us 
May cement their divisions, and bind up 
The petty difference, we yet not know. 

Be it as our god.s will have it ! It only stands 
Our lives upou;* to use our strongest hands. 

Come, Menas. lExcunt. 

SCENE IL— Rome. J Room in the House of 
Lepidus. 

Enter EwroBAtusus and Lepidus. 

Lep. Good E nobarb us, ’tis a worthy deed, 

And shall become you well, to entreat your captain 
To soft and gentle speech, 

Eno. I shall entreat him 

To answer like himself : if Caesar* move him, 

Let Antony look over Ciesar’s head, 

And speak as loud as Mars. By Jupiter, 

Were I the wearer of Antonins’ beard, 

I would not shav’t- to-day, 

Lep. ’Tis not a time 

For private stomaching. 

Eno. Every time 

Serves for the matter that is then born in it. 

Lep. But small to greater matters must give way 
Eno. Not if the small come first. 

Lep. Y our speech is passion ’ 

Bnt, pray you, stir no embers up. Here comes 
The noble Antony. 
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J^nler Antony and Tentwws. 

And yonder Ceesar. 

Enter C.esar, aiEc.ENAs, and Agrippa. 

n. well liere, to Parthia : 

iidik you, \entidms. 

^ I do not know, 

Mecisnas ; ask Agnppa. 

T ,, Noble friends, 

liiat winch combin dus was most great, and let not 
A leaner action rend ns. What’s amiL 
May It be ger^y heard: When we debate 
O^ur trivial difference loud, we do commit 
Murder in healing wounds : Then, noble partners 
0 he rather, lor i earnestly beseech,) ’ 

Touch yon the sourest points with sweetest terms. 
Nor curstness grow to the matter. 

' w > u r • spoken well : 

\\ ere wt, before our armies, and to fi^ht 
I should do thus. 

C(&s. Welcome to Rome. 

Thank you. 

Sit- 

Sit, sir! 

Cws. 

Then— 

.^nt. Hearn, yon take things iU, which are not so- 
^r, being, concern you not. ’ 

rr J ^«st be laugh’d at. 

If, or for nothing, or a little, I ^ 

Should say myself offended ; and with you 
Uiieflyi the world : more laugh’d at, that I should 
Once name you derogately, when to sound your 
name ^ 

It not concern’d me. 

Wha"t was-t to you.^ 

residing here at Rome 
High, be to you in ligypt : Yet if you there 
Uid practise on my state, your being in Egypt 
Might be my question. 

, How intend you, practis’d? 
Cm. \ oii may be pleas’d to catch at mine intent, 
By what did here befal me. Your wife, and brother 
Made wars upon me ; and their contestation 
Was theme tor you, you were the word of war. 

-dnt. You do mistake your business ; my brother 
never 

Did urge me in this act : I did inquire it : 

-rf f T® learning from some true reports, 

Ihat drew their swords with you. Did he not 
rather 

Discredit my authority with yours ; 

And make the wars alike against my stomach, 
flaying alike your cause? Of this, my letters. 

As matter whole you have not to make it with. 

It must not be with this. 

p ^ . ^^ou praise yourself 

By laying defects of judgment to me j but 
xou patch’d up your excuses. 

Not SO, not so; 

I know you could not lack, I am certain on’t 
Very necessity of this thought, that I, 

Your partner in the cause ’gainst which he fought, 
Could not with graceful eyes attend those wars ^ 

Winch fronted mine own peace. As for my wife, 

I would you had her spirit in such another I 
1 he third o the world is yours ; which with a snaffle 
I ou may pace easy, but not such a wife. 


Eno. ’Would we had all such wives, that the 
men might go to wars with the wmmen ! 

^ittA uncurable, her garboils, Ccesar, 

Made out of her impatience, (which not wanted 
Shrewdness of policy too,) I grieving grant, 

Did you too much disquiet : for that, you must 
But say, I could not help it. 

TTT?®^* . . I wrote to you, 

When noting in Alexandria ; you 
Did pocket up my letters, and with taunts 
C»icl gibe my missive out of audience. 

Ant, (g.^ 

He fell upon me, ere admitted ; then 
Three Idngs I had newly feasted, and did want 
Of what I was i the morning : but, next day, 

I told him of myself: which was as much 
As to have ask’d him pardon ; Let this feHow 
Be nothing of our strife ; if we contend, 

Out of our question wipe him. 

1 ^ broken 

ihe article of your oath; which you shall never 
Have tongue to charge me with. 

r CKsar. 

A?it No, Lepidus, let him speak ; 

The honour’s sacred which he talks on now 
Supposing that I lack’d it : But oh, C^sar •’ 

Ihe article of my oath, — 

Cm. To lend me arms, and aid, when I requir’d 
them ; ^ 

The which you both denied. 

\ -L . Neglected, rather ; 

i And then, when poison’d hours had bound me uu 
h rom mine own knowledge. As nearly as I ma v\ 

1 11 play the penitent to you : but mine honesty 
Shall not make poor my greatness, nor my power 
M ork without It : Truth is, that Fulvia ^ ^ 

To have me out of Egypt, made wars here 
hor which myself, the ignorant motive, do 
So far ask pardon, as befits mine honour 
To stoop in such a case. 

ifu -1 , ’Tis nobly spoken. 

Mec. If It might please you, to enforce no further 
Ihe griefs between ye: to forget them quite, 

^ ere to remember that the present need 
Speaks to atone you. 

n -r 1. spoke, Mecsenas. 

Eno. Ur, It you borrow one another's love for 
the instant, you may, when you hear no more words 
ot Pompey, return it again : you shall have time to 
wrangle m, when you have nothing else to do. | 
Ant. Thou art a soldier only ; speak no more. 

should be silent, I bad almost 

Ant. You wrong this presence, therefore speak 
no more. 

Eno. Go to, then ; your considerate stone. 

Cm. I do not much dislike the matter, but 
ir speech : for it cannot be, 

We shall remain in friendship, our conditions 
bo differing in their acts. Yet, if I knew 
What hoop should hold us staunch, from edge to 
U the world I would pursue it [edo'e 

„ , A , Hive me leave, C^sar,— 

Cm. Speak, Agnppa. 

A ^ ^ mother’s side, 

Admir’d Octavia : great Mark Antony 
Is now a widower. 

Tfpf*’ . 1 . , Say not SO, Agrippa; 

II tleopatra heard you, your reproof 

Were well deserv’d of rashness. 
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Ant, I am not married, Caesar ; let me hear 
Agrippa further speak. 

Agr, To hold you in perpetual amity, 

To make you brothers, and to knit your hearts 
With an unslipping knot, take Antony 
Octavia to his wife : whose beauty claims 
No worse a husband than the best of men ; 

Whose virtue, and whose general graces, speak 
That which none else can utter. By this marriage, 
All little jealousies, which now seem great, 

And all great fears, which now import their dangers, 
Would then be nothing ; truths would be but tales, 
Where now half tales be truths : her love to both, 
Would, each to other, and all loves to both. 

Draw after her. Pardon what I have spoke : 

For ’tis a studied, not a present thought, 

By duty ruminated. 

A7iL Will Csesar speak? 

Cm. Not till he hears how Antony is touch’d 
With what is spoke already. 

Ant. What power is in Agrippa, 

If I would say, Agrippa, be it so. 

To make this good ? 

Cas. The power of Csesar, and 

His power unto Octavia. 

Ant. May I never 

To this good purpose, that so fairly shows, 

Dream of impediment I let me have thy hand : 
Further this act of grace ; and, from this hour, 

The heart of brothers govern in our loves, 

And sway onr great designs ! 

Cm. There is my hand, 

A sister I bequeath you, whom no brother 
Did ever love so dearly : Let her live 
To join our kingdoms and our hearts ; and never 
Fly off our loves again ! 

Lep. Happily, amen ! 

Ant. 1 did not think to draw my sword Against 
Pompey ; 

For he hath laid strange courtesies, and great, 

Of late upon me : I must thank him only, 

Lest my remembrance suffer ill report ; 

At heel of that, defy him. 

Lep. Time calls upon us : 

Of us must Pompey presently be soirght, 

Or else he seeks out us. 

Ant. And where lies he ? 

Cm. About the Mount Misenum. 

Ant. What's his strength 

By land 

Cm. Great, and increasing : but by sea 
He is an absolute master. 

Ant. So is the fame. 

'Would we had spoke together ! Haste we for it ; 
Yet, ere we put ourselves in arms, despatch we 
The business we have talk'd of. 

Cm. With most gladness ; 

And do invite you to my sister's view, 

Whither straight I will lead you. 

Ant. Let us, Lepidus, 

Not lack your company. 

fep. Noble Antony, 

Not sickness should detain me. 

[Flourish. Fx^eunt Cjehar, Ant. and Lepidus. 

Mec. Welcome from Egypt, sir. 

Lno. Half the heart of Csesar, worthy Mecsenas I 
—my honourable friend, Agrippa! — 

Agr, Good Enobarbus I 

Mee. We have cause to be glad that matters are 
so vrell digested. You stay'd well by it in Egypt. 


JBno. Ay, sir ; we did sleep day out of counte- 
nance, and made the niglit light with drinking. 

Mec. Eight wild boars roasted whole at a break- 
fast, and but twelve persons there : Is this true ? 

Eno. This was but as a fly by an eagle ; we had 
much more monstrous matter of feasts, which wor- 
thily deserved noting. 

Mec. She's a most triumphant lady, if report he 
square to her. 

Eno. When she first met Mark Antony, she 
pursed up his lieart, upon the river of Cydnus. 

Agr. Tliere she ajjpeared indeed ; or my reporter 
devised well for lier. 

Eno. I will tell you : 

Tlie barge slie sat in, like, a burnish'd throne, 
Burn’d on tlie water : the poop was be.:ten gold; 
Purple the sails, and so perfumed, that 
The winds were love-sick with' them : the oars were 
silver ; 

Which to the tune of flutes kept stroke, and made 
The water, which they beat, to follow faster, 

As amorous of their strokes. For tier own person. 
It beggar'd all description : she did lie 
In her pavilion, (eioth of gold, of tissue,) 
O'er-picturing that Venus, where we see 
The fancy out-work nature : on each side her, 
Stood pretty dimpled boys, like smiling Cupids, 
With divers-colour’d fiins, whose wind did seem 
To glowf the delicate cheeks which they did cool, 
And what they undid, did. 

Agr. O, rare for Antony ! 

Em. Her gentlewomen, like the Nereides, 

So many mermaids, tended her in the eyes, 

And made their bends adortiings : at the helm 
A seeming mermaid steers ; the silken tackle 
Swell with tlie touches of those flower-soft hands, 
That yarely frame tlie office. From the barge 
A strange invisible perfume hits the sense 
Of the adjacent wharfs. The city cast ' 

Her people out upon her ; and Antony, 

Enthron'd in the market-place, did sit alone, 
Whistling to the air; which, but for vacancy, 

Had gone to gaze on Cleopatra too, 

And made a gap in nature. 

Agr. Rare Egyptian ! 

Eno. Upon her landing, Antony sent to her, 
Invited her to supper ; she replied, 

It should be better, he became her guest ; 

Which she entreated ; Our courteous Antony, 
Whom ne'er the word of JSFo woman heard speak, 
Being barbar’d ten times o'er, goes to the feast ; 
And, for his ordinary, pays his heart, 

For what his eyes eat only. 

Agr. Royal wench ! 

She made great Csesar lay his sword to bed ; 

He plough'd her, and she cropp’d. 

Eno. ' I saw her once 

Hop forty paces through the public street : 

And having lost her breath, she spoke, and panted, 
That she did make defect, perfection. 

And, breathless, power breathe forth. 

Mco. Now Antony must leave her utterly. 

Eno. Never ; he will not ,* 

Age cannot wither her, nor custom stale 

Her infinite variety : Other women 

Cloy th’ appetites they feed ; but she makes hungry. 

Where most she satisfies. For vilest things^ 

Become themselves in her ; that the holy priests 

Bless her, when she is riggish. 

Mec. If beauty, wisdom, modesty, can settle 
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Tlie heart of Antony, Octavia is 
A blessed lottery to him. 

Agr. Let ns go. — 

Good Enobarbus, make yourself my guest^ 

Whilst you abide here. 

Eno, Humbly, sir, I thank you. 

'iExmnt 


SCENE IV. — The same. A Slreet. 

Enter Lepidus, Mec^enas, and Agiuppa. 

Lep. Trouble yourselves no further : pray yor 
Your generals after. [haster 

^g'^- Sir, Mark Antony 

Will e'en but kiss Octavia, and well follow. 

Lep. Till I shah see you in your soldier's dress, 
Which wiU become you both, farewell. 

Mec. ^ We shaU, 

As I conceive the journey, be at mount 
Before you, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your way is shorter, 

My purposes do draw me much about ; 

You'll win two days upon me. 

Mec. Agr. Sir, good success I 

Lep. Farewell. * lExeunt. 


SCENE III. — The same. A Room in Caesar's 
House. 

Enter Cassar, Antony, Octavia between them, Attendants, 
and a Soothsayer. 

Ant. The world, and my great office, will some- 
times 

Divide me from your bosom. 

Octa. All which time 

Before the gods my knee shall how my prayers 
To them for you. 

Anf, Good night, sir. — My Octavia, 

Read not my blemishes in the world's report : 

I have not kept my square ; but that to come 
ShaU ail be done by the rule. Good night, dear 
Octa. Good night, sir. [lady. — 

Cobs. Good night, 

[Exeunt Cacsab and Octavta. 
Ant. Now, sirrah I you do wish yourself in 
Egypt ? 

Sooth. 'Would I had never come from thence, 
Thither ! [nor you 

Ant. If you can, your reason? 

Sooth. I see't in 

My motion, have it not in my tongue ; But yet 
Hie you again into Egypt, 

Ant. Say to me, 

Whose fortunes shaU rise higher, Csesar's, or mine? 
Sooth. CEesar’s. 

Therefore, O Antony, stay not by Ms side : 

Thy deemon, that’s thy spirit which keeps thee, is 
Noble, courageous, high, unmatchable, 

Where Cgesar’s is not ; hnt, neai him, thy angel 
Becomes a Fear, as being o’erpower'd ; therefore 
Make space enough between you. 

Ant. Speak this no more. 

Sooth. To none but thee ; no more, but when to 
thee. 

If thou dost play with him at any game, 

Thou art sure to lose; and, of that natural luck, 
He beats thee 'gdinst the odds ; thy lustre thickens, 
When he shines by ; I say again, thy spirit 
Is all afraid to govern thee near him ; 

But, he away, 'tis noble. 

Ant. Get thee gone: 

Say to Ventidius, I would speak with him : 

Soothsayer. 

He shall to Parthia. — Be it art, or hap, 

He hath spoken true : The very dice obey him ; 
And, in our sports, my better cunning faints 
Under his chance, if we draw lots, he speeds : 

His cocks do win the battle still of mine, 

When it is all to nought ; and his quails ever 
Beat mine, inhoop’ d at odds. I will to Egypt : 
And though I make this marriage for my peace, 
Enter Ventidius. 

r the east my pleasure lies : — 0, come, Ventidius, 
You must to Parthia ; your commission’s ready : 
FoUow me, and receive it. [Exeunt. 


SCENE V. 


-Alexandria. A Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Ip.as, and Alexas. 
Cleo. Give me some music ; music, moody food 
Of us that trade in love. 

Attend. The music, ho ! 

Enter Mardian. 

Cleo. Let it alone ; let us to billiards : 

Come, Charmian. 

Char. My arm is sore, best play with Mardian. 
Cleo. As well a woman with an eunuch play'd, 
As with a woman ; — Come, you'll play with me, 
Mar. As well as I can, madam. [sir ? 

Cleo. And when good wiU is show'd, though it 
come too short, 

The actor may plead pardon. I’ll none now t — 
Give me mine angle, — We'll to the river ; there. 
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Cleo. Well, go to, I will ; 

But there’s no goodness in thy face : If Antony 
Be free, and healthful, — why so tart a favour 
To trumpet such good tidings ? If not well, 

Thou shoukrst come like a fury crown’d with 
snakes, 

Not like a formal man. 

Mess, Will’t please you, hear me ? 

Cleo. I have a mind to strike thee, ere thou 
speak ’st : 

Yet, if thou say, Antony lives, is 'well, 

Or friends with Caesar, or not captive to him, 

I’ll set thee in a shower of gold, and hail 
Rich pearls upon thee. 

Mess. Madam, he’s well. 

Cleo. Well said. 

Mess. And friends wdth Csesar. 

Cleo. Thou’rt an honest man. 

M ess. Caesar and he are greater friends than ever. 
Cleo. Make thee a fortune from me. 

3Iess. But yet, madam, — 

Cleo. I do not like but yet, it does allay 
The good precedence ; lie upon but yet : 

Ihit yet is as a gaoler to bring forth 

Some monstrous malefactor. Pr’ythee, friend, 

Pour out the pack of matter to mine ear, 

The good and bad together: He’s friends with 
Cassar ; 

In state of health, thou say’st ; and, thou say'st, 
free. 

Mess. Free, madam ! no ; I made no such 
He’s bound unto Octavia. [report : 

Cleo. For what good turn ? 

31 ess. For the best turn i’ the bed. 

Cleo. I am pale, Charmian. 

Mess. Madam, he’s married to Octavia. 

Cko. The most infectious pestilence upon thee ! 

him down. 

il'fm. Good madam, patience. 

Cleo. What say you ? — Hence, 

[^Strikcs him CKjain. 

Horrible villain ! or I’ll spurn thine eyes 
Like halls before me ; I’ll unhair thy head ; 

[iS/iC hales him up and down. 

Thou shalt be whipp’d with wire, and stew’d in 
Smarting in ling’ring pickle, [brine. 

Mess. Gracious madam, 

I, that do bring the news, made not the match. 
Cleo. Say, ’tis not so, a province I will give 
thee. 

And make thy fortunes proud : the blow thou hadst 
Shall make thy peace, for moving me to rage ; 

And I wall boot thee with what gift beside 
Thy modesty can beg. 

Mess. He’s married, madam. 

Cho. Rogue, thou hast liv’d too long. 

[praws a dagger. 

Mess. Nay, then I’ll run : — 

What mean you, madam ? I have made no, fault. 

[_ExU. 

Char. Good madam, keep yourself within your- 
The man is innocent. [self ; 

Cleo. Some innocents ’.scape not the thunder- 
bolt.' — 

Melt Egypt into Nile ! and kindly creatures 
Turn ail to serpents ! — Call the slave again ; 

Though I am mad, I will not bite him : — Call. 
Char. He is afeard to come. 

Cko. I will not hurt him : — 

These hands do lack nobility, that they strike 


hither, sir. 

lte.-cnt er IMossenger, 

Tliongh it he honest, it is never good 
To bring bad news : Give to a gra.cioiis message 
An host of tongues ; but let ill tidings tell 
Themselves, wlien they be felt. 

3Iess. I have done my duty. 

Cleo. Is he married ? 

I cannot hate thee worser than I do, 

If thou again, say, Yes. 

Mess. He is married, madam. 

Cleo. The gods confound thee ! dost thou hold 
3fcss. Should I lie, madam? [tliere still? 
Cleo. 0, I would, thou didst ; 

So half my Egypt were submerg’d, am! made 
A cistern for scal’d snakes ! Go, get thee hence : 
Hadst thou Narcissus in thy face, to me 
Thou would’ st appear most ugly. He is married? 
3fess. I crave your liighness’ pardon. 

Cleo. He is married ? 

3fess. Take no ofience, that I would not offend 
To punish me for what you make me do, [you : 
Seems much unequal : He is married to Octavia. 
Cleo. O, that his fault should make a knave of 
thee, 

That art not ! — What ? tliou’rt sure oft ? — Get 
thee hence : 

The merchandise which thou hast brought from 
Rome, 

Are all too dear for me ; lie they upon thy hand, 
And be undone by ’em 1 lExit Messenger. 

Char. Good your highness, patience. 

Cleo. In praising Antony, I have disprais’d Caesar. 
Char. Many times, madam. 

Cleo. I am paid for’t now. 

Lead me from hence. 

I faint; O Iras, Charmian,— ’Tis no matter : — 

Go to the fellow, good Alexas ; bid him 
Report the feature of Octavia, her years, 

Her inclination ; let him not leave out, 

The colour of her hair : — bring me word quickly. — 

{Exit Alex.'VS, 

Let him for ever go : — Let him not — Charmian, 
Though he be painted one way like a Gorgon, 
T’other way he’s a Mars : — Bid you Alexas 

[To M.AR'DrAN. 

Bring me word, how tall she is. — Pity me, 
Charmian, 

But do not speak to me. — Lead me to my chamber. 

X_Exeunt. 

SCENE VI. — Wmr Misentjm. 

Enter Pompev and Menas, at one side, with drum and 
trumpet: at (Mother, Cmsar, Impmos, Antony, Eno- 
EAEBiTs, Meusnas, wn’i/?. Soldiers 

Pom. Your hostages I have, so have you mine ; 
And we shall talk before we fight. 

C(BS. Most meet, 

That first we come to words ; and therefore have we 
Our written purposes before us sent : 

Which, if thou hast consider’d, let us know 
If ’twill tie up thy discontented sword ; 

And carry back to Sicily much tail youth, 

That else must perish here. 

Pom. To you all three, 

The senators alone of this great world, 

Chief factors for the gods, — I do not kno-w. 
Wherefore my father should revengers want, 
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A meaner than myself ; since I myself 
Have given myself the cause.— Come 






SCENE YI. 


Wm S pf T ’ ”« Caesar, 

Theie saw you labouring for him. What was it 
;Wiat mov d pale Cassius to conspire And what 
Made he all-honour’d, honest, Roman Brutur 

S drench thl‘c“-;T"i5'®'’%“‘’’’"^“‘“^ freedom, 

a 0 mench the Capitol ; but that they would 
Have one man but a man.? And that is ii* 

the an^ei d ocean foams ; with which I meant 
To scourge the ingratitude that despiteful Rome 
Cast on my noble father. i J-wme 

mi Take your time. 

saifs % 

How^mm^f "'‘‘1' l^now’st 

ilow mLicli we do o er-count thee. 

Thou dost o’er-count me of my fatlL-’Thouse^^'*’ 
But. since the cuckoo builds not for himself, ' 

Kemam in t, as thou may’st. 

■ - Be pleas’d to tell ns 

'PhToff ^ Pi^ssent,) how you take 

llie offers we have sent you. 

WE- E ;i There’s the point. 

■nn tie entreated to, but weiffh 

H hat it IS worth embrac’d. ° 

1 ^ ^j^at may follow. 

To try a larger fortune. ’ 

Q . 1 - • You have made me offer 
Ur fciicay, Sardinia ; and I must 
Kid all the sea of pirates ; then, to send i 

To^Zt •* ^ 

lo part vith unhack* d edges, and bear back 

Our targe undinted. 

I Pom That’s our offer. 

I came before you here, a man prepar’d ^ 

To take this offer : But Mark Antony tl 

1 ut me to some impatience Though I lose la 

^le praise of it by telling, You must know, 

^hen Cmsar and your brothers were at blows, 

Your mother came to Sicily, and did find sa 

xier welcome friendly. 

A 'j”'*' „ ^ it. Pomnev ; 

wi5 thanks, ^ ^ m. 

I Winch I do owe you. jjg 

I T ^ .T.- , . ^and : 

I ^0 liave met you here. ha 

I The beds I’the east are soft ; and thanks to 

I yoHj f^(. 

' Pot T “e. timeher than my purpose, hither ; 
roi 1 have gam d by it, 

, Since I saw you last, 

1 nereis a change upon you. clri 

WE<t^^* f E 1 '^Yell, I know not for 

Wliat counts harsh fortune casts upon my face : J 

But in my bosom shall she never come, aga 

lo make my heart her vassal. j 

Pom, I hope so, Lepidus.— Thus we are agreed: Cle- 
A composition may be written, i 

And seal d between us. J 

-n- C . That’s the next to do. Mai 

” ’ kt^im ’ ^ 

Draw lots, who shall begin. jj, 

lorn. No, Antony, take the lot : but, first, J; 

Cl laso, your fine Egyptian cookery toge 
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Shall have the fame. I have heard, that Julius Ca-.i r 

Grew fat with feasting there. “Ms Cjcsai 

P^m T e - ■ heard much. 

J om. 1 have fair meanings, sir. 

T’E^ I , them. 

A T ; I heard ;•— 

And I have heard, ApoUodoriis carried— 
jno. No more of that He did so. 

Pnn * A 4 . ’ What, I pray you ? 

Pnm q^een to Cassar in a mattress. , 

sZ' How tar’st thou, soldier.? 

And well am like to do ; for, I perceive, ’ 

I lour feasts are toward. ^ 

VVhZfl ^ ®®®“ *hee figh^, 

When I have envied thy behaviour. 

I never lov’d you much ; but I have prS’d vou 

It Tothing ill becomes the®^^ 

Aboard my galley, I invite you all : 

will you lead, lords? 

ptm 

Come. 

{.Exeunt Pompey, Caesar, Antony, Lepidus, Soldiers 
and Attendants. ’ 


Men. Thy father, Pompey, would ne’er have 

•“’'-[■‘•“'J-Yo. ..d'^ £ 

Eno. At sea, I think } 

Men. We have, sir. 

J^no. You have done well by water. 

1 , And you by land. 

En^ I will praise any man that will praise me • 
though It cannot be denied what I har/one by’ 

Men. Nor what I have done by water. 

saffr* E®®"^ E '''''' for your own 

safety . you have been a great thief by sea. 

Me7i. And you by land. 

Eno. There I deny my land service. But eive 
me your hand, Menas : If our eyes had authoftT 
here they might take two thieves kissing. 

Ws are'^ 'Whatsoe’er their 

facf.™' woman has a true 

Men. No slander; they steal hearts. 

Eno. We came hither to fight with you. 

Men. For my part, I am sorry it is turned to a 
it^tanef dky laugh away his 

ag^.”' 'w®®P it hack 

Men You have said, sir. We looked not for 

Eno. Caesar’s sister is caU’d Octavia. 

mns^‘ is now the wife of Marcus Anto- 

Men. Pray you, sir ? 

Eno. ’Tis true, 

togithek’’*'^ “ ®wer knit 
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E 7 w. If I were bound to divine of this unity, I 
would not prophesy so. 

Men. I think, the policy of that purpose made 
more in the marriage, than the love of the parties. 

Eno. I think so, too. But you shall find, the 
band that seems to tie their friendship together, 
will be the very strangler of their amity : Octavia 
is of a holy, cold, and still conversation. 

Men. Who would not have his wife so ? 

E 710 . Not he, that himself is not so ; which is 
Mark Antony. He will to his Egyptian dish 
again : then shall the sighs of Octavia blow the fire 
up in Ctesar ; and, as I said before, that which is 
the strength of their amity, shall prove the imme- 
diate author of their variance. Antony will use 
his affection where it is ; married but his occa- 
sion here. 

Men. And thus it may be. Come, sir, will you 
aboard I have a health for you. 

Eno. I shall take it, sir: we have used our 
throats in Egypt. 

Men. Come ; let's away. lExeAint. 


SCENE VII. — On hoard Pompey's Galley., lying 
near Misenum. 

Music. Enter Tim or Three Servants, ivith a banquet. 

1 Serv. Here they'll be, man : Some o' their 
plants are ill-rooted already, the least wind i’tlie 
world will blow them down. 

2 Serv. Lepidus is high-coloured. 

1 Serv. They have made him drink alms-drink, 

2 Serv. As they pinch one another by the dis- 
position, he cries out, no more ; reconciles them to 
his entreaty, and himself to the drink. 

1 Serv. But it raises the greater war between 
him and his discretion. 

2 Serv. Why, this it is to have a name in great 
men's fellowship : I had as lief have a reed that 
will do me no service, as a parti-zan I could not 
heave. 

1 Serv. To be called into a huge sphere, and not 
to he seen to move in't, are the holes where eyes 
should be, which pitifully disaster the cheeks. 

A senet sounded. Enter CiBSAK, Antony, Pompby, Lepe- 

Dus, A<3b,ippa, Mecjenas, Enobaubos, Menas, other 

Captains. 

Afit Thus do they, sir : [ To Caisar.] They 
take the flow o' the Nile 
By certain scales i’ the pyramid ; they know, 

By the height, the lowness, or the mean, if dearth, 
Or foizoii, follow : The higher Nilus swells, 

The more it promises : as it ebbs, the seedsman 
Upon the slime and ooze scatters his grain, 

And shortly comes to harvest. 

Lep. You have strange serpents tliere. 

Ant Ay, Lepidus. 

Lep. Your serpent of Egypt is bred now of your 
mud by the operation of your sun ; so is your cro- 
codile. 

Anl. They are so. 

Pom. Sit, — and some wine. — ^Ahealth toLepidus. 

Zep. I am not so well as I should be, but i'll 
ne'er out. 

Eno. Not till you have slept ; I fear me you'll 
be in, till then. 

Zep. Nay, certainly, I have heard, the Ptolemies' 
pyramises are very goodly things ; without contra- 
diction, I have heard that. 


Men. Pompey, a word. [J.nde. 

Pomp. Say in mine ear : what is’t ? 

3fen. Forsake thy seat, I do beseech thee, cap- 
tain, lAsidc. 

And hear me speak a w^ord. 

^ Forbear me till anon.— 
This wine for Lepidus. 

Lep. What manner o’ thing is your crocodile ’ 
Ant. It is shaped, sir, like itself; and it is as 
broad as it hath bia-adUi : it is just so high as it is, 
and moves with its own. organs : it lives by that 
wliich noiirishetli it . and tlie elements once out of 
it, it transmigrates. 

Zep. What colour is it of? 

A ni. Of its owm colour too. 

Zep. 'Tis a strange serpent. 

Ant. 'Tis so. And the tears of it are lyet. 

Cws. Will tliis description, satisfy him ? 

Ant. Witli tlie health that Pompey gives him,' 
else he is a very epicure. 

Pom. [7V) Menas Go, hang, sir, hang ! 

Tell me of that ? away ! 

Do as I bid you. — Where’s this cup 1 call'd for? 

3 fen. If for the sake of merit thou wilt hear me, 
Rise from thy stool. [Aside. 

Porn. I tliink, thou’rt mad. The matter ? 

[Ilises, and walks aside. 
3Ien. I have ever lield my cap ofl* to thy fortunes. 
Pom. Thou hast serv'd me with much faith; 
What’s else to say ? 

Be jolly, lords. 

Ant. These quicksands, Lepidus, 

Keep oft* them, for you sink. 

3fen. Wilt thou be lord of all tbe world ? 

Pom. What say 'st thou ? 

Men* Wilt thou be lord of the whole world ? 
That’s twice ? 

Pom. How sliould that be ? 

3Ten. But entertain it, and, 

Although thou think me poor, I am the man 
Will give thee aU the world. 

pom. Hast thou drunk well r 

3fen. No, Pompey, I have kept me from the cup. 
Thou art, if thou dar’st he, the earthly Jove : 
Whate’er the ocean pales, or sky inclips, 

Is tlnne, if thou wilt hav't* 

Pom. Show me wOiich w^ay. 

3'.Ten. These three world-sharers, these compe- 
titors, 

Are in thy vessel : Let ,me cut the cable : 

And, when we are put off, fall to their throats : 

All there is thine. 

Pom. Ah, this thou should' st have done, 

And not have spoke on't ! In me, 'tis villauy ; 

In thee, it had been good service. Thou must know, 
’Tis not my profit that does lead mine honour; 
Mine honour, it. Repent, that e’er thy tongue 
Hath so betray’d thine act ; Being done unknown, . 
I should have found it afterwards well done,; 

But must condemn it now. Desist, and drink. ^ 
Men. For this, [Aside. 

I’ll never follow thy pall’d fortunes more. — 

Who seeks, and will pot take, when once 'tis offer'd, 
Shall never find it moi’C. 

Pom. This health to Lepidus. 

Ant. Bear him ashore. — I’ll pledge it for him, 
Pompey. 

Eno. Here’s to thee, Menas. 

Men. Enoharbus, welcome. 

Pom. Fill, till the cup be hid. 
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‘e s a strong fellow^ Menas, 


nnttng to the Attendant tvho carries off Lepwvs. 


Tiyr “le world, man 5 See’ 

Men. The third part then is drunJe : 
were all, 

That it might go on wheels I 

7tr^‘ ’ increase the reels. 

Men. Come. 

‘ y®‘ “ Alexandrian feast. 

Beit to Sr. Zf 

A ^ could well forbear it. 

_ Be a child o’the time. 

Coes. make answer: but I hac 

in one. 

^hniT^ emperor ! [To Antony. 

,J:rCo.e.IetusaUtaLtnt’^’^-^^^^^^^^^ 

In enff steep'd our 

In soft and delicate Lethe. ^ r“ 

£no. ku ^ 1 1 ■, Lsense 

hands. — 

The Tnli®’ ^ ‘“i® «haU sing j 

The holing every man shall bear, as loud ^ ’ 

f S ms strong sides can volley. 

[Music plags. ^iiOBAmijs places them Mnd in ?ia 7 id. \ 


Would it 


Snl fe t^r f "^in® own tongue 

ISblcM uVlr m ^“ost 

rnn,?A“. “■ ^®t““eds more words.’ Good 
Good Antony, your hand. fmVhf 

Pom. rni , [.night. — 

Ani And oiioU • . i ,ii yon 0 the shore. 

You have my father's house,— But 
Come, down into the boat. f ® 

Pno. Tni^ra 1 1 L^i*icnds : 

LEa^eunt PoMTcv, CaisAn, 1® tovv Slf/ T 

Menas, I’U noton shore. attendants. 

Th^f^' to my cabin. 

Let t™“P 0 ts, flutes ! what '— 

Let Neptune hear we bid a loud farewell 

"soTndo'f 

^ 0 .^ Ho, says 

lome. * I— noble captain ! I 

[Pa;eun£. 


I SCENE I. — A Plain in Syria. 

pa^kuS wTmZ" 

Ven. Now, darting Parthia, art thou struck ; and 
now ’ 

Hm’d fortune does of Marcus Crassus’ death 
Make me revenger.— Bear the king’s son’s bodv 

Pav^fl ?"r T/ = Orodes, ^ 

ior Marcus Crassus. 

Whilst vet with n.._ Ventidius, 


^ ^ Antonius good, 

Shnnl!r°“'‘^ '*™ ’■ “ itis offence 

performance perish. 

Kat -mthont which a soldier, ^^d" h^swlrd 
Grants scarce distinction. Thou wilt wr 
Antony ? 

Th!?™ ®'eni<y what in his nam( 

How, -mth his banners, and his well-paid rai 
The ne er-yet-beaten horse of Parthil 
jaded out o'the field. 

Ven. He purposeth to AtheMT^wWther 
What haste 

We shall appear before him.— On, there • 
along. ’ 


Th^e ^ Parthian blood 

The fugitive Parthians fohow ; s] 
Mesopotamia, and the shelters i 
- so thy grand ca 
fehall set thee on triumphant chj 

Put garlands on thy head. 

I ^ Pen,. '05 

I have done enough : A lower 
May make too great an act : Poi 

Too ’’y deed 

r»«,, *1 serve’s 

Gasar, and Antony, have ever won 

More m their ofiicer, than person : Soi 

P'nr *" ®y™, his Keutenan 

^r quick accumulation of renown, 

^^o do^et “Wd by the minute, lost ! 
^omefv.- ““'•e tl»an his ca] 

n^SH® S captain : and am 

ll^e solier s lurtne, rather makes choi< 
Hian gam, which darkens him. 


SCENE II. — Rome. 


Qir^X^ -D — baa ; ana jLepid 

Wifl, ®“y®> is tcmiWc 

With the green sickness, 

^*P^s a noble Lepidus. 



ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


Eno. A very fine one : O, how he loves Cfflsai- ! 

Aar Nay, but how clearly he adores Mark Antony. 

Eno. Cffisar ? Why, he’s the Jupiter of men. 

^or. What’s Antdny? The god of Jupiter. 

Eno. Spake you of Caesar? How? the nonpareil. , 

Aar. O Antony ! O thou Arabian bird . 

Eno. Would you praise Caesar, say,— Csesar ; 

^°A^r.''i*deed, he plied them both with excellent 

Eno. Burhe loves Caesar best Yet he loves 

Ho ! hearts, tongues, figures, scribes, bards, poets, 
cannot _ 

Think, speak, cast, write, sing, number, ho, his love 
To Antony. But as for Caesar, 

KujeUown, kneel down, and wonde^r. 

.Eno. They are his shards, and he the^ beetle. 

This is to horse— Adieu, noble Agrippa. 

Agr. Good fortune, worthy soldier ; andiarewell. 

Enter C^sar, Antony, Lepidus, and Octavia. 

Ant. No further, sir. 

CiBS. You take from me a great part of myselt ; 
Use me weU in it.— Sister, prove such a wife 
As my thoughts make thee, and as my furthest hand 
Shall pass on thy approof.— Most noble Antony, 

Let not the piece of virtue, which is set 
Betwixt us, as the cement of our love. 

To keep it builded, be the ram, to batter 
The fortress of it ; for better might we 
Have loved without this mean, if on both parts 
This be not cherish’d. 

jlryii Make me not offended 

In your distrust. 

CcBS. I have said. i 

You shall not find, 

Though you he therein curious, the least cause 
For what you seem to fear : So, the gods keep you, 
And make the hearts of Romans serve your ends ! 
We will here part. 

CcBS. Farewell, my dearest sister, fare thee well ; 
The elements be kind to thee, and make 
Thy spirits all of comfort ! fare thee well. 

Octa. My noble brother !- ^ . 

Ant. The April’s in her eyes: It is love s spring, 
And these the showers to bring it on.— Be cheerful. 
Octa. Sir, look well to my husband’s house ; and — 
C<ss. What, 

Octavia ? 

Octa. I’ll tell you in your ear. 

Ant. Her tongue will not obey her heart, nor can 
Her heart inform her tongue: the swan’s down 
feather, 

That stands upon the swell at full of tide, 

And neither way inclines. 

Eno. Will Csesar weep ? lAside to Agrippa. 

• Agr. He has a cloud in’s face. 

Eno. He were the worse for that, were he a 
So is he, being a man. ^ [horse ; 

Agr. Why, Enoharhus ? 

When Antony found Julius Caesar dead, 

He cried almost to roaring : and he wept, 

When at Fhilippi he found Brutus slain. 

Eno. That year, indeed, he was troubled with a 
rheum; 

What willingly he did confound, he wail’d : 

Believe it, tiR I weep too. 


C^BS. No, sweet Octavia, 

You shall hear from me stiU ; the time shall not 
■ Out-go my thinking on you. 

Ant. Come, sir, come ; 

III wrestle with you in my strength of love : 

Look, here I have you ; thus I let you go, 

And give you to the gods. 

Cms. Acbeu ; be happy ! 

Lep. Let all the number of the stars give light 
To thy Mr way ! 

Farewell, farewell ! lEisscs Octavia. 
Ant. Farewell ! 

ITriwipets sound. Exeunt. 


SCENE IIL— Alexandria. A Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, Iras, and Alexas. 

Cleo. Where is the fellow ? 

Half afeard to come. 
Cleo. Go to, go to :— -Come hither, sir. 

Enter a Mes.scngo:r. 

Good majesty, 

Herod of Jewry dare not look upon you, 

But when you are well pleas’d. „ , , 

That Herod’s head 

I’ll have : But how ? when Antony is gone 
Through whom I might command it.— Come thou 
Mess. Most gracious majesty,— 

Didst thou behold 

Octavia ? 

Mess. Ay, dread queen. 

Cleo Where? 

Madam, in Rome 

I look’d* her in the face ; and saw her led 
Between her brother and Mark Antony. 

Cleo. Is she as tall as me? ^ 

She is not, madam. 

I Cleo. Didst hear her speak ? Is she shrill-tongu d 

or low ? , , . 1 

Mess. Madam, I heard her speak ; she is low- 

voic’d. ^ , 

Cleo. That’s not so good :— he cannot like her 

Char. Like her ? O Isis I . 

Cleo. I think so, Charmian : Dull of tongue, and 
dwai'fish I — _ 

What majesty is in her gait ? Remember, 

If e’er thou look’ dst on majesty. 

Mess. She creeps; 

Her motion and her station are as one . 

She shows a body rather than a life ; 

AB^atae.tba.abveate. , 

^...Orlbavenoobservance,^^^^^^^,^^^^ 

. Cannot make better note. 

Cfeo He’s very knowing, 

; I do perceive’t There’s nothing in her yet 

■’ The fellow has good judgment. 

Cleo.' Guess at her years, I pr’ythee. 

Mess. ^ ’ 

She was a widow. . 

'Widow ?— Charmian, hark. 

Mess. And I do think, she's thirty. _ 

Cleo. Bear’st thon her face m mmd ? is it lout,, 
or round ? 



SCENE VI. 


Mess. Round even to faultiness. 

f r 1 most part too, 

cdoir?' what 

= And her forehead is as 

As she wo'tdd wish it. rt 

4 . .XI for thee.^ 

Thou must not take my former sharpness ill :— 

5 I -find thee 

Most fit tor business : Go, make thee ready : 

Our letters are preparM. Messenger, 

Till ^ proper man. 

T!,b J'f h so : I repent me much, 

TI k ^ methinks, by him, 

1 ms creature's no such thing. ^ 

rfpn Tho I .1 nothing, madam. 

Cieo. The man hath seen some majesty, and 
should know. ^ 

Char. Hath he seen majesty ? Isis else defend. 

And serving you so long I 

But 'tis no matter ; thou shalt bring him to me 
Wh®e I wiU write : AU may be weU enough. 
thar. I warrant you, madam. [£■«««(. 


ANTO NY AND CLEOPATRA. 


Can equaUy move with them. Provide your goiu»- ■ 
Choose your own company, and command w!m 
cost 

Your heart has mind to. rr .> 


SCENE V.- 


SCENE IV.— Athens. A Room in Antony’s 
House. 

Enter Antony and Octavia, 

At. Nay, nay, Octavia, not only that.— 

That were excusable, that, and thousands more 
Of semblable import,— but he hath wag’d 

To'pu^eaff^^ 

Spoke scantly of me : when perforce he couirnot 
But pay me terms of honour, cold and sickly 

“m-row measure lent me : 

Oi^diVft from 

Believe not all ; or, if you mus^t beh^v”*^' 

Stomach not all. A more unhappy lady, 

H this division chance, ne’er stood between. 

Praying for both parts : ’ 

And the good gods will mock me presently, 

TTalu tl and hushand! 

Undo that prayer, by crying out as loud, 

”f J>‘'o*’^or! Husband win, win brother, 
ttays and destroys the prayer ; no midway 
iwixt these extremes at all 

, , Gentle Octavia, 

bS/m ’’ draw to that point, which seeks 

Best to preserve it : If I lose mine honour, 

Hose myself: better 1 were not yours, 

^s yoi requested, 
Youiself shall go between us : The mean time, lady 
1 11 raise the preparation of a war 
Shall stain your brother ; Make your soonest haste : 

bo your desires are yours. 

Thanks to my lord. 

Ihe Jove of power make me most weak, most 

Islf th^wmif ’twixt you twain would be 

As It the woild should cleave, and that slain men 
Should solder up the rift. 

appears to you where this begins, 
Turn your displeasure that way ; for our faults 
i^an never be so equal, that your love 


T/ie same. Another lioom in the 
same. 

Enter Enobareus and Eros, meet/m,. 

■t,no. How now, friend Eros ? 

Ero5. There's strange news come, sir. 

Emo. what, man.^ 

Po^ef “P°“ 

Rno. This is old; What is the success .» 

Am._ Cffisar. having made use of him in the 
wo^b /’“.“P^y’ presently denied him rivality • 
would not let him partake in theglory of the action •’ 
and not resting here, accuses him of letters he had 
formerly wrote to Pompey; upon his own appeal 
seizes him : So the poor third is up, till dhth 
enlarge his confine. 

^m"e *“ 

And throw between them aU the food thou hast ' 

M-os ^TIev**®U ^'here’s Antony 

Eros. He s walking m the garden— thus ; and 
spurns ’ 

Lepidus! 

Rp. Por rWp, md 

iLKrsnss."'"”’”" 

n -t 1 T. ^Twill be naught ■ 1 

But let It be.— Bring me to Antony. ® ' I 

Eros. Come, sir. ^^xeum. | 


SCENE VI.— Rome. A Room in 
House. 


Enter Caesar, Agiuppa, and Mecasnas, 

Cass. Contemning Rome, he has done all this • 
And more ; 

In Alexandria— here’s the manner of it,— 

1 the market-place, on a tribunal silver’d 
Cleopatra and himself in chairs of gold ' 

Were pubHcly enthron’d : at the feet, sat 
Csesanon, whom they call my father’s son : 

And all the unlawful issue;, that their lust 
omce then hath made between them. Unto her 
He gave the [stablishment of Egypt; made her 
Of lower Syna, Cyprus, Lydia, 

Absolute queen. 

T> public eye ? 

tws. 1 the common show-place, where thev 
exercise. ^ 

pr.oclaim’d, The kings of kings : 
Great Media, Parthia, and Armenia, 

He gave to Alexander ; to Ptolemy he assign’d 
byna, Cihcia, and Phoenicia : She 

In the habiliments of the goddess Isis 

That day appear’d j and oft before gave audience 

As tis reported, so. 

T Uome be thus 

Inform’d. 

A Jiis insolence 

Already, wiU their good thoughts call from him. 

3 A 2 



1U 

Cces. The people know it: and have now receiv’d 
His accusations. ? 

rL Csssar : and that, having m Sicily 

Some shipping unrestor’d : lastly, he frets. 

That Lenidus of the triumvirate j 4. •„ 

Itmbe depos’d ; and, being, that we detain 

Sir, this should be answer’d. 
Cm ’Tis done ab-eady, and the messenger gone. 
I have told him, Lepidus was grown too ciuel , 
That he his high anthonty abus d. 

And did deserve his change ; foi what I have co 

I grant him part ; but then, in Ins Armenia, 

And other of his conquer d kingdoms, I 

^ He’ll never yield to that. 

Cm. Nor must not then be yielded to in this. 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


ACT III. 


Enter Octavia. 

Oct. Hail, Csesar, and my lord! hail, most dear 
Csesar ! 

C(BS That ever I should call thee, cast-away . 

Oci. Yon have not call’d me so, nor have you 

Cm. my have you stol’n upon ns thus ? You 
come not 

Like Caesar’s sister : The wife of Antony 
Should have an army for an usher, and 
The neighs of horse to tell of her 
Lonff ere she did appear ; the trees, by the way, 
Should have borne men ; and expectation fainted, 
Longing for what it had not : nay , the dust 
Should have ascended to the roof of 
Rais’d by your populous troops : But you are 

come , , , , 

A market-maid to Rome ; and have prevented 
The ostent of our love, which, 

Is often left unlov’d ; we should have met you 
By sea and land ; supplying every stage 
With an augmented greeting. , 

Oct. Good my lord. 

To come thus was I not constrain’d, but did it 
On mv free-will. My lord, Mark Antony, 

Hearing that you prepar’d for war, acquainted 
My grieved ear withal : whereon, I begg d 
His pardon for return. 

Which soon he granted, 
Being an obstruct ’tween his lust and him. 

Oct. Ho not say so, my lord. 

I have eyes upon him. 

And his affairs come to me on the wind. 

Where is he now ? , . a xi. 

Qct My lord, m Athens, 

to. No, my most wronged sister; Cleopatra 
Hath nodded him to her. He hath given his empire 
Up to a whore ; who now are levying 
The kings 0’ the earth for war : He hath assembled 
Bocchus, the king of Lybia ; Archelaus, 

Of Cappadocia ; Philadelphos, king ^ 

Of Papldagonia ; the Thracian kmg, Adallas : 

King Malchus of Arabia ; king of Pont ; 

Herod of Jewry ; Mithridates, king 

Of Comagene ; Polemott and Amintas, 

The kings of Mede, and Lycaonia, with a 
More larger list of sceptres. a 

^ Ah me, most wretched, 


That have my heart parted betwixt two friends, 
That do afflict each other ! 

Welcome hither : 

Your letters did withhold our breaking forth ; 

Till we perceiv’d, both how you were wrong led, 
And we in negligent danger. Cheer your heart : 

Be you not troubled with the time, which drives 
O’er your content these strong necessities ; 

But let determin’d things to destiny 

Hold unbewail’d their way. Welcome to Rome : 

Nothing more dear to me. You are abus’d 

Beyond the mark of thought : and the high gods, 

To do you justice, make them ministers 

Of us, and those that love you. Best of comfort 5 

And ever welcome to us. 

Welcome, lady. 

Mec. Welcome, dear madam. 

Each heart in Rome does love and pity you ; 

Only the adulterous Antony, most large 
In his abominations, turns you off; 

And gives his potent regiment to a tiull, 

That noises it against us. ^ 

Is it so, sir r 

to. Most certain. Sister, welcome : Pray you. 
Be ever known to patience : My dearest sister 1 


SCENE VII. “—Antony’s Camp, near to the 
Promontory of Actium, 

Enter Cleopatra, and Bnobabbcs. 

Cleo. I will be even with thee, doubt it not. 

Eno. But, why, why, why ? 

Cleo. Thou hast forspoke my being in these wars ; 

And say’st, it is not ht. . . . 

Eno Well, is it, is It? 

Cleo. Is’tnot? Denounce against us, why should 

not we 

Be there in person ? 

Eno. \_Aside.'\ Well, I could reply 
If we should serve with horse and mares together, 
The horse were merely lost ; the mares would bear 
A soldier, and bis horse. . , ■ 0 

Cleo. What is’t you say ? 

Etlo. Your presence needs must puzzle Antony ; 
Take from bis heart, take from his brain, from his 

What should^Aot then be spar’d. He is already 
Traduc’d for levity ; and ’tis said in Rome, 

That Photinus an eunuch, and your maids, 

^^Cleo Rome ; and their tonpxes rot, 

That speak against us ! A charge we bear i the war, 
And, as the president of my kingdom, will 
Appear there for a man. Speak not against 1 , 

I will not stay behind. , 

Em. Nay, I Lave done : 

Here comes the emperor. 

Enier Antony a«(it Canidius. 

Is’t not strange, Canidius, 
That from Tarentum, and Bnmdusium, 

He could so quicldy cut the Ionian sea, , ^ 

And take in Toryue?— You have heard on, sweet . 
Cleo. Celerity is never more admir d, 

Than by the negligent. 

Ant ^ ^ 

Whidh might have weR becopie the best of men. 
To taunt at slackness. — Canidius, we 
Will fight with him by sea. 



SntcT a 'Messenger. 

Mess. The emperor calls for Cauidius. 
Can. With news the time's with labour 
throes forth, 

Saeh minute, some. 


l^E^eunt. 


SCENE VIII. 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


By sea! What else? 
Can. Why will my lord do so ? 

, Tor he dares us to’t. 
X/io. So hath my lord dar’d him to single fight 
a.t PhLalil 

W iiere Csesar fought with Pompey : But these offers, 
Which serve not for his vantage, he shakes off; 
And so should you. 

Eno. ^ Your ships are not well mann'd : 
lour mariners are muleteers, reapers, people 
ingross'd by swift impress ; in Cmsar’s fleet 
Are those, that often have 'gainst Pompey fought- 

"I No disgrace' 

Shall tali you for refusing hi m at sea, 

Being prepar'd for land. 

By sea, by sea. 

A/m. Most wmrthy sir, you therein throw away 
1 he absolute soldiership you have by land ; 


jvu. Aid VC uy iciau ; 

^istract your army, which doth most consist 
Oi war-mark'd footmen ; leave unexecuted 
\ our own renowned knowledge ; quite forego 
Ihe way which promises assurance ; and 
Give up yourself merely to chance and hazard, 
Prom Arm security. 

111 fight at sea. 

Cleo. I have sixty sails, Cmsar none better. 

Our overplus of shipping will we burn ; 
And, with the rest full-mann'd, from the head of 
Actium 

Beat the approaching Ceesar. But if we fail, 

Enter a Messenger. 

We then can do’t at land.— Thy business? 

Mess. The news is true, my lord; he is descried ; 

Lsesar has taken Toryne. 

Ant. Can he be there in person ? 'tis impossible • 
Strange, that his power should be.—Canidius, 

Our nineteen legions thou shalt hold by land, 

And our twelve thousand horse We'll to our ship, 
Enter a Soldier. 

Avmy, my Thetis !— How now, worthy soldier ? 

Sold. 0 noble emperor, do not fight by sea ; 
Inist not to rotten planks : Do you misdoubt 
Ihis sword, and these my wounds.?^ Let the Egyp- 
And the Phoenicians, go a-ducking ; we [tians 
liave used to conquer, standing on the earth, ' 
And fighting foot to foot. 

Well, well, awav. 

cr 7 , Antony, Cleopatra, and Enobarbus. 

• Ao/d. By Hercules, I think, I am i' the right. 

XT but his whole action grows 

Wot m the power on't : So our leader's led. 

And we are women's men. 

Ihe legions and the horse whole, do you not? 

Can. Marcus Octavius, Marcus Justeius, 

I ubiicola, and Csslius, are for sea : 

But w.e keep whole by land- This speed of Cmsar’s 
Carnes beyond belief. 

While he was yet in Rome, 
ills power went out in such distractions, as 
Beguil d all spies. 

Who’s his lieutenant, hear you ? 

A Old. They say, one Taurus. 

Well I know the man. 


^ I SCENE VIII.-— ^ Plain near Actium. 

I Enter Caesar, Taurus, Officers, and others. 

Cces. Taurus, — 

Taur. My lord. 

Cass. Strike not by land ; keep whole ; 

Provoke not battle, till we have done at sea. 

: ^ exceed the prescript of this scroll ; 

Our fortune lies upon this jump. [Ea:euni. 

Enter Antony and Enobarbus. 

. Ant. S^ we our squadrons on yon side o’the hill, 
n eye of Caesar s battle ; from which place 
We may the number of the ships behold, 

And so proceed accordingly. lExeimt. 

Enter Canibius, marching with his land Army one way 
over he stage ; and Taurus, the Lieutenant of g JaZ 

ofa sZfi^'a. 

Alarum. Re-enter Enobarbus. 

Em. Naught, nauglit, all naught ! I can behold 
no longer : 

The Antoniad, the Egytian Admiral, 

With all their sixty, fly, and turn the rudder • 

lo see t, mine eyes are blasted. 

Enter Scarus. 

T, 1 1 ^ . Crods, and goddesses, 

All the whole synod of them ! ’ 

rr,. What’s thy passion ? 

Secir. The greater cantle of the world is lost 
With very ignorance ; we have kiss’d away 
Kingdoms and provinces. 

- . , How appears the fight ? 

Scar. On our side like the token’d pestilence, 
mere death is sure. You’ ribald-rid nag of Egypt 
morn leprosy o’ertake ! i’ the midst o’the fight,— 
When vantage like a pair of twins appear’d 
Both as the same, or rather ours the elder. 

The brize upon her, like a cow in June, 

Hoists sails, and flies. 

, , , . , That I beheld : mine eyes 

Did sicken at the sight on't, and could not 
Endure a further view. 

ti.‘!‘’“’’ui .■ She once being loof’d, 

xhe noble luin of her magic, Antony, 

Gaps on his sea-wing, and Uke a doting mallard. 
Leaving the fight in height, flies after her : 

I never saw an action of such shame ; 

Experience, manhood, honour, ne'er before 
Did violate so itself. 

Alack, alack ! 

Enter Canidivs. 


, Can. Ouv fortune on the sea is out of breath 
And sinks most lamentably. Had our general 
Been what he knew himself, it had gone well: 

O, he has given example for our flight, 

Most grossly, by his own. 

Eno. Ay, are you thereabouts ? Why then, good 
night ® 

Indeed. [AHde 

. Can. Towards Peloponnesus are they fled. 

vfTw IP® I attend 

W hat further comes. 

x/T .. To Caesar will I render 

My legions, and my horse ; six kings already 
Show me the way of yielding. 

, I’U yet follow 

The wounded chance of Antony, though my reason 
Sits in the wind against me. lExeunt. 



ANTONY AND 


CLEOPATRA* 


ACT III. 


SCENE IX. — Alexandria. A Boom in the 
Palace. 


Enter Antony and Attendants. 

Ant. Hark, tlie landbidsme tread no more upon’ t, 
It is asliam’d to bear me Friends, come hither, 
I am. so lated in the world, that I 
Have lost my way for ever : — I have a ship 
Laden with gold ; take that, divide it ; fly, 

And make your peace with Csesar. 

jltt. Fly ! not we. 

Ant. I have fled myself ; and have instructed 
cowards 

To run, and show their shoulders. — Friends, be 
I have myself resolv’d upon a course, [gone ; 
Which has no need of you ; be gone : 

My treasure’s in the harbour, take it. — O, 

I follow’d that 1 blush to look upon : 

My very hairs do mutiny ; for the white 
Reprove the brown for rashness, and they them 
For fear and doting. — Friends, be gone ; you shall 
Have letters from me to some friends, that will 
Sweep your way for you. Pray you, look not sad, 
Nor make replies of ioathness ; take the hint 
Which my despair proclaims ; let that be left 
Which leaves itself ; to the sea side straightway ; 

I will possess you of that ship and treasure. 

Leave me, I pray, a little : ’pray you now : — 
Nay, do so ; for, indeed, I have lost command. 
Therefore I pray you ITl see you by and by. 

\^S'ds down. 


Enter Eros and Cleopatra, led by Cxiarmtan and Iras. 
Eros. Nay, gentle madam, to him : — Comfort 
Iras. Do, most dear queen. [him. 

Char. Do ! Why, what else ? 

Cleo. Let me sit down. 0 Juno ! 

Ant. No, no, no, no, no. 

Eros. See you here, sir ? 

Ant. 0 fye, fye, fye. 

Char. Madam, — 

Iras. Madam ; 0 good empress ! — 

Eros. Sir, sir, — 

A7ii. Yes, my lord, yes ; — He, at Philippi, kept 
His sword even like a dancer ; while I struck 
The lean and wrinkled Cassius ; and ’twas I, 

That the mad Brutus ended ; he alone 
Dealt on lieutenantry, and no practice had 
In the brave squares of war : Yet now— .No matter. 
Cleo. Ah, stand by. 

Eros. The queen, my lord, the queen. 

Iras. Go to him, madam, speak to him ; 

He is unqualitied with very shame. 

Cleo. Well then, — Sustain me : — O ! 

Eros. Most noble sir, arise ; the queen ap- 
proaches ; 

Her head’s declin’d, and death will seize her; hut 
Your comfort makes the rescue. 

Ant I have olfended reputation ; 

A most unnoble swerving, 

E7'os. Sir, the queen. 

Ant. O, whither hast thou led me, Egypt ? See, 
How I convey my shame out of thine eyes 
By looking back on what I have left behind 
’Stroy’d in dishonour. 

Cleo. O my lord, my lord ! 

Forgive my fearful sails! I little thought, 

You would have follow’d. 

Ant. Egypt, thou knew’st too well, 

My heart was to thy ruMer tied by the strings, 
And thou should’ st tow me after : O’er my spirit 


Thy full supremacy thou knew'st ; and that 
Thy beck might from the bidding of the gods 
Command me. 

Cleo. O, my pardon. 

Ant. Now I must 

To the young man send humble treaties, dodge 
And palter in the shifts of lowness ; who 
With half the bulk o’the world play’d as I pleas’d 
Making, and marring fortunes. You did know, 
How much you were my conqueror ; and that 
My sword, made weak by my affection, would 
Obey it on all cause. 

Cleo. O pardon, pardon. 

Ant. Fall not a tear, I say ; one of them rates 
All that is won and lost : Give me a kiss ; 

Even this repays me.— We sent our schoolmaster; 
Is he come back ? — Love, I am full of lead : — 
Some wine, within there, and our viands :■ — For- 
tune knows, 

We scorn her most, when most she offers blows. 

^Exeunt, 


SCENE X. — Caesar’s Ca^np., in Egypt. 

Enter Cassar, Dolabella, Thyreus, and others. 

Cces. Let him appear that’s come from Antony. — 
Know you him. ? 

Dol. Ciesar, ’tis his schoolmaster : 

An argument that he is pluck’d, when hither 
He sends so poor a pinion of his wing, 

Which had superfluous kings for messengers, 

Not many moons gone by. 

Enter Euphronxus. 

Cces. Approach, and speak. 

Eup. Such as I am, I come from Antony: 

I was of late as petty to his ends, 

As is the morn-dew on the myrtle leaf 
To his grand sea. 

CcBS. Be it so ; Declare thine office. 

Eup. Lord of his fortunes he salutes thee, and 
Requires to live in Egypt .* which not granted, 

He lessens his requests ; and to thee sues i 

To let him breathe between the heavens and earth, | 
A private man in Athens : This for him, 1 

Next, Cleopatra does confess thy greatness ; 

Submits her to thy might ; and of thee craves 
The circle of the Ptolemies for her heirs, 

Now hazarded to thy grace. 

CcBs. For Antony, 

I have no ears to his request. The queen 
Of audience, nor desire, shall fail ; so slie 
From Egypt drive her all-disgraced friend, 

Or take his life tlieiu3 : This if she perform, 

She shall not sue unheard. So to them both. 

Eup. Fortune pursue thee ! 

CoiS. Bring him through the bands. 

lExit Euphronius. I 

To tiy thy eloquence, now ’tis time : Despatch ; 
From Antony win Cleopatra : promise, 

[To Thyrkus. 

And in our name, what she requires ; add more, 
From thine invention, offers : women are not, ^ 

In their best fortunes, strong ; but want will perjure 
The ne’er touch’d vestal : Try thy cunning, Thyreiis, 
Make thine own edict for thy pains, which we 
Will answer as a law. 

Thyr. Csesar, I go. 

Cm. Observe how Antony becomes his flaw ; 

And what thou think’ st his very action speaks 
In every power that moves. 

Thyr. Ciesar, I shall. lExemiL 



Enter Attendants. 

Antony yet. Take hence this Jack, and whip him. 

Eno. 'Tis better playing with a lion’s whelp, 
Than with an old one dying. 

Ant. Moon and stars ! 

Whip him : — ere’t twenty of the greatest tri- 
butaries 

That do acknowledge Caesar, should I hnd them 
So saucy with the hand of she here, (What’s her 
name, 

Since she was Cleopatra?) — ^Whip him, fellows, 


SCENK XI. 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


SCENE XL — Alexandria. A Room m the 
Palace. 

Enter Cleopatra, Enobarbus, Charmiak, and Iras 

Cleo. What shall we do, Enobarbus ? 

Eno. Think, and die. 

Cleo. Is Antony, or we, in fault for this ? 

Eno. Antony only, that would make his will 
Lord of his reason. What although you fled 
From that great face of war, whose several ranges 
Frighted each other ? why should he follow? 

The itch of his affection should not then 
Flave nick’d his captainship ; at such a point, 
When half to half the world oppos’d, he being 
The mered question : ’Twas a shame no less 
Than was his loss, to course your flying flags, 

And leave his navy gazing. 

Cleo. Pr’ythee, peace. 

Enter Antony, witJi Euphrowius. 

Ant. Is this his answer ? 

Eup. Ay, my lord. 

Afit. The queen 

Shall then have courtesy, so she will yield 
Us up. 

Eup. Fie says so. 

Ant. Let her know it.-r- 

To the boy Czesar send this grizzled head, 

And he will fill thy wishes to the brim 
With principalities. 

Cleo. That head, my lord ? 

Ant. To him again ; Tell him, he wears the rose 
Of youth upon him ; from which, the world should 
note 

Something particular : his coin, ships, legions. 

May be a coward’s ; whose ministers would prevail 
Under the service of a child, as soon 
As i’ the command of Csesar : I dare him therefore 
To lay his gay comparisons apart, 

And answer me declin’d, sword against sword, 
Ourselves alone : I’ll write it ; follow me. 

[_Exeunt Antony and Eupheonius. 

Eno. Yes, like enough, high-battled Ctesar will 
Unstate his happiness, and be stag’d to the show, 
Against a sworder — I see, men’s judgments are 
A parcel of their fortunes ; and things outward 
Do draw the inward quality after them, 

To suffer all alihe. That he should di*eam, 
Knowing all measures, the full Caesar will 
Answer his emptiness ! — Caesar, thou hast subdu’d 
His judgment too. | 

Enter an Attendant. 

Att, A messenger from Caesar. - 

Cleo, What, no more ceremony ?•— See, my 
women !*■ — 

Against the blown rose may they stop their nose 
That kneel’ d unto the buds.— -Admit Mm, sir. 

E710. Mine honesty, and I, begin to square. 

lAside. 

The loyalty, well held to fools, does make 
Our faith mere folly :-— Yet, he, that can endure 
To follow with allegiance a fallen lord, 

Does conquer him that did his master conquer, 

And earns a place i’ the story. 

Enter Thyreus. 

Cleo. Cmsar’s will ? 

Thyr. Hear it apart. 

Cleo. None but friends ; say boldly. 

Tht/r. So, haply, are they friends to Antony. 

Eno. He needs as many, sir, as Caasar has ; 


Or needs not us. If Caesar please, our master 
Will leap to be his friend : For us, you know, 
Whose he is, we are ; and that’s Caesar’s. 

Tliyr. So — 

Thus then, thou most renoun’d ; Caesar entreats, 
Not to consider in what case thou stand’st. 
Further than he is Caesar. 

Cleo. Go OB : Right royal. 

Thyr. He knows, that you embrace not Antony 
As you did love, but as you fear’d him. 

Cleo. O ! 

Thyr. The scars upon your honour, therefore, 
Does pity, as constrained blemishes, [he 

Not as deserv’d. 

Cleo. He is a god, and knows 

What is most right : Mine honour was not yielded, 
But conquer’d merely. 

Eno. To be sure of that, icie. 

I will ask Antony.— Sir, sir, thou’rt so leaky. 

That we must leave thee to thy sinking, for 
Thy dearest quit thee. lExit Enobakbus. 

Thyr. Shall I say to Caesar 

What you require of him ? for he partly begs 
To be desir’d to give. It much would please him, 
That of his fortunes you should make a staff 
To lean upon : but it would warm his spirits, 

To hear from me you had left Antony, 

And put yourself under his shrowd, 

The universal landlord. 

Cleo. What’s your name ? 

Thyr. My name is Thyreus. 

Cleo. Most kind messenger, 

Say to great Cassar this : In disputation 
i kiss his conqu’ring hand: tell him, I am prompt 
To lay my crown at his feet, and there to kneel : 
Tell him, from his all-obeying breath I hear 
The doom of Egypt. 

Thyr. ’Tis your noblest course. 

Wisdom and fortune combating together, 

If that the former dare but what it can, 

No chance may shake it. Give me grace to lav 
My duty on your hand, 

Cleo. Your Caesar’s father 

Oft, when he hath mus’d of taking kingdoms in, 
Bestow’d his lips on that unworthy place, 

As it rain’d kisses. 


Ant. Favours, by Jove that thunders ! — 

What art thou, fellow ? 

Thyr. One, that but performs 

The bidding of the fullest man, and worthiest 
To have command obey’d. 

Eno. You will be whipp’d. 

Ant. Approach, there : — Ay, you kite ! — Now 
gods and devils !. 

Authority melts from me ; Of late, when I cry’d, ho ! 
Like boys unto a muss, kings would start forth, 
And cry, Your will 9 Have you no ears ? I am 


Re-enter Antony and Enobarbus. 
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Cko. Ha^'e you done yet ? 

Ant. Alackj our terrene n 

Is now eclips’d ; and it portends alone 
The fall of Antony ! 

Cko. I must stay liis time. 

Ant. To flatter Ctesar, would you mingle 63 
With one that ties his points ? 

Cleo. Not know me ] 

Jnt. Cold-liearted toward me ? 

Cieo. Ah, dear, if I b( 

From my cold lieart let heaven engender hail, 
And poison it in tlie source ; and the first stoi 
Drop in my neck : as it determines, so 
Dissolve my life ! The next Caesarion smite ! 
Till, by degrees, the memory of my womb, 
Together with my brave Egyptians all, 

By the discandying of this pelleted storm, 

Lie graveless ; till the flies and gnats of Nile 
Have buried them for prey ! 

Ant. I am satisfied. 

Caesar sits down in Alexandria ; where 
I will oppose his fate. Our force by la 
Hath nobly held : onr sever’d navy too 
I Have knit again, and fleet, threat’ninj 


Till, like a boy, you see Mm cringe Ms face, 

And whine aloud for mercy : Take him hence. 
Thyr. Mark Antony, — 

Ant. Tug Mm away : being whipp’d, 

Bring Mm again : — This Jack of Ccesar’s shall 

Bear us an errand to Mm. — 

lExemit Attend, with Thybbus. 

You were half blasted ere I knew you ; — Ha ! 
Have I my pillow left unpress’d in Rome, 


most sea- 


Ant. Cried he ? and begg’d he pardon ? 

1 Att. He did ask favour. 

Ant. If that thy father live, let him repent 
Thou wast not made Ms daughter; and be thou 
sorry 

To follow Caesar in Ms triumph, since 
Thou hast been whipp’d for following Mm : lience- 
The white hand of a lady fever thee, [forth, 

Shake thou to look on’t.— Get thee back to Caesar, 
Tell him thy entertainment : Look, thou say, 

He makes me angry with Mm : foi he seems 
Proud and disdainful ; harping on what I am ; 

Not what he knew 1 was : He makes me angry ; 
And at this time most easy ’tis to do’t; 

When my good stars, that were my former guides, 
Plave empty left their orbs, and shot their fires 
Into the abism of hell. If he mislike 
My speech, and what is done ; tell Mm, he has 
Hipparchus, my enfranchis’d bondman, whom 
He may at pleasure whip, or hang, or torture, 

As he shall like, to quit me : Urge it thou ; 

Hence, with thy stripes, begone* iExit Tiivtieus. 
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SCENE I 


CANDKiA. Haply, you shail not see me more ; or if 
sa^NAs, and A mangled shadow : perchance, to-moiTow 
U serve another master. I look on you, 
as he had As one that takes his leave. Mine honest frie 
1 turn you not away ; but, like a master 
Married to your good service, stay till death ; 
Tend me to-mght two hours, I ask no more, 
And the gods yield yon for’t ! 

Em. What mean yon, 

To give them this discomfort? Look, they wei 
And I an ass, am onion-ey'd ; for shame ! 
xiansrorm us not to women. 

Ant, , 

Now the witch take me, if I meant it thus ! 
brace grow where those drops fall ! MV hei 
friends, ^ 

You take me in too dolorous a sense : 

1 spake to you for your comfort : did desire ym 
To bum this nigflt with torches. Know, my heai 
I hope weU of to-morrow ; and will lead you. 
Where rather 1 11 expect victorious life, 

A .ijonour. Let's to supper ; cot 

And drown consiaeration rjRxei, 


To beat me out of Egypt : my messenger 
He hath whipp’d with rods ; dares me to person 
combat, ^ 

Cffisar to Antony : Let the old ruffian know, 

I have many other ways to die; mean time, 
i-taugh at his challenge. 

^/ec. Csesar must think, 

Yhen one so great begins to rage, he’s hunted 
Even to failing.^ Give him no breath, but now 
Make boot of his distraction : Never an^er 
Made good guard for itself. 

■ Let our best heads 

Know, that to-morrow the last of many battles 
We mean to light :-Within our files there are 
Ot those that serv’d Mark Antony but late. 
Enough to fetch him in. See it be done ; 

And feast the army ; we have store to do’t, 

And they have earned the waste. Poor Antony ! 

iExeimf. 


SCENE 11, 


SCENE III — The same. Before the Palace. 

1 c Soldiers, to their Guard. 

1 Brother, good night : to-morrow is tin 
day. 

2 Sold. It will determine one way : fare you well 
Heard you of nothing strange about the streets ? 

1 Sold. Nothing : What news t 

Good^^lht to you. 

1 Sold. Well, sir, good night. 

Enter Two other Soldiers. 

2 Sold, 

Have careful watch. 

3- Sold. And you : Good night, good night. 
4^7/7 themselves at their posts. 


xi/m. netmnks, being twenty times of better 
! He IS twenty men to one. [fortune' 

■D To-morrow, soldier. 

By sea and land I’ll fight : or I will live. 

Or bathe my dying honour in the blood 
Shdl make it live again. Woo’t thou fight weU ? 
Eno. 1 11 strike ; and cry, Take all. 

P K 1 Well said ; come on. — 

Call forth my household servants ; let’s to-night 

Etiier Servants. 

Ee bounteous at our meal.— Give me thy hand, 
Ihou hast been rightly honest ;-~so hast thou 
And thou, and thou, — and thou: — you have 
serv’d me well, 

And kings have been your fellows. 

>rr' - v> T means this I 

Eno. lis one of those odd tricks, which sorrow 

Out of the mind. 

T T , thou art honest too. i 

1 wish, I could be made so many men ; 

And all of you clapp’d up together in I 

An Antony ; that I might do you service, I 


4 Sold, Peai 

1 Sold. 

2 Sold. Hark ! 

1 Sold. Music i' the air. 

3 Sold. 

4 Sold. 

Does’t not } 

3 Sold. No. 

1 Sold. Peace, I say. What should this 

mean } 

2 Sold. ’Tis the god Hercules, whom Antony 

Now leaves him. [iov’d^ 

I Sold. Walk ; let’s see if other watchmen 
iio near what we do. [They advance to another post. 
2^ Sold. How now, masters ? 

^old. How now? 

O.OW now ? do you hear tliis ? 

„ making together. 

^ -^y; Is’t not strange 


Under the earth. 

It signs well; 
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3 Sold. Do yon hear, masters ? do you hear? 

1 Sold. Pollow the noise so far as we have 
Let’s see how’t will give off. [quarter ; 

Sold. ISeveral speaking.'] Content; ’tis strange. 

lExeunt. 


Sold. The gods make tliis a happy day to Antony. 
A7iL ’Would, thou and those thy scars had once 
To make me fight at land ! [prevail’d 

Sold. Had’st thou done so, 

The kings that have revolted, and the soldier 
That has this morning left thee, would have still 
Follow’d thy heels. 

A7it. Who’s gone this morning? 

Sold. ' ? 

One ever near thee : Call for Enobarbus, 

He shall not hear thee ; or from Caesar’s camp 
Say, I am fioneof thine. 

A nt. What say ’ st thou ? 

Sold. Sir. 

He is with Caesar. 

JEros. Sir, his chests and treasure 

He has not with him. 

A7ii. Is he gone ? 

Sold. Most certain. 

Ant. Go, Eros, send his treasure after ; do it ; 
Detain no jot, I charge thee ; write to him 
(I will subscribe) gentle adieus and greetings : 

Say, that I wish he never find more cause 
To change a master. — O, my fortunes have 
Corrupted honest men : — Eros, despatch. lExeuni 


SCENE lY. —The same. A Room in the Palace. 

EnUT Antony and Cueopatra ; C'HARmAN, and others, 
attending. 

Ant. Eros ! mine armour, Eros i 
(jleo. Sleep a little. 

Ant. No, my chuck. — Eros, come; mine 
armour, Eros ! 

Enter Eros, with armour. 

Come, my good fellow, put thine iron on : — 

If fortune he not ours to-day, it is 
Because we brave her. — Come. 

Cleo. Nay, I’ll help too. 

What’s this for ? 

Ant, Ah, let be, let be ! thou art 

The armourer of my heart ; — False, false ; this, 
this. 

Cleo. Sooth, la, I’ll help : Thus it must be. 
Ant.. Well, well; 

We shall thrive now — Seest thou, my good fellow ? 
Go, put on thy defences. 

Eros, Briefly, sir. 

Cleo. Is not this buckled well? 

Ant. Rarely, rarely ; 

He that unbuckles this, till we do please 
To dofl’t for our repose, shall hear a storm. — 
Thou fumblest, Eros ; and my queen’s a squire 
More tight at this, than thou : Despatch. — O love, 
That thou could’st see my wars to-day, andknew’st 
The royal occupation ! thou should’ st see 

Enter an Officer, armed. 

A workman in’t. — Good morrow to thee ; welcome : 
Thou looks’t like him that knows a warlike charge : 
To business that we love, we rise betime, 

And go to it with delight. 

1 Off. A thousand, sir, 

Early though it be, have on their riveted trim, 

And at the port expect you. 

[,Shovi. Trumpets. Flourish. 

Enter other Officers, and Soldiers. 

2 Off. The morn i s fair. — Good morrow, general . 
AIL Good morrow, general. 

Ant. 'Tis well blown, lads. 

This morning, like the spirit of a youth 

That means to be of note, begins betimes 

So, so ; come, give me that: this way ; weU said. 
Fare thee well, dame, whate'er becomes of me : 
This is a soldier’s kiss: rebukable. IKisscsher. 
And worthy shameful check it were, to stand 
On more mechanic compliment ; I’ll leave thee 
Now, like a man of steel ; You, that will fight, 

Follow me close ; I’ll bring you to’t Adieu. 

lEaeunt Antony, Eros, Officers, and Soldiers. 
Char. Please you, retire to your chamber? 

Cleo. Lead me. 

He goes forth gallantly. That he and Csesar might 
Determine this great war in single fight ! 

Then, Antony, — But now, — ^Well, on. 

iBxeunt. 


SCENE VI. — Cassar’s Camp before Aless- 
andria, 

Flourish. Enter Caesar, with Agrippa, Enobarbus, 
and others. 

Cees. Go forth, Agrippa, and begin the fight, 
Our will is, Antony be took alive ; 

Make it so known. 

Afjr. Cicsar, I shall. lExit Agrippa. 

C<Bs. The time of universal peace is near : 

Prove this a prosperous day, the three-nook’d world 
Shall hear the olive freely. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Antony 

Is come into the field. 

Cm. ' Go, charge Agrippa : 

Plant those that have revolted in the van, 

That Antony may seem to spend his fury 
Upon himself. lEsccunt CiESAR and Ms Train, 

Em. Alexas did revolt ; and went to Jewry, 

On affairs of Antony ; tliere did persuade 
Great Herod to incline himself to Cmsar, 

And leave his master Antony : for this pains, 
Csesar hath bang’d him. Canidius, and the rest 
That fell away, have entertainment, but 
No honourable trust. I have done ill ; 

Of which I do accuse myself so sorely, 

That I will joy no more. 

Enter Soldier a/ CissAR’s. 

Sold. Enobarbus, Antony 

Hath after thee sent all thy treasure, with 
His bounty overplus : The messenger 
Came on my guard ; and at thy tent is now, 
Unloading of his mules, 

Eno. I give it you. 

Sold. Mock me not, Enobarbus. 

I tell you true : Best that you saf’d the bringer 
Out of the host ; I must attend mine office, 



SCENE VIIL Under the walls 0/ Alexandria. 
Alarum. Enter Antoky,- marching ; Scauvs, and Forces. 
Ant, We have beat him to Ms camp ; Run one 
before, 

And let the queen know of our guests. — ^To-morrow, 
Before the sun shall see us, we’ll spill the blood 
That has to-day escap’d, I thank you all ; 

For doughty-handed are you ; and have fought 
Not as you serv’d the cause, but as it had been 
Each man’s like mine ; you have shown yourselves 
all Hectors. 

Enter the city, clip your wives, your friends. 

Tell them your feats ; whilst they with joyful tears 
Wash the congealment from your wounds, and kiss 
The honour’d gashes whole.— Give me thy hand ; 

[ToSCARUS. 

Enter Cleopatra, attended. 

To this great fairy I ’E commend thy acts, 

Make her thanks bless thee. — O thou day o’the 
world, 

Chain mine arm’d neck ; leap thou, attire and ail. 
Through proof of harness to my heart, and there 
Ride on the pants triumphing. 

Cleo, Lord of lords! 


SCENE IX. 


Or would have done’t myself. Your emperor 
Continues still a Jove. [JSuui Soldier. 

Eno. I am alone the villain of the earth, 

And feel I am so most. 0 Antony, 

Thou mine of bounty, how would’ st thou have paid 
My better service, when my turpitude 
Thou dost so crown with gold! this blows my 
heart : 

If swift thought break it not, a swifter mean 
Shall outstrike thought : but thought will do’t, I 
feel. 

I fight against thee I — No : I will go seek 
Some ditch, wherein to die ; the foul’st best fits 
My latter part of life. <iExU. 

— 

SCENE VII. — Field of Battle between the 
Camps. 

Alarum. Brums and trumpets. Enter Agrippa, and 
others. 

Agr, Retire, we have engag’d ourselves too far; 
Caesar Mmseif has work, and our oppression 
Exceeds what we expected. lExcunt. 

Alarum. Enter Antony, and Soabus wounded. 
Scar, O my brave emperor, this is fought indeed ! 
Had we done so at first, we had driven them home 
With clouts about their heads. 

Ant. Thou bleed’st apace. 

Scar. I had a wound here that was like a T, 

But now ’tis made an H. 

Ant. They do retire. 

Scar. We’ll beat ’em into bench-holes *, I have 
Room for six scotches more. [yet 

Enter Eros. 

Eros. They are beaten, sir ; and our advantage 
For a fair victory. [serves 

Scar. Let us score their backs, 

And snatch ’em up, as we take hares, behind ; 

’Tis sport to maul a runner. 

Ant. I mil reward thee 

Once for thy spritely comfort, and ten -fold 
For thy good valour. Come thee on. 

Scar. I’ll halt after. lExeunt. 


O infinite virtue 1 com’st thou smiling from 
The world’s great snare uucaught ? 

Ant. My nightingale, 

We have beat them to their beds. What, girl ? 
though grey 

Do something mingle with our brown ; yet have we 
A brain that nourishes our nerves, and can 
Get goal for goal of youth. Behold this man ; 
Commend unto Ms lips thy favouring hand ; — 
Kiss itj my warrior : — He hath fought to-day, 

As if a god, in hate of mankind, had 
Destroy’d in such a shape. 

Cleo. I’ll give thee, friend. 

An armour all of gold ; it was a king’s. 

Ant. He has deserv’d it, were it car bunded 
Like holy Phoebus’ car. — Give me thy band ; 
Through Alexandria make a jolly march ; 

Bear our hack’d targets like the men that owe them ; 

Had our great palace the capacity 

To camp this host, we all would sup together , 

And drink carouses to the next day’s fate, 

Which promises royal peril. — Trumpeters, 

With brazen din blast you the city’s ear ; 

Make mingle with our rattling tabourines ; 

That heaven and earth may strike their sounds to- 
gether, 

Applauding our approach. 'iExeuni. 


SCENE IX.— Ca:sar’s Camp. 

Sentinels on their post. Enter Enorarbus. 

1 Sold. If we be not reliev’d within this hour, 

We must return to the court of guard ; The night 
Is shiny ; and, they say, we shall embattle 

By the second hour i’ the morn. 

2 Sold. This last day was 

A shrewd one to us. 

Eno. O, bear me witness, night, — 

3 Sold. What man is tMs ? 

2 Sold. Stand close, and list to Mm. 

Eno, Be witness to me, O thou blessed moon, 

When men revolted shall upon record 
Bear hateful memory, poor Enobarbus did 
Before thy face repent ! — 

1 Sold. Enobarbus ! 

3 Sold. Peace ; 

Hark farther. 

Eno. O sovereign mistress of true melancholy, 
The poisonous damp of night disponge upon me ; | 

That life, a very rebel to my will, j 

May hang no longer on me : Throw my heart 1 

Against the flint and hardness of my fault ; j 

Which, being dried with grief, will break to powder, | 
And finish all foul thoughts. 0 Antony, I 

Nobler than my revolt is infamous, 1 

Forgive me in tMne own particular ; j 

But let the world rank me in register 
A master-leaver, and a fugitive : | 

O Antony! O Antony! 1 

2 Sold. Let’s speak i 

To him. 

1 Sold. Let’s hear Mm, for the things he speaks 
May concern C£esai\ 

i Sold, Let’s do so. But he sleeps. 

1 Sold. Swoons rather ; for so bad a prayer as his 
Was never yet for sleeping. 

*2, Sold. Go we to Mm. 

3 Sold. Awake, awake, sir; speak to us. 

2 Sold. Hear you, sir? 
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i Sold. The hand of death hath raught him. 
Hark, the drums IDrums afar off. 

Demurely wake the sleepers. Let us bear him 
To the court of guard ; he is of note : our hour 
Is fully out. 

3 Sold. Come on then ; 

He may recover yet. lExeunt with the body. 

— 4 — 

SCENE X. — Between the two Camps. 

Enter Antonv and Scarus, with Forces marching. 
Ant. Their preparation is to-day by sea ; 

We please them not by land. 

Scar. Eor both, my lord. 

Ant. I would, they’d fight i’the fire, or in the air ; 
We’d fight there too. But this it is ; Our foot 
Upon the hills adjoining to the city, 

Shall stay with us : order for sea is given ; 

They have put forth the haven : Further on. 
Where their appointment we may best discover, 
And look on their endeavour. [Exeunt. 

Enter Cmsar, and his Forces marching. 

CcBS. But being charg’d, we will be still by land, 
Which, as I take’t, we shall ; for his best force 
Is forth to man his galleys. To the vales, 

And hold our best advantage. [Exeunt. 

Ee-cnter Antony and Scarus. 

Ant. Yet they’re not join’d : Where yonder pine 
does stand, 

I shall discover ail : I’ll bring thee word 
Straight, how ’tis like to go. [Exit. 

Scar. Swallows have built 

In Cleopatra’s sails their nests : the augurers 
Say, they know not, — they cannot tell; — look 
grimly. 

And dare not speak their knowledge. Antony 
Is valiant and dejected ; and, by starts, 

His fretted fortunes give him hope, and fear. 

Of what he has, and has not. 

Alarum afar off> as at a sea-fght. 

Re-enter Antonv. 

Ant. All is lost ; 

This foul Egyptian hath betrayed me : 

My fleet hath yielded to the foe ; and yonder 
They cast their caps up, and carouse together 
Like friends long lost. — ^Triple-turn’d whore ! ’tis 
thou 

Hast sold me to this novice ; and my heart 
Makes only wars on thee. — Bid them all fly ; 

For when I am reveng’d upon my charm, 

I have done all ; — Bid them all fly, be gone. 

[Exit Scarus. 

O sun, thy uprise shall I see no more : 

Fortune and Antony part here ; even here 
Do we shake hands.—All come to this ?—The 
hearts 

That spaniel’d me at heels, to whom I gave 
Their wishes, do discandy, melt their sweets 
On blossoming Csesar ; and this pine is hark’d, 
That overtopp’d them all. Betray’d I am; 

O this false soul of Egypt ! this gjrave charm, 
Whose eye beck’d forth my wars, and call’d them 
... "home ■ 

W'hose bosom was my crownet, my chief end, 

Like a right gipsy, hath, at fast and loose, 

Beguil’d me to the very heart of loss. — 

What, Eros, Eros I 


CLEOPATRA. 


Enter Cleopatra. 

Ah, thou spell I Avaunt. 

Cleo. Why is my lord enrag’d against his love ? 
Ant. Vanish ; or I shall give thee thy deserving, 
And blemish Csesar’s triumph. Let him take thee, 
And hoist thee up to the shouting Plebeians : 
Follow his chariot, like the greatest spot 
Of all thy sex ; most monster-like, be shown 
For poor’st diminutives, to dolts ; and let 
Patient Octavia plough thy visage up 
With her prepared nails- [Exit Cleo,] ’Tis well 
tiiou’rt gone, 

If it be well to live : But better ’twere 
Thou fell’st into my fury, for one death 

Might have prevented many Eros, ho ! 

The shirt of Nessus is upon me : Teach me, 
Alcides, thou mine ancestor, thy rage : 

Let me lodge Lichas on the horns o’ the moon; 
And with those hands, that grasp’d the heaviest 
club. 

Subdue my worthiest self. The witch shall die ; 
To the Roman boy she hath sold me, and I fall 
Under this plot : she dies for’t, — Eros, ho ! [Exit. 


SCENE XI. — Alexandria. A Room in the 
Palace. 

Enter Clkopatiu, Chaumian, Iras, and Mardian. 

Cleo. Help me, my women ! 0, he is more mad 
Than Telamon for his shield ; the boar of Thessaly 
Was never so emboss’d. 

Char. To the monument; 

There lock yourself, and send him word you are 
dead. 

The soul and body rive not more in parting, ^ 

Than greatness going off. 

Cleo. To the monument : — 

Mardian, go tell him I have slain myself ; 

Say that the last I spoke, was, Antony, 

And word it pr’ythee, piteously : Hence, 

Mardian ; and bring me how he takes my death. — 

To the monument. {^Exeunt. 


SCENE XII. — The same. Another Room. 

Enter Antony and Bros. 

Ant. Eros, thou yet behold’ st me? 

Eros. Ay, noble lord. 

Ant. Sometime we see a cloud that’s dragonish : 
A vapour, sometime, like a bear, or lion, 

A tower’d citadel, a pendant rock, , 

A forked mountain, or blue promontory 
With trees upon’t, that nod unto the world, 

And mock our eyes with air : thou hast seen these 
They are black vesper-s pageants. [sigiis ; 

Eros. Ay, my lord. 

Ant. That which is now a horse, even with a 
thought, 

The rack dislimns ; and makes it indistinct, 

As water is in water. 

Eros. It does, my lord. 

Ant. My good knave, Eros, now thy captain is 
Even such a body : here 1 am Antony ; 

Yet cannot hold this visible shape, my knave. 

I made these wars for Egypt ; and the queen, 
Whose heart, I thought, 1 had, for she had mine ; 
Which, whilst it was mine, had annex’d unto’t 
A million more, now lost, — she, Eros, has 
Pack’d cards with Csesar, and false play’d my glory 
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Unto an enemy’s triumph. — 

Nay, weep not, gentle Eros ; there is left us 
Ourselves to end ourselves. — O, thy vile lady ! 

JEnter Mardian. 

She has rohb’d me of my sword. 

Mar. No, Antony, 

My mistress lov’d thee, and her fortunes mingled 
With thine entirely. 

^nL Hence, saucy eunuch ; peace : 

She hath betray’d me, and shall die the death. 

Afar. Death of one person can be paid but once ; 
And that she has discharg’d : What thou would’st 
Is done unto thy hand ; the last she spake [do, 
Was, Antony ! most noble Antony ! 

Then in the midst a tearing groan did break 
The name of Antony ; it was divided 
Between her heart and lips : she render’d life. 

Thy name so buried in her. 

I Ani. Dead then } 

j Mar. Dead. 

Ant. Eros, unarm ; the long day’s task is done, 

, And we must sleep ; — That thou depart’st hence 
safe. 

Does pay thy labour richly ; Go. — Off, pluck 
off ; — Mardian, 

The seven-fold shield of Ajax cannot keep 
The battery from my heart. O, cleave, my sides ! 
Heart, once be stronger than thy continent. 

Crack thy frail case ! — Apace, Eros, apace. — 

No more a soldier : — Bruised pieces, go ; 

You have been nobly borne. — From me a while. — 

lExit Eros. 

I will o’ertake thee, Cleopatra, and 

Weep for my pardon. So it must be, for now 

All length is torture : — Since the torch is out, 

Lie down, and stray no further : Now all labour 
Mars what it does ; yea, very force entangles 
Itself with strength : Seal then, and all is done. — 
Eros ! — I come, my queen : — Eros ! — Stay for me : 
Where souls do couch on flowers, we’ll hand in 
hand, 

And with our sprightly port make the ghosts gaze ; 
Dido and her ..^neas shall want troops. 

And all the haunt be ours. — Come, Eros, Eros ! 

Re-enter Eros. 

Eros. What would my lord ? 

Ant. Since Cleopatra died, 

I have liv’d in such dishonour, that the gods 
Detest my baseness. I, that with my sword 
Quarter’d the world, and o’er green Neptune’s back 
With ships made cities, condemn myself, to lack 
The courage, of a woman; less noble mind 
Than she, which, by her death, our Caesar tells, 

J am conqueror of myself. Thou art sworn, Eros, 
That, when the exigent should come, (which now 
Is come, indeed,) when I should see behind me ' 
The inevitable prosecution of 
Disgrace and horror, that, on my command, 

Thou then would’st kill me : do’t ; the time is come : 
Thou strik’st not me, ’tis Caesar thou defeat’ st. 

Put colour in thy cheek. 

Eros. The gods withhold me 1 

Shall I do that, which ail the Parthian darts, 
Though enemy, lost aim, and could not? 

Ant. . Eros, 

Would’st thou be window’d in great Rome, and see 
Thy master thus with pleach’d arms, bending down 
His corrigible neck, his face subdued > 

To penetrative shame ; whilst the wheel’d seat 


Of fortunate Caesar, drawn before him, branded 
His baseness that ensued ? 

Eros. I would not see’t. 

Ant. Come then ; for with a wound I must be 
cur’d. 

Draw that thy honest sword, which thou hast worn 
Most useful for thy countiy. 

Eros. ^ 0, sir, pardon me. 

AnU When I did make thee free, swor’st thou 
not then 

To do this when I bade thee ? Do it at once ; 

Or thy precedent services are all 

But accidents unpurpos’d. Draw, and come. 

Eros. Turn from me then that noble countenance, 
Wherein the worship of the whole world lies. 

Ant. Lo thee. [Turtiing fromhim 

Eros. My sword is drawn. 

Then let it do at once 
The thing why thou hast drawn it. 

Elros. ^ My dear master, 

My captain, and my emperor ; let me say, 

Before I strike this bloody stroke, farewell. 

Ant. ’Tis said, man ; — and farevrell. 

Eros. Farewell, great chief. Shall I strike now ? 
Ant. Now, Eros. 

Eros. Wliy, there then : — {Falls on his sword.} 
Thus do I escape the sorrow 
Of Antony’s death. [Dies. 

Ant. Thrice nobler than myself ! 

Thou teachest me, O valiant Eros, what 
I should, and thou could’stnot. My queen and Eros 
Have, by their brave instruction, got upon me 
A nobleness in record : But I will be 
A bridegroom in my death, and run into’t 
As to a lover’s bed. Come then ; and, Eros, 

Thy master dies thy scholar ; to do thus 

iFaUing on his sword. 

I leam’d of thee. How! not yet dead ? not dead ? — 
The guard I— ho 1—0, despatch me. 

Enter Dbrcbtas and Guard. 

1 Guard. What’s the noise ? 

Ant. I have done my work ill, friends; O, make 

Of what I have begun. [an end 

2 Guard. The star is fallen. 

1 Guard. And time is at his period. 

All. Alas, and woe ! 

Ant. Let Mm that loves me, strike me dead. 

1 Guard. Not I. 

2 Guard. Nor I. 

3 Guard. Nor any one. [_Exeiint Guai’d. 

Ber. Thy death and fortunes bid thy followers fly. 

This sword but shown to Csesar, with this tidings, 
Shall enter me with him. 

Enter Biomedes, 

Bio. Where’s Antony ? 

Ber. There, Diomed, there. 

Bio. Lives he ? 

Wilt thou not answer, man? Dercetas. 

Ant. Art thou there, Diomed ? Draw thy sword, 
and give me 

Sufficing strokes for death. 

Bio. Most absolute lord, 

My mistress Cleopatra sent me to thee. 

Ant. When did she send thee ? 

Bio. Now, my lord. 

Ant. Where is she ? 

Bio. Lock’d in her monument. She had a pro- 
phesying fear 

Of what hath come to pass : for when she saw 
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Our strength is all gone into heaviness, 

That makes the weight : Had I great Juno's power, 
The strong-wing’d Mercury should fetch thee up, 
And set thee by Jove’s side. Yet come a little, — 
Wishers were ever fools ; — O, come, come, come ; 

[They draw Antony up. 
And welcome, welcome ! die, where thou hast liv’d: 
Quicken with kissing : had niy lips that power, 
Thus would I wear them out. 

A heavy sight ! 

Ant. I am dying, Egypt, dying : 

Give me some wine, and let me speak a little. 

Cleo. No, let me speak ; and let me rail so high, 
That the false honsewife Fortune break her wheel. 
Provok’d by my ofionce. 

Ant. One word, sweet queen : 

Of Caesar seek your honour, with your safety. — 0 ! 
Cleo. They do not go together. 

A7it. Gentle, hear me ; 

None about Csesar trust, but Proculeiiis. 

Cleo. My resolution, and my hands, I’ll trust ; 
None about Caisar. 

Ant. The miserable change now at my end, 
Lament nor sorrow at : hut please your thoughts, 
In feeding them with those my former fortunes 
Wherein I liv’d, the greatest prince o’ the world, 
The noblest : and do now not basely die, 

Nor cowardly ; put off my helmet to 
My countryman, a Roman, by a Roman 
Valiantly vanquish’d. Now, my spirit is going ; 

I can no more. [Dies. 

Cleo. Noblest of men, woo’t die.^ 

Hast thou no care of me ? shall I abide 
In this dull world, which in thy absence is 
No better than a stye ? — 0, see, my women, 

The crown o’the earth doth melt : — My lord 1 — 

0, wither’d is the garland of the war, 

The soldier’s pole is Ihllen ; young hoys, and girls, 
Are level now with men : the odds is gone, 

And there is nothing left remarkable 
Beneath the visiting moon. [She faints. 

Char. O, quietness, lady 1 

Iras. She is dead too, our sovereign. 

Char. Lady, — 

Iras. Madam, — 

Char. 0 madam, madam, madam ! 

Iras. Royal Egypt I 

Empress ! 

Char. Peace, peace, Iras. [manded 

Cleo. No more, but e’en a woman ; and com- 
By such poor passion as the maid that milks, 

And does the meanest chares.ylt were for me 
To throw my sceptre at the injurious gods ; 

To tell them, that this world did equal theirs, 

Till they had stolen our jewel. ^ All’s but naught ; 
Patience is sottish ; and' impatience does 
Become a dog that’s mad ; Then is it sin, 

To rush into the secret house of death, 

Ere death dare come to us ? — How do you, women ? 
What, what ? good cheer 1 Why, how now, Cliarmian ? 
My noble girls l—Ah, women, women ! look, 

Our lamp is spent, it’s out : — Good sirs, take 

lieart: [TolheQvL-ixdhelow. 

We’ll bury him: and then, what’s brave, what’s 
Let’s do it after the high Roman fashion, [noble. 
And make death proud to take us. Come, away : 
This case of that huge spirit now is cold. 

Ah, women, women ! come ; we have no friend 
But resolution, and the briefest end. 

[Exeunt ; those abore hearing off ANT(m'v'‘Bhodn. 


(Which never shall be found,) you did suspect 
She had dispos’d with Csesar, and that your rage 
W’‘ould not he purg’d, she sent you word she was 
dead ; 

But, fearing since how it might work, hath sent 
Me to proclaim the truth ; and I am come, 

I dread, too late. [I pr’ythee. 

Ant. Too late, good Diomed Call my guard, 
Dio. What ho ! the emperor’s guard ! The 
guard, what, ho ! 

Come, your lord calls. 

En ter some of the Guard. 

Ant. Bear me, good friends, where Cleopatra 
bides ; 

’Tis the last service that I shall command you, 

1 Guard. Woe are we, sir, you may not live to 
All your true followers out. [wear 

All. Most heavy day ! 

Ant. Nay, goodmyfellows, donotpleasesliarpfate 
To grace it with your sorrows : hid that welcome 
Which comes to punish us, and we punish it 
Seeming to hear it lightly. Take me up : 

I have led you oft ; cany me now, good friends, 
And have my thanks for all. 

[Exeunt, hearing Antony. 


SCENE XIII. — The same. A Monument. 

Enter above, Cleopatua, Chaiiaitan, and Iras. 

Cleo. O Charmian, I will never go from hence. 
Char. Be comforted, dear madam. 

Cleo. No, I will not : 

All strange and terrible events are welcome, 

But comforts we despise ; our size of sorrow, 
Proportion’d to our cause, must be as great 
Enter Dioaiedes. 

As that which makes it. — How now ? is he dead ? 

Dio. His death’s upon him, but not dead. 

Look out o’the other side your monument, 

His guard have brought him thither. 

Enter Antony, borne by the Guard. 

Cleo. O thou sun, 

Bum the great sphere thou mov’st in ! — darkling 
stand 

The varying shore o’the world ! — O Antony ! 
Antony, Antony ! — Charmian, help ; help, Iras ; 
Help, friends below ; let’s draw him hither. 

Ant. Peace : 

Not Csesar’s valour hath o’erthrown Antony, 

But Antony’s liath triumphed on itself. 

Cleo. So it should be, that none but Antony 
Should conquer Antony ; but woe ’tis so ! 

Ant, I am dying, Egypt, dying ; only 
I here importune death a while, until 
Of mariy thousand kisses the poor last 
I lay upon thy lips. — 

€ko. I dare not, dear, 

(Dear my lord, pardon,) I dare not, 

Lest I be taken : not the imperious show 
Of the full-fortun’d Caesar ever shall 
Be brooch’d with me ; if knife, drags, serpents. 
Edge, sting, or operation, I am safe : [have 

Your wife Octavia, with her modest eyes. 

And still conclusion, shall acquire no honour 
Demuring upon me.— -But come, come, Antony, — 
Help me, my women,— we must draw thee up ; — 
Assist, good friends. 

Ant, O, quick, or I am gone. 

Cleo. Here’s sport, indeed! — -How heavy weighs 
my lord ! 
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ACT V„ 


SCENE L— CiEsAR^s Camp before Alexa-ndria. 

Enter CiESAn, Agpjppa, Dolabella, MKCiENAs, Galhis, 
PnocuLEius, and others. 

Cm. Go to Mm, Dolabella, bid liim yield ; 
Being so frustrate, tell Mm, be mocks us by 
Tiie pauses tliat be makes. 

DoL Caesar, I sliall. LExU Dolabella. 

Enter Dercetas, with the snwrd 0/ Antony. 

Cm. Wherefore is that? and what art thou, 
that dar'st 
Appear thus to us ? 

i)er. I am calkd Dercetas ; 

Mark Antony I serv’d, who best was worthy 
Best to be serv’d : whilst he stood up, and spoke, 
He was my master ; and I wore my life, 

To spend upon his haters ; If thou please 
To take me to thee, as I was to him 
I’ll be to Csesar ; if thou pieasest not, 

I yield thee up my life. 

Cm. What is’t thou say’st ? 

Ber, X say, O Csssar, Antony is dead. 

Cm. The breaking of so great a thing should 
make 

A greater crack: The round world should have 
shook 

Lions into civil streets, 

And citizens to their dens ; — The death of Antony 
Is not a single doom ; in the name lay 
A moiety of the world. 

Dev. He is dead, Csesar ; 

Not by a public minister of justice, 

Nor by a hired knife ; but that self hand, 

Which writ his honour in the acts it did, 

Idath, with the courage which the heart did lend it, 
Splitted the heai*t. — This is his sword ; 

I robb’d his wound of it ; behold it stain’d 
With his most noble blood. 

Cm. Look you sad, friends ? 

The gods rebuke me, but it is a tidings 
To wash the eyes of kings. 

Agr, And strange it is, 

That nature must compel us to lament 
Our most persisted deeds. 

Mec. His taints and honours 

Waged equal with him. 

Agr. A rarer spirit never 

Did steer humanity : hut you, gods, will give us 
Some faults to make us men. Csesar is touch’d. 

Mec. When such a spacious mirror’s set before 
He needs must see himselh [him, 

Cm. O Antony! 

I have follow’d thee to this ; — But we do lance 
Diseases in our bodies : I must perforce 
Have shovm to thee such a declining day, 

Or look on thine ; we could not stall together 
In the whole -world ; But yet let me lament, 

With tears as sovereign as the blood of hearts, 
That thou, my brother, my competitor 
In top of all design, my mate in empire, 

Friend and companion in the front of war, 

The arm of mine own body, and the heart 
Where mine his thoughts did kindle, — that our 
Unreconci liable, should divide [stars, 

Our equalness to this, — Hear me, good friends, — 
But I will tell you at some meeter season ; 


En ter a Messenger. 

The business of this man looks out of him, 

We’ll hear him what he says. — Whence are you ? 

Me$s. A poor Egyptian yet. The queen my 
Confin’d in all she has, her monument, [mistress, 
Of thy intents desires instruction ; 

That she preparedly may frame herself 
To the way she’s forced to. 

Cm. Bid her have good heart ; 

She soon shall know of us, by some of ours, 

How honourable and how kindly we 
Determine for her : for Ceesar cannot live 
To be ungentle. 

Mess. So the gods preserve thee ! [Exit. 

Cm. Come hither, Proculeius ; Go, and say, 

We purpose her no shame ; give her what comforts 
The quality of her passion shall require ; 

Lest, in her greatness, by some mortal stroke 
She do defeat us : for her Ufe in Rome 
Would be eternal in our triumph : Go, 

And, with your speediest, bring us what she says, 
And how you find of her. 

Pro. Csesar, I shall. Proculetus, 

Cm. Galliis, go you along. — Where’s Dolabella, 
To second Proculeius ? lExit Gallus* 

Agr. Mec. Dolabella ! 

Cm. Let Mm alone, for I remember now 
How he’s employ’d ; he shall in time be ready. 

Go with me to my tent : where you shall see 
How hardly I was drawn into this war ; 

How calm and gentle I proceeded stiU 

In all my writings ; Go with me, and see 

What I can show in this. lExeunt. 


SCENE II. — Alexandria. A Room in the 

Monument. 

Enter Cleopatra, Charmian, and Iras. 

Cleo. My desolation does begin to make 
A better life : ’Tis paltry to be Ceesar ; 

Not being fortune, he’s but fortune’s knave, 

A minister of her will ; And it is great 
To do that thing that ends all other deeds ; 

Which shackles accidents, and bolts up change ; 
Which sleeps, and never palates more the dung, 
The beggar’s nurse and Caesar’s. 

Enter y to the gates of the Monument, Proculeius, Gallus, 
and Soldiers. 

Pro . Caesar sends greeting to the queen of Egypt ; 
And bids thee study on what fair demands 
Thou mean’ St to have him grant thee; 

Cko. [Wiihin.'\ Wliat’s thy name ? 

Pro. My name is Proculeius. 

Cleo. 'iWithin.'] Antony 

Did tell me of you, bade me trust you ; but 
I do not greatly care to be deceiv’d, 

That have no use for trusting., If your master 
Would have a queen his beggar, you must tell him, 
That majesty, to keep decorum, must 
No less beg than a kingdom I if he please 
To give me conquer’d Egypt foi’ my son, 

He gives me so much of mine own, as I 
Will kneel to him with thanks. 

Pro. ' Be of good cheer ; 

You are fallen into a princely hand ; fear nothing : 
Make your full reference freely to my lord, 
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Who is so full of grace, that it flows over 
On all that need : Let me report to him 
Your sweet dependency : and you shall find 
A conqueror, that will pray in aid for kindness, 
Where he for grace is kneel’ d to. 

Cleo. [ Within,'] Pray you, tell him 

I am his fortune’s vassal, and I send him 
The greatness he has got. I hourly learn 
A doctrine of obedience ; and would gladly 
Look him i’ the face. 

Pro. This I’ll report, dear lady. 

Have comfort ; for, I know, your plight is pitied 
Of him that caus’d it. 

Gal You see how easily she may be surpris’d: 

{Ilcre Fjroculeius, mid two of the Guard, ascend 
the Monument hy a ladder, %ilaced against a win- 
dow, and having descended, come behind Cleo- 
patra. Some of the Guard ^mbar and open the 
gates. 

Guard her till Csesar come. 

ITo Proculbius and the Guard, Exit Gallus. 

Iras. Royal queen 1 

Char. 0 Cleopatra ! thou art taken, queen ! — 

Cleo. Quick, quick, good hands. 

iDrawing a dagger. 

Pro. Hold, worthy lady, hold : 

ISeixes and disarms her. 

Do not yourself such wrong, who are in this 
Reliev’d, but not betray’d. 

Cleo. Wliat, of death too, 

That rids our dogs of languish ? 

Pro. Cleopatra, 

Do not abuse my master's bounty, by 
The undoing of yourself : let the world see 
His nobleness well acted, which your death 
Will never let come forth. 

Cleo. Where art thou, death } 

Come hither, come ! come, come, and take a queen 
Worth many babes and beggars ! 

Pro. O, temperance, lady ! 

Cleo. Sir, I will eat no meat, I’ll not drink, sir ; 
If idle talk will once be necessary. 

I’ll not sleep neither : This mortal house I’ll ruin, 
Do Ca 2 sar what he can. Know, sir, that I 
Will not wait pinion’d at your master’s com-t ; 

Nor once be cMstis’d with the sober eye 
Of dull Octavia. Shall they hoist me up, 

And show me to the shouting varletry 
Of censuring Rome } Rather a ditch in Egypt 
Be gentle grave to me ! rather on Nilus’ mud 
Lay me stark naked, and let the water-flies 
Blow me into abhorring ! rather make 
My country’s high pyramides my gibbet, 

And hang me up in chains ! 

Pro. You do extend 

These thoughts of horror further than you shall 
Find cause in Ciesar. 

Enter jyoiJCBJ&iJuik.. ■ 

jyol. Proculeius, 

’5’niat thou hast done thy master Csesar knows, 
And he hath sent for thee : as for the queen, 

I’ll take her to my guard. 

Pro. So Dolabella, 

It shall content me best : be gentle to her.— 

To Csesar I will speak what you shall please, 

[yo Cleopatra. 

If you’ll employ me to him. 

Cleo. Say, I would die. 

Proculeius, and Soldiers, 

Dol. Most noble empress, you have heard of me ? 


Cleo. I cannot tell. 

Dot. ^ ^ Assuredly, you know me. 

Cleo. Nomatter, sir, what I have heard, or knowm. 
You laugh, when boys, or women, tell their dreams ; 
Is’t not your trick } 

■Do/. I understand not, madam, 

Cleo. I dream’d, there was an emperor Antony;-— 
O, such another sleep, that I might see 
But such another man ! 

Do/. ^ ■ If it might please you, — 

Cleo. His face w^as as the heavens : and therein 
stuck 

A sun, and moon ; which kept their course, and 
The little O, the earth. [lighted 

Do/. Most sovereign creature, 

Cko. His legs bestrid the ocean ; his rear’d arm 
Crested the world : his voice was propertied 
As all the timed spheres, and that to friends ; 

But when he meant to quail and shake the orb, 

He was as rattling thunder. For his bounty, 
There was no winter in’t ; an autilhin ’twas, 

That grew the more by reaping : His delights 
Were dolphin-like ; they sliow’d his back above 
The element they liv’d in : In his livery 
Walk’d crowns, and crowmets ; realms and islands 
As plates dropp’d from his pocket. [were 

Do/. ^ Cleopatra,— 

Cleo. Think you, there was, or might be such a 
As this I dream’d of? [man 

Do/. Gentle madam, no. 

Cleo. You lie, up to the hearing of the gods. 
But, if there be, or ever were one such, 

It’s past the size of dreaming : Nature wants stufl 
To vie strange forms with fancy ; yet, to imagine 
An Antony, were nature’s piece ’gainst fancy, 
Condemning shadows quite. 

Do/. Hear me, good madam : 

Your loss is as yourself, great ; and you bear it 
As answering to the weight : ’Would I might never 
O’ertake pursu’d success, but I do feel, 

By the rebound of yours, a grief that shoots 
My very heart at root. 

Cleo. I thank you, sir. 

Know you, what Csesar means to do with me ? 

Dol. I am loath to tell you what I would you 
Cieo. Nay, pray ydu, sir, — [knew. 

Dol. Though he be honourable, — 

Cleo. He’ll lead me then in triumph } 

Dol. Madam, he will ; 

I know it. 

Within. Make way there, — Csesar. 

. Enter Cjssar, Gallus, Proculeius, Mec.*f;nas, Seleijcus, 
and Attendants. 

Cms. Which is the queen 

Of Egypt? 

Dol. ’Tis the emperor, madam. 

[ClBORATRA /CW fCi.?. 

Cws. Arise,. . * ■ 

You shall not kneel — 

I pray you, rise ; rise, Egypt. 

Cleo. Sir, the gods 

Will have it thus ; my master and my lord 
I must obey. 

CcBs. Take to you no hard thoughts ; 

The record of what injuries you did us, 

Though written in our flesh, we shall remember 
As things but done by chance. 

Cleo. Sole sir o’the world, 

I cannot project mine own cause so well 
To make it clear ; but do confess. I have 



.SCENE il. 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA. 


E^sen laden mth like frailties, whicli before 

ilave oiten sliai;ii’'d our sex. 

^ i 1 Cleopatra, know, 

We will extenuate rather than enforce • 
yourself to onr intents, 

A yo^sliallfind 

A beneht in this change ; but if yon seek 
1 o lay on me a cruelty, by taking 
Antony's course, you shall bereave yourself 
P^^Poses, and put your children 
To that destruction which I'll guard them from, 
ff thereon you rely. FJl take my leave. 

€/co. And may, through all the world: ’tis yours • 
and we ^ > 

Your 'scutcheons, and ypnr signs of conquest, shall 
Mang in m^^at place yon please. Here, my good 

^ Cleopatra. 

This IS the brief of money, plate, and jewels, 

1 am possess d of : tis exactly valued ; 

Not petty things admitted.—Where's Seleucus .?> 
ofil. Here, madam. 

Cleo. This is my treasurer ; let him speak, my 
Upon hiyeril, that I have reserv’d [lord. 

Speak the truth, Seleucus. 


To myself nothing. 

Sel. Madam. 

I had rather seel my lips, than, to my peril, 

Speak that which is not. 

^ "What have I kept back ? 

&eL hnough to purchase what you have made 
known. 

C«s. Nay, blush not, Cleopatra j I approve 

Your Wisdom in the deed. ^ 

„ See, Csesar! 0, behold, 

How pomp IS follow’d ! mine will now be yours : 
And,_ should we shift estates, yours would be mine. 
The ingratitude of this Seleucus does 
Even make me wild : O slave, of no more trust 
Than love that's hir’d ! — ^What, goest thou back ^ 
thou shalt 

Go back, I warrant thee ; hut I’ll catch thine eyes, 
Though they had wings : Slave, soul-less villain, 

0 rarely base! [dogi 

queen, let us entreat you. 

_ O Caesar, what a wounding shame is this : 
inat thou vouchsafing here to visit me, 

Hoing the honour of thy lordHness 

To one so meek, that mine own servant should 

1 arcel the sum of my disgraces by 
Addition of his envy I Say, good Caesar, 

Ihat 1 some lady trifles have reserv’d, 

Immoment toys, things of such dignity 

As we greet modern friends withal ; and say, 
feome nobler token I have kept apart 
For Li via, and Octavia, to induce 
Their mediation ; must I be unfolded 
With one that I have bred.? The gods ! It smites 
me 

Beneath the fall I have. Pr’ytliee, go hence ; 

^ T X. n ^ T . [TdSbmucus. 

Ur 1 snail show the cinders of my spiifits 

Through the ashes of my chance Wert thou a 
Ihou would’st have mercy on me. [man, 

Forbear, Seleucus. 

lExit Seleucus. 

Cko. Be it known, that we, the greatest, are 
misthought 

For things that others do ; and, when we fall, 

V\ e answer others’ merits in our name, 

Are therefore to be pitied. 


Cleopatra, 

Put we 1 the roll ot conquest : still be it yours^ ' 
Bestow It at your pleasure j gnd believe, 

Cmsar s no merchant, to make prize with you 
Of things that merchants sold. Therefore be cheer’d • 
Make not your thoughts your prisons : no, dear 
queen ; / 

For we intend so to dispose you, as 
Yourself shall give us counsel. Feed, and sleep : 
Our care and pity is so much upon you, 
lhat we remain your friend ; And so adieu. 

Cko. My master, and my lord ! 

Not so : Adieu. 
„ CEsseunt Cjesar, and Ms Train. 

Cleo. tie words me, girls, he words me, that I 
should not 

Be noble to myself : but bark thee, Charmian. 

r Ti- • V Charaiian. 

Ims. Finish, good lady ; the bright day is done. 
And we are for the dark. • 

T again : 

1 have spoke already, and it is provided ; 

Go, put it to the haste. 

Madam, I will. 

Re-enter Dolabella. 

Dol. Where is the queen ? 

Behold, sir. lExit Charmian. 
Ayr 1 Holabella .? 

thereto sworn by your command, 
Which my love makes religion to obey, 

I tell you this : Csesar through Syria 
^tends his journey ; and, within three days, 

You with your children will he send before • 

Make your best use of this : I have perform’d 
Your pleasure, and my promise. 

T . Dolahella, 

1 shall remain your debtor. 

. , I your servant. 

Adieu, good queen ; I must attend on Csesar. 

Cleo. Farewell, and thanks. [Exit Dol.] Now 
Iras, what tliink’st thou .? * 

Th^, an Egyptian puppet, shalt be shown 
In Rome, as well as I ; mechanic slaves 
With greasy aprons, rules, and hammers, shall 
Uplift us to the view ; in their thick breaths, 

Rank of gross diet, shall we be enclouded, 

And forc’d to drink their vapour. 

XT , . forbid J 

' V tis most certain, Iras : Saucvlictors 
Will catch at us, like strumpets ; and scald rhymers 
BaUad us out o’tune: the quick comedians 
Extemporally will stage us, and present 
Our Alexandrian revels ; Antony 
ShaU be brought drunken forth, and I shall see 
Some squeaking Cleopatra boy my greatness 
I’ the posture of a whore. 

O the good gods { 

Cleo. Nay, that is certain. 

Iras. I’ll never see it ; for, I am sure, my nails 
Are stronger than mine eyes. 

rp V . that’s the way 

10 tool their preparation, and to conquer 

Their most absurd intents Now, Charmian .? - 

Enter 

Show me, my women, like a queen ; — Go fetch 
My best attires ; — am again for Cydnus, 

To meet Mark Antony: — Sirrah, Iras, go. 

Now, noble Charmian, we’ll despatch indeed : 

3 B 



And, when thon hast done this chare, Fll give 
thee leave 

To play till dooms-day. — Bring oar crown and all. 
Wherefore^ s this noise ? 

[Exit IiiAS. A noise iviVim. 

Enter one of the Guard. 

Guard. Here is a rural fellow, 

That will not be denied your highness’ presence ? 
He brings yon figs. 

Cleo. Let him come in. How poor an instrument 

[Exit Guard. 

May do a noble deed ! he brings me liberty. 

My resolution’s plac’d, and I have nothing 
Of woman in me : Now from head to foot 
I am marble-constant : now the fleeting moon 
No planet is of mine. 

Re-enter Guard, with a Clown bringing a basket. 

Guard. This is the man. 

Cleo. Avoid, and leave him. [Exit Guard. 

Hast thou the pretty worm of Nilus there, 

That kills and pains not ? 

Clown. Truly I have him ; but I would not be 
the party that should desire you to touch him, for 
his biting is immortal ; those that do die of it, do 
seldom or never recover. 

Cleo. Remeraber’st thou any that have died on’t ? 

Clown. Very many, men and women too. I heard 
of one of them no longer than yesterday : a very 
honest woman, but something given to lie ; as a 
woman should not do, but in the way of honesty : 
how she died of the biting of it, what pain she felt, 

■ — ^Truly, she makes a very good report o’ the 
worm : But he that will believe all that they say, 
shall never be saved by half that they do : But this 
is most fallible, the worm’s an odd worm. 

Cleo. Get thee hence ; farewell. 

Clo%m. I wish you all joy of the worm. 

Cleo. Farewell. [Clowm sets dotmi the basket. 

Clown. You must think this, look you, that the 
worm will do his kind. 

Cleo. Ay, ay ; farewell. 

Clown. Look you, the worm is not to be trusted, 
but in the keeping of wise people : for, indeed, 
there is no goodness in the worm. 

Cleo. Take thou no care ; it shall he heeded. 

Clown. Very good ; give it nothing, I pray you, 
for it is not worth the feeding. 

Cleo. Will it eat me ? 

Clown. You must not think I am so simple, but 
I know the devil himself will not eat a woman : I 
know that a woman is a dish for the gods, if the 
devil dress her not. But, truly, these same whore- 
son devils do the gods great harm in their women ; 
for in every ten that they make, the devils mar 
five. 

Cleo. Well, get thee gone ; farewell. 

Clown. Yes, forsooth; I wish you joy of the 
worm. [Exit, 

Re-enter Iras, with a robe^ crowns 

Cleo. Give me my robe, put on my crown ; I 
have 

Immortal longings in me : Now no more 
The juice of Egypt’s grape shsdl moist this lip : — 
Yare, yare, good Iras ; quick. — Methinks, I hear 
Antony call ; I see him rouse himself 
To praise my noble act ; I hear him mock 
The luck of Csesar, which the gods give men 
To excuse their after wrath : Husband, I come ; 
Now to that name my courage prove my title I 


I am lire, and air : my other elements 
I give to baser life. — So, — have you done } 

Come then, and take the last warmth of my lips. 
Farewell, kind Charmian ; — Iras, long farewell. 

[Kisses them. Jrab falls a7id dies. 
Have I the aspiek in my lips ? Dost fall ? 

If thou and nature can so gently part, 

The stroke of death is as a lover’s pinch, 

Wliicli hurts, and is desir’d. Dost thou lie still ? 
If thus thon vanishest, thou teU’st the world 
It is not worth leave-taking. 

Char. Dissolve, thick cloud, and rain ; that I 
may say, 

The gods themselves do weep ! 

Cleo. This proves me base : 

If she first meet the curled Antony, 

He’ll make demand of her ; and spend that kiss, 
Which is my heaven to have. Come, mortal 
wretch, 

[To the asp, U'hich she, applies to Jut breasK 
With thy sharp teeth this knot intrinsicate 
Of life at once untie : poor venomous fool, 

Be angry, and despatch. O, coiild’st thou speak! 
That I might hear thee call great Caesar, ass 
Unpolicied ! 

Char. 0 eastern star ! 

Cleo. Peace, peace ! 

Dost thou not see my baby at my breast. 

That sucks the nurse asleep ? 

Char. O, break ! O, break! 

Cleo. As sweet as balm, as soft as air, as gen- 
tle, — 

0 Antony ! — Nay, I will take thee too : — 

[Applging another asp to her arm. 
What should I stay — [Falls on a bed, and dies. 

Char. Ill this wide world So, fare thee 
well. — 

Now boast thee, death ! in thy possession lies 
A lass unparallel’d. — Downy windows, close ; 

And golden Phoibus never be beheld 
Of eyes again so royal ! Your crown’s awry ; 

I’ll mend it, and then play. 

Enter the Guard, rushing in. 

1 Guan'd. Where is the queen ? 

Char. Speak softly, wake her not. 

1 Guard. Cjesar hath sent — 

Chat. Too slow a messenger. 

[Applies the asp. 

0, come ; apace, despatch : I partly feel thee. 

1 Guard. Approach, ho! All’s not well : Caesar’s 

beguil’d. 

2 Guard, There’s Dolahella sentfrom Csesar ; — 

call him. 

1 Guard. What work is here? — Charmian, is 

this well done ? 

Char. It is well done, and fitting for a princess 
Descended of so many royal kings. 

Ah, soldier ! [Eies. 

Enter DoLAnEnnA. 

Eol. How goes it here ? 

2 Guard. All dead. 

Eol. Ceesar, thy thoughts 

Touch their cflects in this : Thysell’ art coming 
To see perform’d the dreaded act, which thou 
So sought’ st to hinder. 

Within. A ivay there, a way for Caesar I 

Enter C/'ESab and Attendants. 

Eol O, sir, you are too sure an augurer ; 

That you did fear, is done* 


ANTONY AND 


CLEOPATRA. 


ACT V. 



SCENE ri« 


ANTONY AND CLEOPATRA, 


oi 1 nM . Bravest at the last : 

ievdl cl at our purposes, and,, beiuff royal, 
look lior own way. — The manner of their deaths ^ 
i cio not see them bleed. 

^ui _ Who was last witli them ? 

1 Guard. A simple countiyman, that brought 

her hgs. 

This was his basket. 
i Qimrd. 

Tills Cliarmian lived hut now 
spake : 

I found her trimming up the diadem 
On her dead mistress ; tremblingly she stood, 

And on the sudden dropp’d. 

1 IT ^oble weakness ! — 

A they had swallow’d poison, ’twonld appear 
hj external swelling : but she looks like sleep 
As she would catoh another Antony 
iu her strong toil of grace. 

Here, on her breast. 


Poison’d then. 

O Caesar, 
she stood, and 


There IS a vent of blood, and something blowm : 

The like is on her arm, 

1 Guard, This is an aspick’s trail : and these 
; ng-leaves 

TTnIn i leaves 

Upon the caves of Nile. 

Thfrf; 7 1 . Most probable, 

^ Phsician tells me, 

hhe hath pursu d conclusions infinite 
Of easy ways to die.-~~Take up her bed ; 

monument 

She shall be buried by her Antony : 

No grave upon the earth shall clip in it 

make them ; and their story is j 
No less in pity, than his glory, which 
Brought them to be lamented. Our army shaB, 

In solemn show, attend this funeral ; 

And then to Rome — Come, Dolabella, see 
High order m tliis great solemnity. lExeunt. | 


CYMBELINE 



PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


Cymbeline, King of Brito, in, 

C1.0TE.Y, Son to the Queen hy a former Husband. 
Leonatus Fosthuiuu!5, a Gentleman, Jhishand to 
Imogen. 

Belabtus, a banished Lord, disguised under the name 

0/.M0BGAN. 

' Sons to Cymbeiank, disguised under the 
names of I’olydoee and Cadwal, 
supposed Sons to Beeabius. 
ntixAEio, Friend io Posthu.ius, V naUans. 

Iachimo, Friend io Philario, j 
A French Gentleman, Friend to Philario. 

Caius Lucius, General of the Roman Forces. 

A Homan Captain. 


GutDERIUS; 

Abviragus. 


LVIORGAN. 

BRIUS, J 
BAGUS, I 


Two British Ciipiains. 

PrsANio, Se era Jit to Posthumtjs. 

CoRNELins, a PJtysieiait. 

Two Gentlemen. 

Two Gaolers. 

Queen, irz/i; ifo CvMBKi, INK. 

Imogen, Daughter to Cy.mheline by a former Qiucn. 

Helen, Woman to (aiogkn. 

Lords, Ladic.s, Homan Senators, Tribunes, Apparitions, 
a Soothsayer, a Hutch CieutUsman, a Si:)anish Gentle- 
man, Musicians, Oflieers, (Japtains, Soldiers, Mes- 
sengers, and other Attendants. 


SCENE, — Sometimes in Britain ; sometimes in Italy. 


ACT I. 


2 Gent. What’s his name, and birth? 

1 Gent. I cannot delve him to the root : His 

father 

Was call’d Sicilins, who did join his honour, 
Against the Romans, with Cassibelah ; 

But had his titles by Tenantins, whom 
He serv’d with glory and admir’d success : 

So gain’d the sur-addition, Leonatus : 

And had, besides this gentleman in question, 

Two other sons, who, in the wars o’ the time, 

Died with their swords in hand ; for which, their 
father 

(Then old and fond of issue,) took such sorrow. 
That he quit being ; and his gentle lady. 

Big of this gentleman, our theme, deceas’d 
As he was born. The king, he takes the babe 
To his protection ; calls him Posthnmus ; 

Breeds him, and makes him of his bed-chamber : 
Puts him to all the learnings that his time 
Could make him the receiver of ; which he took, 
As we do air, fast as ’twas minister’d ; and 
In his spring became a harvest : Liv’d in court, 
(Which rare it is to do,) most prais’d, most lov’d; 
A sample to the youngest ; to the more mature, 

A glass that feated them ; and to the graver, 

A child that guided dotards : to his mistress, 

For whom he now is banish’d, — her own price 
Proclaims how she esteem’d him and his virtue ; 
By her election may be truly read, 

What kind of man he is. 

2 Gent. I honour him 

Even out of your report. But, ’pray you, tell me, 
Is she sole child to the king ? 

1 Ge7it. His only child. 

He had two sons, (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it,) the eldest of them at three years old, 

1’ the swathing clothes the other, from their nursery 
Were stolen ; and to this hour no guess in know- 
Which way they went, [ledge 


SCENE I. — Britain. The Garden behind 

Cymbelvne' s Palace. 


Enter Two Gentlemen. 


1 Gent. You do not meet a man, but frowns : 

our bloods 

No more obey the heavens, than our courtiers ; 
Still seem, as does the king’s. 

2 Gent. But what’s the matter ? 

1 Gent His daughter, and the heir of his king- 

dom, whom 

He purpos’d to his wife’s sole son, (a widow, 

That late he married,) hath referr’d herself 
Unto a poor, but worthy, gentleman : She’s wedded ; 
Her husband banish'd ; she imprison’d : all 
Is outward sorrow ; though, I think, the king 
Be touch’d at very heart. 

2 Gent. None but the king ? 

1 Gemt. He, that hath lost her, too : so is the 

queen, 

That most desir’d the match : But not a courtier, 
Although they wear their faces to the bent 
Of the king’s looks, hath a heart that is not 
Glad at the thing they scowl at. 

2 Gent. And vrhy so ? 

1 Gent. He that hath miss’d the princess, is a 

thing 

Too had for bad report : and he that hath her, 

(I mean, that married her,--*alack, good man !— 
And therefore banish’d,) is a creature such 
As, to seek through the regions of the earth 
For one his like, there would be something failing 
In him that should compare. I do not think, 

So fair an outward, and such stuff within, 

Endows a man but he. 

2 Gent. You speak him far. 

1 Gent. I do extend him, sir, within himself; 
Crush him together, rather than unfold 
Plis measure duly. 


I 

i 



SCENE II. 


CYMBELINE. 


2 Gent, How long is this ago ? 

1 Gent, Some twenty years. 

2 Gent, That a king’s childi*en should be so 

convey’d! 

So slackly guarded ! And the search so slow, 

That could not trace them ! 

1 Gent, Howsoe’er ’tis strange, 

Or that the negligence may w'ell be laugh’d at, 

Yet is it true, sir. 

2 Gent, I do well believe you. 

1 Gent. We must forbear : Here comes the 
queen, and princess. \_Eweimt 


SCENE II. — The same. 

Enter the Queen, Posthumus, mid Imogen, 

Queen. No, be assur’d, you shall not find me, 
daughter, 

After the slander of most step-mothers, 

Evil-eyed unto you : you are my prisoner, but 
Your gaoler shall deliver you the keys 
That lock up your restraint. For you, Posthfimus, 
So soon as I can win the offended king, 

I will be known your advocate : marry, yet 
The fire of rage is in him ; and ’twere good, 

You loan’d unto his sentence, with what patience 
Your wisdom may inform you. 

Post. Please your highness, 

I will from hence to-day. 

Queen. You know the peril : — 

I’ll fetch a turn about the garden, pitying 
The pangs of barr’d afiections ; though the king 
Hath charg’d you should not speak together. 

iEsoit Queen. 

Imo, O 

Dissembling courtesy ! How fine this tyi'ant 
Can tickle where she wounds ! — My dearest hus- 
band, 

I something fear my father’s wrath ; but nothing, 

(Always reserv’d my holy duty,) what 

His rage can do on me : You must be gone ; 

And I shall here abide the hourly shot 
Of angry eyes ; not comforted to live, 

But that there is this jewel in the world, 

That I may see again. 

Post. My queen ! my mistress I 
O, lady, weep no more ; lest I give cause 
To be suspected of more tenderness 
Than doth become a man ! I will remain 
The ioyal’st husband that did e’er plight troth. 

My residence in Rome, at one Philario’s ; 

Who to my father was a friend, to me 
Known but by letter : thither write, my queen, 
And wdth mine eyes, I’ll drink the words you send. 
Though ink be made of gall 

Re-enter Queen. 

Qtteen, Be brief, I pray you ; 

If the king come, I shall incur I know not 
How much of his displeasure : Yet I’ll move him 

iAside, 

To walk this way : I never do him wrong, 

But he does buy my injuries, to be friends ; 

Pays dear for my offences. lExU. 

Post. Should we be taking leave 

As long a term as yet we have to live, 

The loathness to depart would grow : Adieu ! 

Imo. Nay, stay a little ; 

Were you but riding forth to air yourself, 


Such parting were too petty. Look here, love ; 
This diamond was my mother’s : take it, heart ; 
But keep it till you woo another wife, 

When Imogen is dead. 

Post. How 1 how ! another ? — 

You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 

And sear up my emhracements from a next 
With bonds of death ! — Remain thou here 

iFiitting on the ring. 
While sense can keep it on ! And sweetest, fairest, 
As I my poor seif did exchange for you, 

To your so infinite loss ; so, in our trifles 
I still win of you : For my sake, wear this ; 
it is a manacle of love ; I’ll place it 
Upon this fairest prisoner. 

[FutUng a "bracelet on her a7'm. 
Imo. O, the gods 1 

When shall we see again ? 

JSnier Cvmbelinb Lords. 

Post, Alack, the king ’ 

€ym. Thou basest thing, avoid ! hence, from my 
sight ! 

If, after this command, thou fraught the court 
With thy unworthiness, thou diest : Away 1 
Thou art poison to my blood. 

Post. The gods protect you ! 

And bless the good remainders of the court ; 

I am gone. [Exit, 

Imo. There cannot be a pinch in death 
More sharp than this is. 

Ct/m. O disloyal thing, 

That should' st repair my youth ; thou heapest 
A year’s age ou me i 
Imo. I beseech you, sir, 

Harm not yourself with your vexation ; I 
Am senseless of your wrath ; a touch more rare 
Subdues all pangs, all fears. 

Cgm. Past grace ? obedience ? 

Imo. Past hope, and in despair ; that way, past 
grace. 

Cpm. That might’ st have had the sole son of my 
queen! 

Imo. O bless’ d, that I might not! I chose an 
And did avoid a puttock. [eagle, 

Cym. Thou took’st a beggar ; would’st have 
made my throne 
A seat for baseness. 

Imo. No; I rather added 

A lustre to it. 

Cym. O thou vile one ! 

Imo. Sir, 

It is your fault that I have lov’d Posthumus : 

You bred him as my playfellow ; and he is 
A man, worth any woman ; overbuys me 
Almost the sum he pays. 

Cym. What ! — art thou mad ? 

Imo. Almost, sir: Heaven restore me 1 — ’Would 
I were 

A neat-herd’s daughter ! and my Leonatus 
Our neighbour shepherd’s son ! 

Re-enter Queen. 

Cym. Thou foolish thing ! — 

They were again together : You have done 

[To the Queen 

Not after our command. Away with her, 

And pen her up. 

Queen. ’Beseech your patience : — Peace, 

Doar lady daughter, peace ; — Sweet sovereign, 
Leave us to ourselves ; and make yourself some 
Out of your best advice. [comfort 




CYMBELINE. 


ACT I. 


Cym, Nay, let her languish 

A drop of blood a day ; and, being aged^ 

Die of this folly 1 \_Exit. 

Enter Pisanio. 

Queen. Fye ! — you must give way : 

Here is your servant. — How now, sir? What 
news ? 

Pis. My lord your son drew on my master. 
Queen. Ha 1 

No harm, I trust, is done ? 

Pis. There might have been. 

But tliat my master rather play’d than fought, 

And had no help of anger : they were parted 
By gentlemen at hand. 

Queen. I am very glad on’t. 

hm. Your son’s my father’s friend ; he takes 
his part. — 

To draw upon an exile! — 0 brave sir ! — 

I would they were in Afric both together ; 

Myself by with a needle, that I might prick 
The goer back. — ^Why came you from your master ? 

Pis. On his command : he would not suifer me 
To bring him to the haven : left these notes 
Of what commands I should be subject to. 

When it pleas’d you to employ me. 

Queen. This hath been 

Your faithful servant ; I dare lay mine honour, 

He will remain so. 

Pis. I humbly thank your highness. 

Queen. Pray, Tvalk a while. 
l 7 no. About some half hour hence, 

I pray you, spdak with me : you shall, at least, 

Go see my lord aboard : for this time, leave me. 

lExeunt 


SCENE IlL—^ public Place. 

Enter Cloten mi4 Two Lords. 

1 Lord. Sir, I would advise you to shift a shirt ; 
the violence of action hath made you reek as a 
sacrifice : Where air comes out, air comes in : there’s 
none abroad so wholesome as that you vent. 

Clo. If my shirt were bloody, then to shift it — 
Plave I hurt him ? 

2 Lord. No, faith ; not so much as his patience. 

lAside. 

1 Lord. Hurt him? His body’s a passable car- 
cass, if he be not hurt : it is a thoroughfare for 
steel, if it be not hurt. 

2 Lord. His steel was in debt : it went o’the back 

side the town. lAside. 

Clo. The villain would not stand me. 

2 Loo'd. No ; but he fled forward still, toward 
your face. CAside. 

1 Lord. Stand you I You have land enough of 
your own : but he added to your having ; gave you 
some ground. 

2 Lord. As many inches as you have oceans : 

Puppies I lAskle. 

Clo. 1 would, they had not come between us. 

2 Lord. So would I, till you had measured how 
long a fool you were upon the ground. lAside. 

Clo. And that she should love this fellow, and 
refuse me ! 

‘2 Lord. If it be a sin to make a true election, 
she is damned. lAslde. 

I Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her beauty 
and her brain go not together : She’s a good sign, 
but I have seen small reflection of her wit. 


2 Lord. She shines not upon fools, lest the re- 
flection should hurt her. 

Clo. Come, I’ll to my chamber: ’Would there 
had been some hurt done ! 

2 Lord. I wish not so ; unless it had been the 
fall of an ass, wiiicli is no great hurt. foiA'nte. 

Clo. You’ll go with us ? 

1 Lord. I’ll attend your lordship. 

Clo. Nay, come, let’s go together, 

2 Lord. Well, my lord. 


SCENE IV. — A Room in Cymbeline’s Palace. 
Enter Imogisn and Pisanio. 

Imo. I would thou grew’st unto the shores o’tlie 
haven, 

And questioned’st every sail : if he should write, 
And I not have it, ’twere a paper lost, 

As offer’d mercy is. What was the last 
That he spake to thee ? 

Lie. ’Twas, His queen, his queen ! 

Imo. Then wav’d Ms handkerchief ? 

Ris. And kiss’d it, madam. 

Imo. Senseless linen ! happier therein than 1 1 — 
And that was all ? 

Pis. No, madam ; for so long 

As he could make me witli this eye or ear 
Distingnisli him from others, he^did keep 
The deck, with glove, or hat, or handkerchief, 

Still waving, as the fits and stirs of his mind 
Could best express how slow his soul sail’d on, 
Plow swift his ship. 

Imo. Thou should’ st have made him 

As little as a crow, or less, ere left 
To after- eye him. 

Pis. Madam, so I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine eye-strings ; 
crack’d them, hut 

To look upon him ; till the diminution 
Of space had pointed him sharp as my needle : 
Nay, follow^’d him, till he had melted from 
The smallness of a gnat to air ; and then 
Have turn’d mine eye, and wept. — But, good 
Pisanio, 

When shall we hear from him ? 

Pis. Be assur’d, madam. 

With his next vantage. 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Most pretty things to say : ere I could tell him, 
Plow I would think on liim, at certain hours, 

Such thoughts, and such ; or 1 could make him 
The shes of Italy should not betray [swear 

Mine interest, and his honour ; or have charg’d 
him, 

At the sixth hour of morn, at noon, at midnight, 
To encounter me with orisons, for then 
I am in heaven for him ; or ere I could 
Give him that parting kiss, which I had set 
Betwixt tw'O charming words, comes in my father > 
And, like the tyrannous breathing of the north, 
Shakes all our buds from growing. 

Enter a Lady. 

Lady. The queen, madam, 

Desires your highness’ company. 

Imo. Those things I bid you do, get them 
despatch ’ d.-— 

1 will attend the queen. 

Pis. Madam, I shall. iExeunt 
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SCENE V. — Rome. An Apartment in ' Phi- 
lari o’ s House. 

Enter Pkilario, Iachimo, a Freneliman, a Dutchman, 
and a Spaniard. 

Jaok Believe it, sir : I have seen him in Britain : 
he was then of a crescent note ; expected to prove 
so worthy, as since he hath been allowed the name 
of: but I could then have looked on him without 
the help of admiration ; though the catalogue of 
his endowments had been tabled by his side, and I 
to peruse him by items. 

Phi. You speak of him when he was less fur- 
nished, than now he is, with that which makes 
him both without and within. 

French. I have seen him in France : we had 
very many there, could behold the sun with as firm 
eyes as he. 

lack. This matter of marryinghis king’s daugh- 
ter, (wherein he must be weighed rather by her 
value, than his own,) words him, I doubt not, a 
great deal from the matter. 

French. And then his banishment ; 

Jack. Ay, and the approbation of those, . that 
weep this lamentable divorce, under her colours, 
are wonderfully to extend him ; be it but to fortify 
her judgment, which else an easy battery might 
lay fiat, for taking a beggar without more quality. 
But how comes it, he is to sojourn with you? 
How creeps acquaintance } 

PM. His father and I were soldiers together ; 
to whom I have been often bound for no less than 
my life 

Enter Posthumus. 

Here comes the Briton : Let him be so entertained 
amongst you, as suits, with gentlemen of your 
knowing, to a stranger of his quality. — I beseech 
you all, be better known to this gentleman ; whom 
I commend to you, as a noble friend of mine : 
How worthy he is, I will leave to appear hereafter, 
rather than story him in his own hearing. 

French. Sir, we have known together in Or- 
leans. 

Post. Since when I have been debtor to you for 
courtesies, which I will be ever to pay, and yet pay 
still. 

French. Sir, you o’er-rate my poor kindness; I 
was glad I did atone my countryman and you; it 
had been pity, you should have been put together 
with so mortal a purpose, as then each bore, upon 
importance of so slight and trivial a nature. 

Post. By your pardon, sir, I was then a young 
traveller : rather shunned to go even with what I 
heard, than in my every action to be guided by 
others’ experiences ; but, upon my mended judg- 
ment, (if I offend not to say it is mended,) my 
quarrel was not altogether slight. 

French. ’Faith, yes, to be put to the arbitrement 
of swords ; and by such two, that would, by all 
likelihood, have confounded one the other, or have 
fallen both. 

lack. Can we, with manners, ask what was the 
difference ? 

French. Safely, I think : ’twas a contention in 
public, which may, v/ithout contradiction, suffer 
the report. It was much like an argument that fell 
out last night, where each of us fell in praise of our 
country mistresses : This- gentleman at that time 
vouching, (and upon warrant of bloody affirmation,) 
his to be more fair, virtuous, wise, chaste, constant- 


qualified, and less attemptible, than any the rarest 
of our ladies in France. 

lack. That lady is not now living; or this gentle- 
man’s opinion, by this, worn oat. 

Post. She holds her virtue still, and I my mind. 

, lach. You must not so far prefer her ’fore ours 
of Italy. 

I Post. Being so far provoked as I w^as in France, 
I would abate her nothing ; though I profess myself 
; her adorer, not her friend. 

lack. As fair, and as good, (a kind of hand-in- 
hand comparison,) had been something too fair, and 
too good, for any lady in Brittany. If she went be- 
fore others I have seen, as that diamond of yours 
out-lustres many I have beheld, I could not but 
believe she excelled many : but I have not seen the 
most precious diamond that is, nor you the lady. 

Post. I praised her as I rated her : so do I my 
stone. 

lack. What do. you esteem it at ? 

Post. More than the world enjoys. 
lack. Either your unparagoned mistress is dead, 
or she’s outprized by a trifle. 

Post. You are mistaken : the one may be sold, 
or given ; if there were wealth enough for the pur- 
chase, or merit for the gift: the other is not a 
thing for sale, and only the gift of the gods. 

Jach. Which the gods have given you ^ 

Post. Which, by their graces, I will keep. 
lack. You may wear her in title yours : but, you 
know, strange fowl light upon neighbouring ponds. 
Your ring may be stolen too : so, of your brace of 
unprizeable estimations, the one is but frail, and 
the other casual ; a cunning thief, or a that- way- 
accomplished courtier, would hazard the winning 
both of first and last. 

Post. Your Italy contains none so accomplished 
a com’tier, to convince the honour of my mistress ; 
if, in the holding or loss of that, you term her frail. 

I do nothing doubt, you have store of thieves: 
notwithstanding Lfear not my ring. 

Phi. Let us leave here, gentlemen. 

Post. Sir, with aU my heart. This worthy signior, 

I thank him, makes no stranger of me; we are 
familiar at first. 

lack. With five times so much conversation, I 
should get ground of your fair mistress : make her 
go back, even to the yielding ; had I admittance, 
and opportunity to friend. 

Post. No, no. 

Tack. I dare, thereupon, pawn the moiety of my 
estate to your ring ; which, in my opinion, o’er- 
.values it something : But I make my wager rather 
against your confidence, than her reputation : and, 
to bar your offence herein too, I durst attempt it 
against any lady in the world. 

Post. You are a great deal abused in too bold a 
persuasion ; and I doubt not you sustain what 
you’re worthy of, by your attempt. 

/«cA. What’s that ? 

Post. A repulse : Though your attempt, as you 
call it, deserve more ; a punishment too. 

Phil Gentlemen, enough of this : it came in too 
suddenly ; let it die as it was born ; and, I pray you, 
be better acquainted. 

lack. ’Would I had put my estate, and my neigh- 
bour’s, on the approbation of what I have spoke. 
Post. What lady would you choose to assail ? 
lack. Yours ; whom in constancy, you think, 
stands so safe. I will lay you ten thousand ducats 
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to your ring, that, commend me to the court where 
your lady is, with no more advantage than the op- 
portunity of a second conference, and I will bring 
from thence that honour of hers, which you imagine 
so reserved. 

Post. I will wage against your gold, gold to it : 
my ring I hold dear as my finger ; ’tis part of it. 

lack. You are a friend, and therein the wiser. 
If you buy ladies' flesh at a million a dram, you 
cannot preserve it from tainting : But, I see you 
have some religion in you, that you fear. 

Post This is but a custom in your tongue ; you 
bear a graver purpose, I hope. 

lack. I am the master of my speeches ; and 
would undergo what's spoken, I swear. 

Post. Will you ? — I shall but lend my diamond 
till your return : — Let there be covenants drawm 
between us : My mistress exceeds in goodness the 
hugeness of your unworthy thinking : I dare you 
to this match : here’s my ring. 

Phi. I will have it no lay. 

lack. By the gods it is one : — If I bring you no 
sufficient testimony that I have enjoyed the dearest 
bodily part of your mistress, my ten thousand ducats 
are yours ; so is your diamond too. If I come off, 
and leave her in such honour as you have trust in, 
she your jewel, this your jewel, and my gold are 
yours 5 — provided, I have your commendation, for 
my more free entertainment. 

Post. I embrace these conditions ; let us have 
articles hetwdxt us:-— only, thus far you shall 
answer. If you make your voyage upon her, and 
give me directly to understand you have prevail’d, 
I am no further your enemy, she is not worth our 
debate : if she remain unseduced, (you not making 
it appear otherwise,) for your ill opinion, and the 
assault you have made to her chastity, you shall 
answer me with your sword. 

Inch. Your hand ; a covenant : We will have 
these things set downhy lawful counsel, and straight 
away for Britain ; lest the bargain should catch 
cold, and starve : I will fetch my gold, and have 
our two wagers recorded. 

Post. Agreed. lExeunt Postiiumus a?id Iachimo. 

French, WiU this hold, think you ? 

Phi. Signior Iachimo will not from it. Pray, 
let us follow ’em. [.Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. — Britain. A Room in Cymbb- 
line’s Palace. 

Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius. 

Queen. Whiles yet the dew’s on ground, gather 
those flowers ; 

Make haste : Who has the note of them ? 

1 Lady. I, madam. 

Queen. Despatch. [ExeuntL-aHieB. 

Now, master doctor *, have you brought those drugs ? 
Cor. Pleaseth your highness, ay : here they are, 
madam: [Presenting a small 

But I beseech your grace, (without offence ; 

My conscience bids me ask ;) wherefore you have 
Commanded of me these mostpoisonous compounds, 
Which ai*e the movers of a languishing death ; 

But, though slow, deadly ? 

Queen. I do wonder, doctor, 

Thou ask’st me such a question : Have I not been 


For my confections ? Having thus far proceeded, 
(Unless thou think’st me devilish,) is’t not meet 
That I did amplify my judgment in 
Other conclusions ? I will try the forces 
Of these thy compounds on such creatures as 
We count not wortli the hanging, (but none human,) 
To try the vigour of them, and apply 
Allayments to their act ; and by them gather 
Their several virtues, and effects. 

Cor, Your highness 

Shall from this practice but make hard your heart : 
Besides, the seeing these effects will be 
Both noisome and infectious. 

Queen. O, content thee.— 

Enter Pisan, ro. 

Here comes a flattering rascal ; upon him [[-lA’wie. 
Will I first work : he’s for his master, 

And enemy to my son. — How now, Pisanio ? — 
Doctor, your service for this time is ended ; 

Take your own way. 

Cor. I do suspect you, madam ; 

But you shall do no harm. 

Queen. Hark thee, a word. — 

[To Pisanio. 

Cor. [Aside.] I do not like her. She doth 
think, she has j 

Strange lingering poisons : I do know her spirit, ! 
And wall not trust one of her malice with j 

A drug of such damn’d nature : Those, she has, • 
Will stupify and dull the sense awliile : | 

Which first, perchance, she’ll prove on cats, and j 
Then afterward up higher ; but there is [dogs ; 
No danger in what show of death it makes, 

More than the locking up the spirits a time, 

To be more fresh, reviving. She is fool’d 
With a most false effect ; and I the truer, 

So to be false with her. 

Queen. No further service, doctor. 

Until I send for thee. 

Cor. I humbly take my leave. 

[ExiL 

Queen. Weeps she still, say’st thou? Dost thou 
think, in time 

She will not quench ; and let instructions enter 
W'here folly now ]K)ssesses ? Do thou work ; 

When thou shalt bring me word, she loves my son, 
ril tell thee, on the instant, thou art then 
As great as is thy master : greater ; for 
His fortunes all lie speechless, and his name 
Is at last gasp ; Return he cannot, nor 
Continue where he is : to shift his being, 

Is to exchange one misery with another ; 

And every day, that comes, comes to decay 
A day’s work in him : What shalt thou expect, 

' To be depender on a thing that leans ? 

' Who cannot be new built ; nor has no friends, 

' [The Queen drops a hox : Pisanio takes it vp. 

So much as but to prop him ? — Thou tak’st up I 
Thou know’st not what ; but take it for thy labour : 

It is a thing I made, which hath the king 
Five times redeem’d from death : I do not know 
What is more cordial : — Nay, I pr’ytliee, take it ; 

It is an earnest of a further good 
That I mean to thee. Tell thy mistress how 
The case stands with her ; do’t, as from thyself. 
Think what a chance thou changest on; but think 
Thou hast thy mistress still ; to boot, my son, ^ 
wi-^o shall take notice of thee : I’ll move the king 
any shape of thy preferment, such 
thou’lt desire ; and then myself, I chiefly, 
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That set tkee on to tMs desert, am bound 
To load thy merit richly. Call my women : 

Think on my words. [ExU Pisa..] — A sly and 
constant knave ; 

Not to be shak’d; the agent for Ids master ; 

And the remembrancer of her, to hold 
The hand last to her lord. — I have given him that, 
Which, if he take, shall quite unpeople her 
Of liegers for her sweet ; and w^ich she, after, 
Except she bend her humour, shall be assur’d 
Ec-mter Piranio and Ladies. 

To taste of too. — So, so ; — well done, well done : 
The violets, cowslips, and the primroses, 

Pear to my closet : — Fare thee well, Pisanio ; 
Think on my words. [,Exeunt CtUiSEN and Ladies. 

Pis, And shall do : 

Pnit when to my good lord I prove untrue, 

111 choke myself ; there’s all 111 do for you. 

lExit 

^ 

SCENE VIL — Another Room hi the same. 
Enter Imogen, 

Imo. A father cruel, and a step-dame false ; 

' A foolish suitor to a wedded lady, 

That hath her husband banish’d; — O, that hus- 
band! 

My supreme crowm of grief ! and those repeated 
Vexations of it I .Plad I been thief-stolen, 

As my two brothers, happy ! hut most miserable 
Is the desire that’s glorious : Blessed be those, 
How mean soe’er, that have their honest wills, 

I Which seasons comfort ^Who may this be ? Fye I 

Enter Pisanio and Iachimo. 

Pis. 3Tadam, a noble gentleman of Rome ; 
Comes from my lord with letters. 

lack. Change you, madam? 

The worthy Leonatus is in safety, 

And greets your highness dearly. [Presents a letter. 

Imo. Thanks, good sir : 

You are kindly welcome. 

lack. All of her, that is out of door, most rich ! 

[Aside. 

If she be furnish’d with a mind so rare. 

She is alone the Arabian bird ; and I 
Plave lost the wager. Boldness be my friend 1 
Arm me, audacity, from head to foot ! 

Or, like the Parthian, I shall flying fight ; 

Rather, directly fly. 

Imo. [Read.s.] lie is one of the noblest note., to 
whose kindnesses I am most infinitely tied. Refiecl 
upon him acoordingly, as you value your trmst 

Leonatus. 

So far I read aloud : 

But even the very middle of my heart 
Is warm’d by the rest, and takes it thankfully. 

You are as welcome, w^orthy sir, as I 
I-Iave words to bid you ; and shall find it so, 

In all that 1 can do. 

lach. Thanks, fairest lady. — 

What I are men mad ? Hath nature given them 
To see this vaulted arch, and the rich crop [eyes 
Of sea and land, which can distinguish ’twixt 
The fiery orbs above, and the twinii’d stones 
Upon the number’d beach ? and can we not 
Partition make with spectacles so precious 
’Twixt fair and foul ? 

Imo. What makes your admiration? 

laoh. It cannot be i’the eye ; for apes and 
monkeys, 


’Twixt two such shes, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mows the other ; Nor i’the judg- 
ment ; 

For idiots, in this case of favour, would 
Be wisely definite : Nor i’tlie appetite ; 

Sluttery, to such neat excellence oppos’d, 

Should make desire vomit emptiness, 

Not so allur’d to feed. 

Imo. "What is the matter, trow ? 
lack. The cloyed will, 

(That satiate yet unsatisfied desire, 

That tub both fill’d and running,) ravening first 
The lamb, longs after for the garbage. 

Imo. What, dear sir, 

Thus raps you ? Are you well ? 
lach. Thanks, madam ; well : — ’Beseech you, 
sir, desire [To Pisanio. 

My man’s abode where I did leave him : he 
Is strange and peevdsli. 

Pis. 1 w^as going, sir, 

To give him welcome. [Exit Pisanio. 

Imo. Continues well my lord? His health, 
’beseech you ? 
lach. Well, madam. 

Imo. Is he dispos’d to mirth ? I hope, he is. 
lach. Exceeding pleasant ; none a stranger there 
So merry and so gamesome : he is call’d 
The Briton reveller. 

Imo. When he was here, 

He did incline to sadness ; and oft-times 
Not knowing why. 

lach. I never saw him sad. 

There is a Frenchman his companion, one 
An eminent monsieur, that, it seems, much loves 
A Gallian girl at home : he furnaces 
The thick sighs from him ; whiles the jolly Briton 
(Your lord, I mean,) laughs from’s free lungs, 
cries, O ! 

Can my sides hold., to think, that man,— who knows 
By history, report, or his own proof, 

What woman is, y^a, what she cannot choose 
But must he, — will his free hours languish for 
Assured bondage 9 

Imo. Will my lord say so ? 

lach. Ay, madam ; with his eyes in flood with 
It is a recreation to be by, [laughter. 

And hear him mock the Frenchman : But, heavens 
Some men are much to blame. [know, 

Imo. Not he, I hope. 

lach. Not he : But yet heaven’s bounty towards 
him might 

Be us’d more thankfully. In himself, Tis much ; 
In you, — which I count his, beyond all talents, — 
Whilst I am hound to wonder, I am- bound 
To pity too. 

Iwo. What do you pity, sir ? 
lach. Two creatures, heartily. 

Imo. Am I one, sir ? 

You look on me ; What wreck discern you in me, 
Deserves your pity ? 

lack. Lamentable 1 What ! 

To hide me from the radiant sun, and solace 
I’the dungeon by a snuff ? 

Imo. I pray you, sir, 

Deliver with more openness your answers 
To my demands. Why do you pity me ? 
lach. That others do, 

I was about to say, enjoy your But 

It is an office of the gods to venge it, 

Not mine to speak on’ t. 
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Imo> You do seem to know 

Something of me, or what concerns me ; Tray you, 
(Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more 
Than to be sure they do : For certainties 
Either are past remedies ; or, timely knowing, 

The remedy then born,) discover to me 
What both you spur and stop. 

Jack, Had I this cheek. 

To bathe my lips upon ; this hand, wdiose touch, 
Whose every touch, wmuld force the feeler’s soul 
To the oath of loyalty ; this object, which 
Takes prisoner the wild motion of mine eye, 

Fixing it only here : should I (damn’d then,) 
Slaver with lips as common as the stairs 
That mount the Capitol ; join gripes with hands 
Made hard with hourly falsehood (falsehood, as 
With labour ;) then lie peeping in an eye, 

Base and unlustrous as the smoky light 
That’s fed with stinking tallow ; it were fit. 

That all the plagues of hell should at one time 
Encounter such revolt. 

Imo^ My lord, I fear, 

Has forgot Britain. 

lack. And himself. Not I, 

Inclin’d to this intelligence, pronounce 
The beggary of his change ; but ’tis your graces 
That, from my mutest conscience, to my tongue, 
Charms this report out. 

Jm.o. Let me hear no more. 

lack. O dearest soul ! your cause doth strike 
my heart 

With pity, that doth make me sick. A lady 
So fair, and fasten’d to an empery, 

Wouldmakethe great’st king double ! to be partner’d 
With tomboys, hir’d with that self-exhibition 
Which your own coffers yield I with diseas’d ven- 
tures, 

That play with all infirmities for gold 
Which rottenness can lend nature I such boil’d 
stuff. 

As well might poison poison ! reveng’d : 

Or she, that bore you, was no queen, and you 
Recoil from your great stock. 

Imo. Reveng’d! 

How should I be reveng’d ? If this he true, 

(As I have such a heart, that both mine ears 
Must not in haste abuse,) if it be true, 

How shall I be reveng’d? 

lack. Shoidd he make me 

Live like Diana’s priest, betwixt cold sheets ; 
Whiles he is vaulting variable ramps, 

In your despite, upon your purse ? Revenge it. 

I dedicate myself to your sweet pleasure ; 

More noble than that runagate to your bed ; 

And will continue fast to your affection, 

Still close, as sure. 

Imo. What ho, Pisanio ! 

lack. Let me my service tender on your lips. 
Imo, Aw^oyl — I do condemn mine ears, that 
have 

So long attended thee. — If thou wert honourable, 
Thou would’ st have told this tale for virtue, not 
For such an end thou seek’st ; as base, as strange. 
Thou wrong’ st a gentleman, who is as far 
From thy report, as thou from honour ; and 
Solicit’ st here a lady, that disdains 
Thee and the devil alike, — ^What, ho ! Pisanio ! — 
The king my father shall he made acquainted 
Of thy assault : if he shall think it fit, 

A saucy stranger, in his court, to mart 


As in a Romish stew, and to expound 
His beastly mind to us ; he hath a court 
He little cares for, and a daughter whom. 

He not respects at all. — ^Wliat ho, Pisanio ! — 
lach. O happy Leonatus ! I may say : 

The credit, that thy lady hath of tliee, 

Deserves thy trust ; and tliy most perfect goodness 
Her assur’d credit ! — Blessed live you long ! 

A lady to the worthiest sir, that ever 
Country call’d his! and you Ms mistress, only 
For the most worthiest fit ! Give me your pardon. 
I have spoke this, to know if your affiance 
Were deeply rooted ; and shall make your lord 
That which he is, new o’er : And he is one 
The truest manner’d ; such a lioly witch. 

That he enchants societies unto him ; 

Half all men’s hearts are his. 

Imo. You make amends. 

lack. He sits ’mongs^ men, like a descended god : 
He hath a, kind of hoiKmr sets him off, 

More than a mortal seeming. Be not angry, 

Most mighty princess, that I have adventur’d 
To try your taking a false report ; which hath 
Honour’d with confirmation your great judgment 
In the election of a sir so rare, 

Which you know, cannot err : The love I bear him 
Made me to fan you thus ; but the gods made you, 
Unlike all others, dniffiess. Pray, your pardon. 
Imo. All’s well, sir ; Take my power i’ the court 
for yours. 

Inch. My humble thanks. I had almost forgot 
To entreat your grace but in a small requestr 
And yet of moment too, for it concerns 
Your lord ; myself, and other noble friends, 

Are partners in the business. 

Imo. Pray, what is’t ? 

lacli. Some dozen Romans of us, and your lord, 
(The best tbatlicr of our wing) have mingled sums, 
To buy a present for the emperor ; 

Which I, the fiictor for the rest, have done 
In France ; ’Tis plate, of rare device ; and jewels, 
Of rich and exquisite form ; their values great ; 
And I am something curious, being strange, 

To have them in safe stowage ; May it please you 
To take them in protection ? 

Imo. Willingly ; 

And pawn mine honour for their safety : since 
My lord hath interest in them, I will keep them 
In my bed-chamber. 

lack. They are in a trunk, 

Attended by my men . I will make bold 
To send them to you, only for this night ; 

I must aboard to-morrow. 

Imo. O, no, no. 

lack. Yes, I beseech ; or I shall short my word, 
By length’ning my I'eturn. From Gallia 
I cross’d the seas on purpose, and on promise 
To see your grace. 

hm. I thank you for your pains ; 

But not away to-morrow ? 

lach. O, I must, madam: 

Therefore, X shall beseech you, if yon please 
To greet your lord with writing, do’t to-night: 

I have outstood my time ; which is material 
To the tender of our present. 

Imo. I will write. 

Send your trunk to me ; it shall safe be kept, 

And truly yielded you : You are very welcome. 

\_Excmt 
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ACT II 


SCENE I. 


Court hnfore Cymbeline^s Palaot 
Enter Cloten and Two Lords, 
as there ever man had such luck ! when 
,, -..1 upon an up-cast, to be hit away ! 


Of the divorce he'd make ! The heavens hold firm 
The walls of thy. dear honour ; keep imshak’d 
That temple, thy fair mind ; that thou may’st stand, 
To enjoy thy banished lord, and this great land ! 


do. W, 

. — i YVIICU JL 

kissed the jack upon an up-cast, to be hit away ! I 
had a hundred pound on’t : And then a whoreson 
jackanapes must take me up for swearing ; as if I 
boi l owed mine oaths ot him, and might not spend 
them at my pleasure. 

_ 1 LorcL^ What got he by that } You have broke 


SCENE IL 


Bed-Chamber ; in one part of ii 
a Trunk, 

ding in her bed i a Lady attending. 

I Imo. Who^s there ? my woman Helen } 

Lddy. Please you, madam. 

Imo. What hour is it ? 

Lady. Almost midnight, madam. 

Imo. I have read three hom’s then : mine eyes 
are weak : — 

Fold down the leaf where I have left : To bed : 
Take not away the taper, leave it burning ; 

And if thou canst awake by four o’the clock, 

I pr’ythee, call me. Sleep hath seiz’d me wholly. 

. [ Bocit Lady. 

To your protection I commend me, gods ! 

From fairies, and the tempters of the night, 

Guard me, beseech ye ! 

iSleeps. lACHiMO,/rom the tmmk. 
lack. The crickets sing, and man’s o’er-labour’d 
Repairs itself by rest : Our Tarquin thus [sense 


-A pox on’t I I had rather not be s^ noble 
; they dare not fight with me, because of 
““ every jack-slave hath his 

and I must go up and down 

2 Lord. You are a cock and capon too ; and you 
crow, cock, with your comb on. [Aside. 

CIo. Saj^’est thou } 

*tis not fit, your lordship should under- 

every companion that you give ofience to. 


belly full of fighting, 

like a cock that nobody can match. 

Y-™ cap 

with your comb on. 


1 Lord, It 
take 

TVT T 'S J''" to**'./ l,V. 

tlo. No, I know that: but it is fit, I should 
commit offence to my inferiors. 

2 Lord. Ay, it is fit for your lordship only. 

do. Why, so I say. 

.1 Lord. Bid you hear of a stranger, that’s come 
to court to-night } 

Clo. A stranger ! and I not know on’t ! 

2 Lord. lie’s a strange fellow himself, and knows 
it not. [Aside. 

1 Lord. There’s an Italian come; and, ’tis thought, 
one of Leonatus’ friends. 

do. Leonatus ! a banished rascal ; and he’s an- 
other, whatsoever he be. Who told you of this 
str'anger ? 

I Lord. ^ One of your lordship’s pages. 

Clo. Is it fit, I went to look upon him ? Is there 
no derogation in’t ? 

1 Lord. You cannot derogate, my lord. 

Clo. Not easily, I think. 

2 Lord. You are a fool granted ; thei'efore your 
issues being foolish, do not derogate. . 

Clo. Come, I’ll go see this Italian : What I have 
lost to-day at bowls, I'll win to-night of him. Come, 


Above ten thousand meaner moveables 
Would testily, to enrich mine inventory : 

O sleep, thou ape of death, lie duU upon her I 
And be her sense but as a monument. 

Thus in a chapel lying !— Come off, come off; 

[Taking off her bracelet. 

As slippery, as the, Gordian knot was hard ! — 

’Tis mine ; and this will witness outwardly, 

As strongly as the conscience does within. 

To the madding of her lord. On her left breast 
A mole cinque-spotted, hke the crimson drops 
I’the bottom of a cowslip. Here’s a voucher, 


’o the trunk again, and shut the spring of it, 



CYMBELINE. 


Swift, swift, you dragons of the night ! — that 
dawning 

May bare the raven’s eye : I lodge in fear ; 
Though this a heavenly angel, hell is here. 

\_Gloc1z strikes. 

One, two, three. — ^Time, time ! 

IGocs into the trunk. The seme closes. 


SCENE III. — An Ante-Chamber adjoining 
Imogen's Apartment. 

Enter Clotkn and Lords. 

1 Lord. Your lordship is the most patient man 
in loss, the most coldest that ever turned up ace. 

Clo. It would make any man cold to lose. 

1 Lord. Butnoteveryman patient after the noble 
temper of your lordship j You are most hot, and 
furious, when you win. 

Clo. Winning would put any man into courage : 
If I could get this fooUsh Imogen, I should have 
gold enough : It's almost morning, is’t not } 

1 Lord. Day, my lord. 

Clo. I would this music would come : I am ad- 
vised to give her music o'mornings ; they say, it 
will penetrate. 

Enter Musicians. 

Come on ; tune : If you can penetrate her with your 
fingering, so ; we'll try with tongue too : if none 
will do, let her remain ; but I'll never give o'er. 
First, a very excellent good- conceited thing ; after, 
a wonderful sweet air, with admirable rich words 
to it, — and then let her consider. 

SONG. 

Hark ! hark ! the lark at heaven’s gate sings, 

And l^hoehus ’gins- arise. 

His steeds to water at those springs 
On chalie’d flowers that lies ; 

And winking Mary-huds hegiii 
To opo their golden eyes ; 

With every thing that pretty bin ; 

]\Iy lady sweet, arise ; 

Arise, arise. 

So, get you gone : If this penetrate, I will consider 
your music the better : if it do not, it is a vice in 
her ears, which, horse-hairs, and cats- guts, nor the 
voice of unpaved eunuch to hoot, can never amend. 

[Exeunt Musicians. 

Enter Cymbelinb and Q,iteen. 

2 Lord. Here comes the king. 

Clo. I am glad, I was up so late ; for that's the 
reason I was up so early : He cannot choose but 
take this service I have done, fatherly. — Good mor- 
row to your mJijesty, and to my gracious mother. 

Cym. Attend you here the door of our stern 
Will she not forth ? [daughter? 

Clo. I have assailed her with music, but she 
vouchsafes no notice. 

Cym. The exile of her minion is too new ; 

She hath not yet forgot him. : some more time 
Must wear the print of his remembrance out, 

And then she's yours. 

Queen. You are most bound to the king, 

Wlio lets go by no vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his daughter ; Frame yourself 
To^ orderly solicits ; and he friended 
With aptness of the season ; make denials 
Increase your services ; so seem, as if 
You were inspir'd to do those duties which 
You tender, to her 5 tiiat you in aU obey her, 


Save when command to your dismission, tends, 
And tberein you are senseless. 

Clo. Senseless ? not so. 


Enter a M'essenger. 

Mess. So like you, sir, ambassadors from Rome ; 
The one is Caius Lucius. 

Cyin. A worthy fellow, 

Albeit be comes on angry purpose now ; 

But that’s no fault of his : We must receive him 
According to the honour of his sender ; 

And towards himself his goodness forespent on us 
We must extend our notice. — Our dear son, 

When yon have given good morning to your 
mistress, 

Attend the queen, and us ; wo shall have need 
To employ you towards this Roman, — Come, our 
queen. 

[Exenint Cvivr. C|,ueen, Lords, and Mess. 
Clo. If she be up, I'll speak with her ; if not, 
Let her lie still, and dream. — .By your leave, ho 

[Knocks. 

I know her women are about her ; What 
If I do line one of their hands ? Tis gold 
W’hich buys admittance ; oft it doth ; yea, and makes 
Diana's rangers false themselves, yield up 
Their deer to the stand of the stealer } and ’tis gold 
Which makes the true man kill'd, and saves the 
thief ; 

Nay, sometime, hangs both thief and true man : 
What 

Can it not do, and undo f I will make 
One of her women lawyer to me ; for 
I yet not understand the case myself. 

By your leave. [Knocks. 

Enter 

Lady. Wlio's there^ that knocks ? 

Clo. A gentleman. 

Lady. No more ? 

Clo. Yes, and a gentlewoman^s son. 

Lady. That’s more 

Than some, whose tailors are as dear as yours, 

Can justly boast of : What's your lordship’s 
pleasure ? 

Clo. Your lady's person : Is she ready ? 

Lady, Ay, 

To keep her chamber. 

Clo. There’s gold for you ; sell me your good 
, 'report. ■ ■ 

Lady. Howl my good name? or to report of you 
What I shall think is good ?^ — The princess.. — ^ 


■ Enter Imogen. 

Clo. Good-morrow, fairest sister: Your sweet 
hand. [I’ains 

Imo. Good-morrow, sir : You lay out too mud) 
For purchasing but trouble : the thanks I give, 

Is telling you that I am poor of thanks, 

And scarce can spare them. 

Clo. Still, I swear, I love you 

Imo. If you but said so, ’twere as deep with me 
If you swear still, your recompence is still 
That I regard it not. 

Clo. This is no answer- 

Jmo. But that you shall not say I yield, being 
silent, 

I would not speak. I pray you, spare me : i'laith, 
I shall unfold equal discourtesy 
To your best kitidness ; one of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, forbearance. 



CYMBELINE. 


SCENE IV. 


Clo. To leave you in your madness, ’twere my sin : 
I will not. 

I mo. 3?’oois are not mad folks. 

Clo. Do you call me fool ? 

Jmo. As I am mad, I do : 

If youll be patieijt, ITi no more be mad ; 

That cures us both. I am much sorry, sir, 

You put me to forget a lady’s manners, 

By being- so verbal : and learn now, for all, 

That I, which know my heart, do here pronounce. 
By the very truth of it, I care not for you ; 

And am so near the lack of charity, 

(To accuse myself) I hate you ; which I had rather 
You felt, than make’t my boast; 

Clo. You sin against 

Obedience, which you owe your father. For 
The contract you pretend with that base wretch, 
(One, bred of alms, and foster’d with cold dishes, 
With scraps o’the court,) it is no contract, none : 
And though it be allow’d in meaner parties, 

(Yet who, than he, more mean.?^) to knit their souls 
(On whom there is no more dependency 
But brats and beggary) in self-figur’d knot ; 

Yet you are curb’d from that enlargement by 
The consequence o’the crown ; and must not soil 
The precious note of it with a base slave, 

A hilding for a livery, a squire’s cloth, 

A pantler, not so eminent. 

Imo. Profane fellow ! 

Wert thou the son of Jupiter, and no more, 

But what thou art, besides, thou wert too base 
To be his groom : thou wert dignified enough, 

Even to the point of envy, if ’twere made 
Comparative for your virtues, to be styl’d 
The under-hangman of his kingdom ; and hated 
For being preferr’d so well. 

Clo. The south- fog rot him ! 

Imo. He never can meet more mischance, than 
come 

To he but nam’d of thee. His meanest garment, 
That ever hath but clipp’d his body, is dearer, 

In my respect, than all the hairs above thee, 

Were they all made such men — How now, Pisanio ? 
Enter Pisanio. 

Ch. His garment ? Now, the devil — 

Imo. To Dorothy my woman hie thee presently : — 
Clo. His garment ? 

Imo, I am sprighted with a fool; 

Frighted, and anger’d worse . — Go, bid my woman 
Search for a jewel, that too casually 
FI ath left mine arm ; it was thy master’s : ’shrew me, 
If I would lose it for a revenue 
Of ^ny king’s in Europe. I do think, 

I saw’t this morning : confident I am, 

East night ’twas on mine arm ; I kiss’d it : 

I hope, it be not gone, to tell my lord 
That I kiss aught but he. 

Pis. ’Twill not be lost. 

Imo. I hope so ; go, and search. {Exit Pis. 

Clo, You have abus’d me : — 

His meanest garment 

Imo. Ay ; I said so, sir. 

If you will mak’t an action, call witness to’t. 

Clo. I will inform your father. i 

Imo. Y'our mother too : i 

She’s my good lady ; and will conceive, I hope, ! 
But the worst of me. So I leave you, sir, 

To the worst of discontent. iExit. \ 

Clo. I’ll be reveng’d : — i 

His meanest garment ? — Well. lExU. I 


SCENE IV. — Rome. An Apartment in Pi-ii- 
LARio’s House. 

Enter Posthumus and I^hilaeio. 

Post. Fear it not, sir ; I would, I were so sure 
To win the king, as I am bold, her honour 
Will remain hers. 

PM. What means do you make to him } 

Post. Not any ; but abide the change of time ; 
Quake in the present winter’s state, and wish 
That warmer days would come : In these fear’d 
hopes, 

I barely gratify your love ; they failing, 

I must die much your debtor. 

Phi. Your very goodness, and your company, 
O’erpays all I can do. By this, your king 
Hath heard of great Augustus : Caius Lucius 
Will do his commission* throughly : And, I think, 
He’ll grant the tribute, send the arrearages, 

Or look upon our Romans, whose remembrance 
Is yet fresh in their grief. 

Post. I do believe, 

(Statist though I am none, nor like to be,) 

That this will prove a war ; and you shall hear 
The legions, now in Gallia, sooner landed 
In our not -fearing Britain, than have tidings 
Of any penny tribute paid. Our countrymen 
Are men more order’d, than when Julius Csesar 
Smil’d at their lack of skill, but found their courage 
Worthy his frowning at : Their discipline 
(Now mingled with their courages) vill make known 
To their approvers, they ax-e people, such 
That mend upon the world. 

Enter Iachimo. 

Phi, See! Iachimo 

Post. The swiftest harts have posted you by land ; 
And winds of all the corners kiss’d your sails, 

To make your vessel nimble. 

Phi. Welcome, sir. 

Post. I hope, tl:^ briefness of your answer made 
The speediness of your return. 

lach. Your lady 

Is one the fairest that I have look’d upon. 

Post. And therewithal, the best : or let her beauty 
Look through a casement to allm-e false hearts, 

And be false with them. 

lach. Here are letters for you. 

Post. Their tenour good, I trust. 
lack. ’Tis very like. 

Phi. Was Caius Lucius in the Britain court, 
When you were there ? 

lack. He was expected then, 

But not approach’d. « 

Post. All is well yet — 

Sparkles this stone as it was wont ? or is’t not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lach. If I have lost it, 

I should have lost the worth of it in gold. 

I’ll make a journey twice as far, to enjoy 
A second night of such sweet shortness, which 
Was mine in Britain ; for the ring is won. 

Post. The stone’s too hard to come by. 
lack. Not a whit, ' 

Your lady being so easy. ^ ^ ^ 

Post. Make not, sir, i 

Your loss your sport : I hope, you know that we 
Must not continue friends. 

lack. Good sir, we must, 

If you keep covenant : Had I not brought , 
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Tlie knowledge of your mistress home, 1 grant 

We were to question further ; but I now 

Profess myself the winner of her honour, 

Together with your ring ; and not the wronger 

Of her, or you, having proceeded but 

By both your wills. 

Post, If you can make’t apparent 

That you have tasted her in heel, my hand, 

And ring, is yours : If not, the foul opinion 

You had of her pure honour, gains, or loses, 

Your sword, or mine ; or masterless leaves both 

To who shall find them, 

lack. Sir, my circumstances, 

Being so near the truth, as 1 will make them, 

Must first induce you to believe : wliose strength 

I will confirm with, oath ; which, I doubt not, 
Yoidll give me leave to spare, when you shall find 
You need it not. 

Post, Proceed. 

lach. First, her bed-chamber, 

(Where, I confess, I slept not ; hut, profess, 

Had that was well worth watching,) It was bang’d 
With tapestry of silk and silver ; the story 

Proud Cleopatra, when she met her Roman, 

And Cydnus swell’ d above the banks, or for 

The press of boats, or pride : A piece of work 

So bravely done, so rich, that it did strive 

In workmanship, and value ; which I wonder’d. 
Could be so rarely and exactly wrought, 

Since the true life on’t was i 

Post. This is true ; i 

And this you might have heard of here, by me, i 

Or by some other. 1 

lack. More particulars 

Must justify my knowledge. 

Post. So they must, 

Or do your honour injury. 

lack. The chimney 

Is south the chamber ; and the chimney-piece, 
Chaste Dian, bathing : never saw I figures 

So likely to report themselves :^the cutter 

Was as another nature, dumb ; outwent her, 

Motion and breath left out. 

Post. This is a thing, 

Which you might from relation likewise reap ; 

Being, as it is, much spoke of. 

lack. The roof o’ the chamber 

With golden cherubins is fretted : Her andirons 
(I had forgot them,) were two winking Cupids 

Of silver, each on one foot standing, nicely 
Depending on their brands. 

Post. This is her honour ! — 

Let it be granted, you have seen all this, (and 
pi*ai«ie 

Be given to your remembrance) the description 

Of what is in her chamber, nothing saves 

The wager you have laid. 

lach. Then, if you can, 

IPulling out the hracelet. 
Be pale ; I beg but leave to air this jewel : See! — 
And now ’tis up again : It must he married 

To that your diamond ; I’ll keep them. 

Post. Jove !— 

Once more let me behold it : Is it that 

Which I left with her ? 

Jack. Sir, (I thank her,) that : 

She stripp’d it from her arm ; I see her yet ; 

Her pretty action did outsell her gift, 

And yet enrich’d it too : She gave it me, and said, 
She priz’d it once. 

Post. May be, she pluck’d it 

To send it me. 

lach. She writes so to you ? doth she ? 

Post. 0, no, no, no ; ’tis true. Here., take this 
too ; [Gives the ring. 

It is a basilisk unto mine eye, 

Kills me to look on’t : — Ix't there ])e no honour. 
Where tlierc is bc'.auiy ; iriiih, wliere semblance ; 
love, 

Whore there’s another man : The vows of women 
Of no more bondage l^e, to wliere they arc made, 

Than they are to their virtues ; whioiik notliing; 

0, above measure false ! 

Phi. Have patience, sir, 

And take your ring again ; ’tis not ytt won : 
it may be probabbe, she lost it ; or, 

Who knows if one of h(;r women, licing {‘orrupted, 

1 \ ath stolen it from her ? 

Post. Very true ; 

And so, I hope, he came by’t : — Back my ring ; — 
Render to me some corporal sign about her, 

More evident than this ; for this was stolen. 

Jacli. By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Post. Hark you, he swears ; by Jxipiter he 
swears. 

’Tis true ; — nay, keep the ring — ’tis true, I am 
sure, 

She would not lose it : iier attendants are 

All sworn, and honourable: — They induc’d to 
steal it 1 

And by a stranger ! — No, he hath enjoy’d her : 

The cognizance of her incoutincncy 

Is this, — she hath bought the name of whore thus 
dearly. — 

1 There, take thy hire ; and all the fiends of hell 
i Divide themselves between you ! 

Phi. Sir, be patient ! 

1 This is not strong enough to bo believ’d 

Of one persuaded well of 

Post. Never talk on’t ; 

She hath been col ted by him. 

lack. If you seek 

For further satisfying, under her breast 
(Worthy the pressing,) lies a mole, right proud 

Of that most delicate lodging : By my life, 

I kiss’d it ; and it gave me present hunger 

To feed again, though full. You do remember 

This stain upoii her ? 

Post. Ay, and it doth confirm 

Another stain, as big as hell can hold, 

Were there no more but it. 

lack. Will you hear more ? 

Post. Spare your arithmetic : never count the 
Once, and a million ! [turns ; 

Jach, I’ll be sworn,— 

Post. No swearing. 

If you will swear you have not done’t, you lie ; 

And I will kill thee, if thou dost deny 

Thou hast made me cuckold. 

Jach. I will deny nothing. 

Post. O, that I had her here, to tear her limb- 
meal 1 

1 will go there, and do’t ; i’the court ; before 

Her father : — III do something [iSxd. 

pjii, Quite besides 

The government of patience ! — ^You have won : 

Let’s follow Mm, and pervert the present wrath . 
He ha,th against himself. 

Jach. With all my heart. 

[Exeunt 
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SCENE V. — The same. Another Room m the 
same. 

Enter Posthumus. 

Post. Is there no way for men to be, but women 
Must be half-workers ? We are bastards ail ; 

And that most venerable man, which I 
Did call my father, was I know not where 
When I was stamp’d ; some coiner with his tools 
Ai'ade me a counterfeit ; Yet my mother seem’d 
The Diana of that time ; so dotli my wife 
The nonpareil of this. ~0 vengeance, vengeance! 
Me of my lawful pleasure she restrain’d. 

And pray’d me oft, forbearance : did it with 
A pudency so rosy, the sweet view on’t [her 

Might wed have warm’d old Saturn ; that I thought 

As chaste as unsunn’d snow ; — O, all the devils 1 

This yellow lachimo, in an hour, — was’t not } — 

Or less, — at first : Perchance he spoke not j but, 
Like a fnli-acorn’d boar, a German one, 


Cried, oh / and mounted : found no opposition 
But what he look’d for should oppose, and she 
Should from encounter guard. Could I find out 
The woman’s part in me ! For tliere’s no motion 
That tends to vice of man, but I affirm 
It is the woman’s part : Be it lying, note it, 

The woman’s ; flattering, hers ; deceiving, hers ; 
Lust and rank thoughts, hers, hers ; revenges, hers ; 
Ambitions, covetings, change of prides, disdain, 
Nice longings, slanders, mutability, 

All faults that may be nam’d, nay, that hell 
knows, 

Why, hers, in part, or all ; hut, rather, all : 

For ev’n to vice 

They are not constant, but are changing still 
One vice, but of a minute old, for one 
Not half so old as that. I’ll write against them, 
Detest them, curse them : — Yet ’tis greater skill 
In a true hate, to pray they have their will : 

The very devils cannot plague them better. lExit 


ACT III. 


And Britons strut with courage. 

do. Come, there’s no more tribute to be paid : 
Our kingdom is stronger than it was at that time ; 
and, as I said, there is no more such Caesars : other 
of them may have crooked noses ; but, to owe such 
straight arms, none. 

Cym. Son, let your mother end. 

Clo. We have yet many among us can gripe as 
hard as Cassibelan : I do not say, I am one ; but I 
have a hand. — Why tribute .^ why should we pay 
tribute ? If Caesar can hide the sun from us with a 
blanket, or put the moon in his pocket, we will pay 
him tribute for light ; else, sir, no more tribute, 
pray you now. 

Cym. You must know, 

Till the injurious PRimans did extort 
This tribute from us, we were free : Caesar’s ambi- 
tion, 

(Wliich swell’d so much, that it did almost stretch 
The sides o’ the vv3rld,) against all colour, here 
Did put the yoke upon us ; which to shake off, 
Becomes a warlike people, whom we reckon 
Ourselves to be. We do say then to Caesar, 

Our ancestor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain’d our laws ; (whose use the sword of Caesar 
Hath too much mangled; whose repair, and fran- 
chise, 

Shall, by the power we hold, be our ^ood deed, 
Though Rome he therefore angry;) Mulmutius, 
W^ho was the first of Britain, which did put 
His brows within a golden crown, and call’d 
Himself a king. 

Luc. I am sorry, Cymbeline, 

That I am to pronounce Augustus Caesar 
(Caesar, that hath more kings his servants, than 
Thyself domestic officers,) thine enemy : 

Receive it from me, then : — War, and confusion, 

In Caesar’s name pronounce I ’gainst thee : look 
For fury not to be resisted -Thus defied, 

I thank thee for myself. ■ 

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius, 

Thy Caesar knighted me ; my youth I spent 
Much under him ; of him I gather’d honour ; 

Which he to seek of me again, perforce, 


SCENE L — Britain. A Room of State in 
Cymbeline ’ s Palace. 


Enter Cymbjbline, Queen, Cloten, and Lords, at one 
door s and at another, Caius Lucius and Attendants. 
Cym. Now say, what would Augustus Caesar 
with us } [yet 

Luc. When Julius Caesar (whose remembrance 
Lives in men’s eyes ; and will to ears, and 
tongues, 

Be theme, and hearing ever,) was in this Britain, 
And conquer’d it, Cassibelan, thine uncle, 

(Famous in Caesar’s praises, no whit less, 

Than in his feats deserving it,) for him, 

And his succession, granted Rome a tribute, 
Yearly three thousand pounds ; which by thee lately 
Is left untender’d. 

Queen. And, to kill the marvel, 

Shall be so ever. 

Clo. There be many Caesars, 

Ere such another Julius. Britain is 
A world by itself ; and we will nothing pay, 

For wearing oiir own noses. 

Queen. That opportunity, 

Which then they had to take from us, to resume 
We have again. — Remember, sir, my liege, 

The kings your ancestors ; together with 
The natural bravery of your isle ; which stands 
As Neptune’s park, ribbed and paled in 
With rocks unscaleable, and roaring waters ; 

With sands, that will not bear your enemies’ 
boats, 

, But suck them up to the top -mast. A kind of 
conquest 

Ccesar made here ; but made not here his brag 
Of, came, and saw, and overcame .* with shame 
(The first that ever touch’d him,) he was carried 
From off our coast, twice beaten ; and his shipping 
(Poor ignorant baubles !) on our terrible seas, 

Like egg-shells mov’d upon their surges, crack’d 
As easily ’gainst ottr rocks : For joy whereof, 

The fam’d Cassibelan, who was once at point 
(O, giglot fortune !) to master Cassar’s sword, 

Made Lud’s town with rejoicing fires bright, 
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Belioves me keep at utterance ; I am perfect, 
That the Pannoniaus and Dalmatians, for 
Their liberties, are now in arms : a precedent 
Which, not to read, would show the Britons cold : 
So Ceesar shall not find them. 

Luc. Let proof speak. 

Clo. His majesty bids you welcome. Make 
pastime with us a day, or two, longer : If you 
seek us afterwards in other terms,, you shall find us 
in our salhwater girdle : if you beat viis out of it, 
it is yours ; if you fall in the adventure, our 
crows shall fare the better for you and there's an 
end. 

Luc. So, sir. 

C^jm. I know your master's pleasure, and he 
mine : 

All the remain is, welcome. lExcimt. 


O, for a horse with wings ! — Hear'st thou, Pisanio? 
He is at Milford-Haven : Read, and tell me 
How far 'tis thither. If one of mean affairs 
May plod it in a week, why may not I 
Glide thither in a day? — Then, true Pisanio, 

(Wholong'st, like me, to see thy lord ; who long’st, 

O, let me 'bate, — but not like me : — yet lon.f^'st,-— 
But in a fainter kind : — O, not like me ; 

For mine's beyond beyond,) say, and speak thick, 
(Love's counsellor should fill the bores of hearing, 
To the smothering of the sense,) how far it is 
To this same blessed Milford : And, by the way, 
Tell me how Wales was made so happy, as 
To inherit such a haven : But, first of all, 

How we may steal from hence ; and, for the gap 
That we shall make in time, from our hence-going, 
And our return, to excuse : — but first, how get 
hence : 

Why should excuse be born or e'er begot ? 

We'll talk of that hereafter. Pr’ythee, speak, 
How many score of miles may we well ride 
'Twixt hour and hour ? 

Pis* One score, 'tv/ixt sun and sun, 

Madam, 's enough for you ; and too much too. 

2 mo. Why, one that rode to his execution, man, 
Could never go so slow : I have heard of riding 
wagers. 

Where horses have been nimbler than the sands 

That run i'the clock's behalf ^But this is 

foolery : 

Go, bid my woman feign a sickness ; say 
Slie'U home to her father ; and provide me, pre- 
sently, 

A riding suit ; no costlier than would fit 
A franklin's housewife. 

Pis. Madam, you’re best consider. 

Imo. I see before me, man, nor here, nor here. 
Nor what ensues ; but have a fog in them, 

That I cannot look through. Away, I pr'ythee ; 
Do as I hid thee : There’s no more to say ; 
Accessible is none but Milford way. {Exmnt 
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This service is nofc service, so being done, 

But being so allow’d : To apprehend thus, ■ 
Draws us a profit, from all things, we see : 

And often, to our comfort, shall we find 
The sharded beetle in a safer hold 
Than is the fiiii-wing’d eagle. O, this life 
Is nobler, than attending for a check ; 

Richer than doing nothing for a babe ; 

Prouder, than rustling in unpaid-for silk : 

Such gain the cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his book uncross’d : no life to ours. 

Gui, Out of your proof you speak : we, poor 
uiifiedg'd, 

Have never wing’d from view o’the nest ; nor 
know not 

What airs from home. Haply this life is best, 

If quiet life be best ; sweeter to you, 

That have a sharper known ; well cqrresponding 
With your stiff age : but, unto us, it is 
A cell of ignorance ; travelling abed ; 

A prison for a debtor, that not dares 
To stride a limit. 

A'iv. What should we speak of, 

When we are old as you? when we shall hear 
The rain and wind beat dark December, how, 

In this our pinching cave, shall w’-e discourse 
The freezing hours away,? We have seen nothing : 
We are beastly ; subtle as the fox, for prey ; 

Like warlike as the wolf, for what we eat : 

Our valour is, to chase what flies ; our cage 
We make a quire, as doth the prison’d bird, 

And sing our bondage freely. 

BeL How you speak ! 

Did you but know the city’s usuries, 

And felt them knowingly : the art o’ the court, 

As hard to leave, as keep ; vrhose top to climb 

Is certain falling, or so slippery, that 

The fear’s as bad as falling : the toil of the vrar, 

A pain that only seems to seek out danger 
I’the name of fame, and honour ; which dies i’the 
search ; 

And hath as oft a slanderous epitaph, 

As record of fair act ; nay, many times, 

Doth ill deserve by doing well ; what’s worse, 

Must court’sey at the censure ; — O, boys, this story 
The world may read in me : My body’s mark’d 
With Roman swords ; and my report was once 
First with the best of note : Cymbeline lov’d me ; 
And when a soldier was the theme, my name 
Was not far off : Then was I as a tree, i 

Whose boughs did bend with fruit : but, in one 
night, 

A storm, or robbery, call it what you will, 

Shook down my mellow hangings, nay, my leaves, 
And left me bare to weather. 

Gm. Uncertain favour ! 

BeL My fault being nothing (as I have told 
you oft,} 

But that two villains, whose false oaths prevail’d 
Before my perfect honour, swore to Cymbeline, 

I was confederate with the Romans : so, 

Follow’d my banishment ; and, this twenty years ; 
This rock, and these demesnes, have been my world : 
Where I have liv’d at honest freedom ; paid 
More pious debts to heaven, than in all 
The foi-e-end of my time, — But, up to the moun- 
tains ; 

This is not hunters’ language ; — He, that strikes 
The venison first, shall be the lord o’the feast ; 

To him the other two shall minister ; 


1 And we will fear no poison, which attends 
In place of greater state. I’ll meet you in the 
valleys. lEA'eunt G ux. and Abv. 

How hard it is, to hide the sparks of nature ! 
These boys know little they are sons to the king ; 
Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive. 

They think they are mine ; and, though train’d 
up thus meanly, 

I’the cave, wherein they bow, their thoughts do hit 
The roofs of palaces ; and nature prompts them, 

In simple and low things, to prince it, much 
Beyond the trick of others. This Polydore, — 

The heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 
The king his father call’d Guiderius, — Jove I 
When on my three-foot stool I sit, and tell 
The warlike feats I have done, his spirits fly out 
Into my stoiy : say, — Thus mine enemy fell ; 

And thus I set my foot on his neck ; even then 
The princely blood flows in his cheek, he sweats, 
Strains his young nerves, and puts himself in 
/ posture 

That acts my words. The younger brother, Cadwal, 
(Once Arvirdgus,) in as like a figure, 

Strikes life into my speech, and shows much mors 
. His own conceiving. Hark ! the game is rous’d ! — 
O CymbeUne ! heaven, and my conscience, knows, 
Thou didst unjustly banish me ; whereon, 

At three, and two years old, I stole these babes ; 
Thinking to bar thee of succession, as 
I Thou reft’st me of my lands. Euriphile, 

Thou wast their nurse ; they took thee for their 
mother, 

And every day do honour to her grave : 

Myself, Belarius, that am Morgan call’d, 

They take for natural father. The game is up. 

lExit 

SCENE IV. — Near Milfoud-Haven. 

Enter Pisanio and Imogen. 

Imo, Thou told’st me, when we came from horse, 
the placd*' 

Was near at hand : — Ne’er long’d my mother so 
To see me first, as I have now : — Pisanio I Man ! 
Where is Posthumus ? What is in thy mind. 

That makes thee stare thus ? Wherefore breaks 
that sigh 

From the inward of thee ? One, but painted thus, 
Would be interpreted a thing perplex’d 
Beyond self-explication : Put thyself 
Into a ’haviour of less fear, ere wfildness 
Vanquish my staider senses. What’s the matter ? 
Wily tender’ st thou that paper to me, with 
A look untender ? If it he summer news, 

Smile to’t before : if winterly, thou need’st 
But keep that countenance still. — My husband’s 
hand ! i 

That drug-damn’d Italy hath out-craftied him, ; 

And he’s at some hard point, — Speak, man ; thy ' 
tongue I 

May take off some extremity, which to read 
Would be even mortal to me. 

Pis. Please you, read ; 

And you shall find me, wretched man, a thing 
The most disdain’d of fortune. 

/mo. [Reads,] Thy mistress, Pisanio, hath 
played the strumpet in my hed ; the testimonies 
whereof Ue bleeding in me, I speak not out of 
weak surmises ; but from proof as strong as my 
grief and as certain as I esepect my revenge. That 
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Corrupters of my faith ! you shall no more 
Be stomachers to my heart ! Thus may po( 
Believe false teachers ; Though those tl 
betray’d 

Do feel the treason sharply, yet the traitor 
Stands in worse case of woe. 

And thou, Posthumus, thou that did’st set i 
My disobedience 'gainst the king my father 
And make me put into contempt the suits 
01 ' princely fellows, shall hereafter find 
It is no act of common passage, but 
A strain of rareness ; and I grieve myself, 
To think, when thou shait be disedj ‘ ~ 
That now thou tir'st on, how thy 
W ill then be 


pm'i, ihou, Fisamo. must act jor mCy my jaim 
be not tainted icith the breach of hers. Let thine 
own hands talce away her life : I shall give thee 
opportunities at Milford-Haven : she hath my letter 
for the purpose -• Where, if thou fear to strike, and 
to make me certain it is done, thou art the pander 
to her dishonour, and equally to me disloyal. 

Pis. What shall I need to draw my sword ? the 
paper 

Hath cut her throat already.— No, 'tis slander ; 
Whose edge is shai-per than the sword ; whose 
tongue 

Outvenoms all the worms of Nile ; whose breath 
Rides on the posting winds, and doth belie 
All corners of the world : kings, queens, and states, 
Maids, matrons, nay, the secrets of the grave 
This viperous slander enters. — ^What cheer, madam } 
Xmo. False to his bed 1 What is it, to he false } 
To lie in watch there, and to think on him } 

To weep 'twixt clock and clock ? if sleep charge 
nature, 

To break it with a fearful dream of him, 

And cry myself awake ? that's false to his bed,. 

Is it ? 

Pis. Alas, pod lady 1 

Imo. I false ^ Thy conscience witness : — 
lachimo, 

Thou didst accuse him of incontinency ; 

Thou then look’dst like a villain ; now, methinks, 
Thy favour’s good enough. — Some jay of Italy, 
Whose mother was her painting, hath betray'd him : 
Poor I am stale, a garment out of fashion ; 

And, for I am richer than to hang by the walls, 

I must be ripp’d : — to pieces with me ! — 0, 

Men’s vowsare women’s traitors ! All good seeming, 
By thy revolt, O husband, shall be thought 
Put on for villany ; not born, where’ t grows ; 

But worn, a bait for ladies. 

Pis. Good madam, hear me. 

Imo. True honest men bei^ heard, like false 
.iEneas, 

Were, in Ms time, thought false: and Sinon’s 
weeping 

Did scandal many a holy tear ; took pity 
From most true wretchedness : So, thou, Posthhmus, 
Wilt lay the leaven on all proper men ; 

Goodly, and gallant, shall be false, and peijur'd, 
From thy great fail. — Come, fellow, be thou honest : 
Do thou thy master's bidding : When thou see'st 
A little witness my obedience : Look 1 [him, 
I draw the sword myself : take it ; and hit 
The innocent mansion of my love, my heart : 

Fear not ; 'tig. empt^’- of all things, but grief : 

Thy master is not there ; who was, indeed, 

The riches of it : Do his bidding ; strike. 

Thou may'st be valiant in a better cause j 
But now thou seem’st a coward. 

Pis. tience, vile instrument 1 

Thou shait not damn my hand. 

Imo. Why, I must die ; 

And if I do not by thy hand, thou art 
No servant of thy master’s- : Against self-slaughter 
There is a prohibition so divine, 

That cravens my weak hand. Come, here’s my 
heart ; 

Something’s afore ’t. — Soft, soft ; we’ll no defence ; 
Obedient as the scabbard. — ^What is here ? 

The scriptures of the loyal Leonatus 
All turn’d to heresy? Away, away, 


'd by her 
memory 

pang’d by me.-— Pr’ythee, despatch : 
The lamb entreats the butcher : Where’s thv 
knife ? 

Thon art too slow to do thy master's bidding, 
When I desire it too. 

Pis. O gracious lady, 

Since I receiv’d command to do this business, 

I have not slept one wink. 

Imo. Do’t, and to bed then. 

Pis. I’ll wake mine eye-balls blind first. 

Imo. Wherefore then 

Didst undertake it ? Why hast thou abus’d 
So many miles, with a pretence ? this place ? 

Mine action, and thine own ? our horses’ labour ? 
The time inviting thee ? the perturb’d court, 

For my being absent ; whereunto I never 
Purpose return ? Why hast thou gone so far, 

To be unbent, when thou hast ta’en thy stand, 
The elected deer before thee ? 

Pis. But to win time 

To lose so bad employment : in the which 
I have consider’d of a course ; Good lady, 

Hear me with patience. 

Imo. Talk thy tongue weary ; speak ; 

I have heard, I am a strumpet ; and mine ear, 
Therein false struck, can take no greater wound, 
Nor tent to bottom that. But speak. 

Pis. Then, madam-, 

I thought you would not back again, 

Imo. Most like? 

Bringing me here to kill me. 

Pis. Not so, neither : 

But if I wei*e as wise as honest, then 
My purpose would prove well. It cannot be, 

But that my master is abus’d ; 

Some villain, ay, and singvilar in Ms art 
Plath done you both this ciirsed injury. 

Imo, Some Roman courtezan. 

Pis. No, on my life- 

1’11 give but notice you are dead, and send Mm 
Some bloody sign of it ; for ’ti.s commanded 
I should do so : You shall he miss’d at court, 

And that will well confirm it. 

Imo. Why, good fellow, 

What shall I do the while ? Where bide '1 How 
Or in my life what comfort, when I am [live f 
Dead to my husband ? 

Pis. If you’ll back to the court,— 

Imo. No court, no father; nor no more ado 
With that harsh, noble, simple, nothing, 

That Cloten, whose love-suit hath been to me 
As fearful as a siege. 

Pis. If not at court, 

Then not in Britain must you bide. 

Igno. Where then ^ 

Hath Britain all the sun that shines ? Day, nighty 
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Are they not but in Britain ? I^the world^s volume 
Our Britain seems as of it, but not in it ; 

In a great pool, a swan’s nest ; Pr’ythee, think 
There’s livers out of Britain. 

Pis. I am most glad 

You think of other place. The embassador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Miiford-Haven 
To-morrow ; Now. if you could wear a mind 
Dark as your fortune Is ; and but disguise 
That, which, to appear itself, must not yet be, 

But by self-danger ; you should tread a course 
Pretty, and full of view : yea, haply, near 
The residence of Posthumus : so nigh, at least, 
That though his actions were not visible, yet 
Report should render Mm hourly to your ear, 

As truly as he moves. 

Imo. O, for such means ! 

Though peril to my modesty, not death on’t, 

I would adventure. 

Pis. Well then, here’s the point : 

You must forget to be a woman ; change 
Command into obedience ; fear, and niceness, 

(The handmaids of all women, or, more truly. 
Woman its pretty self,) to a waggish courage ; 
Ready in gibes, quick-answer’d, saucy, and 
As quarrellous as the weasel ; nay, you must 
Forget that rarest treasure of your cheek, 

Exposing it (but, O, the harder heart ! 

Alack no remedy !) to the greedy touch 
Of common-kissing Titan ; and forget 
Your laboursome and dainty trims, wherein 
You made great Juno angry. 

Imo. Nay, be brief; 

I see into thy end, and am almost 
A man already. 

Pis. First, make yourself but like one. 

Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 

(’Tis in my cloak-bag,) doublet, hat, hose, all 
That answer to them : Would you, in their serving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow 
From youth of such a season, Tore noble Lucius 
Present yourself, desire his service, teU him 
Wherein you are happy, (which you’ll make him 
know, 

If that his head have ear in music,) doubtless 
With joy he will embrace you ; for he’s honourable, 
And, doubling that, most holy. Your means abroad 
You have me, rich ; and I will never fail 
Beginning, nor supplyment. 

Imo. Thou art all the comfort 


SCENE V. — J Room in Cymbelime's Palace. 
Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords. 
Cym. Thus far; and so farewell. 

Luc. Thanks, royal sir. 

My emperor hath wrote ; I must from hence ; 
And am right sorry, that I must report ye 
My master’s enemy. 

Cym. Our subjects, sir, 

Will not endure his yoke ; and for ourself 
To show less sovereignty than they, must needs 
Appear unkinglike. 

Luo. So, sir, I desire of you 

A conduct over-land, to Miiford-Haven. — 

Madam, all joy hefal your grace, and you ! 

Cym. My lords, you are appointed for that office? 
The due of honour in no point omit : — 

So, farewell, noble Lucius. 

Luc. Your hand, my lord. 

Clo. Receive it friendly: but from this time 
I wear it as your enemy. [forth 

Luc. Sir, the event 

Is yet to name the winner : Fare you well. 

Cym, Leave not the worthy Lucius, good my 
lords, 

Till he have cross’d the Severn. — Happiness ! 

iExeunt Lucius and Lords. 
Queen. He goes hence frowning ; but it honours 
That we have given him cause. [us, 

Clo. ’Tis all the better ; 

Your valiant Britons have their wishes in it. 

Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the emperor 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore, ripely, 

Our chariots and our horsemen be in readiness : 

The powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will soon be drawn to head, from whence he moves 
His war for Britain. 

Queen. ’Tis not sleepy business ; 

But must be look’d to speedily, and strongly. 

Cym. Our expectation that it would be thus, 

Hath made us forv«ird. But, my gentle queen, 
Where is our daughter ^ She hath not appear’d 
Before the Roman, nor to us hath tender’d 
The duty of the day : She looks us like 
A thing more made of malice, than of duty : 

We have noted it. — Call her before us ; for 
We have been too slight in sufferance. 

{Exit an Attendant. 
Queen. Royal sir, 

Since the exile of Posthumus, most retir’d 
Hath her life been ; the cure whereof, my lord, 

’Tis time must do. ’Beseech your majesty, 

Forbear sharp speeches to her ; She’s a lady 
So tender of rebukes, that words are jitrokes, 

And strokes death to her. 

JRe-enter Attendant. 

Cym. Where is she, sir How 

Can her contempt be answer’d? 

Atten. Please you, sir, 

Her chambers are all lock’d ; and there’s no answer 
That will be given to the loud’st of noise we make. 

Q:aeen. 'M.j lord, when last I went to visit her, 

She pray’d me to excuse her keeping close ; 

Whereto constrain’d by her infirmity, 

She should that duty leave unpaid to; you, 

Which daily she was bound to proffer : this 
She wish’d me to make known ; but our great court 
Made me to blame in memory. 

Cym. Her doors lock’d ? 

3 C 3 1 


I thank thee. 


{Exeunt. 
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Not seen of late ? Grants heavens^ that, which i 
fear, 

Prove false 1 iExii. 

Queen. Son, I say, follow the king. 

Clo. That man of hers, Pisanio, her old servant, 
I have not seen these two days. 

Queen. Go, look after. — 

\_Exit Clotkn. 

Pisanio, thou that stand’st so for Posthumus i — 
Pie hath a drug of mine : I pray, his absence 
Proceed by swallowing that ; for he believes 
It is a thing most precious. But for her, 

Where is she gone? Plaply, despair hath seiz’d 
her ; 

Or, wing’d with fervour of her love, she’s flown 
To her desired Posthumus : Gone she is 
To death, or to dishonour ; and my end 
Can make good use of either : She being down, 

I have the placing of the British crown. 

Re-enter CnoxaN. 

Plow now, my son ? 

Clo. ’Tis certain, she is fled : 

Go in, and cheer the king ; he rages ; none 
Dare come about him. 

Queen. All the better : May 

This night forestall him of the coming day I 

lExit Q,it,ben. 

Clo. I love, and hate her: for she’s fair and 
royal ; 

And that she hath all courtly parts more exquisite 
Than lady, ladies, woman ; from every one 
The best she hath, and she, of all compounded, 
Outsells them all : I love her therefore ; But, 
Disdaining me, and throwing favours on 
The low Posthumus, slanders so her judgment, 
That what’s else rare, is chok’d ; and, in that point, 
I will conclude to hate her, nay, indeed. 

To be reveng’d upon her. For, when fools 

Enter Pisank^ 

Shall — Who is here ? WTiat ! are you packing, 
sirrah ? 

Come hither : Ah, you precious pander I Villain, 
Where is thy lady I In a word ; or else 
Thoii are straightway with the flends. 

_ O, good my lord 1 

Clo. Where is thy lady? or, by Jnpiter 
I will not ask again. Close villain, 

I’ll have this secret from thy heart, or rip 
Thy heart to find it. Is she with Posthumus ? 
P'rom whose so many weights of baseness cannot 
A dram of worth be drawn. 

_ 'Fh. ^ Alas, my lord, 

Plow can she be with him ? When was she miss’d ? 
He is in Rome. 

Cjo. Where is she, sir? Come nearer; 

No farther halting : satisfy me home, 

What is become of her ? 

Fis. O, my all- worthy lord ! 

All-worthy villain ! 

Discover where thy mistress is, at once, 

At the next word, — No more of worthy lord, — 
Speak, or thy silence on the instant is 
Thy condemnation and thy death. 

Then, sir, 

1 ms paper is the history of my knowledge 
r ouching her flight. [JPresentmrf a Utter. 

C/o. Iiet’s see’t : — I will pursue her 

Even to Augustus’ throne. 


Pis. 


^ Or this or perish. h 

y I 


She’s far enough ; and what he learns by , 

this, r LAside. 

May prove his travel, not her danger. J 

" Humph ! 

^ Pis. I’ll write to my lord she’s dead. O Imogen ^ 
Safe may’st thou wantler, safe return again ! lA^side. 

Clo. Sirrah, is this letter true ? 

T « m, I Ihink, 

Clo. It IS PostJmmus’ hand ; I kiiow’t. — Sirrah, 
if thou woiild’st not be a viliain, but do me true 
service; undergo those employments, wherein I 
should have cause to use thee, with a serious in- 
dustry, — that is, what villany soe’er I bid thee do, 
to perform it, directly and truly,— I would think thee 
an honest man ; thou shoiild’st neither want my 
means for thy relief, nor my voice for tliy preferment. 

Pis. Well, my good lord. 

Clo. Wilt thou serve me ? For since patiently 
and constantly tlioii hast stuck to the bare foj'tune 
of that beggar Postliumus, thou caiist not in the 
course of gratitude but be a diligent follower of 
mine. Wilt thou serve me ? 

Pis. Sir, I will. 

Clo. Give me thy hand, here’s my purse. Hast 
any of tliy late master’s gamients in thy possession? 

Pis. I have, my lord, at my lodging, the same 
suit lie wore when he took leave of liiy lady and 
mistress. 

Clo. The first service thou dost me, fetch that 
suit hither : let it be thy first service ; go. 

Pis. I shall, my lord. '' lExif. 

Clo. Meet thee at Milford-Haven I forgot to 
ask him one thing ; I’ll remember’t anon Even 
there, thou villain Postliumus, will I kill thee.— I 
would, these garments were come. She said upon 
a time, (the bitterness of it I now belch from my 
heart,) that she ludd the very garment of Posthu- 
mus in more respect than my noble and natural 
person, together with tlje adornment of my quali- 
ties. Witii that suit upon my back, will I ravish 
her : First kill him, and in her eyes ; there shall 
she see my valour, which will then be a torment to 
her contempt. He on the ground, my speech of 
insultment ended on his dead body,— and when my 
lust hath dined, (which, as I say, to vex her, I will 
execute in the clothes that she so praised,) to the 
court I’ll knock her back, foot her home again. 
She hath despised me rejoicingly, and I’ll be merry 
in my revenge. ' 

RcH'nUr Eibanjo^ f:?ic 
Be those the garments ? 

Pis. Ay, my noble lord. 

Clo. How long is’t since she went to Milford- 
Haven ? 

Pis. She can scarce be there yet. 

Clo. Bring this apparel to my chamber ; that is 
the second thing that I have commanded thee: the 
third is, that thou wilt be a voluntary mute to my 
design. Be but duteous, and true preferment shall 
tender itself to thee. — My revenge is now at Mil- 
ford ; ’Would I had wings to follow it ! — Come, 
and he trae. lExH. 

Ph. Thou bidd’st me to my loss : for true to 
Were to prove false, which I will never be, [thee, 
To him that is most true* To Milford go, 

And find not her whom thou pursu’st. Flow, flow, 
You heavenly blessings, on her ! This fool’s speed 
Be cross’d with slowness : labom* be his meed I 
■ - 


ACT HI. 



SCENE VIL—Rome. 
j&wijgr 2\oo Senators Tribimes. 

1 Sen. This is the tenour of the emperor’s writ 
That since the common men are now in action 
’Gainst the Pannonians and Dalmatians ; 

And that the legions now in Gallia are 
Full weak to undertake our wars against 
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SCENE VII 


CYMBELINE. 


SCENE, VL — Before the Cave o/Eelarius. 

Enter Imogen, m hoy's clothes . 

Imo. I see, a man’s life is a tedious one : 

I have tir’d myself; and for two nights together 
Have made the ground my bed. I should be sick, 

But that my resolution helps me Milford, 

When from the mountain-top Pisanio show’d tliee, 
Thou wast within a ken : O Jove ! I think, 
Foundations fly the wretched : such, ^mean, 
Where they should be reliev'd. “ 
told me, 

I could not miss my way : Will poor folks lie, 
That have afflictions on them; knowing ’tis 
A punishment, or trial ? Yes ; no wonder, 

When rich ones scarce tell true : To lapse in 
fulness 

Is sorer, than to lie for need ; and falsehood 
Is tvorse in kings, than beggars. — My dear lord! 
Thou art one o’ the false ones : Now I think on thee, 
My hunger’s gone ; but even before, I was 
At point to sink for food. — But what is this ? 

Here is a path to it : ’Tis some savage hold : 

I were best not call ; I dare not call : yet famine. 
Ere clean it o’erthrow nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty, and peace, breeds cowards ; hardness ever 
Of hardiness is mother. — ^Ho ! who’s here } 

If an)’’ thing that’s civil, speak ; if savage, 

Take, or lend. — Ho !— -No answer? then I’E enter. 
Best draw my sword ; and if mine enemy 
But fear the sword like me, he’ll scarcely look on’t. 
Such a foe, good heavens ! goes into the cave. 

Enter Belakius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 

BeL You, Polydore, have prov’d best woodman, 
and 

Are master of the feast : Cadwal, and I, 

Will play the cook, and servant ; ’tis our match j 
The sweat of industry would dry, and die, 

B.ut for the end it works to. Come; our stomachs 
Will make what’s homely, savoury : Weariness 
Can snore upon the flint, when restive sloth 
Finds the down pillow hard. — ^Now, peace be here, 
Poor house, that keep’st thyself! 

Gui, I am throughly weary. 

Arv. I am weak with toil, yet strong in appetite. 
Gui. There is cold meat i’the cave ; we’ll browze 
on that 

Whilst what we have kill’d be cook’d. 

BeL Stay ; come not in : 

[LooMng in. 

But that it eats our victuals, I should think 
Here were a fairy, 

Gui. What’s the matter, sir ? 

Bel. By J upiter, an angel ! or, if not, 

An earthly paragon ! — Behold divineness 
No elder than a boy ! 

Enter Imogen. 

hno. Good masters, harm me not : 

Before I enter’d here, I call’d ; and thought 
To have begg’d, or bought what I have took: 
Good troth, 

I have stolen nought ; nor would not, though I had 
found 

Gold strew’d o’tlie floor. Here’s money for my 

I would have left it on the board, so soon 
As I had made my meal ; and parted 
With prayers for the provider. 


Gui. Money, youth ? 

Arv. An gold and silver rather turn to dirt ! 

As ’tis no better reckon’d, but of those 
Who worship dirty gods. 

Imo. I see you are angry : 

Know, if you kill me for my fault, I should 
Have died, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound ? 

Imo. To Milford- Haven, sir. 

BeL What is your name ? 

Imo. Fidele, sir .* I have a kinsman, who 
Is bound for Italy ; he embark’d at Milford ; 

To whom being gone, almost spent with hunger, 

I am fallen in this offence. 

BeL Pr’ythee, fair youth, 

Think us no churls ; nor measure our good minds 
By this rude place we live in. Well encounter’d ! 
’Tis almost night ; you shall have better cheer 
Ere you depart ; and thanks, to stay and eat it. — 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Gui. Were yon a woman, youth, 

I should woo hard, but be your groom In ho- 

I bid for yon, as I’d buy. [nesty, 

Arv. I’ll make’t my comfort. 

He is a man ; I’ll love him as my brother : — 

And such a welcome as I’d give to him, 

After long absence, such as yours : — Most wel- 
come ! 

Be sprightly, for you fall ’mongst friends. 

Imo. ’Mongst friends ! 

If brothei’s ? — Would it had been so, that 
they 1 

Had been my father’s sons, then had my I 
pmze s 

Been less ; and so more equal ballasting 1 
To thee, Posthumus. J 

BeL He wrings at some distress. 

Gui. ’Would, I could free’t I 
Arv. Or I ; whate’er it be, 

What pain it cost, what danger I Gods I 

BeL 9 Hark, boys. 

IWMspering. 

Imo. Great men, 

That had a court no bigger than this cave, 

That did attend themselves, and had the virtue 
Which their own conscience seal’d them, (laying by 
That nothing gift of differing multitudes,) 

Could not out-peer these twain. Pardon me, gods ! 
I’d change my sex to be companions with them, 
Since Leonatus false. 

BeL It shall be so : 

Boys, we’ll go dress our hunt.. — Fair youth, come in : 
Discourse is heavy, fasting ; when we have supp’d, 
We’ll mannerly demand thee of thy ^tory, 

So far as thou wilt speak it. 

Gui. Pray, draw near. 

Arv. The night to the owl, and morn to the lark, 
less welcome. 

Imo. Thanks, sir. 

Arv. I pray, draw near. lExcunt* 
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Witli those legioni 


1 Sen, 

Which I have spohe of, wliereiinto yomr levy . 
Must he supplyant : The words of your commission 
Will tie you to the mimbers, and the time 
Of their despatch. 

Tri. We will discharge our duty. 


e fallen-oh* Britons ; that we do incite 
.e gentry to this business • He creates 
Lcius pro-consul : and to you, the tribunes, 
r this immediate levy he commands 
.3 absolute commission. Long live Caesar . 
Tri. Is Lucius general of the forces ? 

2 

TrL Eemaining now' in Gallia ? 


How much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my father. 

JSel. What ? how ? how t 

Arv. If it be sin to say so, sir, I yoke me 
In my good brother’s fault : I know not why 
I love this youth ; and I have heard you say, 
Love’s reason’s without reason ; the bier at d 


SCENE I. — The near the Cave. 

Enter Oloten. 

do. I am near to the place where they should 
meet, if Pisanio have mapped it truly. How fit ' 
his garments serve me I Why should his mistress, 
who was made by him that made the tailor, not be 
fit too ? the rather (saving reverence of the word) 
for ’tis said, a woman’s fitness comes by fits. There- 
in I must play the workman. I dare speak it to 
myself, (for it is not vain glory, for a man and his 
glass to confer ; in his own chamber, I mean,) 
the lines of my body are as well drawn as bis ; 
no less young, more strong, not beneath him in 
fortunes, beyond him in the advantage of the time, 
above him in birth, alike conversant in general 
services, and more remarkable in single oppositions : 
yet this imperseverant thing loves him in my 
despite. What mortality is ! Postlmmus, thy head, 
which now is growing upon thy shoulders, shall 
within this hour be off ; thy mistress enforced ; thy 
o-arments cut to pieces before thy face: and all 
this done, spurn her home to her father ; who may, 
haply, be a little angry, for my so rough usage : 
but my mother, having power of his testiness, shall 
turn ail into my commendations. My horse is tied 
np safe : Out, sword, and to a sore purpose ! For- 
tune, put them into my handd This is the very 


The imperious seas breed monsters ; for the dish. 
Poor tributary rivers as sweet fish. ^ 

I am sick still ; heart-sick : — Pisanio, 

I’ll now^ taste of Uiy drug. 

Qui. I could not stir him ; 

He said, he was gentle, but unfortunate ; 
Dishonestly afflicted, but yet honest. 

Arv. Thus did he answer me : yet said, hereafter 
I might know more. 

Bel. To the field, to the field 

We’ll leave you for this time ; go in, and rest. 
Arv. We’ll not be long away. 

Bel. 

For yon must be our housewife. 

Imo, Well, or iU, 

I am bound to you. 

Bel. And so shalt be ever. 

lExU Imosen. 

This youth, howe’er distress’d, appears, he hath had 
Good ancestors. 

Arv. How angel-like he sings ! 

Gui. But his neat cookei'y I He cut our roots in 
characters ; 

And sauc’d our broths, as Juno had been sick, 
And he her dieter. 

Arv. Nobly he yokes 

A smiling with a sigh : as if the sigh 
Was that it was, for not being such a smile : 

The smile mocking the sigh, that it would tly 
From so divine a temple, to commix 
With winds that sailors rail at. 

Gui. , . I do “0*!’ 

That grief aad patience, rooted m lum botd, 

1 Mingle their spurs together. 


description of their meeting-place ; and the fellow 
dares not deceive me. lExU. 


SCENE II . — Before the Cave. 

Enter i from, the Cave, Bblaeius, Gumisaius, Auvikagus 
and Imogen. 

Bel. You are not well : [To Imogen.] remai 
here in the cave ; 

"Wedl come to you after hunting. 

Arv. Brother, stay here 



Ilw 
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And burst of speaking, were as his : 1 am absolute. 
'Twas very Cloten. 

^ Arv, In this place we left them ; 

s I wish my brother make good time with him, 

You say he is so fell. 

^61. Being scarce made up, 

^ 1 mean, to man, he had not apprehension 

Of roaring terrors ; for the effect of judgment 
, Is oft the cause of fear : But see, thy brother. 

Jte-enter Guidjebius, with Cloten’s head. 

Gut. This Cloten was a fool ; an empty purse, 
There was no money in't : not Hercules 
Could have knock’d out his brains, for he had none : 
^ Yet I not doing this, the fool had borne 
My head, as I do his. 

What hast thou done ? 

Gui, I am perfect, what : cut off one Cloten's 
Sou to the queen, after his own report ; [head, 
Who call’d me traitor, mountaineer ; and swore, 
With his own single hand he’d take us in, 

. Displace our heads, where (thank the gods !) they 
And set them on Lud’s town. [grow, 

We are all undone. 

Gui. Why, worthy father, what have we to lose, 
But that he swore to take, our lives ? The law 
Piotects not us : Then why should we be tender. 

To let an arrogant piece of flesh threat us j 
Play judge, and executioner, all himself; 

For we do fear the law } What company 
Discover you abroad? 

Bel. No single sonl 

Can we set eye on, but in all safe reason, 

He must have some attendants. Though his humour 
Was nothing but mutation ; ay, and that 
From one bad thing to worse ; not frenzy, not 
Absolute madness could so far have rav’d, 

To bring him here alone : Although, perhaps, 

It may be heard at court, that such as we 
Cave here, hunt here, are outlaws, and in time 
May make some ggtronger head : the which he 

hearing, 

(As it is like him,) might break out, and swear 
He’d fetch us in : yet is’t not probable 
To come alone, either he so undertaking, 

Or they so suffering : then on good ground we fear. 

If we do fear this body hath a tail 
More perilous than the head. 

Atv. Let ordinance 

Come as the gods foresay it : howsoe’er, 

My brother hath done well. 

! Bel. I had no mind 

! To hunt this day : the boy Fidele’s sickness 
Did make my way long forth. • 

Gui> ^ With his own sword, 

WTaich he did wave against my throat, I have ta’en 
His head from him : I’ll throw’t into the creek 
Behind our rock ; and let it to the sea. 

And tell the Ashes, he’s the queen’s son, Cloten : 
That’s all I reck. IJExit 

Bel. I fear, ’twill be reveng’d : 

'Would, Polydore, thou had’st not done’t ! though 
Becomes thee well enough. [valour 

Arv. ’Would I had done’t, 

So the revenge alone pursued me ! — Polydore, 

I love thee brotherly ; but envy much, 
Thouhastrobb’dme of this deed : I would revenges, 
That possible strength might meet, would seek us 
And put us to our answer. [through, 

Bel. Weil, ’tis done ; — i 


Enter C.lo,ten. 

CM, I cannot And those runagates: that villam 
Hsith inock’d me:— I am faint. 

Bel. Those runagates 

Means he not us ? I partly know him ; ’tis 
Cloten, the sou o’ the queen. I fear some ambush 
I saw him not these many years, and yet 
I know ’tis he : — We are held as outlaws :~~ 
Hence. 

Gui. He is but one : You and my brother search 
What companies are near : pray you, away ; 

Let me alone with him. 

lExeutit Belarius and AnviRAGUs. 
Soft! what are you 
That fly me thus } some villain mountaineers ? 

I have heard of such — What slave art thou ? 

A thing 

i-Viore slavish did I ne’er, than answering 
A slave without a knock. 

Thou art a robber, 

A law-breaker, a villain : Yield thee, thief. 

Gui. To whom to thee. ^ What art thou? Have 
not I 

An arm as big as thine ? a heart as big ? 

^y words, I grant, are bigger ; for I wear not 
My dagger in my mouth. Say, what thou art : 
Why I should yield to thee } 

-- Thou villain base, 

Know st me not by my clothes ? 

failor, rascal, 

Who IS thy grandfather; he made those clothes, 
Which, as it seems, make thee. 

, Thou precious varlet. 

My tailor made them not. 

Hence then, and thank 
1 he man that gave them thee. Thou art some fool ; 

I I am loath to beat thee. 

Thou injurious thief. 

Hear but my name, and tremble. 

f Y^^'hat’s thy name? 

CM. Cloten, thou villain. 

Gui. Cloten, thou double villain, he thy name, 

I cannot tremble at it; were’t toad, or adder, spider, 
’Twouid 

move me sooner. 

To thy further fear. 

Nay, to thy mere confusion, thou shalt know 
I’m son to the queen. 

_ I^’ni sorry for’t ; not seeming 

So worthy as thy birth. 

Art not afeard ? 

Gui. Those that I reverence, those I fear ; the 
At fools I laugh, not fear them. [wise ; 

. Die the death : 

W hen I have slain thee with my proper hand, 

I li. follow those that even now fled hence. 

And on the gates of Lud’s town set your heads : 
Yield, rustic mountaineer. LExeunt, fighting. 

Enter Bei,ari[js and Arviragtis. 

Bel. No company’s abroad. 

Arv. None in the world: You did mistake him, 
sure. 

Bel. I cannot tell ; Long is it since I saw him, 
But time hath nothing bliirr’d those lines of favour 
Which then he wmre ; the snatches in his voice, 
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ACT IV. 


My clouted brogues from off my feet, whose rude- . 
Answer’d my steps too loud, [ness 

Why, he but sleeps : 

If he be gone, he’ll make his grave a bed ; 

With female fairies will his tomb be haunted. 

And worms will not come to thee. 

With fairest dowers. 

Whilst summer lasts, and I live here, Fidele, 

I’ll sweeten thy sad grave : Thou shalt not lack 
The flower, that’s like thy face, pale primi’ose; nor 
The azur’d hare-bell, like thy veins ; no, nor 
The leaf of eglantine, whom not to slander, 
Oiit-sweeten’d not thy breath : the ruddock would, 
With charitable bill (O bill, sore shaming 
Those rich -left heirs, that let their fathers lie 
Without a monument !) bring tliee all tills ; 

Yea, and furr’d moss besides, when flowers are none, 
To winter-groimd tliy corse. 

Qui. Pr’ythee, have done ; 

And do not play in wench-like words with that 
Which is so serious. Let us bury him. 

And not protract with admiration what 
Is now due debt. — To the grave. 

Ayu. Say, where shall’s lay him ? 

Gut. By good Euriphile, our mother. 

Ayv. Be’t so *» 

And let us, Polydorc, though ncnv our voices 
Have got the mannish crack, sing him to the ground, 
As once our mother; use like note, and words, 
Save that Euriphile must be Fidele. 

Gu%. Cadwal, 

I cannot sing : I’ll weep, and word it with thee : 
For notes of sorrow, out of tune, are worse 
Than priests and fanes that lie. 

Arv. We’ll speak it then. 

Bel. Great griefs, I see, medicine the less : for 
Cloten 

Is quite forgot. He wms a queen’s son, boys : 

And, thougla he came our enemy, remember, 

He was paid for that : Though mean and mighty, 
rotting 

Together, have one dust ; yet reverence, 

(That angel of the world,) doth make distinction 
Of place ’tween high and low. Our foe was princely ; 
And though you took his life, as being our foe, 

Y et bury him as a prince. 

Gui. Pray you, fetch him hither. 

Thersites’ body is as good as Ajax, 

When neither are alive. 

Arv. " If you’ll go fetch him, 

Wc’ll say our song the whilst. — Brother, begin. 

lExlt BfcLARlUS, 

Gui. Nay, Cadwal, we must lay his head to the 
My father hath a reason for’t, [east : 

Ao'v. ’Tis true. 

Gui, Come on then, and remove him. 

Arv. ■ So,-— Begin. ■. 


SONG. 


GA. Fear no more the heat o’the sun, 
Nor the furious winter's j'ages; 

Thou thy worldly task hast done, 

Hoine art gone, and taVin thy wages: 
Golden -lads and girls all must. 

As cliimney-swecj>ors, coino to dust. 

Ar?>. Fear no more the frown o’the great. 
Thou art past the tyrant’s stroke; 

Caro no more to clothe, and eat; 

To thee the reed la as the oak : 

The seoptre, learning, physic, niust 
Ail follow this, and conic to dust. 


We’ll hunt no more to-day, nor seek for danger 
Where there’s no profit. I pr’ythee, to our rock ; 
You and Fidele play the cooks ; I’ll stay 
Till hasty Polydore return, and bring him 
To dinner presently. 

Arv. Poor sick Fidele ! 

I’ll willingly to him : To gain his colour, 

I’d let a parish of such Clotens' blood, 

And praise myself for charity. lExit. 

Sel O thou goddess, 

Thou divine Nature, how thyself thou blazon’ st 
In these two princely boys ! They are as gentle 
As zephyrs, blowing below the violet 
Not wagging his sweet head : and yet as rough, 
Their royal blood enchaf ’d, as the rad’st wind, 
That by the top doth take the mountain pine, 

And make him stoop to the vale. ’Tis wonderful, 
That an invisible instinct should frame them 
To royalty unlearn' d ; honour untaught; 

Civility not seen from other : valour, 

That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 
As if it had been sow’d ! Yet still it’s strange, 
What Cloten’ s being here to us portends ; 

Or what his death will bring us. 


Re-enter Guidbrius. 

Gui. Where’s my brother 

I have sent Cloten’ s clotpoll down the stream, 

In embassy to his mother ; his body’s hostage 
For his return. [,Solcmi music. 

Bel, My ingenious instrument ! 

Hark, Polydore, it sounds ! But what occasion 
Hath Cadwal now to give it motion ! Plark I 
Gui. Is he at home ? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Gui. What does he mean ? since death of my 
dear’st mother 

It did not speak before. All solemn things 
Should answer solemn accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting toys, 

Is jollity for apes, and grief for boys, 

Is Cadwal mad ? ^ 


Re-cMer Arviragus, hearviuj Imogen dead in his m'ms. 

Bel. Look, here he comes, 

And brings the dire occasion in his arms, 

Of what we blame him for ! 

Arv, The bird is dead, 

That we have made so much on. I had rather 
Plavc skipp’d from sixteen years of age to sixty, 

To have turn’d my leaping time into a crutch, 
Than have seen this. 

Gui. O sweetest, fairest lily ! 

My brother wears thee not the one-half so well, 

As when thou^grew’st thyself. 

Bel. O, melancholy ! 

Who ever yet could sound thy bottom ? find 
The ooze, to show what coast thy sluggish crare 
Might easiliest harbour in — ^Thou blessed thing ! 
Jove knows what man. thou might’st have made; 
but I, 

Thou diedst, a most rare boy, of melancholy ! 

How found you him ? 

Arv* Stark, as you see ; 

Thus smiling, as some fly had tickled slumber, 

Not as death’s dart, being laugh’d at.; his right 
Reposing on a cushion. [cheek 

Gui. Where ? 

Arv. ^ O’ the floor; 

His arms thus leaguM ; I thought, he slept ; and 








CYMBELINE, 


&d. Fear no more the light'ning-flash, 

the all-dreaded til imder-stoiie * 

Gui. Fear not slander, censure rash * 

il; Joy and moan : 

Bom. All lovers young, all lovers must 
Consign to thee, and come to dust. 

Gtii. No exerciser harm thee ! 

Am. Nor no witchcraft charm thee ! 

Gui. Ghost unlaid forbear thee 1 
Arv. Nothing ill come near thee ! 

Both.. Quiet consummation have ; 

And renowned he thy grave I 

Re-enter Bel^vrius, with the body o/Cloten. 

^e/. Here’s a few flowers ; but about midnight, 
The herbs, that have on them cold dew o’the night 

Arestrewingsfitt'stforgraves._Upontheirtaces®- 

You ■"’fife as flowers, now wither’d : even so 

hese herb lets shall, which we upon you strow. 

Come on, away : apart upon our knees. 

The ground, that gave them first, has them again : 
Their pleasures here are past, so is their pain! 

[Ra;eunt Bblarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus 
/mo. [^a&mff.] Yes, sir, to Milford-Haven 
Which IS the way ? 

, bush?-Pray, how far 

Ods pittikins ! — can it be six miles vet ’ 

I have gone^all night :_’Faitli, I’U lie'down and 

But, soft ! no^bedfeflow :_0, gods and goddesses ; 

These flowers are like the pleasures Kwlf 
This bloody man, the care oii't.—I hope, I dream ■ 
thought I was a cave-keeper, ’ 

creatures : But ^tis not so ; 
nothing, shot at nothing, 

M hich the brain makes of fumes ; Our very eves 
Are sometimes, like our judgments, blind/ Good 
laith, 

I_ tremble still with fear : But if there be 
let lett m heaven as small a drop of pity 
As a wren’s eye, fear’d gods, a part of it ! 
me dream’s here stiU : even when I wake, it is 
Without me, as within me ; not imagin’d, felt. 

A headless man !—The garments of Posthumus I 
Iknow^the shape of his leg: this is his hand : 

His foot Mercurial ; his Martial thigh : 

The brawns of Hercules : but his Jovial face- 
Wurder in heaven ?_How 'Tis gone.—Pisanio 
All curps madded Hecuba gave the Gi-eeks, 

And mine to boot, be darted on thee ! Thou 
Conspir d with that irreguious devil, Cloten, 

Hast here cut off my lord,>~To write, and read, 

Be benceforth treacherous !-Damn’d Ksanio 
Hath with his torged letters,^damn’d Pisanio— 
h rom this most bravest vessel of the world 
Stmek the main-top !-0, Posthumus ! alas. 

Where is thy head? where’s that? Ah me ! where’s ' 
i , that , 

Pisauio might have kill’d thee at the heart. 

And left tois head on. — How should this be ’ 

^ _ Pisanio ? ‘ , 

Tis he,^ and Cloten : malice and lucre in them 
Have laid this woe here. O, ’tis pregnant, pregnant ! 
Thft drug he gave me, which, he said, was precious 
And cordial to me, have I not found it ^ 


Miird’rous to the senses? That 

This IS Pisanio s deed, and Cloten’s : 0 . 

TW T ^^7 Wood, 

Ihat we the horrider may seem to those 

Which chance to find us ; O, my lord, my lord ! 

mter Bucius, a Captain, and other Officers, and a 
Soothsayer. 

AfS S®i™on’d in Gallia, 

Attei your will, have cross’d the sea ; attending 
You here at MUford-Haven, with your ships : “ 
They are here in readiness. ^ 

i. 1 , what from Rome ? 

tap. The senate hath stirr’d up the ednfiners 

^ Thft ^^Wy ; most willing spirits, 

That promise noble service : and they come 
, Under the conduct of bold lachimo, 
bieana’s brother. 

’ , When expect you them ? 

Zmc* benefit o’the wind. 

■ ""^'""Tumbr Command^“^^^^^ 

purpose ? 

Sooth. Last night the very gods show’d me a 
Vision : 

fast, and pray’d, for their intelligence,) Thus : 

I saw Jove s bird, the Roman eagle, wing’d 
From the spungy south to this part of the west, 
There vanish d m the sunbeams : which portends, 
(Unless my sms abuse my divination,) 
huccess to the Roman host. 

or., Hream often so, 

‘ is here, 

i that sometime 

It was a worthy huildmg,~How ! a page !— 

f/. w ^ dead, rather : 

For nature doth abhor to make his bed 

^ith the defunct or sleep upon the dead 

Let s see the boy’s face. 

He is alive, my lord. 

Lug, U then instruct us of this hody.-— 
loung one, ^ 

Inform ub of thy fortunes ; for, it seems. 

They crave to be demanded : Who is this, 

St thy bloody pillow ? Or who was he, 

lhal, otherwise than noble nature did, 

Hato alter d that good picture > What’s thy interest 
In this sad wreck ? How came it .’ Who is it ’ 

What art thou? 

. 1 . I am nothing : or if not. 

Nothing to be were better. This was my master, 

A very vahant Bntou, and a good. 

That here by mountaineers lies slain Alas ' 

1 here are no more such masters : I may wander 
hrom east to Occident, cry out for service, 

Try many, all good, serve truly, never 
rind such another master. 

, , _ ’Lack, good youth \ 

Thou moy St no less with thy complaining, than 
y mastei^ in bleeding ; Say his name, good 

_ Imo, Richard du Champ. If I do lie, and do 
oi It, _though the gods hear, I hope 

Ihey il pardon it. [^AMde,2 Say you, sir ^ 

Thy name 

J^TTIO* 

Luc. Thou dost approve thyself the very same°^ 
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Tliy name well fits tliy faith. ; thy faith, thy name. 
Wilt take thy chance with me? I will not say, 
Thou, shalt be so well master’'d ; but, be sure, 

No less belov'd. The Roman emperor's letters, 
Sent by a consul to me, should not sooner 
Than thine own worth prefer thee ; Go with me. 
Imo. I'll follow, sir. But first, an't please the 
gods, 

I'll hide my master from the flies, as deep 
As these poor pickaxes can dig : and when 
■With wild wood-leaves and weeds I have strew'd 
his grave, 

And on it said a century of prayers, 

Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll weep, and sigh ; 
And, leaving so his service, follow you. 

So please you entertain me. 

Luc. Ay, good youth ; 

And rather father thee, than master thee. — 

My friends, 

The boy hath taught us manly duties : Let us 
Find out the prettiest daisied plot we can. 

And make him with our pikes and partizans 
A grave : Come ; arm him. — Boy, he is preferr'd 
By thee to us ; and he shall be interr'd, 

As soldiers can. Be cheerful ; wipe thine eyes ; 
Some falls are means the happier to arise. [Exeunt. 


Than what you hear of : come more, for more 
you're ready : 

The want is, but to put those powers in motion, 
That long to move. 

Cym. I thank you ; Let’s withdraw : 

And meet the time, as it seeks us. We fear not 
Wiiat can from Italy annoy us ; but 
We grieve at chances liere.~Away. [Exeunt 

Pis. I heard no letter from my master, since 
I wrote him, Imogen was slain : 'tis strange : 

Nor hear I from my mistress, who did promise 
To yield me often tidings : Neither know 1 
What is betid to Cloten ; but remain 
Perplex'd in all. The heavens still must work : 
Wherein I am false, I am honest ; not true, to be 
true. 

These present wars shall And I love my country, 
Even to the note o’the king, or I’ll fall in them. 
All other doubts, by time let them be clear’d : 
Fortune brings in some boats, that are not steer'd® 

[Exit 


SCENE III. — A Room in Cymbeline's Palace. 

Enter Cymbeltne, Lords, and Pisanio. 

Cym. Again ; and bring me word, how 'tis with 
her. 

A fever with the absence of her son ; 

A madness, of which her life's in danger : — 
Heavens, 

How deeply you at once do touch me ! Imogen, 
The great part of my comfort, gone ; my queen 
Upon a desperate bed ; and in a time 
When fearful wars point at me ; ter son gone, 

So needful for this present : It strikes me, past 
The hope of comfort. — But for thee, fellow, 

Who needs must know of her departure, and 
Dost seem so ignorant, we'll enforce it from thee 
By a sharp torture. 

Pis. Sir, my life is yours, 

I humbly set it at your will : But, for my mistress, 
I nothing know where she remains, why gone, 

Nor when she purposes return. 'Beseech your 
Hold me your loyal servant. [highness. 

1 Lord. Good my liege, 

The day that she was missing, he was here : 

I dare he hound!’ he's true, and shall perform 
All parts of his subjection loyally. 

For Cloten, — 

There wants no diligence in seeking him, 

And will, no doubt, be found. 

Ctjm. The time's troublesome : 

We'il slip you for a season ; but our jealousy 

[To PiSANlO. 

Does yet depend. 

1 Lord. So please your majesty, 

The Roman legions, all from Gallia drawn, 

Are landed on your coast ; with a supply 
Of Roman gentlemen, by the senate sent. 

Cym. Now for the counsel of my son and queen ! 
I am amaz'd with matter. 

1 Lord. Good my liege, 

Yoar preparation can affront no less 


SCENE TSf. ^Before the Cave. 


Enter Belarius, Ouiperius, and Arviragus. 

Gui. The noise is round about us. 

Bel. Let us from it 

Arv. Wliat pleasure, sir, And we in life, to lock it 
From action and adventure ? 

Gui. Nay, what hope 

Have we in hiding us ? this way, the Romans 
Must or for Britons slay us ; or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural revolts 
During their use, and slay us after. 

Bel. Sons, 

We'll higher to the mountains ; there secure us. 

To the Icing's party there's no going : newness 
Of Cloten' s death (we being not known, not mus- 
ter’d 

Among the bands) may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv’d ; and so extort from us 
That which we've done, whose answer would be 
death 

Drawn on with torture. 

Gui. This is, sir, a doubt, 

In such a time, nothing becoming you, 

Nor satisfying us. 

Arv. It is not likely, 

That when they hear the Roman horses neigh, 
Behold their quarter’d fires, have both their eyes 
And ears so cloy'd importantly as now, 

That they will waste their time upon our note, 

To know from whence we are. 

Bel. O, I am known 

Of many in the army : many years, 

Though Cloten then but young, you see, not wore 
him 

From my remembrance. And, besides, the king 
Hath not deserv’d my service, nor your loves; 
Who find in my exile the want of breeding, 

The certainty of this hard life ; aye hopeless 
To have the courtesy your cradle promis’d, 

But to be still hot summer's tanhiigs, and 
The shrinking slaves of winter. 

Gui. Than he so, 

Better to cease to be. Pray, sir, to the army : 

I and my brother are not known *, yourself, 

So out of thought, and thereto so overgrown, 
Cannot be question'd. . 
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Arv. By this sun that shines, 

I’ll thither : What thing is it, that I never 
Did see man die ? scarce ever lookM on blood, 
But that of coward hares, hot goats, and venison? 
Never bestrid a horse, save one, that had 
A rider like myself, who ne'er wore rowel 
Nor iron on his heel ? I am asham’d 
To look upon the holy sun, to have 
The bene&t of his blessed beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown, 

Gni. By heavens, 111 go : 

If you will bless me, sir, and give me leave, 
i’ll take the better care ; but if you will not. 


The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The hands of Romans I 
Arv. So say I ; Amen. 

Bei. No reason I, since on your lives you set 
So slight a valuation, should reserve 
My crack’d one to more care. Have with you, boys ; 
If in your country wars you chance to die, 

That is my bed too, lads, and there I’ll lie ; 

Lead, lead. — The time seems long : their blood 
thinks scorn, lAside, 

Till it fly out, and show them princes born. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE I . — A Field between the British and 
Roman Camps. 

Enter Posthumus, with a Uoody Mndkerchief. 

Post. Yea, bloody cloth, 111 keep thee ; for I 
wish’d 

Thou should’ st be colour’d thus. You married 
ones, 

If each of you would take this course, how many 
Must murder wives much better than themselves, 
For wrying but a little ? — 0^ Pisanio I 
Every good servant does not all commands ; 

No bond, but to do just ones. — Gods ! if you 
Should have ta’en vengeance on my faults, I never 
Had liv’d to put on this : so had you saved 
The noble Imogen to i*epent ; and struck 
Me, wretch, more w^orth your vengeance. But, 
alack, 

You snatch some hence for little faults ; that’s love, 
To have them fall no moi'e : you some permit 
To second ills with ills, each elder- worse ; 

And make them dread it to the doers’ thrift. 

But Imogen is your own : Do your best wills, 

And make me. bless’ d to obey! — I am brought 
Among the Italian gentry, and to fight [hither 
Against my lady’s kingdom : ’Tis enough 
That, Britain, I have kill’d thy mistress ; peace \ 
i’ll give no wound to thee. Therefore, good 
heavens, 

Hear patiently my purpose ; I’ll disrobe me 
Of these Italian weeds, and suit myself 
As does a Briton peasant : so I’ll fight 
Against the part I come with ; so I’ll die 
For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my life 
Is, every breath, a death : and thus, unknown, 
Pitied nor hated, to the face of peril 
Myself I’ll dedicate. Let me make men know 
More valour in me, than my habits show. 

Gods, put the strength o’the Leonati in me ! 

To shame the guise o’the W'Orld, I will begin 
The fashion, less without, and more within. lExit 


Revengingly enfeebles me ; Or, could this carl, 

A very drudge of nature’s, have subdu’d me, 

In my profession? Knighthoods and honours, borne 
As I wear mine, are titles but of scorn. 

If that thy gentry, Britain, go before 

This lout, as he exceeds our lords, the odds 

Is, that we scarce are men, and you are gods. lExii. 

The battle continues ; the Britons fly ; Cvmeeltne is taken ; 
then enter, to his rescue, Bblarius, GumHiuus. and 
AaviRArrUS. 

Bel. Stand, stand ! We have the advantage of the 
ground ; 

The lane is guarded; nothing routs us, but 
The villany of our fears. 

Gui. Arv. Stand, stand, and fight ! 

Enter Posthurius, and seconds the Britons : They rescue 
Cymeelinjs, and exeunt. Then, enter Lucius, Iachimo, 
and Imogen. 

Luc. Away, boy, from the troops, and save thy- 
self : 

For friends kill friends, and the disorder’s such 
As war were hoc^-wink’d. 

lach. ’Tis their fresh supplies. 

Luc. It is a day turn’d strangely : Or betimes 
Let’s re-enforce, or fly. lExeunt. 


SCENE HI . — Another Part of the Field* 
Enter Posthumus and a British Lord. 

Lord. Cam’st thou from where they made the 
stand? 

Post. I did ; 

Though you, it seems, come from the fliers. 

Lord, I did. 

Post. No blame be to you, sir ; Tor all was lost, 
But that the heavens fought : The king himself 
Of his wings destitute, the army broken, 

And but the backs of Britons seen, all flying 
Through a strait lane ; the enemy Mi-hearted, 
Lolling the tongue with slaughtering, having work 
More plentiM than tools to do’t, struck down 
Some mortally, some slightly touch’d, some falling 
Merely throughfear ; that the strait pass was damm’d 
With dead men, hurt behind, and cowards living 
To die with len^hen’d shame. 

Lord. Where was this lane ? 

Post. Close by the battle, ditch’d, and wall’d 
with turf ; 

Which gave advantage to an ancient soldier, — 

An honest one, I warrant ; who deserv’d 
So long a breeding, as his white beard came to, 


SCENE Il.---The same. 

Enter at one side, Lucius, Iachimo, and the Hainan army ; 
at the other side, the British army ; . Leonatus Posthu- 
mus folio'wmg if, like a poor soldier. They march over, 
and go out. Alarums. Then enter again in skirmish, 
Iachimo and PosTHuaros: he vanquishetli and disarmeth 
Iachimo, and then leaves him. 
lack. The heaviness and guilt within my bosom 
Takes off my manhood : I have belied a lady, 

The princess of this country, and the air on’t 
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Once touch my shoulder. Great the slaughter is 
Here made by the Roman ; great the answer be 
Britons must take ; Forme, my ransomers death; 
On either side I come to spend my breath ; 

Wiich neither here I’li keep, nor bear agaia^ 

But end it by some means for Imogen. 

Enter Two British Captains, and Soldiers* 

1 Cap. Great Jupiter be prais'd ! Lucius is 

taken : 

'Tis thought, the old man and his sons were angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth man, in a silly habit, 
That gave the aftVont with them. 

1 Ca}). So ’tis reported : 

But none of them can be found. — Stand ! who is 

Post. A Roman ; [there ? 

Who had not now been drooping here, if seconds 
Had answer’d him. 

2 Cap. Lay hands on hiin ; a dog ! 

A leg of Rome shall not return to tell 

What crows have peck'd them here : He brags his 
service 

As if he were of note : bring him to the king. 

Entei Cymbkline, attended ; Bklarius, GuiDERrus, Amn- 
BAGus, PrsANio, and Roman Captives. The Captains 
present Posthumus to CvMBfSLiNU, who delivers him 
over to a Qaoler: after which, all go out. 


In doing this for his country ; — athwart the lane, 
He, with two striplings, (lads more like to run 
The country base, than to commit such slaughter ; 
With faces’fit for masks, or rather fairer 
Tlian those for preservation cas'd, or shame,) 

Made good the passage j cried to those that fled, 
Our Britain’s harts die flying^ not our men : 

To darkness flit souls that fly backwards / Stand; 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Like heasis.^ wMcJi you shun beastly ; and may save., 
But to look back in frown : stand, stand. — These 
three, 

Three thousand confident, in act as many, 

(For three performers are the fde, when all 
The rest do nothing,) with this word, stand, stand, 
Accommodated by the place, more charming, 

With their own nobleness, (which could have turn’d 
A distaff to a lance,) gilded pale looks, 

Fart, shame, part, spirit renew’d; that some, turn’d 
coward 

But by example, (O, a sin in war, 

Damn'd in the first beginners !) 'gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like lions 
Upon the pikes o’the hunters. Then began 
A stop i'the chaser, a retire ; anon, 

A rout, confusion thick : Forthwith, they fly 
Chickens, the way which they stoop’d eagles; 
slaves, 

The strides they victors made : And now our cowards 
(Like fragments in hard voyages,) became 
The life o’the need ; having found the back«door 
open 

Of the unguarded hearts, Heavens, how they wound! 
Some, slain before ; some, dying ; some, their friends 
O’er-borne i’the former wave : ten, chas’d by one, 
Are now each one the slaughter-man of twenty : 
Those, that would die or ere resist, are grown 
The mortal hugs o'the field. 

Lord. This was strange chance : 

A narrow lane ! an old man and two boys ! 

Post. Kay, do not wonder at kj : You are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 

Than to work any. Will you rhyme upon’t, 

And vent it for a mockery ? Here is one : 

T7O0 boys, an old man twice a boy, a lane, 
Preserved the Britons, was the Roman's banc. 
Lord Nay, be not angry, sir. 

Post. ’Lack, to what end ? 

Who dares not, stand his foe, I’ll be his Mend ; 

For if he’ll do, as he is made to do, 

I know, he’ll quickly fly my friendship too. 

You have put me into rhyme. 

Lord. Farewell ; you are angry. 

Post. Still going ? — This is a lord ! 0 noble 
misery 1 

To be i’tlie field, and ask, what news, of me ! 
To-day, how many would have given their honours 
To have sav'd their carcasses ? took heel to d*o't, 
And yet died too ? I, in mine own woe charm’d, 
Could not find death, where I did hear him groan ; 
Nor feel him, where he struck : Being an ugly 
monster, 

'Tis strange, he hides him in fresh cups, soft beds, 
Sweet words ; or hath more ministers than we 
That draw his knives i’the war. — ^W ell, I will find 
For being now a favourer to the Roman, [him : 
No more a Briton, I have resum’d again 
The part I came in : Fight I will no more, 

But yield me to the veriest hind, that shall 


SCENE IV.— /f Prison. 

Enter PosTHUAius, and Two G-aolers. ' 

1 Gaol. You shall not now be stolen, you have 

locks upon you ; 

So, graze, as you find pasture. 

2 Gaol. Ay, or a stomach. 

Gaolers, 

Post. Most welcome, bondage ! for thou art away, 
I think, to liberty : Yet am I better 
Than one that’s sick o'the gout : since he had rather 
Groan so in perpetuity, than be cur’d 
By the sure physician, death ; who is the key 
To unbar these locks. My conscience ! thou art 
fetter’d 

More tlian my shanks, andvmsts : You good gods*, 
give me 

The penitent instrument, to pick that bolt, 

Then, free for ever ! Is’t enough, I am sorry ? 

So children temporal fatliers do appease ; 

Gods are m.ore full of mercy. Must I repent ? 

I cannot do it better tlian in gyves. 

Desir'd, more than constrain’d : to satisfy, 

If of ray freedom ’tis the main part, take 
No stricter render of me, than my all. 

I know, you are more clement than vile men, 

Who of their broken debtors take a third, 

A sixth, a tenth, letting them thrive again 
On their abatement : that’s not my desire : 

For Imogen's dear life, take mine ; and though 
'Tis not so dear, yet 'tis a life ; you coin'd it : 
'Tween man and man, they weigh Jiot every stamp ; 
Though light, take pieces for the figure's sake : 
You rather mine, being yours : And so, great 
powers, 

If you will take this audit, take this life, 

And cancel these cold bonds. O Imogen ! 

I’d speak to thee in silence. UB sleeps 





SCENE IV. 
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/"r apparitmi, Sicilius Leona- 

r ^ea 

^n "an7T hejire tieZ 

iim s. Tlitp urcU Posthttmus round, as he lies sleeping. 
Sica No more, thou thunder-master, show 
.•.r. , . y dies : 

With Mars faU out, with Juno chide, 

That thy adulteries 
Rates and reyenges. 

Hath my poor boy done aught but well, 

Whose face I never saw ^ 

1 died, whilst in the womb he stay’d 
Attending Nature’s law. 

Whose father then (as men report, 

Thou orphans’ father art,) 

Thou should’st have been, and shielded him 
Prom this earth-vexing smart. 

Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 

_ But took me in my throes ; 

That from me was Rosthumus ript, 

Came crying ’mongst his foes’ 

A thing of pity ! 

SicL Great nature, like his ancestry, 

Moulded the stuff so fair, 

That he deserv’d the praise o’ the world 
As great Sicilius’ heir. ’ 

1 When once he was mature for man, 
in Britain where was he 
That could stand np his parallel ; 

Or fruitful object be 
In eye of Imogen, that best 
Could deem his dignity 

M^h. With marriage wherefore was he mock’d 
io be exil’d, and thrown 
From Leonati’ seat, and cast 
From her his dearest one, 

Sweet Imogen? 

s-w. Why did you suffer lachimo, 

Slight thing of Italy, 

To taint his nobter heart and brain 
^ With needless jealousy ; 

And to become the geek and scorn 
O the other’s villany ? 

2 Sro. For this, from stiller seats we came, 

'J^t parents, and us twain, 

1 hat, striking in our country’s cause, 

Pell bravely, and were slain ; 

Our fesdty, and Tenantius’ right, 

M^ith honour to maintain. 

^ hardiment Posthumus hath 

1 0 Cymbeline perform’d : 

Then Jupiter, thou king of gods, 

^ hast thou thus adjourn’d 
^ he graces for his merits due ; 

Being all to dolours turn’d ? 

Sm. Thy ciystal window ope ; look out 
IN 0 Jonger exercise, 

Upon a valiant race, thy harsh 
And potent injuries : 

onr son is good, 

Take off his miseries. ■ 

Sid. Peep through thy marble mansion; help ' 

Or we poor ghosts wiU cry ' 

J o the shining synod of the rest, 

Against thy deity. | 


^ Jupiter ; or we appeal, 

And from thy justice fiy. 

JvpiTEn descends in thunder and lightning, sittinn tmon 
ZtXmes ' “ tJ^««der-bolt. The ahoeu Ml on 

Jap. No more, you petty spirits of region low, 
Offend^our^heanng : hush !— How daie you, 

Accuse the thunderer, whose bolt you know 
S y-p]^ted, batters all rebelling coasts ^ 

Poor shadows of Elysium, hence ; and rest 
Upon your never-withering banks of flowers-. 

Be not with mortal accidents opprest ■ 

No c»e of yours it is ; you know, ’tis ours. 
Whom best I love, I cross ; to make my gift. 

The more delay d, delighted. Be content: 

Xour low-laid son our godhead will uplift • 

His comforts thrive, his trials weU are spent 
Our Jovial star reign’d at his birth, and in 
uur temple was he married. — Rise and f 
He shall be lord of lady Imogen, ^ 

m '’y affliction made, 

xhm tablet lay upon his breast ; wherein 
Our pleasure his fuU fortune doth confine • 

And so, away : no further with your din 
Express impatience, lest you stir up mine.— 
Mount, eagle, to my palace crystalline. lAscends. 

Wo *1 u® 5 his celestial breath 

Was sulphurous to smeU : the holy eagle 
Stoop d, as to foot us : his ascension is 

our Mess’d fields : his royal bird 
Prunes the immortal wing, and cloys his beak, 

As when his god is pleas’d. ^ 

TTa 1,1 Thanks, Jupiter ! 

TTt-f marble pavement closes, he is enter’d 
His radiant roof Away ! and, to be blest, 
ijet ns with care perform his great behest. 

Sleep, thouhast Kg" 
Sire, and begot A* 

A father to me : ffnd thou hast created 
A mother, and two brothers : But (0 scorn U 

lienee so soon as they were born. 
And so I am awake.— Poor wretches that depend 
On greatness favour, dream as I have done ; 

ake, and find nothing.-But, alas, I swerve : 

Many dieam not to find, neither deserve. 

And yet are steep’d in favours ; so am I, 

^at have this golden chance, and know not why. 
What fairies haunt this ground? A book? O rLe 

^ garment 

Nobler than that it covers : let thy effects 
feo toUow, to be most unlike our courtiers, 

As good as promise, 

[Reads.] When as a Uon^s whelp shall, to Imu 

^rfihraced 

oy a piece of tender air ; and when from a stately 
C«d«r4-Aae6e fopped tranches, which, being dead 

TmT to the old 

sMt and fresMj, grow ; then sficK Posthumds 
end his miseries, Britain he fortunate, and flourish 
in peace and plenty. 

stm a tern ; or else such stuff as madmen 
longue, and brain not : either both, or nothing : 

Or senseless speaking, or a speaking such ® 

As sense cannot untie. Be what it is, 
action of my life is like it, wmch 
1 U keep, if but for sympathy* 
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Tliat tlie poor soldier, that so richly fought, ■ 
Whose rags sham'd gilded amis, whose naked 
breast 

Stepp’d before targe of proof, cannot be found : 

He shall be happy that can find him, if 
Our grace can make him so. 

Bel. I never saw 

Such noble fury in so poor a thing ; 

Such precious deeds in one that promis’d nought 
But beggary and poor looks. 

Cym. No tidings of Mm ? 

Bis. He hath been search’d among the dead and 
But no trace of him. [living, 

Cym. To my grief, I am. 

The heir of his reward ; which I will add 
To you the liver, heart, and brain of Britain, 

iTo Belabhis, GuiDKftrus, and Arviragus 
By whom I grant she lives : ’Tis now the time 
To ask of whence you are : — report it. 

Bel. “ Sir, 

In Cambria are we born, and gentlemen : 

Further to boast, were neither true nor modest, 
Unless I addjj we are honest. 

Cym. Bow your knees ; 

Arise, my knights o’tlie battle ; I create you 
Companions to our piSrson, and will fit you 
With dignities becoming your estates. 

EntC7* Cornelius and Ladies. 

There’s business in these faces ; — Why so sadly 
Greet you our victory ? you look like Romans, 
And not o'the court of Britain. 

Cor, Hail, great king ! 

To sour your happiness, I must report 
The queen is dead. 

Cym. Whom worse than a physician 

Would this report become ? But 1 consider, 

By medicine life may be prolong’d, yet death 
Will seize the doctor too. — How ended she ? 

Cor. With horror, madly dying, like her life ; 
Which, being cruel to the world, concluded 
Most cruel to herself. What she confess’d 
I will report, so please you : These her women 
Can trip me, if I err ; who, with wet cheeks, 

Were present when she finish’d. 

Cym. Pr’ythee, say. 

Cor. First, she confess’d she never lov’d you ; 
Affected greatness got by you, not you : [only 

Married your royalty, was wife to your place ; 
Abhorr’d your person. 

Cym. She alone knew this : 

And, but she spoke it dying, I Vvmuld not 
Believe her lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor. Your daughter, whom she bore in hand to 
With such integrity, she did confess ^ [lo-ve 
Was as a scorpion to her sight ; whose life, 

But that her flight prevented it, she had 
Ta’en off by poison. 

Cym. O most delicate fiend ! 

Who is’t can read a woman ? — Is there more 
Cor. More, sir, and worse. She did confess, 
she had 

For you a mortal mineral ; which, being took. 
Should by the minute feed on life, and, Hng’ring, 
By inches waste you : In which rime she 
purpos’d, 

By watching, weeping, tendance, kissing, to 
O’ercome you with her show : yes, and in time, 
(When she had fitted you with her craft,) to work 
Her son into the adoption of the crown. 


Re-enter Gaolers. 

Gaol. Come, sir, are you ready for death ? 

Bost. Over-roasted rather : ready long ago. 

Gaol. Hanging is the word, sir ; if you be ready 
for that, you are well cooked. 

Bost. So, if I prove a good repast to the spec- 
tators, the dish pays the shot. 

Gaol, A heavy reckoning for you, sir : But the 
comfort is, you shall be called to no more payments, 
fear no more tavern bills ; which are often the sad- 
ness of parting, as the procuring of mirth : you 
come in faint for want of meat, depart reeling with 
too much drink ; sorry that you have paid too much, i 
and sorry that you are paid too much ; purse and 
brain both empty : the brain the heavier for being 
too light, the purse too light, being drawn of hea- 
viness : O ! Of this contradiction you shall now be ; 
quit.— 0, the charity of a penny cord ! it sums up 
thousands in a trice : you have no true debitor and 
creditor but it ; of wbat’s past, is, and to come, the 
discharge : — Your neck, sir, is pen, book, and 
counters ; so the acquittance follows. 

Bost, I am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 

Gaol Indeed, sir, he that sleeps feels not the 
tooth-ache : But a man that were to sleep your 
sleep, and a hangman to help him to bed, I think, 
he would change places with his officer : for, look 
you, sir, you know not which way you shall go. 

Post. Yes, indeed, do I, fellow. 

Gaol. Your death has eyes in’s head then; I 
have not seen him so pictured : you must either be 
directed by some that take upon them to know ; or 
take upon yourself that, which I am sure you do 
not know ; or jump the after-enquiry on your own 
peril; and how you shall speed in your journey’s 
end, I think, you’ll never return to tell one. 

Bost, I tell thee, fellow, there are none w^ant 
eyes to direct them the way I am going, but such 
as wink, and will not use them. 

Gaol. What an infinite mock is this, that a man 
should have the best use of eyess to see the way 
of blindness! I am sure, hanging’s the way of 
winking. 

E'nter a Messenger. 

Mess. Knock off his manacles ; bring your pri- 
soner to the king. 

Post. Thou iiringest good news ; — I am called 
to be made free. 

Gaol ITl be hanged then. 

Bost. Thou shalt be then freer than a gaoler ; no 
bolts for the dead. 

[Ea^eunt Posthujvius and Messenger. 

Gaol. Unless a man would marry a gallows, and 
beget young gibbets, I never saw one so prone. 
Yet, on my conscience, there are verier knaves de- 
sire to live, for all he be a Roman : and there be 
some of them too, that die against their wills ; so 
should I, if I were one. I would we were all of 
one mind, and one mind good ; O, there were deso- 
lation of gaolers, and gMlowses I I speak against 
my present profit ; but my wish hath a preferment 
ia’t. [Ea7eu?ig. 


SCENE V, — Cymbeline’s Tent. 

Enter Ovmbelin®, Belarius, Ouiderius, Arviragus, 
PrsANio, Lords, Officers, aiid Attendants. 

Cym. Stand by my side, you whom the gods 
have made 

Preservers of my throne. Woe is my heart, 
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But feiling of her end by his strange ai 
Giew shameless-desperate ; open’d, in 
Of heaven and men, her purposes ; rep 
The evils she hatch’d were not effected 
Despamng, died. 

11 T y”" her 

C^nf' 5'°’^ highness. 

Were not in fault, for she was beautiful 
Mine ears, tiiat heard her flattery ; nor my heart 
That thought her like her seeming: it had been 

VICIOUS, 

To ha.ye mistrusted her : yet, 0 my daughter ! 
That It was foUy in me, thou may’st say. 

And prove It in thy feehng. Heaven mend all ! 

F.nUr Lucius, Iachimo. the Soothsayer, and other Eomaa 

P7 lioners, guarded j Posthumits heUnd, and Imogen. 

not, Caius, now for tribute ; that 
The BritoM have ras’d out, though with the loss 

TM^^LIr “ whose kinsmen have made suit, 

luSr ^ 


Imo. He is a Roman 


desnite TKnn T fX an ; no more icm to me, 

IT ITsoLShCneS^"^ * 

2rriltell ■ ?''®^^^°'-«ey’stliTso? 

women i To^e me Sg“; P'-- 

Mine eyes besU^^^ 

Thou art my good youth, my na.ee • 

I h be thy master : Walk IL ml, spe’ak Ldy! ’ 

Bp/ T« r»rtf ii Imogen converse apart, 

BeJ^ Is not this boy reviv’d from death ? 

Not mme resembles : That sweet^s/Sj 
^ was Fidele :-.What think you 

Gm. The same dead thin^ alive. ^ 

forbea??''® ' 5 

Creatures may be alike : were’t he, I am sure 

He would have spoke to us. 

RW* -Re. -T ^ 1 , But we saw him dead. 
Bis 5 s see further. 

It is my mistress : 

he day Since she is living, let the time ran on, 

:, AO good or bad. 

’ CCyMBEi.iNaa„<ji„ooENM«8/c™a)-^. 

e vods Mak^tli.r .1 j Come, stand thou by our side ; 
e„ods Make thy ^demand aloud.-Sir, [/o Uoh.] step 

3, Give answer to this’boy, and do it freely : 
wu’ u §'*“®8^tness, and the grace of it, 

Which IS our honour, bitter torture shall Thim 
Winnow the truth from falsehood.-On, speak to 

Of 

What’s that to him 

Cjim. That diamond upon your finger, say 
your How came it yours ? 6 f 

WbL-f ■ unspoken that 

^ mch, to be spoke, would torture thee. 

3ir, TT , 

T 1 V , How ! me ? 

Jac/i. I am glad to be constrained to utter that 
nm: Torments me to conceal. By villany [Xh 
I got this nng ; ’twas Leonatns’ jewel ; 

Whom thou didst banish; and (which more, may 
fore, ^ grieve thee, ^ ^ 

re : As it doth me,) a nobler sir ne’er liv’d 

hear more, my 
All that belongs to this. [lord? 

* 1 That paragon, thy daughter, — 

For whom my heart drops blood, andjny false spirits 
ess. Quad to remember, -Give me leave ; I faint 
- ; Cttm. My daughter ! what of her ? Renew thv 
Strength: ^ 

“uture will, 

® ^ “T •, speak. 

Thif, (“”l>uppy -was the clock 


^ 1 ir . was me ciocK 

That struck the hour !) it was in Rome, (accurs’d 
1 he mansion where !) ’twas at a feast, (O ’would 
Our viands had been poison’d ! or, at least, 

Those which I heav’d to head I the good Posthumns- 
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The shrine of Verms, or straight-pight Minerva, 
Postures beyond brief nature ; for condition, 

A shop of all the qualities that man , ^ 

Xioves woman for ; besides, that hook of ^i^ng, 

Pairness, which strikes the eye : 

Cym. I stand on fire : 

Come to the matter. 

lach. All too soon I shall, 

Unless thou would'st grieve quickly. — This Fos- 
thximus, 

(Most like a noble lord in love, and one 
That had a royal lover,) took his hint ; 

And, not dispraising whom we prais’d, (therein 
He was as calm as virtue) he began 
His mistress’ picture ; which by his tongue being 
made, 

And then a mind put in’t, either our brags 
Were crack’d of kitchen trulls, or his description 
Prov’cl us unspeaking sots. 

Cvm. Nay, nay, to the purpose. 

lach. Vbur daughter’s chastity — There it 

He spake of her, as Dian had hot dreams, 

And she alone were cold : Whereat, I, wretch ! 
Made scruple of his praise ; and wager’d with him 
Pieces of gold, ’gainst this which then he wore 
Upon his honour’d finger, to attain 
In suit the place of his bed, and win this ring 
By hers and mine adultery : he, true knight, 

No lesser of her honour confident 

Than I did traly find her, stakes this ring ; 

And would so, had it been a carbuncle 
Of Phoebus’ wheel ; and might so safely, had it 
Been all the worth of his car. Away to Britain 
Post I in this design : Well may you, sir, 

I ilememher me at court, where I was taught 
i Of your chaste daughter the wide difference 
I ’Twixt amorous and villanons. Being thns quench’ d 
Of hope, not longing, mine Italian brain 
’Gan in your duller Britain operate 
Most vilely ; for my vantage, ej^ellent ; 

And ; to be brief, my practice so prevail’d, 

I That I return’d with similar proof enough 
TomaketheBobleLeonatusmad, 

By wounding his belief in her renown 
With tokens thus, and thus ; averring notes 
Of chamber-hanging, pictures, this her bracelet, 
(O, cunning, how I got it!) nay, some marks 
Of secret on her person, that he could not 
But think her bond of chastity quite crack’d, 

I having ta’en the forfeit. Whereupon, — 

Post. Ay, so thou dost, 

^ {Coming fonmrd. 

Italian fiend !•— Ah me, most credulous fool, 
Egregious murderer, thief, any thing 
That’s due all the villains past, in being, 

To come I — D, give me cord, or knife, or poison, 
Some upright justicer ! Thon, king, send out 
For toi'turers ingenious : it is I 
That a, 11 the abhorred things o’the earth amend, 

I By being worse than they. I am Posthumus, 

That kill’d thy daughter ; — villain -like, I lie ,* 

That caus’d a lesser villain than myself, 

A sacrilegious thief, to db’t >the temple 
Of virtue was she ; yea, and she herself. 

Spit, and throw stones, cast mire upon me, set 
The dogs o’ the street to bay me : every villain 
Be call’d, Posthumus Ueonatus ; and 
Be villany less than ’twasl — O Imogen I 


My queen, my life, my wife ! O Imogen, 

Imogen, Imogen ! 

Imo. Peace, my lord ; hear, hear— 

Post. Shall’s have a play of this ? Thou scorn- 
ful page, 

There lie thy part. {Striking her : she fails. 

Pi'S. O, gentlemen, help, help 

Mine, and your mistress — O, my lord Posthumiis ! 
You ne’er kill’d Imogen till now : — Help, help 1 — 
Mine honour’d lady ! 

Cym. Does the world go round ? 

Past. How come these staggers on me ? 

Pis. Wake, my mistress ! 

Cym. If this be so, the gods do mean to strike 
To death with mortal joy. 

Pis. How fares my mistress ? 

Imo. O, get thee from my sight ; 

Thou gav’st me poison : dangerous fellow, hence ! 
Breathe not where princes are. 

Cym. The tune of Imogen 

Pis. Lady, 

The gods throw stones of sulphur on me, if 
That box I gave you w^as not thought by me 
A precious thing ; I had it from tlie queen. 

Cym. New matter still 

Imo. It poison’d me. 

Cor. O gods ! — 

I left out one thing which the queen confess’d, 
Which must approve thee honest : If Pisanio 
Have, said she, given his mistress that confection 
Which I gave him for cordial, she is serv’d 
As I would serve a rat. 

Cym. What’s this, Cornelius ? 

Cor. The queen, sir, very oft impdrtun’d me 
To temper poisons for her ; still pretending 
The satisfaction of her knowledge, only 
In killing creatures vile, as cats and dogs 
Of no esteem : I, dreading that her purpose 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain stuff, which, being ta’en, would cease 
The present power of life ; but, in short time, 

All offices of nature should again 
Do their due functions.^ — Have you ta’en of it ? 
Imo. Most like I did, for I was dead. 

Bel. My boys, 

There was our error. 

Giii. This is sure, Fidele. 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded lady from 
Think, that you are upon a rock ; and now [you ? 
Throw me again. {Emlracing him. 

Post. Hang there like fruit, my soul, 

Till the tree die 1 

Cym. How now, my flesh, my child ? 

What, mak’st thou me a duilax'd in this act? 

Wilt thou not speak to me } 

Imo. Your blessing, sir. 

{Kneeling. 

Bel. Though you did love this youth, I blame 
ye not ; 

You had a motive for it. 

{To Guideiuus and Aeviragi/s. 
i Cy^n. My tears, that fall, 

Xh-ove holy water on thee 1 Imogen, 

Thy mother’s dead. 

Imo. I am sorry for’t, my lord. 

Cym. Of she was naught ; and long of her it was, 
That we meet here so strangely ; But her son 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Pis. My lord. 

Now fear is from me, I’ll speak troth. Lord Cioten, 
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Upon my lady’s missing, came to me 
Yithhis sword drawn ; foam’d at the mouth, and 

swore, 

It I discover’d not which way she was gone, 

U was my instant death : By accident, 

1 nad a feigned letter of my master’s 
1 hen in my pocket ; which directed him 
t o seek her on the mountains near to Milford • 
i“ “y master’s garments, 
WMoh he inforo’d from me, away he posts 

oatli to violate j 

My lady s honour : what became of him, 

I further Ituow not. 

Isfewhim there. =tory : 

T , Mafty. the gods forefend! 

I would not thy good deeds should from my lips 

De“ny’t'aS.““‘““' 

Gui. I haye spoke it, and I did it. 

i^ym. He was a prince. 

Gui. A mostuncivil one : The wrongs he did me 
Were nothing pnnce-like ; for he did provoke me 
ith language that would make me spurn the sea. 

If It could so roar to me : I cut off’s head ; 

T^t standing here 

lo tell this tale of mine, 

n J am sorry for thee : 

By thine own tongue thou art condemn’d, and must 
Endure our law : Thou art dead. 

T 1 i T. j T. That headless man 

I thought had been my lord. 

An|uice him from our presencf^'^ 

This man is better than the man he^sSw, ' 

As weU descended as thyself; and hath 
More of thee merited, than a band of Clotens 
Had ever scar for. — Let his arms alone ; 

_ lTo the Guard. 

Ihey were not born for bondage. 

Titr& , , Why, old soldier, 

Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for. 

By tasting of our wrath? How of descent 
As good as we? 

lii that be spake too far. 

And tbou shalt die for’t. 

-n XU We will die aU three : 

Eut 1 will prove, that two of us are as good 
As I have given out him.— My sons, I must, 
bor mine own part, unfold a dangerous speech, 

Though, haply, well for you. 

Gui. And our good his. 

•D mt , , then.-— 

&i’klBe“^’ ^ 

Cpn. What of Mm ? he is 

A banish’d traitor. 

A 1 V . . He it is, that hath 

Assum d this age : indeed, a banish’d man ; 

1 know not how, a traitor. 

,, , Take him hence; 

llie whole world shall not save him. 

v,fjt c * 1 . . Not too hot: 

r irst pay me for the nursing of thy sons ; 

And let it be confiscate all, so soon 
As I have receiv’d it. 

' Nursing of my sons ? 


Sel. I am too blunt, and saucy: Here’s my knee- 
Ere I arise, I will prefer my sons ; ’ 

Then, ^are not the old father. Mighty sir 

And tS genaemen, that caU me father, 
are my sons, are none of mine ; 
They are the issue of your loins, my liege, 

And blood of your begetting. ° 

How! my issue ^ 

Am that Morgan, 

Belanos whom you sometime banish’d : 

“fonce, my punishment 
Hself, ^d dl my treason ; that I suffer’d. 

Was aU the-harm I did. These gentle princes 

‘'ren^ years 

Ha\e I tram d up : those arts they have, as I 
Could put into them ; my breeding was, sir as 
our hj^hness knows. Their nurse, Euriphile 

Upon my banishment : I mov’d her to’t * 

Having receiv’d the punishment before, 

For that which I did then : Beaten for loyalty. 
Excited me to treason : Their deal- loss, ^ 

The more of you ’twas felt, the more it shap’d 
Unto my end of steaUng them. But, graciLs sir, 
Here are your sons again ; and I must lose 
Iwo of the sweet st companions in the world : 

The benediction of these covering heavens 
M on their heads like dew ! for they are worthy 
To inlay heaven with stars. ^ 

Th?!?,: - * 1 . . weep’st, and speak’st. 

The ser^ce, that you tbxree have done, is more 
Unlike than this thou teU’st : I lost my children ; 

If these be they, I know not how to wish 
A pair of worthier sons. 

,, r -r P^^as’d awKile. — 

This gentleman, whom I call Polydore, 

Most worthy prince, as yours, is true Guiderius : 

Ihis gentleman, my Cadwal, Arvir^^gus, 

Your younger princely son ; he, sir, was lapp’d 
in a most curious mantle, wrought by the hand 
Of his queen mother, which, for more probation, 

1 can with ease produce. 

TT , Guiderius had 

Upon nis neck a mole, a sanguine star ; 

It was a mark of wonder. ’ 

Bel. This is he * 

Who hath upon him still that natural kamp - 
It -was wise nature’s end in the donation, 

1 0 be his evidence now. 

. O, what am I 

A mother to the birth of three ? Ne’er mother 
Rejoic d dehverance more :-Bless’d may you be, 

Ihat, after this strange starting from your orbs, 

You may reign in them now ! — 0 Imogen, 

Thou hast lost by this a kingdom. 

t/”"’' . No, my lord ; 

I have got two worlds by’t.— 0 my gentle brothers, 

Have we thus met ? 0 never say hereafter, 

But I am truest speaker : you call’d me brother, 

When I was but your sister ; I you brothers, 

When you were so indeed. 

. Hid you e’er meet ? 

Arv, Ay, my good lord. 

, And at first meeting lov’d ; 

Uontmued so, until we thought he died. 

Cor. By the queen’s dram she swallow’d. 

T y ^ instinct ! 

When shall I hear all through? This fierce abridge- 
meat, ° 

Hath to it circumstantial branches, which 

9D 
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Distinction shonld be rich in. — Where, how liv’d 
you, 

And when came you to serve our Roman captive ? 
How parted with your brothers ? how first met 
them ? 

Why fled you from the court ? and whither? These, 
And your three motives to the battle, with 
1 know not how much more, should be demanded ; 
And all the other by- dependencies, 

From chance to chance; but nor the time, nor place, 
Will serve our long interrogatories. See, 
Fosthilmus anchors upon Imogen ; 

And she, like harmless lightning, throws her eye 
On him, her brothers, me, her master ; hitting 
Each object with a joy ; the counterchange 
Is severally in all. Let’s quit this ground. 

And smoke the temple with our sacrifices. — 

Thou art my brother ; So we’ll hold thee ever. 

[To Belarius. 

Imo. You are my father too ; and did relieve me, 
To see this gracious season. 

Cym, All o’erjoy’d, 

Save these in bonds ; let them be joyful too, 

For they shall taste our comfort. 

Imo. My good master, 

I win yet do you service. 

Luc. Happy be you ! 

Cym. The forlorn soldier, that so nobly fought, 
He would have well becom’d this place, and grac’d 
The tbankings of a king. 

Post. I am, sir, 

The soldier that did company these thi'ee 
In poor beseeming ; ’twas a fitment for 
The purpose I then follow’d ; — That I was he. 
Speak, lachimo : I had you down, and might 
Have made you finish. 

lack. I am down again : [Kneeling. 

But now my heavy conscience sinks my knee, 

As then your force did. Take that life, ’beseech 
Which I so often owe : but, your ring first ; [you, 
And hei'e the Iwracelet of the trq^st princess, 

That ever swore her faith. 

Post, Kneel not to me ; 

The power that I have on you, is to spare you ; 

The malice towards you, to forgive you : Live, 
And deal with others better. 

Cym. Nobly doom’d ; 

We’ll learn our freeness of a son in-law ; 

Pardon’s the word to all. 

Am:). You holp us, sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our brother ; 

Joy’d are we, that you are. 

Post. Your servant, princes. — Good my lord of 
Ron?e, 

Call forth your soothsayer ; As I slept, methought, 
Great Jupiter, upon his eagle back, 

Appear’d. to me, with other spritely shows 
Of mine own kindred ; when I wak’d, I found 
This label on my bosom ; whose containing 
Is so from sense in hardness, that I can 


Make no colIc<'tiori of it ; let him show 
His skill ill the construction. 

■L7«c, Philarmonus, 

Sooth. Here, my good lord. 

Luc. Read, and declare the meaning. 

SoQfth. [Reads.] When as a Imis whelp shall, 
to himself tinknown, without seeking find, and he 
embraced by a piece of tender air ; and when from 
a stately cedar shall be lopped hrancheSf tvhich, 
being dead many years, shall after revive^ be jointed 
to the old stock, and freshly grow ; then shall 
POSTHUMTJS end Ms miseries, Britain be fortu- 
nate, a^id flourish in peace arid plenty. 

Thou, Leonatus, art the lion’s whelp ; 

The fit and apt construction of thy name, 

Being Leo-natus, doth import so much : 

The piece of tender air, thy virtuous daughter, 

C2'o Cymbelinb. 

Which we call mollis aer ; and mollis aer 
We term it rimlier : which mulier I divine, 

Is this most constant wife ; who, even now, 
Answering the letter of the oracle, 

Unknown to you, unsought, were clipp’d about 
With this most tender air. 

Cyj7i. This hath, some seeming. 

Sooth. The lofty cedar, royal Cymbeline, 
Personates thee : and thy lopp’d branches point 
Thy two sons forth : who, by Belarius stolen. 

For many years thought dead, are now reviv’d, 

To the majestic cedar join’d ; whose issue 
Promises Britain peace and plenty. 

Cym. Well, 

My peace we will begin : — And, Caius Lucius, 
Although the victor, we submit to Cajsar, 

And to tbe Roman empire; promising 
To pay our wonted tribute, from the which 
We were dissuaded by our wicked queen : 

Whom heavens, in justice, (both on her, and hers,) 
Have laid most heavy hand. 

Sooth, The fingers of the powers above do tune 
The harmony of this peace. The vision 
Which I made known to Lucius, ere the stroke 
Of this yet scarce-cold battle, at this instant 
Is full accomplish’d: for the Roman eagle, 

Prom south to west on mug soaring aloft, 

Lessen’d herself, and in the beams o’ the sun 
So vanish’d : wdiich foreshow’d our princely eagle, 
The imperial Csesar, should again unite 
His favour with the radiant Cymbeline, 

Which shines here in the west. 

Cym, Laud we the gods ; 

And let our crooked smokes climb to their nostrils 
From our bless’d altars ! Publish we this peace 
To all our subjects. Set we forward : Let 
A Roman and a British ensign wave 
Friendly together ; so through Lud’s town march: 
And in the temple of great Jupiter 
Our peace we’ll ratify ; seal it with feasts.-— 

Set on tliere : — Never was a war did cease, 

Ere bloody hands were wash’d, with such a peace, 

[Exetmt 





Satorninus, Son to the late Emperor of Rome, and 
afterwards declared Emperor himself. 

Bassiantjs, Brother to Saturninus; in love with 
Lavinta. ■ 

Trrus Andronicus, a noble Roman, General against 
the Goths. 

Marcus Andronicus, Tribune of the People and 
Brother to Tims. 

Lucius, ^ 

Quintus, \ 

Martius, f Titus Andronicus. 

Mutius, J j 

Young Lucius, a Bog, Son to Lucrus. 

PvBiA'us, Son to Marcus the Tribune. I 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 

PERSONS REPRESENTED. 


JEmilius, a noble Roman, 

Alarbus, ^ 

CHrRON, to Tamora. 

DjEMETRIUS, j 

Aaron, a Moor, beloved by Tamora. 

A Captaiu, Tribune, Messenger, and Clown ; Romane. 
Goths and Romans. 

Tamora, Queen of the Goths. 

IUvinia, Daughter to Titus Andronicus. 

A Nurse, and a Black Child. 

Kinsmen of Titos, Senates, Tribunes, Officers, Soldiers 
and Attendants. * 


SCENE,-— Rome ; and the Country near it. 


ACT I. 


SCENE 1. — Rome. Before the Capitol. 

The tomb of the Andronici appearing ; the Tribunes and 
benators aloft, as in the Senate. Enter, below, Satur- 
NiNus awd! his Followers, on one side j and! Bassianus 
and his Followers, on the other; with drum and colours. 
Sat. Noble patricians, patrons of my right. 
Defend the justice of my cause with arms ; 

And, countrymen, my loving followers, 

Plead my successive title with your swords : 

I am his first-bom son, that was the last 
That ware the imperial diadem of Rome ; 

Then let my father’s honours live in me, 

Nor wrong mine age with this indignity. 

Bas. Romans,- — friends, followers, favourers of 
my right,— 

If ever Bassianus, Caesar’s son, i 

Were gracious in the eyes of royal Rome, 

Keep then this passage to the Capitol ; 

And suffer not dishonour to approach 
The imperial seat, to virtue consecrate, 

To justice, continence, and nobility : 

But let desert in pure election shine ; 

And, Romans, fight for freedom in your choice. 
Enter Marcus Andronicus, aloft, with the crown. 

Mar. Princes — ^that strive by factions, and by 
Ambitiously for rule and empery,— [friends 
Know, that the people of Rome, for whom we stand 
A specim party, have, by common voice, 

In election for the Roman empery, 

Chosen Andronicus, sumamed Pius 
For many good and great deserts to Rome ; 

nobler man, a braver warrior, 

Lives not this day within the city walls : 

He by the senate is accited home, 

From weary wars against the barbarous Goths; 

That, with his sons, a terror to our foes, 

Hath yok d a nation strong, train’d up in arms. 


Ten years are spent, since first lie undertook 
Inis cause of Rome, and chastised with arms 

Bleedmg to Rome, bearing his yaliaut sons 
In coffins from the field ; 

And now at last, laden with honour’s spoils 
Returns the good Andronicus to Rome ^ 
Renowned Titus, flourishing in arms. 

Let us entreat— By honour of his name, 

Whom, worthily, ^ou would have now succeed, 
And in the Capitol and senate’s right 
morn you pretend to honour and adore — 

That you withdraw you, and abate your krength ; 
Dismiss your followers, and, as suitors should^ 
Head yom- deserts in peace and humbleness. ’ 
Sat. How fair the tribune speaks to calm my 
thoughts ! ^ 

Bas. Marcus Andronicus, so I do affy 
I In thy uprightness and integrity, 

And so I love and honour thee and thine 
Thy nobler brother Titus, and his sons, ' 

And her, to whom my thoughts are humbled all 
Gracious Lavinia, Rome’s rich ornament 
pat I Will here dismiss my loving friends : 

And to my fortunes, and the people’s favour 
Commit my cause in balance to be weigh’d.’ 

1? • 1 <5/Bassianus. 

t^at. hnends, that have been thus forward in mv 
right, 

I thank you all, and here dismiss you ail ; 

And to the love and favour of my country 
Commit myself, my person, and the cause. 

_ , 0/ Saturninus. 

Kome, be as just and gracious unto me, 

As I am confident and kind to thee 

Open the gates, and let me in. 

Tribunes ! and me, a poor competitor. 

[Sat. and Bas. go into thr Capitol, and eweunt with 
Senators, Marcus, ^c. 

3 D 2 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


ACT 1. 


SCENE IL— T/^e same. 

Enter a Captain and others. 

Cap. Romans, make way ; The good Andronicus, 
Patron of virtue, Rome’s best champion. 

Successful in the battles that he fights, 

With honour and with fortune is return’d, 

From where he circumscribed with his sword, 

And brought to yoke, the enemies of Rome. 

nourish of trumpets, %c. Enter Mutiub and Martjus ; 
after them, two men bearing a coffin covered with black; 
then Quintus and Lucius. After them, Titus Andro- 
Nicus ; and then Tamoba, tviih Alarbus, Chiron, D.bme- 
TRiue, Aaron, and other Goths, prisoners; Soldiers 
People, folloioing. The bearers set down the coffin, and 
Titus speaks. 

Tit. Hail, Rome, victorious in thy mourning 
weeds ! 

Lo, as the bark, that hath discharg’d her fraught. 
Returns with precious lading to the bay, 

From whence at first she weigh’d her anchorage, 
Cometh Andronicus, bound with laurel boughs, 

To re-salute his country with his tears ; 

Tears of true joy for his return to Rome. — 

Thou great defender of this Capitol, 

Stand gracious to the rites that we intend ! — 
Romans, of five -and -twenty valiant sons, 

Half of the number that king Priam had. 

Behold the poor remains, alive, and dead ! 

These, that survive, let Rome reward with love ; 
These, that I bring unto their latest home, 

With burial amongst their ancestors : 

Here Goths have given me leave to sheath my sword. 
Titus, unkind, and careless of thine own, 

Why sufier’st thou thy sons, unburied yet, 

To hover on the dreadfid shore of Styx ! — 

Make way to lay them by their brethren. 

iThe tomb is opened. 

There greet in silence, as the dead are wont, 

And sleep in peace, slain in your country’s wars 1 
0 sacred receptacle of my joys,^ 

Sweet cell of virtue and nobility, 

How many sons of mine hast thou in store, 

That thou wilt never render to me more ? 

Luc. Give us the proudest prisoner of the Goths, 
That we may hew his limbs, and, on a pile, 

Jd mmies fratrum sacrifice his flesh, 

Before this earthly prison of their bones ; 

That so the shadows be not unappeas’d, 

Nor we disturb’d with prodigies on earth. 

Tit. I give him you ; the noblest that survives, 
The eldest son of this distressed queen. 

Tarn. Stay, Roman brethren ; — Gracious con- 
quersr, 

Victorious Titus, rue the tears I shed^ 

A mother’s tears in passion for her son : 

And, if thy sons were ever dear to thee, 

0, think my son to be as dear to me. 

Sulficeth not, that we are brought to Rome, 

To beautify thy triumphs, and return, 

Captive to thee, and to thy Roman yoke ; 

But must my sons be slaughter’d in the streets, 
For valiant doings in their country’s cause } 

O ! if to fight for king and common weal 
Were piety in thine, it is in these. 

Andronicus, stain not thy tomb with blood ; 

Wilt thou draw near the nature of the gods ? 

Draw near them then in being ‘merciful : 

Sweet mercy is nobility’s true badge ; 

Thrice-noble Titus, spare my first-born son. 


Tit. Patient yourself, madam, and pardon me. 
These are their brethren, whom you Goths beheld 
Alive, and dead ; and for their brethren slain, 
Religiously they ask a sacrifice : 

To this your son is mark’d ; and die he must, 

To appease their groaning sliadow^s that are gone. 

Luc. Away with liim ; and make a fire straight ; 
And with onr swords, upon a pile of wood, 

Let’s hew his -limbs, till they be clean consum'd. 

'iExeimt Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and 
Mutius, ' luz'/ii. Alarbus. 

Tam,. O cruel, irreligious |}iety ! 

Chi. Was ever Scythia half so barbarous ? 

Dem. Oppose not Scythia to ambitious Rome. 
Alarbus goes to rest ; and we survive 
To tremble under Titus’ threatening look. 

Then, madam, stand resolv’d ; but hope withal, 
The self-same gods, that arm’d the queen of Troy 
With opportunity of sharp revenge 
Upon the Tliracian tyrant in his tent, 

May favour Tamora the queen of Goths, 

(When Goths were Goths, and Tamora was queen,) 
To quit the bloody wrongs upon her foes. 

Re-enter Lucius, Quintus, Martius, and Mutius, with 
their swords bloody. 

Luc. See, lord and father, how we have perform’d 
Our Roman rites : Alarbus’ limbs are lopp’d, 

And entrails feed the sacrificing fire, 

Whose smoke, like incense, doth perfume the sky. 
Remaineth nought, but to inter our brethren, 

And with loud ’larums welcome them to Rome. 

Tit. Let it be so, and let Andronicus 
Make this his latest farewell to their souls. 

[Trumpets sounded, and the coffim laid in the tomb. 
Tn peace and honour rest you here, my sons ; 
Rome’s readiest champions, repose you here, 
Secure from worldly chances and mishaps! 

Here lurks no treason, here no envy swells, 

Here grow no damned grudges ; here, are no storms, 
No noise, but silence and eternal sleep : 

Enter Lavxnia. 

In peace and honour rest you here, my sons ! 

Lav. In peace and honour live lord Titus long ; 
My noble lo.rd and father, live in fame ! 

Lo ! at this tomb my tributary tears 
I render for my brethren’s obsequies ; 

And at thy feet I kneel, with tears of joy 
Shed on the earth, for thy return to Rome : 

O, bless me here with thy victorious hand, 

Whose fortunes Rome’s best citizerxS applaud. 

TiL ICind Rome, that hast thus lovingly reserv’d 
The cordial of mine age to glad my heart ! — 
Lavinia, live ; outlive thy father’s days, 

And fame’s eternal date, for virtue’s praise I 

Enter Marcus Andronicus, Saturninus, 
Bassianus, and others. 

Mar. Long live lord Titus, my beloved brother, 
Gracious trifimpher m the eyes of Rome 1 

Tit. Thanks, gentle tribune, noble brother Mar- 
cus. 

Mar. And welcome, nephews, from successful 
. wars, 

You that survive, and you that sleep fn fame. 

Fair lords, your fortunes are alike in all, 

That in your country’s service drew your swords : 
But safer triumph is this funeral pomp, 

That hath aspir’d to Solon’s happiness, 

And triumphs over chance, in honour’s bed. — 
Titus Andronicus, the people of Rome, 







SCENE IJ. 


TITUS ANDKONICUS. 


Whose friend in justice thou hast ever been, 
Send thee by me, their tribune, and their trust, 
This pallianaent ot white and spotless hue : 

And name thee in election for the empire, 

With these our late deceased emperor’s sons : 

Be cajididaius then, and put it on 
And help to set ahead on headless' Eome. 

mn his, that shakes for age and feebleness : 
What ! should I don this robe, and trouble you ? 
Be chosen with proclamations to-day : 
To,moiTow, yield up rule, resign my life, 

And set abroad new business for you all 
Borne, I have been thy soldier forty years. 

And buried one-and-twenty valiant sons, 
Ivnighted in field, slain manfiiliy in arms, 

In right and service of their noble country : 

Give me a staff of honour for mine age, 

But not a sceptre to control the world : 

it last. 

Shalt obtain and ask the empery. 
ambitious tribune, canst thou 

Tit. Patience, prince Saturnine. 

Pof j ^0 Ilians, do me right : — 

Tdf S®’ .<5raw^your. swords, and sheath thL not 

liil Saturninus be Pome s emperor : 

Andromcus, ’would thou wert shipp’d to hell, 
Rather than rob me of the people Vhearts. 

Tw“®‘ 1 ,. Saturnine, interrupter of the good 
That noble-mmded Titus means to thee ! 

Till P™®® ’ ■"H restore to thee 

me people s hearts, and wean them from them- 
selves. 

Ras. Audi-ouicus, I do not flatter thee, 

But honour thee, and will do till I die : 

T * ‘i ®lr®“gil'ea with thy friends, 

I wfll most thankful be: and thanks, to men 
honourable meed. 

T of Pome, and people’s tribunes here, 

I ask your voices, and your suffrages ; 

^™“'lly 0“ Andronious ? 
RnA^To gratify the good Andronious, 

And gratulate his safe return to Rome, 
accept whom he admits. 

I a, Inbunes, I thank you : andthis suit I make, 
That you create your emperor’s eldest son, 

Bord Saturnine ; whose virtues will, I hope, 

Reflect on Pome, as Titan’s rays on earth, 

And ripen justice in this common- weal : 
i hen it you will elect by my advice, 

— Long live our emperor / 

PatrIXnc . applause of every sort, 

Batricians, and plebeians, we create 

Bord Saturninus, Rome’s great emperor ; 

Ana say ,—-Long live our emperor Saturnine ! \ 

To’us^' f“dronicns, for thy favoimdone 
To us in our election this day, 

I give thee thanks in part of thy deserts. 

And mil with deeds requite thy gentleness : 

;Md, for an onset, Titus, to advance 
lay name, and honourable family, 

Lavinia will I make my emperess, 

Kome s royal mistress, mistress of my heart. 

And m the sacred Pantheon her espouse : 
leu me Andronicus, doth this motion please thee 
I and, in this match, 

A J f honour’d of your grace • 

And here, in sight of Rome, to SatSmine,- 


King and commander of our common-weal, 

1 he wide world’s emperor,— do I consecrate 
My sword, my chariot and my prisoners ; 

1 resents well worthy Rome’s imperial lord : 
Receive them then, the tribute that I owe, 

Mine h^our’s ensigns humbled at thy feet 
Sat. Th^ks, noble Titus, father of mv life ' 
How proud I am of thee, and of thy gifts, 

Rome shaU record ; and, when I do forget 
Ihe least of these unspeakable deserts, 

Romans, forget your fealty to me. 

T%t. Now, madam, are you prisoner to an em- 
m Tajioea. 

• 4--11 ™ honour and your state, 

^'ill use you nobly, and your followers. 

^ 5 Aue 

lhat 1 would choose, were I to choose anew.— 
Clear up, fair queen, that cloudy countenance ; 
Though chance of war hath wrought this change of 
cxiecr^ 

Thou com’st not to be made a scorn in Rome : 
Bnncely shall be thy usage every way. 

Rest on my word, and let not discontent 
Daunt ^ your hopes ; Madam, he comforts you. 
Can make you greater than the queen of GotL.L 
Ba^nia, you are not displeas’d with this ? 

Bav. Not I, my lord ; sith true nobility 
W^rante these words in princely courtesy. 

_ &aL Thanks, sweet Lavinia.— Romans, let us go : 
Ransomeless here we set our prisoners free 
Br^laim our honours, lords, with trump and drum. 
Bas. Lord Titus, by your leave, this maid is 
.y,. tSeizing liAYimA. 

How sir? Are you in earnest then, ray lord ? 
Bas. Ay noble Titus ; and resolv’d withal, 

10 do myself this reason and this right. 

iK/r c courts Tamora in dumb show. 

_ Suum cuique is our Roman justice : 

Ihts prince in justice seizeth but his own. 
iao. And that he will, and shaU, if Lucius live. 
iu. Traitors, qyauut! Where is the emperor’s 
guard ? 

Treason, my lord ; Lavinia is surpris’d. 

Sat. Surpris’d! By whom? 

p X. . t , , . By Mm that justly may 
Bear his betroth d from all the world away. 

Ti/T Marcus and Bassianus, with Lavinia. 

MuU Brothers, help to convey her hence away, 
And with my sword I wiU keep this door safe. 

-ct „ Lucius, Qwntus, 

soon bring her 

Mut. My lord, you pass not here. [back. 

■p , * What, villain boy I 

Barest me my way in Rome? [Tmis Ms Mottos. 

Help, *Lnoius, help ! 
Mc-enter Lucms. 

Luc. My lord, you are unjust ; and, more than 
In wrongful quarrel you have slain your son. [so, 

1 It. Nor thou, nor he, are any sons of mine : 

My sons would never so dishonour me : 

TiMtor, restore Lavinia to the emperor. 

X«o. Dead, if you wiU ; but not to be his wife, 
lhat IS another’s lawful promis’d love. iExit 
Sat. No, Titus, no ; the emperor needs her not, 

;N ot her, nor thee, nor any of thy stock : 

1 11 trust, by leisure, him that mocks me once ; 

1 bee never, nor thy traitorous haughty sons, 
Confederates all thus to dishonour me. 

Was there none else in Rome to make a stale of. 

But Saturnine? FuU weU, Andronicus, 



TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


ACT 1. 


Agree these deeds with that proud brag of thine, 
That said'st, I begged the empire at thy hands. 
Tit. O monstrous ! what reproachful words are 
these ? 

Sat. But go thy ways ; go, give that changing 
piece 

To him that flourished for her with his sword : 

A valiant son-in-law thou shalt enjoy ; 

One flt to bandy with thy lawless sons, 

To ruffle in the commonwealth of Rome. 

Tit. These words are razors to my wounded 
heart. 

Sat. And therefore, lovely Tamora, queen of 
Goths,— 

That like the stately Phoebe ^mongst her nymphs, 
Dost overshine the gallant^st dames of Rome, — 

If thou be pleas’d with this my sudden choice 
Behold, I choose thee, Tamora, for my bride. 

And will create thee emperess of Rome. 

Speak, Queen of Goths, dost thou applaud my 
choice ? 

And here I swear by all the Roman Gods, — 

Sith priest and holy water are so near, 

And tapers burn so bright, and every thing 
In readiness for Hymeneus stand, — 

I will not re-salute the streets of Rome, 

Or climb my palace, till from forth this place 
I lead espous’d my bride along with me. 

Tam, And here, in sight of heaven, to Rome J 
swear, 

If Saturnine advance the queen of Goths, 

She will a handmaid be to his desires, 

A loving nurse, a mother to his youth. 

Sat. Ascend, fair queen, Pantheon : — Lords, 
accompany 

Your noble emperor, and his lovely bride. 

Sent by the heavens for prince Saturnine, 

Whose wisdom hath her fortune conquer’d : 

There shall we cdnsummate our spousal rites. 

lExeitnt Saturninus, and his Followers ; Tamora, 
and her sons ; Aabw, and Goths. 

Tit. I am not bid to w:ait upon this bride ; — 
Titus, when wert thou wont to walk alone, 
Dishonour’d thus, and challenged of wrongs ? 

Re-enter Marcus, Lucius, Quintus, and Martjus. 
Mar. O, Titus, see, O see, what thou hast done ! 
In a bad quarrel slain a virtuous son. 

Tit. No, foolish tribune, no ; no son of mine, — 
Nor thou, nor these, confederates in the deed 
That hath dishonour’d all our family ; 

Unworthy brother, and unworthy sons I 
Luc. But let us give him burial, as becomes ; 
Give Mutius b^urial with our brethren. 

Tit. Traitors, away I he rests not in this tomb. 
This monument five hundred years hath stood, 
Which I have sumptuously re-edified : 

Here none but soldiers, and Rome’s servitors. 
Repose in fame ; none basely slain in brawls : — 
Bury Mm where you can, he comes not here. 

Mar. My lord, this is impiety in you : 

My nephew Mutius’ deeds do plead for him ; 

He must be buried with his brethren. 

Quin. Mart. And shall, or him we will ac- 

Tit. And shall ? What villain was it spoke that 
word? 

Qwm. He that would vouch’t in any place but 
here. 

Tit. What, would you bury him in my despite ? 


Mar. No, noble Titus ; but entreat of thee 
To pardon Mutius, and to bury liim. 

Tit. Marcus, even thou hast struck upon my 
crest, 

And, with these hoys, mine honour thou hast 
wounded : 

My foes I do repute you every one ; 

So trouble me no more, but get you gone. 

Mar. He is not with himself ; let us withdraw. 
Qiim. Not I, till Mutius’ bones be buried. 

[Marcus and the Sons of Titvs hneel. 
Mar. Brother, for in that name doth nature plead. 
Quin. Father, and in that name doth nature 
speak. 

Tit. Speak thou no more, if all the rest will speed. 
Mar. Renowned Titus, more than half mv 
soul, 

Luc. Dear father, soul and substance of us all, 

Mar. Sufter thy brother Marcus to inter 
His noble nephew here in virtue’s nest, 

That died in honour and Lavinia’s cause. 

Thou art a Roman, be not barbarous. 

The Greeks, upon advice, did bury Ajax 
That slew himself ; and wise Laertes’ son 
Did graciously plead for his funerals. 

Let not young Mutius then, that was thy joy, 

Be barr’cl his entrance here. 

Tit.^ Rise, Marcus, rise ; — 

The dismall’st day is this, that e’er I saw, 

To be dishonour’d by my sons in Rome ! — 

Well, buiy him, and bury me the next, 

[Mutius is put into the iomh. 
Luc. There lie thy bones, sweet Mutius, with 
thy friends, 

Till we with trophies do adorn thy tomb !— 

AIL No man shed tears for noble Mutius ; 

He lives in fame that died in virtue’s cause. 

Mar. My lord, — to step out of these dreary 
dumps, — 

How comes it, that the subtle queen of Goths 
Is of a sudden thus advanced in Rome ? 

Tit. I know not, Marcus ; but I know, it is ; 
Whether by device, or no, the heavens can tell : 

Is she not then beholden to the man 

That brought her for this high good turn so far ? 

Yes, and will nobly him remunerate. 

Flourish. Re-enter at one side, Saturninus, attended a 
Tamora, Chiron,. Dbmktrius, and Aaron: At the other, 
Bassianus, Lavinia, and others. 

Sat. So Bassianus, you have play’d your prize ; 
God give you joy, sir, of your gallant bride. 

Bas. And you of yours, my lord ; I say no more, 
Nor wish no less ; and so I take my leave. 

Sat. Traitor, if Rome have law, or we have power, 
Thou and thy faction shall repent this rape. 

Bas. Rape, caU you it, my lord, to seize my own, 
My tme-betrothed love, and now my wife ? 

But let the laws of Rome determine all ; 

Meanwhile I am possess’d of that is mine. 

Sat. ’Tis good, sir : You are very short with us ; 
But, if we live, we’ll be as sharp with you. 

Bas. My lord, what I have done, as best I may, 
Answer I must, and shall do with my life. 

Only thus much I give your grace to know, 

By all the duties that I owe to Rome, 

This noble gentleman, lord Titus here, 

Is in ojiinion, and in honour, wrong’d j 
That, in the rescue of Lavinia, 

With his own hand did slay his youngest son, 

In zeal to you, and highly mov’d to wrath i 
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To be controlFd m that he frankly gave ; 

Receive bmi then to favour, Saturnine : 
liiat hath express’d himself, in all his deeds, 
o a friend, to thee, and Rome. 

Bassianus, leave to plead my deeds 

! 1 dishonour’d me : 

Rome and the righteous heavens be my judge, 
Ho^ I have lov’d and honoui-’d Saturni^ ! 

Tam. My worthy lord, if ever Tamora 
Were gracious in those princely eyes of thine, 
Then iiear me speak indifferently for aU ; 

f pardon what is past. 

A A madam ! be dishonour’d openly, 

And basely put it up without revenge ? ^ ' 

I 5 The gods of Rome fore- 

I bhould be author to dishonour you ! ffend 
Rut, on mine honour, dare I undertake ' 

hor good lord Titus’ innocence in all, 

Whose fury, not dissembled, speaks his griefs: 
Ihen, at my suit, look graciously on him ; 

Lose not so noble a friend on vain suppose, 

Nor with sour looks afflict his gentle heart.l- 
My lord, be rul’d by me, be won at last, ^ 
Dissemble all your griefs and discontents : 

You are but newlyplanted in your throne : | 

Rest then the people, and patricians too, I 

V pon a just survey, take Titus’ part, I 

And so supplant us for ingratitude. 


empress hath prevail’d, 
^ majesty, and her, my lord : 

These words, these looks, infuse new life in me. 

Titus, I am incorporate in Rome, 

A Koman now adopted happily. 

And must advise the emperor for his good. 

Ihis day all quarrels die, Andronious 
Md let it be mine honour, good my lord, 
that 1 have reconcil’d youi- friends and you— 
hor you, prince Bassianus, I have pass’d 
My word and promise to the emperor. 

That you wffl be more mild and tractable.— 

^d fear not, lords, — and you, Lavinia : — 

Ry my advice, all humbled on your knees, 

You shall ask pardon of his maiestv. 

j . r 


rp , , . ' ao WC lUlgUt, 

I lend ring onr sister’s honour, and our own. 

I That on mine honour here I do protest. 

&a£. Away, and talk not ; trouble us no more.- 
I lam. Nay, nay, sweet emperor^ we must all b( 
j friends : 

I The tribune and his nephews kneel for grace ; 

I ^ denied. Sweet heart look back. 

. Sat Marcus, for thy sake, and thy brother’s here. 
And at my lovely Tamora’ s entreats, 

I do remit these young men’s heinous faults, 
fetand up. 

Lavinia, though you left me like a churl, 

I found a friend : and sure as death 1 swore, 

1 would not part a bachelor from the priest. 

Come, if the emperor’s court can feast two brides 
Y on are my guest, Lavinia, and your friends : 

1 his day shall be a love-day, Tamora. 

Tit. To-morrow, an it please your maiesty. 

To hunt the panther and the hart with me. 

With horn and hound, we’ll give your grace hon-jour. 
Sat, Be it so, Titus, and gramercv too. IBxeunt 


Aside. 


SCENE L 


The same. Before the Palace, 
Enter Aaron. 

Jar. Now climbeth Tamora Olympus’ top, 

I Safe out of fortune’s shot ; and sits aloft, 
Secure of thunder’s crack, or lightning’s flash ; 
Advanc d above pale envy’s threat’ning reach. 
As when the golden sun salutes the morn, 

And, having gilt the ocean with his beams, 
Oallops the zodiac in his glistering coach, 

And overlooks the highest-peering hills ; 

So lamora 

Upon her wit doth earthly honour wait, 

And virtue stoops and trembles at her frown. 

1 hen, Aaron, arm thy heart, and fit thy thought 
i 0 mount aloft with thy imperial mistress, 

And mount her pitch ; whom thou in triumph loi 
Hast prisoner held, fetter’d in amorous chains ; 
And faster bound to Aaron’s charming eyes 
Than is Prometheus tied to Caucasus. 

Away, with slavish weeds, and idle thoughts ! 

I will be bright, and shine in pearl and gold,' 

1 0 wait upon this new-made emperess. 

Po wait, said I ? to wanton with this queen, 
ihis goddess, this Semiramis ; — this queen, 


This syren, that will charm Rome’s Saturnine 
And see his shipwreck, and his commonweal’s! 
Holla ! what storm is this ? 

Enter Chiron and Bemevrius, braving. 

Bern. Chiron, thy years want wit, thy wit wanti 

.^d manners, to intrude where I am grac’d • 

And may, for aught thou know’st, affected bL 
Uii. Demetrius, thou dost over-ween in all • 
^d so in this to bear me down witJi braves. 

1 IS not the difference of a year, or two. 

Makes me less gracious, thee more fortunate : 

1 am as able, and as fit, as thou, 

To serve, and to deserve my mistress’ grace • 

And that my sword upon thee shaU approve’ 

And plead my passions for Lavinia’s love. 

Aar. Clubs, clubs I these lovers will not keep 
the peace. ■ 

Bern. Why, boy, although our mother, unadvis’d 

Rave you a dancing-rapier by your side, 

Are you so desperate grown, to threat vour friends ? 
Ro to : have your lath glued within your sheath, 

X 111 you know better ho w to handle it. 

^th the little skill I have, 


perceive how much I dare. 



TITUS ANDRONICITS, 


ACT II. 


Dem. Ay, boy, grow ye so brave ? iTiiey draw, 
Aar. Why, how now, lords ? 

So near the emperor’s palace dare you draw, 

And maintain such a quarrel openly ? 

Full well I wot the ground of all this grudge ; 

I would not for a million of gold, 

The cause were known to them it most concerns ; 
Nor would your noble mother, for much more, 

Be so dishonour’d in the court of Rome^ 

For shame;, put up. 

Dem. Not I ; till I have sheath’d 

My rapier in his bosom, and, withal, 

Thrust these reproachful speeches down his throat, 
That he hath breath’d in my dishonour here. 

CM. For that I am prepar’d and full resolv’d, — 
Foul-spoken coward! that thunder’st with thy 
tongue, 

And with thy weapon nothing dar’st perform. 

Aar. Away, I say. — 

Now, by the gods, that warlike Goths adore, 

This petty brabble will undo us all. — 

Why, lords, — and think you not how dangerous 
It is to jut upon a prince’s right ? 

What, is Lavinla then become so loose, 

Or Bassianus so degenerate, 

That for her love such quaiTels may be broaeh’d, 
Without controlment, justice, or revenge ? 

Young lords, beware 1 an should the empress know 
This discord’s ground, the music would not please. 

CM. I care not, I, knew she and all the world ; 
I love Lavinia more than all the world. 

Dem. Youngling, learn thou to make some 
meaner choice : 

Lavinia is thine elder brother’s hope. 

Aar. Why, are ye mad } or know ye not, in 
How furious and impatient they be, [Rome 

And cannot brook competitors in love ? 

I tell you, lords, you do but plot your deaths 
By this device. 

CM. Aaron, a thousand deaths 

Would I propose, to achieve her whom I love. 
Aar. To achieve her I — How?^ 

Dem. Why mak’st thou it so strange ? 

She is a woman, therefore may be woo’d ; 

She is a woman, therefore may he won ; 

She is Lavinia, therefore must be lov’d. 

What, man ! more water glideth by the mill 
Than wots the miller of ; and easy it is 
Of a cut loaf to steal a shive, we know : 

Though Bassianus be the emperor’s brother, 

Better than he have yet worn Yulcan’s badge. 

Aar. Ay, and as good as Saturninus may. 

[Aside. 

Dem. Then why should he despair, that knows 
to coRrt it 

With words, fair looks, and liberality ? 

What, hast thou not full often struck a doe, 

And borne her cleanly by the keeper’s nose ? 

Aar. Wliy, then, it seems, some certain snatch 
Would serve your turns. [or so 

Chi. Ay, so the turn were serv’d. 

Aaron, thou hast hit it. 

Aar. ’Would you had hit it too ; 

Then should not we be tir’d with this ado. 

Why, hark ye, hark ye, — And are you such fools. 
To square for this ? Would it oifend you then 
That both should speed ? 

Chi. I ’faith, not me. 

Bern. Norme, 

So I were one* 


Aar. For shame, be friends ; and join for that 
you jar. 

’Tis policy and stratagem must do 
Tliat you affect ; and so must you resolve ; 

That what you cannot, as you would, acliieve, 

You must perforce accomplish as you may. 

Take this of me, Lucrece was not more chaste 
Than this Lavinia, Bassianus’ love. 

A speedier course than lingering languisliment 
Must we pursue, and 1 have found the path. 

My lords, a solemn hunting is in hand ; 

There will the lovely Roman ladies troop : 

The forest walks are wide and spacious ; 

And many unfrequented plots there are, 

Fitted by kind for rape and villany : 

Single you thither then this dainty doe, 

And strike her home by force, if not by words : 
This way, or not at all, stand you in hope. 

Come, come, our empress, with her sacred wit, 

To villany and vengeance consecrate, 

Will we acquaint with all that we intend ; 

'And she shall lile our engines with advice, 

That will not suffer you to square yourselves. 

But to your wishes’ height advance you both. 

The emperor’s court is like the house of fame, 

The palace full of tongues, of eyes, of ears : 

The woods are ruthless, dreadful, deaf, and dull ; 
There speak, and strive, brave boys, and take your 
i turns : 

There serve your lust, shadow’d from heaven’s eye, 
And revel in Lavinia’s treasury, 

CM. Thy counsel, lad, smells of no cowardice, 
Dem. Sit fas aut nefas, till I find the stream 
To cool this heat, a charm to calm these fits, 

Per Styga^ per manes mJm\ IMxmnt. 


SCENE II. — A Forest near 'K o'sa'e. A Lodge seen 
at a distance. Horns ^ and cry of Hounds heard. 

Enter Titus Andhonicus, loith 4<j. Marcus, 

Lucius, Quintus, and M'ARTitrs, 

Tit. The hunt is up, the mom is bright and grey, 
The fields are fragrant, and the woods are green : 
Uncouple here, and let us make a bay, 

And wake the emperor and his lovely bride, 

And rouse the prince ; and ring a hunter’s peal, 
That all the court may echo with the noise. 

Sons, let it be your charge, as it is ours. 

To tend the emperor’s person carefully : 

I have been troubled in my sleep this night, 

But dawning day new comfort hath inspir’d. 

Horns wind a peal. Enter Saturninus, Tamora, Bassi* 
ANUS, Lavinia, Chiron, Dkmetmus, and Attendants. 

Tit. Many good morrows to your majesty ; — 
Madam, to you as many and as good 1 — 

I promised your grace a hunter’s peal. 

Sat. And yon have rung it lustily, my lords, 
Somewhat too early for new-married ladies. 

Bus. Lavinia, how say you ? 

Lao. I say, no ; 

I have been broad awake two hours -and more. 

Sat. Come on then, horse and chariots let us have, 
And to our sport : — Madam, now shall ye see 
Our Roman hunting. [To Tamora* 

Mar. I have dogs, my lord;, 

Will rouse the proudest panther in the chase, 

And climb the highest promontory top. 







! SCENE IIJ, 


Tit. And I haw horse wiU foBow where the 

game 

wallows o’er the plain. 

^ S”nd’ ™t>i liorse nor 

But hope to pluck a dainty doe to ground. [£««««. 


TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


SCENE III.— A desert Tart of the Torest. 

yt rr ivitJi a hag of gold. 

.Aar, He that had wit, would think that I had 
none, 

To bury so much gold under a tree, 

And never after to inlierit it. 

Let him, that thinks of me so abjectly 
Know, that this gold must coin a stratagem: 
Which, cunningly effected, wiU beget 
A very excellent piece of villany : 

And so repose, sweet gold, for their unrest, 

That have their alms out of the emprS^chestr^^* 
Enter Tamora. 

Tam. My lovely Aaron, wherefore look'st thou 
sad, 

« gleeful boast ? 

1 lie turds chaunt melody on every bush • 

The snake lies rolled in the cheerful sun** 
pie green leaves quiver with the cooling ’wind. 

And make a chequer’d shadow on the ground • 
Under their sweet shade, Aaron, let us sit, 
And-whilst the babbling echo mocks the hounds. 
Replying sRnlly to the weB-tun’d horns 

As if a double hunt were heard at once - 

pt us sit down, and mark their yeBing noise : 

And after conflict, such as was suppos’d 
The wandering prince of Dido once enjoy’d. 

When with a happy storm they were surpri^d. 

And curtain d with a counsel-keeping cave 

We may, each wreathed in the other’s arms 
Oiir pastimes done, possess a golden slumber : 
Whiles hounds, and horns, and sweet melodious 

Be unto us, as is a nurse’s song 
Of lullaby, to bring her babe asleep. 

Aar. Madam, though Venus govern your desires, 
Saturn is dominator over mine * 

What signifies my deadly standing eye, 

My silence, and my cloudy melancholy? 

My fleece of woolly hair that now uncurls, 

Kven as an adder, when she doth unroll 
i o do some fatal execution ? 

No, madam, these are no venereal signs ; 

Vengeance is in my heart, death in my hand, 

Blood and revenge are hammering in my head. 

Hark, Tamora,— the empress of my soul, 

Twf 1-Kan rests in thee,- 
This IS the day of doom for Bassianus ; 

His Ihilomel must lose her tongue to-day : 

1 ny sons make pillage of her chastity, 

And wash their hands in Bassianus’ blood. 

Seest thou this letter ? take it up, I pray thee 
And give the king this fatal-plotted scroU 
ow question me no more, we are espied • 

Here comes a parcel of our honeful booty, 

Winch dreads not yet their lives’ destruction. 

^^oor, sweeter to me than 

Aar. No more, great empress, Bassianus comes : 

^ sons 

lo back thy quarrels, whatso’er they be. lEscit. 


Enter BAssrAmrs and Lavinia. 

Or IS It Dian, habited Bke her ; ^ 

Who baa abandoQcd her holy groves. 

To see the general hunting in this forest .> 

HadTt’i ““troller of our private steps ! 

Had I the power, that, some say, Dian hadf 
^y temples should be planted presently 

Action’s : and the hounds 
Should dnve upon thy new-transformed limbs 
Unmannerly intruder as thou art ' 

And t i wf ^ Sift in homing 

Avfy that your Moor and you 

Are singled forth to try experiments : 

‘‘“’“‘is to-day ! 

Tis pity they should take him for a stag. ^ 

Dofht.frf T’ Cimmerian 

Doth make your honour of his body’s hue 

Spotted, detested, and abominable.^ 

Dismounted from your snow-white goodly steed 
And wander’d hither to an obscure plot, ’ 
Accompanied with a barbarous Moor, 

It foul desire had not conducted you .? 

r.7.T' intercepted in your sport. 

Great re^on that my noble lord be rated 
For saucmess—I pray you, let us hence. 

;^d let her joy her raven-colour’d love : 

This va^ fite the purpose passing weB. 
f®’ ’?®^“/’“y‘’«*6\«l'^itavenoteoftliis. 

long° 

Good king ! to be so mightily abus’d ! 
iam. Why have I patience to endure aB this .’ 


Enter Chiron and Demetrius. 
moTher’ “d our gracious 

“d wan ? 

I am. Have I not reason, think you, to look nal^^ ^ 
pese two have ’tic’d me hither to this place^ 

A ba^en detested vale, you see, it is ; 

1 he trees, though summer, yet forlorn and lean 
O ercome with moss, and baleful misletoe. 

Here never shines the sun ; here nothing breeds 
Unless the nightly owl, or fatal raven. ^ 

TW 7^T abhorred pit, 

pey told me, here, at dead time of the night, 
thousand hissing sna&s, 

^n housand swelhng toads, as many urchins, 
Would make such fearful and confused cries. 

As any mortal body, hearing it, 

Nnfl 0^ else me suddenly. 

No sooner had they told this hellish tale, 

VnfTZ^l fey toldme, they would bind me here 
Unto the body of a dismal yew ; 

And leave me to this miserable death. 

And then they caB’d me, foul adulteress. 

Lascivious Goth, and aB the bitterest terms 
liiat ever ear did hear to such effect, 

And, had you not by wondrous fortune come, 

1 his vengeance on me had they executed : 

Kevenge It, as you love your mother's life. 

Or be ye not henceforth call'd my children. 
dJem. This is a witness that I am thy son. 

J.I.* T [Stabs Bassianus. 

thi. And this for me, struck home to show my 
strength. [Stabbing Mm likewise. 



TITUS ANDRONICUa 


Lav. Aj, come, Semiramis, — nay, barbarous 
Tamora! 

For no name fits thy nature but thy own ! 

Tam. Give me thy poniard ; you shall know, 
my boys, 

Your mother’s hand shall right your mother’s wrong. 

Dm. Stay, madam, here is more belongs to her ; 
First, thrash the corn, then after burn the straw : 
This minion stood upon her chastity, 

Upon her nuptial vow, her loyalty, 

And with that painted hope braves your mightiness : 
And shall she carry this unto her grave ? 

Chi An if she do, I would I were an eunuch. 
Drag hence her husband to some secret hole, 

And make his dead trunk pillow to our lust. 

Tam. But when you have the honey you desire, 
Let not this wasp outlive, us both to sting. 

Chi. I warrant you, madam ; we will make that 
sure. — ^ ^ I 

Come, mistress, now perforce we will enjoy i 

That nice-preserved honesty of yours. 

Lav. O Tamora! thoubear’st a woman’s face, — 
Tam. I will not hear her speak; away with her. 
Lav. Sweetlords, entreat her hear me but a word. 
Dem. Listen, fair madam : Let it be your glory 
To see her tears ; but be your heart to them. 

As unrelenting flint to drops of rain. 

Lav. When did the tiger’s young ones teach the 
dam ? 

0, do not learn her wrath ; she taught it thee : 

The milk, thou suck’dst from her, did turn to 
marble ; 

Even at thy teat thou hadst thy tyranny. — 

Yet every mother breeds not sons alike ; 

Do thou entreat her show a woman pity. 

[To Chiron. 

Chi, What ! would’ st thou have me prove my- 
self a bastard ? 

Lav. ’Tis true ; the raven doth nothatch a lark : 
Yet I have heard, (O could I find it now !) 

The lion, mov’d with pity, did endure 
To have his princely pawspar’d'^all away. 

Some say that ravens foster forlorn children, 

The whilst their own birds famish in their nests : 

O, be to me, though thy hard heart say no, 
Nothing so kind, but something pitiful ! 

Tam. I know not what it means ; away with her. 
Lav. O, let me teach thee : for my father’s sake, 
That gave thee life, when well he might have slain 
thee. 

Be not obdurate, open thy deaf ears. 

Tam. Had thou in person ne’er offended me, 
Even for his sake am I pitiless : — 

Remember, boys, I pour’d forth tears in vain, 

To save your Brother from the sacrifice ; 

But fierce Andronicus would not relent. 

Therefore away with her, and use her as you will ; 
The worse to her, the better lov’d of me. 

Lav. O Tamora, be call’d a gentle queen, 

And with thine own hands kill me in this place : 
For ’tis not life, that I have begg’d so long ; 

Poor I was slain, when Bassianus died. 

Tam. What begg’st thou then? fond woman, let 
me go. 

Lav. ’Tis present death I beg ; and one thing more, 
That womanhood denies my tongue to tell : 

O, keep me from their worse than killing lust, 

And tumble me into some loathsome pit ; 

Where never man’s eye may behold my body : 

Do this, and be a charitable murderer. 


Tam.. So should I rob my sweet sons of their fee : 
No, let them satisfy their lust on thee. 

Dem. Away, for thou hast staid us here too long. 
Lav. No grace? no womanhood? Ah, beastly 
creature ! 

The blot and enemy to our general name ! 
Confusion fall 

Chi. Nay, then ITl stop your mouth: — Bring 
thou her husband ; IDragging o/f Lavinia. 
This is the hole where Aaron bid us hide him. 

\_Exeunt. 

Tam. Farewell, my sons : see, that you make 
her sure : 

Ne’er let my heart know merry cheer indeed, 

Till all the Andronici be made away. 

Now will I hence to seek my lovely Moor, 

And let my spleenful sons this trull deflour. {Exit 


SCENE lY.- The same. 

Enter Aaron with Quintus a7id Mabtius. 

Jar. Come on, my lords ; the better foot before : 
Straight will I bring you to tlie loathsome pit, 
Where 1 espy’d tbe panther fast asleep, 

Qum. My sight is very dull, whate’er it bodes. 
Mart. And mine, I promise you ; wer’t not foi 
shame, 

WeU could I leave our sport to sleep awhile. 

[Mabtius into the pit. 
Quin. What, art thou fallen? What subtle hole 
is this, 

Whose mouth is cover’d with rude-growing briars ; 
Upon whose leaves are drops of new-shed blood, 
As fresh as morning’s dew distill’d on flowers ? 

A very fatal place it seems to me : — 

Speak, brother, hast thou hurt thee with the fall ? 

Mart. O, brother, with the dismallest object 
That ever eye, witli sight, made heart lament. 

Aar. [^Aside.'] Now will I fetch the king to And 
them here ; 

Tliat he thereby may give a likely guess, 

How these were they that made away his brother. 

lExit Aaron. 

Mart. Why dost not comfort me, and help me 
out 

From this unhallow’d and blood-stained hole? 

Quin. I am surpris’d with an uncouth fear ; 

A chilling sweat o’er-runs my trembling joints ; 
My heart suspects more than mine eye can see. 

To prove thou hast a true -divining heart, 
Aaron and thou look down into this den. 

And see a fearful sight of blood and death. 

Quin. Aaron is gone ; and my compassionate heart 
Will not permit mine eyes once to behold 
The thing, whereat it trembles by surmise : 

O, tell me how it is ; for ne’er till now 
Was I a child, to fear I know not what. 

Mart. Lord Bassianus lies embi'ewed here, 

All on a heap, like to a slaughter’d lamb, 

In this detested, dark, blood-drinking pit. 

Quin. If it be dark, how dost thou know ’tis he ? 
Mart. Upon his bloody finger he doth wear 
A precious ring, that lightens all the hole, 

Which, like a taper in some monument, 

Doth shine upon the dead man’s earthy cheeks, 
And shows the ragged entrails of this pit : 

So pale did shine the moon on I’yramus, 

When he by night lay bath’d in maiden blood. 

0 brother, help me with thy fainting hand, — 



SCENE V. 
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If fear hath made thee faint, as me it hath,— 

Uiit ot this tell devouring receptacle, 

As hateful as Cocytus^ misty mouth. 

Quin. Reiuh me thy hand, that I may help thee 

Or, wanting strength to do thee so much good, 

1 may be pluck d into the swallowing womb 
Ui this deep pit, poor Bassianus^ grave. 

1 have no strength to pluck thee to the brink. 

^ ' hd” ^ to climb without thy 

Quin. Thy hand once more; I wiU not loose 

again, 

Till thou art here aloft, or I below • 

Thou canst not come to me, I come to thee. 

in. 

Enter Saturninus and Aaron. 

Sat. Along with me c—Fll see what hole is here 
And what he is, that now is leaped into it. 

Say, who art thou, that lately didst descend 
into tins gaping hollow of the earth ? 

Mart The unhappy son of old Andronicus : 
Brought hither in a most unlucky hour 
To find thy brother Bassianus dead. 

S'ah My brother dead? I know, thou dost but 
jest; 

He and Ms lady both are at the lodge, 

Upon the north side of this pleasant chase ; 
lis not an hour since I left him there. 

Mari We know not where you left him all alive, 

Ut, out alas 1 here have we found bin dead. 


r emperor, upon my feeble knee 

That this fell fault of my accursed sons, 

Accursed if the fault be proved in them, 

pro?M ! you see, it is apparent— 
^ho found this letter.? Tamora, was it you ? 
Andronicus himself did take it up. 

Pnifn * ^ bail : 

reverend tomb, I vow, 

Ibey shall be ready at your highness" wiU, 
suspicion with their lives, 
not bail them ; see, thoufollowme. 
^ niurder’d body, some the murderers ; 
Bet them not speak a word, the guilt is plain ; 

Thar end than death, 

-that end upon them should be executed. 

i Andronicus, I will entreat the king : 

^bey shall do well enough, 

J. lU Borne, Lucius, come ; stay not to talk with 
^bona. \Exeunt severally. 

SCENE V.. — The same. 


But, out alas 1 here have we found bin dead. 

Tamora, wifk Attendants; Titus Andronicus, 
Lucius. 

Tam. Where is my lord, the king .? 

Sat Here, Tamora ; though griev'd with kill- 
^ mg grief. 

Where is thy brother Bassianus } 

Sat Now to the bottom dost thou search my 
wound; ^ 

Poor Bassianus here lies murdered. 

Tam. Then all too late I bring this fatal writ, 

pe complot of this timeless tragedyT"*"*^ * *^****'' 
And wonder greatly, that man’s face can fold 
in pleasing smiles such murderous tyranny. 

Sat [Reads.] An if we miss to meet him hand, 
somely^’-^ 

^.>eet huntsman, Bassianus His, we mean^— 
no thou so much as dig the grave for him ; 
ihou knowHt our meaning : Look for thy reward 
Among the nettles at the elder tree 
miich overshades the mouth of that same pit 
Where we decreed to bury Bassianus. 

•Ho and purchase us thy lasting friends. 

U, lamora ! was ever heard the like ? 

This IS the pit, and this the elder-tree : 
mf bad the huntsman out, 

liiat should have murder'd Bassianus here. 

Aar. My gracious lord, here is the bag of gold. 

Sat Two of thy whelps, [ifo Tit.] fdlTursof 
bloody kind, 

Have here bereft my brother of his Hfe •— 
feirs, drag them from the pit unto the prison : 
liiere let them bide, until have devis’d 
Some never-heard-of torturing pain for them. 

Tam. What, are they in this pit? O wond'rous 
thing! 

How easily murder is discover'd ! 


^rnterDrammios oijd Chiron, with Latou, ravished; 
her hands cut off, atid her tongue cut out. 

Dem So, now go tell, an if thy tongue can speak, 
cut thy tongue, and ravish’d thee. 
A bewray thy meaningso: 

And, if thy stumps will let thee, play the scribe. 
Z>em. See, how with signs and tokens she can 
scowl. 

CIn. Go home, call for sweet water, wash thy 
hands. 

And so lets leave her to her silent walks, [wash ; 
t /«. An ^ere my case, I should go hang my.self’ 
Dem. If thou hadst hands to help thee knit the 
cord. [Exeunt Demetrius and Chiron. 

Enter I^Iarcus. 

“iece, that flies away so 

Cousin, a word ; Where is your husband.?— 

It 1 do dream, 'would all my wealth would wake me I 
It 1 do wake, some planet strike me down, 

X nat i may slumber in eternal sleep ! 

Speak, gentle niece, what stern ungentle hands 
Have lopp’d, and hew’d. and made thy body bare 
Of her two branches ; those sweet ornaments, 

shadows kings have sought to sleep 
A ® happiness, [in j 

As half thy love Why dost not speak to me ?— 
Alas, a cnmson river of warm blood, 

Like to a bubbling fountain stirr’d with wind. 

Doth rise and fall between thy rosedUps 
Coming and going with thy honey breath. 

But, sure, some Tereus hath defloured thee ; 

And, lest thou should'st detect him, cut thy toneue 
Ah, now thou turn'st away thy face for shame f 
And, notwithstanding all this loss of blood,— 

As from a conduit with three issuing spouts,— 

Yet do thy cheeks look red as Titan's face. 

Blushing to be encounter'd with a cloud. 

Shall I speak for thee ? shaU I say, 'tis so ? 

O, that I knew thy heart I and knew the beast, 

inat 1 might rail at him to ease my mind I 
Sorrow concealed, like an oven stopp'd, 

Doth bum the heart to cinders where it is. 

hair rhiloniela, she but lost her tongue, 

And in a tedious sampler sew’d her mind : 







TITUS ANDRONICUS. 


ACT III. 


Which that sweet tongue hath made. 

He would have droppM his knife, and fell asleep, 
As Cerberus at the Thracian poet’s feet. 

Come, let us go, and make thy father blind : 

For such a sight will blind a father’s eye : 

One hour’s storm will drown the fragrant meads ; 
What will whole months of tears thy father’s eyes? 
Do not draw back, for we will mourn with thee ; 
O, could our mourning ease thy misery ! iExeunt^ 


But, lovely niece, that mean is cut from thee ; 

A craftier Tereus hast thou met withal, 

And he hath cut those pretty fingers off, 

That could have better sew’d than Philomel. 

O, had the monster seen those lily hands 
Tremble, like aspen leaves, upon a lute, 

And make the silken strings delight to kiss thern : 
He would not then have touch’d them for his life 
Or, had he heard the heavenly harmony, 


Luc. To rescue my two brothers from their 
death : 

For which attempt, the judges have pronounc’d 
My everlasting doom of banishment. 

Tit. 0 happy man I they have befriended thee. 
Why, foolish Lucius, dost thou not perceive, 

That Rome is but a wilderness of tigers ? 

Tigers must prey ; and Rome affords no prey, 

But me and mine : How happy art thou then, 
From these devourers to be banished ? 

But who comes with our brother Marcus here ? 

Enter Marcus and Lavinia. 

Mar. Titus, prepare thy noble eyes to weep ; 
Or,' if not so, thy noble heart to break ; 

I bring consuming sorrow to thine age. 

Tit. Will it consume me ? let me see it then. 
Mar. This was thy daughter. 

Tit. Why, Marcus, so she is. 

L71C. Ah me 1 this object kills me 1 
Tit. Faint-hearted hoy, arise, and look upon 
her: — 

Speak, my Lavinia, wdiat accursed hand 
Hath made thee handlesa in thy father’s sight? 
What fool hath added water to the sea ? 

Or brought a fiiggot to bright-burning Troy ? 

My grief was at tlie height, before thou cam’st, 
And now, like Niliis, it disdaineth bounds. 

Give me a sword, I’ll chop off my hands too ; 

For they have fought for Rome, and all in vain ; 
And they have nurs’d this woe, in feeding life ; 

In bootless prayer have they been held np, 

And they have seiw’d me to effectless use : 

Now, all the service I require of them 
Is, that the one will help to cut the other. — 

’Tis well, Lavinia, that thou hast no hands ; 

For hands, to do Rome service, are hut vain. 

Luc. Speak, gentle sister, who hath martyr’d 
thee? 

Mar. O, that delightful engine of her thoughts, 
That blabb'd them with such pleasing eloquence, 

Is torn from forth that pretty hollow cage ; 

Where, like a sweet melodious bird, it sung 
Sweet varied notes, enchanting every ear 1 

Luc. O, say thou for her, who hath done this 
deed? 

Mar. O, thus I found her, straying in the park, 
Seeking to hide herself; as doth the deer, 

That hath receiv’d some unrecuring wound. 

Tit. It was my deer ; and he that wounded her, 
Flath hurt me more, than had he kill’d me dead : 
For now I stand as one upon a rock, 

Environ’d with a wilderness of sea ; 

Who marks the waxing tide grow wave by wave, 
Expecting ever when some envious surge 
Will in his brinish bowels swallow him. 


SCENE I Rome. A Street. 

Enter Senators, Tribunes, and Officers of justice, with Mar- 
TTUS and Quintus, hound, passing on to the place of exe- 
cutmi } Titus going before, pleading. 

Tit. Hear me, gnave fathers ! noble tribunes, stay ! 
For pity of mine age, whose youth was spent 
In dangerous wars, whilst you securely slept ; 

For all my blood, in Rome’s great quarrel shed ; 
For all the frosty nights that I have watch’d ; 

And for these bitter tears, which now you see 
Filling the aged wrinkles in my cheeks ; 

Be pitiful to my condemned sons, 

Whose souls are not corrupted as ’tis thought ! 

For two-and-twenty sons I never wept, 

Because they died in honour’s lofty bed. 

For these, these, tribunes, in the dust I write 

IThrowing himself on the ground. 
My heart’s deep languor, and my soul’s sad tears. 
Let my tears stanch the earth’s dry appetite ; 

My sons’ sweet blood will make it shame and blush. 

{^Exeunt Sen., Trib., S^c. with the prisoners. 
0 earth, I will befriend thee more with rain, 

That shall distil from these two ancient urns, 

Than youthful April shall with all his showers : 

In summer’s drought, I’ll drop upon thee still ; 

In winter, with warm tears I’ll melt the snow, 

And keep eternal spring-time thy face. 

So thou refuse to drink my dear sons’ blood. 

Enter Lucius, with his sword drawn. 

O, reverend tribunes ! gentle aged men ! 

Unbind my sons, reverse the doom of death; 

And let me say, that never wept before, 

My tears are now prevailing orators. 

Luc. O, noble father, you lament in vain ; 

The tribunes hear you not, no man is by, 

And you recount your sorrows to a stone. 

Tit. Ah, Lucius, for thy brothers let me plead : 
Grave tribunes, once more I entreat of you. [speak. 
Lug. My gracious lord, no tribune hears you 
Tit. Why, "' tis no matter, man ; if they did hear, 
They would not mark me ; or, if they did mark, 
All bootless to them, they’d not pity me. 

Therefore I tell my sorrows to the stones ; 

Who, though they cannot answer my distress,. 

Yet in some sort they’re better than the tribunes, 
For that they will not intercept my tale : 

When I do weep, they humbly at my feet 
Receive my tears, and seem to weep with me ; 
And, were they but attired in grave weeds, 

Rome could afibrd no tribune like to these. 

A stone is soft as wax, tribunes more hard than 
A stone is silent, and otfendeth not ; [stones : 
And tribunes with their tongues doom men to 
death. [drawn ? 

But wherefore stand’st thou with thy weapon 


SCENE I. 
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This way to death my wretched sons are gone : 
Here stands my other son, a banish’d man • 
my brother, weeping at my woes ; 

But that which gires my soul the greatest spurn, 

u Lainnia, dearer than my soul 

Had 1 but seen thy picture in this plight, 

It would have madded me j What shaU I do 
Now I behold thy lively body so ? 

Ihou hast no hands, to wipe away thy tears : 

Th V wr®’i*K martyr’d thee : 

Thy husband he is dead; and, for his death, 

T i'll- M f odemn’d, and dead by this : 

jook, Marcais ! ah, son Lucius, look on her! 

Sd oil!** name her brothers, then fresh tears 
Mood on her cheeks ; as doth the honey dew 
Upon a gather d lily almost wither’d. 

Mar. Perchance, she weeps because thev kill’d 

iier husband : 

Perchance, because she knows them innocent, 
i iithej did kill thy husband, then be joyfal, 

ecause the law hath ta’en revenge on them. 

iNo, no, they would not do so foul a deed : 

Witness the sorrow that their sister makes.— 
gentle Lavinia, let me kiss thy lips ; 

Ur make some sign how I may do thee ease : 
fehali thy good uncle, and thy brother Lucius, 

And thou, and I, sit round about some fountain : 
Rooking all downwards, to behold our cheeks 
Wow they are stain’d j like meadows, yet not dry 
With miry slime left on them by a flood ? ^ 

And m the fountain shall we gaze so long, 

Till the fresh taste be taken from that clearness, 
And made a bnne-pit with our bitter tears ? 
ur sflal we cut away our hands, like thine ? 

bite our tongues, and in dumb shows 
rass the remainder of our hateful days ? 

What shall we do let us, that have our tongues, 

1 lot some device of further misery, 

10 make us wonder’d at in time to come. 

Luc. Sweet father, cease yom- tears j for, at your 
grief, 

See,_how my wretched sister sobs and weeps. 

Mar. Patience, dear niece: — good Titus, drv 
thine eyes. 

re. Ah, Marcus, Marcus ! brother, well I wot, 
Iny napkin cannot drink a tear of mine, 
lor thou poor man, hast drown’d it with thine own. 

Tix ’v Lavinia, I will wipe thy cheeks. 

JiL Mark, Marcus, mark! I understand her 
signs: 

mw ? ® tongne to speak, now would she sav 
1 hat to her brother which I said to thee ; 

His napkin, with his true tears all bewet, 

Uan do no service on her sorrowful cheeks. 

U, what a sympathy of woe is this ? 

As far from help as limbo is from bliss I 
■Enter Aaron. 

Q Titus Andronicus, my lord the emperor 
faei .ds thee this word,— That, if thou love thy sous, 

Het Marcus, Lucius, or thyself, old Titus. 

Ur any one of you, chop ofl* your hand, 

And send it to the king : he, for the same, 

Will send thee hither, both thy sons alive ; 

And that shall he the ransom for their fault. ' 
m O, gracious emperor! O, gentle Aaron ! 

JUid ever raven sing- so like a lark, 

That gives sweet tidings of the sun’s uprise ? 

Hith all my heart, I’ll send the emperor 
My hand ; 

Crood Aaron, wilt thou help to chop it off 
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lliat hath thrown down so many enemies, 

hall not be sent : my hand vdil serve the turn ; 

A better spare my blood than you : 

And therefore mine shall save my brothers’ lives. 

A bath not defended 

^d rear d aloft the bloody battle-axe, [Rome 
Writing destruction on the enemy’s castle ? 

O, none of both but are of high desert : 

My hand hath been but idle ; let it serve 
lo ransom my two nephews from their death ; 
ihen have I kept it to a worthy end. 

^ar. Nay, come agree, whose hand shall go 


they die, before their pardon come. 

Mar. My hand shall go. 

c- . ■ heaven, it shall not go. 

Mrs, strive no more ; such wither’d herbs 
as these 

Are meet for plucking up, and therefore mine. 

Luc. Sweet father, if I shall be thought thy son, 
Let me redeem my brothers both from death. 

Mar. And, for our father’s sake, and mother’s 
Now let me show a brother’s love to thee, [care 
I j Agree between you ; I will spare my hand! 
Luc. Then 1 11 go fetch an axe. 

But I will use the axe. 
rp.. ^ lExeunt Lucins and Marcus. 

lit. Come hither, Aaron; I’fl deceive them 
both ; 

Ay.i I^tbat be c^ d deceit, I will be honest, 
^bilst I live, deceive men so : — 

-out 1 11 deceive you in another sort, 

And thatyou’llsay, ere half an hour can pass. [Aside. 

[Ife cuts off Titus’s hand. 

Enter Lucius and Marcus. 

Tit. Now, stay your strife; what shaU be. is 
despatch’d.— ’ 

G-ood Aaron, give ^is majesty my hand : 

I ell him, it was a hand that warded him 
From thousand dangers ; bid him bury it : 

More hath it merited, that let it have. 

As for my sons, say, I account of them 
As jewels purchas’d at an easy price ; 

And yet dear too, because I bought mine own. 

Aar. 1 go, Andronicus : and for thy hand. 

Look by and by to have thy sons with thee : 

Their heads I mean. — O, how this villany [Aside- 

Doth fat me with the very thoughts of it ^ 

Let fools do good, and fair men call for grace 
Aaron .^1 have his soul black like his face. IexU. 

Ta O, here I lift this one hand isp to heaven. 

And bow this feeble ruin to the earth : 

If any power pities wretched tears, 

To that I call ’What, wilt thou kneel with me ? 

Do then, dear heart ; for heaven shall hear^oim 


prayers : 

Or with our sighs we’H breathe the welkin dim 
And stmn the sun with fog, as sometime clouds^ 
When they do hug him in their melting bosoms 
Mar. O I brother, speak with possibilities, 

And do not break into these deep extremes. 

TiL Is not my sorrow deep, having no bottom ? 
ihen be my passions bottomless with them. 

reason govern thy lament. 

If there were reason for these miseries 
Inen into limits could I bind my woes • ' 
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■Wlaen lieaven doth weep, doth not the earth o’er- 
fiow ? 

If the winds rage, doth not the sea wax mad, 
Threatening the welkin with his big-swoln face ? 
And wilt thou have a reason for this coil ? 

I am the sea ; hark, how her sighs do blow ! 

She is the weeping weUciri, I the earth : 

Then must my .sea be moved with her sighs ; 

Then must my earth with her continual tears 
Become a deluge, overflow’d and drown’d : 

For why ? my bowels cannot hide her woes. 

But like a drunkard must I vomit them. 

Then give me leave ; for losers will have leave 
To ease their stomachs with their bitter tongues. 
jfiJnier a Messenger zvitk two heads and a hand. 
Mess. Worthy Andronicus, ill art thou repaid 
For that good hand thou sent’st the emperor. 

Here are the heads of thy two noble sons ; 

And here’s thy hand, in scorn to thee sent back ; 
Thy griefs their sports, thy resolution mock’d : 
That woe is me to think upon thy woes. 

More than remembrance of my father’s death. 

Mar. Now let hot iEtna cool in Sicily, 

And be my heart an ever-burning hell ! 

These miseries are more than may be borne I 
To weep with them that weep doth ease some deal, 
But sorrow flouted at is double death. 

Lug. Ah, that this sight should make so deep a 
wound, 

And yet detested life not shrink thereat ! 

That ever death should let life bear his name, 
Where life hath no more interest but to breathe ! 

[Lavinia lasses him. 
Mar. Alas, poor heart, that kiss is comfortless, 
As frozen water to a staiwed snake. 

Tit. When will this fearful slumber have an end ? 
Mar. Now, farewell, flattery : Die, Andronicus; 
Thou dost not slumber ; see, thy two sons’ heads ; 
Thy warlike hand ; thy mangled daughter here ; 
Thy other banish’d son, with tk^s dear sight 
Struck pale and bloodless ; and thy brother, I, 
Even like a stony image cold and numb. 

Ah ! now no more will I control thy griefs : 

Kent oft* thy silver hair, thy other Land 
Gnawing with thy teeth ; and be this dismal sight 
The closing up of our most wretched eyes ! 

Now is a time to storm ; why art thou still ? 

Tit. Ha, ha, ha I 

Mar. Why dost thou laugh? it fits not with 
this hour. 

Tit. Why, I have not another tear to shed : 
Besides, this sorrow is an enemy, 

And would usurp upon my wat’ry eyes, 

And make them blind with tributary tears : 

Then which way shall I find revenge’s cave ? 

For these two heads do seem to speak to me ; 

And threat me, I shall never come to bliss, 

Till all these mischiefs be return’d again, 

Even in their throats that have committed them. 
Come, let me see what task I have to do.— 

You heavy people, circle me about; 

That I may turn me to each one of you, 

And swear unto my soul to right your wrongs. 

The vow is made. — Come, brother, take a head ; 
And in this hand the other will I bear ; 

Lavinia, thou shalt be employed in these things ; 
Bear thou my hand, sweet wench, between thy teeth. 
As for thee, boy, go, get thee from my sight ; 
irt an exile, and thou must not stay : 


Hie, to the Goths, and raise an army there : 

And, if you love me, as I think you do, 

Let’s kiss and part, for we have much to do. 

iExeunt Titus, Marcus, aiid Lavinia. 
Lue. Farewell, Andronicus, my noble father ; 
The woeful’st man that ever liv’d in Eorne ! 
Farewell, proud Rome ! till Lucius come again, 
He leaves his pledges dearer than his life. 
Farewell, Lavinia, my noble sister; 

O, ’would thou wert as thou ’tofore hast been ! 
But now nor Lucius, nor Lavinia lives, 

But in oblivion, and hateful griefs. 

If Lucius live, he will requite your wrongs ; 

And make proud Saturninus and Ms empress 
Beg at the gates, like Tarquin and his queen. 

Now will I to the Goths, and raise a power, 

To be reveng’d on Rome and Saturnine. lExit. 


SCENE II.~ 


■A Room, in Titus’s House. 
Banquet set out. 


Enter Tmis, Marcus, Lavinia, and young Lucius, a 
Tit. So, so ; now sit : and look, you eat no more 
Than will preserve just so much strength in up. 

As will revenge these bitter woes of ours. 

Marcus, unknit that sorrow- wreathen knot ; 

Thy niece and I, poor creatures, want our hands, 
And cannot passionate our tenfold grief 
With folded arms. This poor right hand of mine 
Is left to tyrannize upon my breast ; 

And when my heart, all mad with misery, 

Beats m this hollow prison of my flesh, 

Then thus I thump it down.— 

Thou map of woe, that thus dost talk in signs ! 

[To Lavinia. 

When thy poor heart beats with outrageous heating, 
Thou canst not strike it thus to make it still 
Wound it with sighing, girl, kill it with groans ; 

Or get some little knife between thy teeth, 

And Just against thy heart make thou a hole ; 

That all the tears that thy poor eyes let fail, 

May run into that sink, and soaking in. 

Drown the lamenting fool in sea-salt tears. 

Mar. Eye, brotlier, fye I teach her not thus to 
Such violent hands upon her tender life, [lay 
lit. How now! has sorrow made thee dote 
already ? 

Why, Marcus, no man should be mad but I. 

Wliat violent hands can she lay on her life ! 

Ah, wherefore dost thou urge the name of hands ; — 
To bid jEneas tell the tale tAvice o’er, 

How Troy was burnt, and he made miserable ? 

0, handle not the theme, to talk of hands ; 

Lest we remember still, that we have none. — 

Fye, fye, how franticly I square my talk ! 

As if we should forget we had no hands, 

If Marcus did not name the word of hands !— 
Come, let’s fall to ; and, gentle, girl, eat this : — 
Here is no drink ! Hark, Marcus, what she says 
I can interpret all her martyr’d signs ; — 

She says, she drinks no other drink but tears, 
Brew’dwith her sorrows, mesh’d upon her cheeks : — 
Speechless complain er, 1 will learn thy thought ; 
In thy dumb action will I be as perfect, 

As begging hermits in their holy prayers : 

Thou shalt not sigh, nor hold thy stumps to heaven, 
Nor wink, nor nod, nor kneel, nor make a sign, 
But I, of these, will wrest an alphabet, 

And, by still practice, learn to know thy meaning. 




SCENE , 1 . 


*"’■ '“™ “« bl«.r 

“ 'SS ■? 
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And tears will quickly melt thy life away _ 

' °W“ ‘lio« Ml’st my 

Mine eyes are cloy’d with view of tyranny • 

A deed ot death, done on theinnocSt^^ ' 
Becomes not Titus' brother- 
I thou art not for 5 

^ a fly. 

H«d '■•¥■* 

That with his pretty buzzing melody, 
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Came hereto make us merry ; and thou hast kill’d 
Mar. Pardon me, sir ; ’twas a black ill-favour’d 

^ 0 ?or'’ ^ 

'■eprehending thee, 

Tor thou hast done a charitable deed 
Give me thy knife, I will insult on Hm ; 

Flattering myself, as if it were the Moor, 

TW^***f to poison me— 

AhrsirrfhV*''^*^’ Zamora— 

Bm toft =° 1°^- 

^ut that, between us, we can kiU a iiy 

Th^ comes in Hkeness of a coal-black Moor. 

He^k^stp ’ ““‘V' “ '^oaght on 

%tokes false shadows for true substances, [him 

T’li^f'tf i®’ away.— Lavinia, go with me 

I U to thy closet ; and go read with thee 
toad stories, chanced in the times of old — - 
Come, boy, and go with me ; thy sight is youna- 
And thou Shalt read when mine begfns to dazzlf! 

[E^etiTit. 


SCENE I. T^e same. Before Titus’s Bouse. 

F^ Js 

Stood by me, Lucias ; do Lt fear toine 
It “^®®’ ^«hto do thee harm. 

^|is.’ “yatoce Lavinia by these 

^mem“ =-®““a^hat doth she 

See, Lucius, see, how much she makes of thee • 

iT'bo-^ ®^® ^®''® ^‘to >!“•• ' 

'"to “are aare 

Read to her sons, than she hath read to thee 
Sweet poetry, and Tally’s Orator ’ 

X Mv wf TT''®"®'’®‘'®r®’’® toee thus ? 

TTT , J know^mot, I, nor can I 

f LveT ^®”^ Ler : ^ ' 

or I have heard my grandsire say full oft 

Erfremity of griefs Vould make men mad I 
And I have read, that Hecuba of Troy 
San mad through sorrow : That made me to fear • 
;^though, my lord, I know, my noble aunt ’ 
Wes me as dear as e’er m^ mother di“ 

would not, but in fury, fright my youth • 

Which made me down to throw my booL, and flv • 
Causeless perhaps : But pardon me,St “unto ’ 
And madam , if my uncle Wens go , ' 

[Lavinia turns over the books which Lucius 
has kt fall. 

H^^now, Lavinia?-Marcus, what means 

Some book there is, that she desires to see — 

Which IS It, girl, of thesei’-Open them, boy.- 


ACT IV. 


But thou art deeper read, and better skiU’d- 
Come, md take choice of alt my library ’ 

% soreow, tin the heavens 
^ toe ^amn d contriver of this deed.— 

to® T to sequence thus ? 

Mar. I thmk, she means, that there was more 
than one 

Confederate in the fact ;-Ay, more there was — 
^ Th ® t“ ¥®-''®\she heaves them for revenge. 

»!!; ^“®“a toat she tosseth so.? 

PegpUe cuU’d it fro:1mr/th®e\f^sf ® ^°“®’ 
He^ hef°f[ ®®® ®'’® tores the leaves! 

What w^d she find i-Lavinia, shaU I read .? 
nis IS the tragic tale of Philomel, 

And tZTtI Tereus’ treason, and his rape ; 

And rape, I fear was root of thine annoy. 

®®®’,^to°toer,see; not®,howshe quotesthe 

Tit. Lavinia, wert thou thus surpris’d, sweet 

Ravish’d, anA wrong’d, as PKlomela-was, 

sf^sfeT— ^toomy woods.?— 

such a place there is, where we did hunt, 
p to , 7? "7®"’’ ^"“tod there I) 

Pattern d by that the poet here describes, 

“®if® “"toers, and for rapes. 

What Itoman lord it was durst do the deed • 

Th.f to°‘ Saturnine,, as Tarquin erst, 
that l®ft the camp to sin in Lucrece’ bed ? 

Mar. Sit down, sweet niece ;— brother, sit down 
■ oy me,-?—'" ■ 

ApoUoy Pallas^ Jove^f ot Mercury, 
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Than foe-men’s marks upon his batter’d shield:. 
But yet so just, that he will not revenge • 
Revenge the heavens for old Andronicus ! 


Inspire me, that I may this treason find ! — 

My lord, look here p-Look here, Lavinia : 

This sandy plot is plain ; guide, if thou canst, 
This after me, when I have writ my name 
Without the help of any hand at all. 

{lie writes 7m name with his staff, and guides it 
with his feet and mouth. 

Curs’d be that heart, that forc’d us to this shift! — 
Write thou, good niece ; and here display, at last, 
What God will have discover’d for revenge ; 
Heaven guide thy pen to print thy sorrows plain, 
That we may know the traitors, and the truth ! 

{She takes the staff in her mouth, and guides it 
with her stumps, and writes. 

Tit. O, do you read, my lord, what she hath 
Stuprum — Chiron. — Demetrius. [writ ? 

Mar. What, what I — the lustful sons of Tamora 
Performers of this heinous, bloody deed ? 

7M. Magne Dommator poli, 

Tam lenius audis scetera f tarn lentus mdes 9 
Mar. O, calm thee, gentle lord ! although I 
know, 

There is enough written upon this earth, 

To stir a mutiny in the mildest thoughts, 

And arm the minds of infants to exclaims. 

My lord, kneel down with me ; Lavinia, kneel ; 
And kneel, sweet boy, the Roman Hector’s hope ; 
And swear with me, — as with the woful feere, 

And father of that chaste dishonour’d dame, 

Lord Junius Brutus sware for Lucrece’ rape, — 
That we will prosecute, by good advice, 

Mortal revenge upon these traitorous Goths, 

And see their blood, or die with this reproach. 

Tit. ’Tis sure enough, an you knew how, 

But if you hurt these bear whelps, then beware : 
The dam will wake ; and, if she wind you once, 
She’s with the lion deeply still in league, 

And lulls him whilst she playeth on her back, 

And, when he sleeps, will she do what she list. 
You’re a young huntsman, Marcus ; let it alone 
And, come, I will go get a leaf brass, 

And with a gad of steel will write these words, 
And lay it by : the angry northern wind 
Will blow these sands, like Sybil’s leaves, abroad, 
And where’s your lesson then Boy, what say 
you ? 

Bog. I say, my lord, that if I were a man, 

Their mother’s bed-chamber should not be safe 
For these bad-bondmen to the yoke of Rome. 

Mur. Ay, that’s my boy I thy father hath full oft 
For this ungrateful country done the like. 

Bog, And xincie, so will I, an if I live. 

Tit. Come, go with me into mine armoury ; 
Lucius, FH flip thee ; and withal, my hoy 
Shall carry from me to the empress’ sons 
Presents, that I intend to send them both ; 

Come, come ; thou It do thy message, wilt thou 
not? . ...... ■ 

Bog. Ay, with my dagger in their bosoms, 
grandsire. 

TU. No, boy, not so ; I’ll teach thee another 
course. 

Lavinia, come : — Marcus, look to my house ; 
Lucius and I’ll go brave it at the court p 
Ay, marry, will we, sir; and we’ll be waited on. 

{Eseeunt Titos, Laviwia, and Boy. 
Mar. O heavens, can you hear a good man groan, 
And not relent, or not compassion him ? 

Marcus, attend him in his ecstasy; 

That hath more scars of sorrow in his heart, 


SCENE ll.—The same. A Room in the Palace. 

Enter Aaron, Chiron, and Dhmktrius, at one door ; at 
another door, young Lucn,T.s, (md a,n Attendant, with a 

bundleo/ weapons, and verses idrit upon them. 

Chi. Demetrius, here’s the son of Lucius ; 

He hath some message to deliver to us. 

Aar. Ay, some mad message from his mad 
grandfather. 

Bog. My lords, with all the humbleness I may, 

I greet your honours from Andronicus ; 

And pray the Roman Gods confound you both. 

Dern. Gramercy, lovely Lucius: What’s the 
news? 

Bog. That you arc both decipher’d, that’s the 
news, ' ■ 

For villains mark’d with rape. May it 

please you, 

My grandsire, well-advis’d, hath sent by me 
The goodliest weapons of his armom*y, 

To gratify your honourable youth, 

The hope of Rome ; for so he bade me say : 

And so I do, and with his gifts present 
Your lordships, that wdienever you have need, 

You may be arineil and appointed W’ell: 

And so I leave you both, '{Aside.~\ like bloody vil- 
lains. {Exeunt Boy and Attendant. 

Bern. What’s here ? A scroll ; and written round 
Let’s see ; [about ^ 

Integer vitee, scelerisque piirus 
Non eget Mauri jaaulis, nee arm. 

Chi, O, ’tis a verse in Horace ; I know it well : 
I read it in the grammar long ago. 

Aar. Ay! justl—a verse in Horace; — right, 
you have it. 

Now, w^hat a thing it is to be an ass ! 

Here’s no sound jest ! the old man hath 
found their guilt ; 

And sends the weapons wrapp’d about with 

lines, t . . . 

That wound, beyond their feeling, to the ( 
cpiick. 

But were our witty empress well a-foot, 

She would applaud Andronicus conceit. 

But let her rest in her unrest, awhile.-— ^ 

And now, young lords, was’t not a happy star 
Led us to Rome, strangers, and*, more than so, 
Captives, to be advanced to this height ? 

It did me good, before the palace gate 
To brave the tribune in Ms brother’s hearing. 

Bern. But me more good, to see so great a lord 
Basely insinuate, and send us gifts. 

Aar. Had he not reason, lord Demetrius? 

Did you not use his daughter very iriendly ? 

Bern. I would, had a thousand Roman dames 
At such a bay, by turn to serve our lust. 

CM. A charitable wish, and full of love. 

Aar. Here lacks but your mother for to say 
amen. 

Chi, And that would she for twenty thousand 
moie. 

Bern. Come, let us go ; and px*ay to all the gods, 
For our beloved mother in her pains. 



A long-tongu d babbling gossip ? no, lords, no. 
And now be it known to you my fuH intent. 

Wot far, one Muliteus lives, my counijryman. 
tlis mfe but yesternight was brought to bed : 

His child is like to her, fair as you are : 

Go pack with him, and give the mother gold 
And tell them both the circumstance of all • 

And how by this their child shall be advancM, 
And be received for the emperor^s heir, 

And substituted in the place of mine. 

To calm this tempest whirling in the court; 

And let the emperor dandle him for his own. 

Hark ye, lords ; ye see, that I have given her 
physic, iPointing to the Nurse 

And you must needs bestow her funeral ; 

The fields are near, and you are gallant grooms : 
Tins done, see that you take no longer days, 

Hut send the midwife presently to me, 

3'E . : 




Aar. Pray to the devils; the gods have given us 

^ [.Aside. Flourish, 


\jn 1 „ LAsiae. Flourish. 

^ Sr emperor’s trumpets flourish 

a eon. 

Uein. boft ; who comes here ? 

Enter a Nurse, with a black-a-moor child in her arms, 

O, tell me, did you see Aaron the^MoTr?^’ * 

a' ^®'er a whit at all, 

Here Aaron is r and what with Aaron now ? 

Nnw 1 I ^ we are aU undone! 

^ T evermore I 

^ caterwauling dost thou keep? 

^ eye^^^^ ^^bich I would liide from heaven’s 

?}!a f^ame, and stately Rome's disgrace 

She is deliver’d, lords, she is dehver'd. 

Aar. To whom? 

Nur. 

Aar 


X mean, she's brought to bed. 

Give her good rest ! What hath he sent K’ 
Jy?ir, A '1 

Aar. Why, then she’s the devil’s dam ; a jOT- 

^ur. A joyless, dismal, black, and sorrowful 
issue : 

Here is the babe, as loathsome as a toad 
Amongst the fairest breeders of our cHme. 

thy stamp, thy seal, 

Ouf ‘^^^ser’s point. 

Aar. Out, out, you whore 1 is black so Lse a 
hue ?— 

Sweet blowse, you are a beauteous blossom, sui-e. 
■Oem. Villain, what hast thou done ? 

CansT^qt undo. ‘ 

Snt" Vilio- mother. 

'' a V ^ ^ thy mother. 

Dem. And therein, helhsh dog, thou hast un- 
done. 

damn’d her loathed choice ^ 
ofisprmg of so foul a fiend ! 

Chi. It shall not live. 

* . . It shall not die. 

War. A^on, it must ; the mother wills it so. 
Aar. What, must it, nurse.? then let no man, 
Do execution on my flesh and blood. [but I, 
tadpole on my rapier’s 

“y ®°o° despatch it. 

Aar. Sooner this sword shall plow thy bowels up. 

<!f I f? child from the Nurse, and dram. 

villains! wiU you kill yourbro- 
N OW’ by the burnmg tapers of the sky [ther ? 
That shone so brightly when this boy was got 

He dies upon my scimitar’s sharp pbint, 

That touches this my first-bom son and heir ' 
y?."’ yo^Slings, not Enoeladns, 

With an his threat’ning band of Typhon’s brood. 

Nor great Alcides, nor the god of war, 
bhall seize this prey out of his father's hands. 

What what ; ye sanguine, shaUow-hearted boys ! 

i ; y® painted signs ! 

Coal-black is better than another hue, 

In that it scorns to bear another hue : 

Tor all the water in the ocean. 

Can never turn a swan's black legs to white. 


Although she lave them hourly in the flood, 
leli the emperess from me, I am of age 
I o keep mine own ; excuse it how she can.' 

.Dem. Wilt ^ou betray thy noble mistress thus ? 
My mistress is my mistress ; this, myself: 
The vigour, and the picture of my youth : 

X bis, before all the world, do I prefer ; 

This, maugre aH the world, will I keep safe 
Or some of you shall smoke for it in Rome* 

^em. By this our mother is for ever sham'd 

xr foul escape. 

iVwr. The emperor, in his rage, will doom her 
death. 

Chi. I blush to think upon this ignomy. 

^ there's the privilege your beauty 

Tye, freacherous hue ! that will betray with blush- 
1 fie close enacts and counsels of the heart I finff 
Here s a young lad fram’d of another leer : ^ 

Hook, how the black slave smiles upon the father : 
As who should say, 0/d lad, I am tUne own. 

He is your brother, lords; sensibly fed 
Of that self-blood that first gave life to you ; 

And, from that womb, where you imprison'd were, 
He is enfranchised and come to light : 

Nay, he’s your brother by the surer side 
Although my seal be stamped in his face! 

^r. Aaron, what shall I say unto the empress 
Bern. Advise thee, Aaron, what is to be done, 

! And we will all subscribe to thy advice ; 

Save thou the child, so we mav all be safe. 

Aar. Then sit we down, and let us all consult. 

My son and I wiU have the wind of you : 

Keep there : Now talk at pleasure of your safety. 

■p. „ ['Ehey sit on the ground, 

uem. How many women saw this child of his > 

_ Aar. Why, so, brave lords ; When we aU ioin in 

[league, 

The chafed boar, the mountain lioness, 

The ocean swells not so as Aaron stoiuns.— - 
But, say again, how many saw the child ? 

Mur. Cornelia tffe midwife, and myself, 

And no one else, but the deliver'd empress. 

Aar. The emperess, the midwife, and yourself 
iwo may keep counsel when the third’s away : 

Go to the empress ; tell her, this I said 
_ [Stabbing her. 

cries a pig, prepar'd to the spit. 

Bern. What mean'st thou, Aaron? Wherefore 
didst thou this ? 

Aar. O, lord, sir, ’tis a deed of policy : 
tie live to betray this suilt of ours ? 
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No big-bonVl men, fram'd of the Cyclops' size: 
But metal, Marcus, steel to the very back ; 

Yet wrung with wrongs, more than our backs can 
bear : 

And, sith there is no justice in earth nor hell, 

We will solicit heaven ; and move the gods, 

To send down justice for to wreak our wrongs : 
Come, to this gear. You are a good archer, Marcus. 

[He gives them, the arrows. 
AdJovem, that’s for you: — Here, ad Apollinem;— 
Ad Martem., that’s for myself; — 

Here, boy, to Pallas : — Here, to Mercury : 

To Saturn, Cains, not to Saturnine, 

You were as good to shoot against the wind. — 

To it, boy. Marcus, loose when I bid : 

O’ my word, I have written to effect ; 

There’s not a god left unsolicited. 

Mar. Kinsmen, shoot all your shafts into the 
We will afflict the emperor in his pride. [court : 
Tit. Now, masters, draw. \_Tlicy shoot,'] (), well 
said, Lucius 1 

Good boy, in Virgo’s lap ; give it Pallas. 

I\Tar. My lord, I aim a mile beyond the moon ; 
Your letter is with d up iter by this. 

TU. Ha! Publius, Publius, what hast thou done ! 
See, see, thou hast shot off one of Taurus’ horns. 
Mar. This was the sport, my lord : when Publius 
shot, 

The bull being gall’d, gave Aries such a knock 
That down fell both the ram’s horns in the court ; 
And who should find them but the empress’ villain ^ 
She laugh’d, and told the Moor, he should not 
But give them to his master for a present [choose 
TU. Wliy, there it goes : God give your lordship 


The midwife, and the nurse, well made away. 

Then let the ladies tattle what they please. 

Chi. Aaron, I see, thou wilt not trust the air 
With secrets. 

Bern. For this care of Tamora, 

Herself, and hers, are highly bound to thee. 

Dbm. and Cut., bearing off the IsTursG. 

Aar. Now to the Goths, as swift as swallow flies ; 
There to dispose the treasure in mine arms, 

And secretly to greet the empress’ friends. — 

Come on, you thick-lipp’d slave, I’ll bear you 
For it is you that puts us to our shifts : [hence ; 
I’ll make you feed on berries, and on roots, 

And feed on curds and whey, and suck the goat, 

And cabin in a cave ; and bring you up 

To be a warrior, and command a camp. [Fwit. 


SCENE in. — The same. A public place. 

Enter Trxi^s, bearing arrows, loith letters at the ends of 
them / with h im Marcus, young Lucius, and other G'cntlo- 
men, with bO'ws. 

Tit. Come, Marcus, come ; — Kinsmen, this is 
Sir boy, now let me see your archery ; [the way : 
Look ye draw home enough, and ’tis there straight: 
Terras Astrcea reliquit : 

Be you remember’d, Marcus, she’s gone, she’s fled. 
Sir, take you to your tools. You, cousins, shall 
Go sound the ocean, and cast your nets ; 

Happily you may find her in the sea ; 

Yet there’s as little justice as at land ; — 

No ; Publius and Sempronius, you must do it ; 

’Tis you must dig with mattock, and with spade. 
And pierce the inmost centre of the earth : 

Then, when you come to Pluto’s region, 

I pray you, deliver him this petition : 

Tell him, it is for justice, and for aid : 

And that it comes from old Andronicus, 

Shaken with sorrows in ungrateful Rome 

Ah, Rome ! — ^Well, well ; I nip^e thee miserable, 
What time I threw the people’s suffrages 
On him that doth tyrannize over me. — 

Go, get you gone ; and pray be careful all, 

And leave you not a man of war iinsearch’d ; 

This wicked emperor may have shipp’d her hence, 
And, kinsmen, then we may go jupe for justice. 

Mar. O, Publius, is not this a heavy case. 

To see thy noble uncle thus distract ? 

Pub. Therefore, my lord, it highly us concerns, 
By day and night to attend him carefully ; 

And feed his humour kindly as we may, 

Till time beget some careful remedy. 

Mar. Kinsmen, his sorrows ai-e past remedy. 

J oin with the Goths ; and with revengeful war 
Take wreak on Rome for this ingratitude, 

And vengeance on the traitor Saturnine. 

TU. Publius, how now ? how now, my masters ? 

. ■ What, . 

Have you met with her ? 

Pub. No, my good lord ; but Pluto sends you 
. word ■■ ■ . ■ 

If you will have revenge from hell, you shall ; 
Marry, for Justice, she is so employ’d, 

He thinks, with Jove in heaven, or somewhere else, 
So that perforce you must needs stay a time. 

TU. He doth me wrong to feed me with delays, 
ril dive into the burning lake below, 

And pull her out of Acheron by the heels. — 
Marcus, we are but shrubs, no cedars we ; 


Enter a Clown, iviih a basket, and l?vo pigeons. 
Ncavs, news from heaven I Marcus, the post is come. 
Sirrah, what tidings ? have you any letters ? 

Shall I have justice ? what says Jupiter f 

Clo. Hoi the gibbet-maker? he says, that he 
hath taken them down again, for the man must 
not be hanged till the next week. 

TU. But what says Jupiter, I ask thee? 

Clo. Alas, sir, I know not Jupiter ; I never drank 
with him in all my life. 

TU. Why, villain, art not thou the carrier? 

Clo. Ay? pigeons, sir ; nothing else. 

TU, Wliy, didst thou not come from heaven ? 

Clo. From heaven ? alas, sir, I never came there : 
God forbid, I .should be so hold to press to heaven 
in my young days. Why, I am going with my 
pigeons to the tribunal })lebs, to take up a matter 
of brawl betwixt my uncle and one of the imperial's 
men. 

Mar. \Wiy, sir, that is as fit as can be, to serve 
for your oration ; and let him deliver the pigeons 
to the emperor from you. 

7'it. Tell me, can you deliver an oration to the 
emperor with a grace ? 

Clo. Nay, truly, sir, I could never say grace in 
all my life. 

TU. Sirrah, come hither : make no more ado, 
But give your pigeons to the emperor ; 

By me thou shalt have justice at hi's hands. 

Hold, hold; — mean wdiiie, here’s money for thy 
Give me a pen and ink. — [charges. 

Sirrah, can you with a grace deliver a supplication ? 

Clo. Ay, sir. 

TU. Then here is a supplication for you. And 
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when you oome to him, at the first approach, you 
must kneel ; then kiss his foot ; then deliver up 
your pigeons ; and then look for your reward. Fll 
be at hand, sir; see you do it bravely. 

Clo. I warrant you, sir ; let me alone. 

Tii. Sirrah, hast thou a knife ? Come, let me 
Here, Marcus, fold it in the oration ; [see it. 
For thou hast made it like an humble suppliant ; — 
And when thou hast given it to the emperor, 
Knock at my door, and tell me what he says. 

Clo. God be with you sir ; I wiU. 

Til. Come, Marcus, let's go Publius, follow 
me, [_Exeunt. 

", ■ — — 4 »-: 

SCENE IV. — The same. Before the Palace. 

Enter SAxmiNtNus, Tamora, Chiron, JDjembtrius, Lords, 
and others ; Satubninus, with the arrows in Ms hand 
that Titus shot. 

Sat Why, lords, what wrongs are these } Was 
ever seen 

An emperor of Rome thus overborne. 

Troubled, confronted thus ; and, for the extent 
Of legal justice, us'd in such contempt ? 

My lords, you know, as do the mightful gods, 

However these disturbers of our peace 

Buz in the people's ears, there nought hath pass’d, 

But even with law, against the wilful sons 

Of old Andronicus. And what an if 

His sorrows have so overwhelm'd his wits, 

Shall we be thus afflicted in his wreaks, 

His fits, his frenzy, and his bitterness ? 

And now he writes to heaven for his redress : 

See, here’s to Jove, and this to Mercury; 

This to Apollo ; this to the god of war : 

Sweet scrolls to fly about the streets of Rome ! 
What's this, but libelling against the senate, 

And blazoning our injustice everywhere ? 

A goodly humour, is it not, my lords } 

As who would say, in Rome no justice were. 

But, if I live, his feigned ecstacies 
Shall be no shelter to these outrages : 

But he and his shall know, that justice lives 
In Saturninus' health ; whom, if she sleep, 

Pie’ll so awake, as she in fury shall 
Cut ofi’ the proud’ st conspirator that lives. 

Tam. My gracious lord, my lovely Saturnine, 
Lord of my life, commander of my thoughts, 

Calm thee, and bear the faults of Titus' age, 

The efiects of sorrow for his valiant sous, 

Whose loss hath pierc'd him deep, and scarr'dhis 
And rather comfort his distressed plight, [heart ; 
Than prosecute the meanest, or the best, 

E’er these contempts. Why, thus it shall become 
High-witted Tamora to gloze with all ; [Aside. 
But, Titus, I have touch'd thee to the quick, 

Thy life-blood out : if Aaron now be wise, 

Then is all safe, the anchor's in the port. — 

Enter Clown. 

Plow now, good fellow, would' st thou speak with 
us ,?. 

Clo. Y es , forsooth, an your mistership be imperial. 
Tam. Empress X am, but yonder sits the emperor. 
Clo. 'Tis he. — God, and saint Stephen, give you 
good den : I have brought you a letter, and a couple 
of pigeons here. [Saturninus reads the letter. 

Sat, Go, take him away, and hang him presently. 
Clo. How much money must I have ? 

Tam. Come, sirrah, you must be bang'd. 


Clo. Hang'd 1 By'r Lady, then I have brought 
up a neck to a fair end. [Exit, guarded. 

Sat. Despiteful and intolerable wrongs ! 

Shall I endure this monstrous viilany ? 

I know from whence this same device proceeds ; 
May this be borne ? — as if his traitorous sons, 

That died by law for murder of our brother, 

Have by my means been butcher'd wrongfully. — 
Go, drag the villain Mcher by the hair ; — 

Nor age, nor honour, shall shape privilege : — 

For this proud mock, I’ll be thy slaughter-man ; 
Sly frantic wretch, that hoip'st to make me great, 
In hope thyself should govern Rome and me. 

Enter JEmilius. 

What news with thee, ^milius? 

Mmil. Arm, arm, my lords ; Rome never had 
more cause ! 

The Goths have gather'd head ; and with a power 
Of high-resolved men bent to the spoil, 

They hither march amain, under eondhet 
Of Lucius, son to old Andronicus ; 

W^ho threats, in course of this revenge, to do 
As much as ever Coriolanus did. 

Sat, Is warlike Lucius general of the Goths ? 
These tidings nip me ; and I hang the head 
As flowers with frost, or grass beat down with 
Ay, now begin our sorrows to approach : [storms. 
'Tis he, the common people love so much ; 

Myself hath often over-heard them say, 

(When I have walked like a private man,) 

That Lucius' banishment was wrongfully, [peror. 
And they have wish'd that Lucius were their em- 
Tam. Why should you fear ? is not your city 
Sat. Ay, but the citizens favour Lucius ; [strong ? 
And will revolt from me, to succour him. 

Tam. King, be thy thoughts imperious, like thy 
Is the sun dimm'd, that gnats do fly in it ? [name. 
The eagle suffers little birds to sing, 

And is not careful what they mean thereby ; 
Knowing that, with the shadow of his wings 
He can at pleasure ^tint their melody : 

Even so may'st thou the giddy men of Rome. 

Then cheer thy spirit : for know, thou emperor, 

I will enchant the old Andronicus, 

With words more sweet, and yet more dangerous, 
Thau baits to fish, or honey-stalks to sheep ; 

Wlien as the one is wounded with the bait, 

The other rotted with delicious feed. 

Sat, But he wiU not entreat his son for us. 

Tam. If Tamora entreat him, then he will : 

For I can smooth, and fill his aged ear 
With golden promises : that were his heart 
Almost impregnable, his old ears deaf, 

Yet should both ear and heart obey my tongue. — 
Go thou before, be our ambassador : * [To iEMiLius. 
Say, that the emperor requests a parley 
Of warlike Lucius, and appoint the meeting, 

Even at his father's house, the old Andronicus, 

SaL JSmilius, do this message honourably : 

And if he stand on hostage for his safety, 

Bid him demand what pledge will please him best. 
Your bidding shall I do effectually. 

jEmiuius. 

Tam. Now will I to that old Andronicus ; 

And temper him with all the art I have, 

To pluck proud Lucius from the warlike Goths. 
And now, sweet emperor, be blithe again, 

And bury all thy fear in my devices. 

Sat. Then go successfully, and plead to him, 

[Exeunt, 



‘ , 


TITUS ANDRONICUS, 


ACT V 


If thou wilt not, befall what may befall, 

I’ll speak no more ; But vengeance rot you all! 
Luc. Say on ; and, if it please me which thou 
speak’ st, 

Thy child shall live, and I will see it nourish’d. 
Aar. Am if it please thee ? why, assure thee, 
Lucius, 

’Twill vex thy soul to hear what I shall speak ; 

For I must talk of murders, rapes, and massacres, 
Acts of black night, abominable deeds, 

Complots of mischief, treason ; villanies 
Ruthful to hear, yet piteously perform’d : 

And this shall all be buried by my death, 

Unless thou swear to me, my child shall live. 

Luc. Tell on thy mind ; I say, thy child shall 
live. 

Aar. Swear, that he shall, and then I will begin. 
Ltic. Who shoidd I swear by ? thou belie?’ st no 
god; 

That granted, how canst thou believe an oath ? 

Aar. What if I do not ? as, indeed, I do not : 
Yet, — for 1 know thou art religious, 

And hast a thing within thee, called conscience ; 
And twenty popish tricks and ceremonies, 

Which I have seen thee careful to observe, — 
Therefore I urge thy oath ; — For that, 1 know, 

An idiot holds his bauble for a god, 

And keeps the oath, which by that god he swears ; 
To that I’ll urge him : — Therefore, thou shalt vow 
By that same god, what god soe’er it be, 

That thou ador’st and hast in reverence,— 

To save my boy, to nourish, and bring him up ; 

Or else I will discover nought to thee. 

Luc. Even by my god, I swear to thee I will. 
Aar. First, know thou, I begot him on the em- 
press. 

Luc. O most insatiate, luxurious woman ! 

Aar. Tut, Lucius I this was but a deed of cha- 
To that which thou shalt hear of me anon, [rity, 
’Twas her two sons, that murder’d Bassianus ; 

They cut thy sister’s tongue, and ravish’d her, 

And cut her hands ; and trimm’d her as thou 
saw’st. 

Luc. O, detestable villain 1 call’st thou that 
trimming? 

A ar. Why, she was wash’ d, and cut, and trimm.’ d ; 
and ’twas 

Trim sport for them that had the doing of it. 

Luc. O, barbarous, beastly villains, like thyself ! 
Aar. Indeed, I was their tutor to instruct them ; 
That codding spirit had they from their mother, 

As sure a card as ever won the set ; 

That bloody mind, I think, they learn’d of me, 

As true a dog as ever fought at head. 

Well, let my deeds be witness of my worth. 

I train’d thy brethren to that guileful hole, 

Where the dead corpse of Bassianus lay : 

I wrote the letter that thy father found, ^ 

And hid the gold within the letter mention’d. 
Confederate with the queen, and her two sons ; 
And what not done, that thou hast cause to rue, 
Wherein I had no stroke of mischief in it? 

I play’d the cheater for thy father’s hand ; 

And, when I had it, drew myself apart, 

And almost broke my heart with extreme laughter* 
I pried me through the crevice of a wall. 

When, for his hand, he had his two sons heads ; 


SCENE L — Plains near Rome. 

Enter Lucius and Goths, with drum and colours. 
Luc. Approved warriors, and my faithful friends, 
I have received letters from great Rome, 

Which signifY, what hate they bear their emperor, 
And how desirous of our sight they are. 

Therefore, great lords, be, as your titles witness, 
Imperious, and impatient of your wrongs ; 

And, wherein Rome hath done you any scath, 

Let him make treble satisfaction. 

1 Goth. Brave slip, sprung from the great An- 

dronicus, 

Whose name was once our terror, now our com- 
fort ; 

Whose high exploits, and honourable deeds, 
Ingrateful Rome requites with foul contempt, 

Be bold in us : we’ll follow where thou lead’st, — 
Like stinging bees in hottest summer’s day, 

Led by their master to the flower’d fields, — 

And be aveng’d on cur,sed Tamora. 

Goths. And, as he saith, so say we all vrith him. 
Luc. I humbly thank him, and I thank you all. 
But who comes here, led by a lusty Goth ? 

Enter a Goth, leading Aaron, with his child in his arms. 

2 Goth. Renowned Lucius, from our troops I 
To gaze upon a ruinous monastery ; [stray’d, 
And as I earnestly did fix mine eye 

Upon the wasted building, suddenly 
I heard a child cry underneath a wall : 

I made unto the noise ; when soon I heard 
The crying babe controU’d with this discourse : 
Peaces taumy slave ; half wc, and half thy dam ! 
Did not thy hue bewray whose brat thou arts 
Had 7iature lent thee but thy mothers look, 

Villahi, thou m.ighfst have been aii emperor : 

But where the bidl and cow are both milk-white^ 
They never do beget a coal-blarrk calf. 

Peaces villains peace ! — even thus he rates the 
babe, — 

For I tnust bear thee to a trusty Goth ; 

Who, when he knows thou art the empress^ babes 
Will hold thee dearly for thy mother* s sake. 

With this, my weapon drawn, I rush’d upon him, 
Surpris’d him suddenly ; and brought him hither. 
To use as you think needful of the man. 

Luc. O worthy Goth ! this is the incarnate devil, 
That rohb’d Andronicus of his good hand : 

This is the pearl that pleased your empress’ eye ; 
And here’s the base fruit of his burning lust. — 
Say, wall-eyid slave, whither would’st thou convey 
This growing image of thy fiend-like face ? 

Why dost not speak ? What! deaf? No ; not a 
word.p 

A halter, soldier ; hang him on this tree, 

And by his side his fruit of bastardy. 

Aar. Touch not the boy, he is of royal blood. 
Luo. Too like the sire for ever being good.—- 
First, hang the child, that he may see it sprawl ; 

A sight, to vex the father’s soul withal. 

Get me* a ladder. 

[A ladder brought, which Aaron obliged 
to ascend. 

Aar. Lucius, save the child ; 

And bear it from me to the emperess. 

If thou do this, I’ll show thee wond’rous things, 
That highly may advantage thee to hear : 
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Beheld his tears, and laud’d so heartily, 

That both mine eyes were rainy like to his ; 

And when I told the empress of this sport, 

She swonnded almost at my pleasing tale, 

And, for my tidings, .gave me twenty kisses. 

Goth. What I canst thou say aU this, and never 
blush ? 

Aar* Ay, like a black dog, as the saying is. 

Luo* Art thou not sorry for these heinous deeds ? 
Aar, Ay, that I had not done a thousand more. 
Even now I curse the day, (and yet, I think, 

Few come within the compass of my curse,) 
Wherein I did not some notorious ill : 

As kill a man, or else devise his death ? 

Ravish a maid, or plot the way to do it ; 

Accuse some innocent, and forswear myself •, 

Set deadly enmity between two friends ; 

Make poor men's cattle break tbeir necks ; 

Set fire on barns and hay-stacks in the night, 

And bid the owners quench them with their tears. 
Oft have I digg’d up dead men from their graves. 
And set them upright at their dear friends’ doors, 
Even when their sorrows almost were forgot ; 

And on their skins, as on the bark of trees, 

Have with my knife carved in Roman letters, 

Let not your sorrow dies though I am dead. 

Tut, I have done a thousand dreadful things, 

As willingly as one would kill a fiy ; 

And nothing grieves me heartily indeed, 

But that I cannot do ten thousand more. 

L7/^c. Bring down the devil ; for he must not die 
So sweet a death, as hanging presently. 

Aar, If there be devils, 'would I were a devil,* 
To live and buim in everlasting fire ; 

So I might have your company in hell, 

But to torment you with my bitter tongue I 
Luc, Sirs, stop his mouth, and let him speak no 
more. 

Lnt^r a Gotb. 

Goth, My lord, there is a messenger from Rome, 
Desires to be admitted to your presence. 

Luc, Let him come near. — 

Enter 

Welcome, JEmilius, what's the news from Rome ? 

Lord Lucius, and you, princes of the 
Goths, 

The Roman emperor greets you all by me : 

And, for he understands you are in arms, 

He craves a parley at your father's house, 

Willing you to demand your hostages, 

And they shall be immediately deliver'd. 

\ Goth. What says our general ? 

Lug. uEmilius, let the emperor give Ms pledges 
Unto my father and my uncle Marcus 
And we will come. — March away. {Exeunt. 


SCENE II.' — Rome. Before Titus’s jF/owse. 
Enter Tamoka, Chiron, and .Demetrius, disguised. 
Tam. Thus, in this strange and sad habiliment, 
I will encounter with Andronicus ; 

And say, I am Revenge, sent from below, 

To join with Mm, and right Ms heinous wrongs. ’ 
Knock at Ms study, where, they say, he keeps, 

To ruminate strange plots of dire revenge; 

Tell him, Rev^ge is come to join with Mm, 

And work confusion on his enemies. iTheglmock. 


Enter TnoBs above. 

Tit. Who doth molest my contemplation 
Is it your trick, to make me ope the door ; 

That so my sad decrees may fly away, 

And aU my study be to no effect 1 
You are deceiv’d: for what I mean to do, 

See here, in bloody lines I have set down ; 

And what is written shall be executed. 

Tam. Titus, I am come to talk with thee. 

Tit. No ; not a word : How ean I grace my 
Wanting a hand to give it action ? [talk, 

Thou hast the odds of me, therefore no more. 

Tam. If thou did'st know me, thou would'st 
talk with me. 

Tit. I am not mad ; I know thee well enough : 
Witness this wretched stump, these crimson lines ; 
Witness these trenches, made by grief and care ; 
Witness the tiring day, and heavy night ; 

Witness all sorrow, that I know thee well 
For our proud empress, mighty Tamora ; 

Is not thy coming for my other hand ? 

Tam. Know thou, sad man, I am not Tamora ; 
She is thy enemy, and I thy friend : 

I am Revenge ; sent from the infernal kingdom , 
To ease the gnawing vulture of thy mind, 

By working wreakful vengeance on thy foes. 

Come down, and welcome me to this world's light ; 
Confer with me of murder and of death : 

There's not a hollow cave, or lurking-place, 

No vast obscurity, or misty vale, 

Where bloody murder, or detested rape. 

Can couch for fear, but I will find them out ; 

And in their ears tell them my dreadful name, 
Revenge, which makes the foul offender quake. 

Tit. Art thou Revenge ? and art thou sent to me, 
To be a torment to mine enemies "i 

Tam. I am ; therefore come down, and welcome 
me. 

Tit. Do me some service, ere | come to thee. 
Lo, by thy side where Rape, and Murder, stands ; 
Now give some 'suj^^nce that thou art Revenge, 
Stab them, or tear them on thy chariot wheels ; 
And then I'll come, and be thy waggoner, 

And whirl along with thee about the globes. 
Provide thee proper palfries, black as jet. 

To hale thy vengeful waggon swift away, 

And find out murderers in their guilty caves : 

And when thy car is loaden with their heads, 

I will dismount, and by the waggon wheel 
Trot, like a servile footman, all day long ; 

Even from Hyperion’s rising in the east, 

Until his very downfall in the sea. 

And day by day I'll do this heavy task, 

So thou destroy Rapine and Murder t;here. 

Tam. These are my ministers, and come with me. 
Tit. Are they thy ministers ? what are they 
call’d.^ 

Tam. Rapine, and Murder ; therefore called so, 
’Cause they take vengeance of such kind of men. 
Tit. Good lord, how like the empress' sons they 
are ! 

And you, the empress I But we worldly men 
Have miserable, mad, mistaking eyes. 

0 sweet Revenge, now do 1 come to thee : ■ 

And, if one arm’s embracement vdll content thee, 

1 will embrace thee in it by and by. 

{Exit TitoBy from above. 

Tam. This closing with him fits his lunacy : 
Whate'er I forge, to feed his brain-sick fits, 

Do you uphold and maintain in your speeches. 
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For now be firmly takes me for Revenge ; 

And, being credidons in this mad thought, 

I'll make him send for Lucius, his son; 

And, whilst I at a banquet hold him sure, 

I'll find some cunning practice out of hand, 

To scatter and disperse the giddy Goths, 

Or, at the least, make them his enemies. 

See, here he comes, and I must ply my theme. 
Enter Titus. 

Tit, Long have I been forlorn, and all for thee : 
Welcome, dread fury, to my woful house ; — 
Rapine, and Murder, you are welcome too : — 

How like the empress and her sons you are ! 

Well are you fitted, had you but a Moor : — 

Could not aU hell afford you such a devil? 

For, well I wot, the empress never wags. 

But in her company there is a Moor ; 

And, would you represent our queen aright, 

It were convenient you had such a devil : 

But welcome, as you are. What shall we do ? 
Tam, What w'ould'st thou have us do, Andro- 
nicus ? 

Dem. Show me a murderer, I'll deal with him. 
Chi. Show me a villain, that hath done a rape, 
And I am sent to be reveng’d on him. 

Tam. Show me a thousand, that have done thee 
And I will be revenged on them all. [wrong. 
Tit. Look round about the wicked streets of 
Rome ; 

And when thou find'st a man that's like thyself, 
Good Murder, stab him ; he’s a murderer. — 

Go thou with him ; and, when it is thy hap, 

To find another that is like to thee. 

Good Rapine, stab him ; he is a ravisher. — 

Go thou with them ; and in the emperor's court 
There is a queen, attended by a Moor ; 

Well may’st thou know her by thy own proportion, 
For up and down she doth resemble thee ; 

I pray thee, do on them some violent death, 

They have been violent to me and mine. 

7'am. Well hast thou lesson’cTus ; this shall we do. 
But would it please thee, good Andronicus, 

To send for Lucius, thy thrice vaUant son. 

Who leads towards Rome a band of warlike Goths, 
And bid liim come and banquet at thy house : 
When he is here, even at thy solemn feast, 

I will bring in the empress and her sons, 

The emperor himself, and aU thy foes ; 

And at thy mercy shall they stoop and kneel, 

And on them shalt thou ease thy angry heart. 
What says Andronicus to this device ? 

Tit Marcus, my brother !—’tis sad Titus calls. 
Enter Marcus. 

Go, gentle Marcus, to thy nephew Lucius ; 

Thou shalt inquire Mm out among the Goths ; 

Bid him repair to me, and bring with him 
Some of the chiefest princes of the Goths; 

Bid him encamp his soldiers where they are : 

Tell him, the emperor and the empress too 
Feast at my house : and he shall feast with them. 
This do thou for my love ; and so let him, 

As he regards his aged father's life, 

Ma^ . This will I do, and soon return again. 

Tam. Now whl I hence about thy business, 

And take my ministers along with me. 

Tii, Nay, nay, let Rape and Murder stay with 
Or else Fll call my brother back again, [me ; 
And cleave to no revenge but Lucius. 


Tarn. What say you, boys? will you abide vdth 
Whiles I go tell my lord the emperor, [him, 
How I have govern'd our determin'd jest ? 

Yield to his humour, smooth and speak him fair, 

{Aside. 

And tarry with him, till I come again. 

Tit. I know them all, though they suppose me 
mad : 

And will o’er-reach them in their own devices, 

A pair of cursed hell-hounds, and their dam. 

{Aside. 

Dem. Madam, depart at pleasure, leave us here. 
Tam. Farewell, Andronicus : Revenge now goes 
To lay a complot to betray thy foes. {Exit Tamoea. 
Tit. I know thou dost; and, sweet Revenge, 
lure well. 

Chi. Tell us, old man, how shall we be em- 
i ploy'd? 

Tit. Tut, I have work enough for you to do. — 
Publius, come hitlier, Caius, and Valentine ! 

Enter i’uaLius and others. 

Pub. What's your will ? 

7'it. Know you these two ? 

Pub. Til’ empress' sons, 

I take them, Chiron and Demetrius. 

Tit. Fye, Publius, fye ! thou art too much 
deceiv’d ; 

The one is Mtirder, Rape is the other's name : 
And therefore bind them, gentle Publius ; 

Caius, and Valentine, lay hands on them : 

Oft have you heard me wish for such an hour, 

And now 1 find it ; therefore bind them sure ; 

And stop their mouths, if they begin to cry. 

{Exit Titijs.-— I'uBLius, lap hold on 
CUriKONUf,wti5 Demeteius. . 
Chi. Villains, forbear ; we are the empress’ sons. 
Pub. And therefore do we what we are com- 
manded. — . 

Stop close their mouths, let them not speak a word : 
Is he sure bound ? look, that you bind them fast. 

lie-entcr Titus Andronicus, with Lavinia ; she hearing a 
hason, and he a knife. 

Tit. Come, come, Lavinia: look, thy foes are 
bound;'— 

Sirs, stop their mouths, let them not speak to me; 
But let them hear what fearful words 1 utter. — 

O villains, Chiron and Demetrius ! 

Here stands the spring whom you have stain’d with 
mud ; 

This goodly summer with your winter mix’d. 

You kill'd her husband ; and, for that vile fault, 
Two of her brothers were condemn'd to death : 

My hand cut off, and made a merry jest : 

Both her sweet hands, her tongue, and that, more 
dear ' ,• ' 

Than hands or tongue, her spotless chastity, 
Inhuman traitors, you constrain'd and forc’d. 
What would you say, if I should let you speak ? 
Villains, for shame you could not beg for grace. 
Hark, wretches, how I mean to martyr you. 

This one hand yet is left to cut your throats ; 
Whilst that Lavinia 'tween her stumps doth hold 
The bason, that receives your guilty blood. 

You know, your mother means to feast with me, 
And calls herself, Revenge, and thinks me mad, — 
Hark, villains ; I will grind your bones to dust, 
And with your bipod and it, I’ll make a paste ; 
And of the paste a coffin I will fear, 

And make two pasties of your shameful heads ; 
And bid that strumpet, your unliallow'd dam, 
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Like to tlie earth, swallow her own io crease. 

This is the feast that I have bid her to, 

And this the banquet she shall surfeit on ; 

For w-orse than Philomel you us’d my daughter, 
And worse than Progne I will be reveng’d : 

And now prepare your throats. — Lavinia, come, 

{He cuts their throats. 
Receive the blood : and, when that they are dead, 
Let me go grind their bones to powder small, 

And with this hateful liquor temper it ; 

And in that paste let their vile heads be bak’d. 
Come, come, be every one officious 
To make this banquet ; which I wish may prove 
More stern and bloody than the Centaurs’ feast. 
So, now bring them in, for I wdll play the cook. 
And see them ready ’gainst their mother comes. 

lExeunt, hearing the dead bodies. 


To slay his daughter with his own right hand, 
Because she was enforc’d, stain’d, and deflower’d } 
Sal. It was, Andronicus. 

Tit. Your reason, mighty lord. 

Sat. Because the girl should not survive her 
shame, 

And by her presence still renew his sorrows. 

Tit. A reason mighty, strong, and effectual ; 

A pattern, precedent, and lively warrant, 

' For me, most wretched to perform the like : — 

Die, die, Lavinia, and thy shame with thee ; 

{He Mils Lavinia, 

And, with thy shame, thy father’s sorrow die ! 

Sat. What hast thou done, unnatural, and un- 
kind } 

Tit. Kill’d her, for whom my tears have made 
me blind. 

I am as woful as Virginias was : 

And have a thousand times more cause than he 
To do this outrage ; — and it is now done. 

Sat. What, was she ravish’d } tell, wffio did the 
deed. 

Tit. Will’t please you eat ? will’t please your 
highness feed ? 

Tam. Why hast thou slain thine only daughter 
thus ? 

Tit. Not I ; ’twas Chiron, and Demetrius : 

They ravish’d her, and cut away her tongue, 

And they, ’twas they, that did her all this wrong. 
Sat. Go, fetch them hither to us presently. 

Tit. W^'liy, there they are both, baked in that pie ; 
Whereof their mother daintily hath fed, 

' Eating the flesh that she herself hath bred. 

' ’Tis true, ’tis true ; witness my knife’s sharp point. 

{Killing Tau-O-ra. 

Sat. Die, frantic wretch, for this accursed deed. 

{Killing Titus. 

Luc. Can the son’s eye behold his father bleed ? 
There’s meed for meed, death for a deadly deed. 

Satubnincs. A great tumult. The people 
in confusion disperse. Maecus, Lucius, 
and thdr parUsa7iSi ascend the steps before 
Titus’s 

Mar. You sad-faced men, people and sons of 
Rome, 

By uproar sever’d, like a flight of fowl 
Scatter’d by winds and high tempestuous gusts, 

0, let me teach you how to knit again 
This scattei'’d corn into one mutual sheaf, 

These broken limbs again into one body. 

Sen. Lest Rome herself be bane unto herself ; 
And she, whom mighty kingdoms court’sy to, 

Like a forlorn and desperate cast-away, 

Do shameful execution on herself. 

But if my frosty signs and chaps Of age, 

Grave witnesses of true experience, 

Cannot induce you to attend my words, — 

Speak, Rome’s dear friend i \_To Lucms.] as erst 
our ancestor, 

When with his solemn tongue he did discourse, 

To love-sick Dido’s sad attending ear, 

The story of that baleful burning nigbt, 

When subtle Greeks surpris’d king Priam’s Troy j 
Tell us, what Sinon hath bewitched our ears, 

Or who hath brought the fatal engine in, 

That gives our Troy, our Rome, the civil wound. — 
My heart is not compact of flint, nor steel ; 

Nor can I utter all our bitter grief, 

I But floods of tears will drown my oratory, 
i And break my very utterance ; even i’the time 


SCENE III. — The same. A Pavilion, with 
Tables, ^c. 

Enter Lucius, Marcus, and Gotlis, loith Aaron, prisoner. 

Luc. Uncle Marcus, since ’tis my father’s mind, 
That I repair to Rome, I am content. 

1 Goth. And ours, with thine, befall what for- 
tune wilL 

Luc, Good uncle, take you in this barbarous 
This ravenous tiger, this accursed devil ; [Moor, 
Let him receive no sustenance, fetter him, 

Till he be brought unto the empress’ face. 

For testimony of her foul proceedings : 

And see the ambush of our friends be strong : 

I fear, the emperor means no good to us. * 
Aar. Some devil whisper curses in mine ear, 
And prompt me, that my tongue may utter forth 
The venomous malice of my swelling heart ! 

Luc. Away, inhuman dog ! unhallow’d slave ! — 
Sirs, help our uncle to convey him in. — 

{Exeunt Goths, with AlAROn. Flourish. 
The trumpets show, the emperor is at hand. 

Enter Saturninus and Tamqra, with Tribunes, Senators, 
and others. 

Sat. Wliat, hath the firmament more suns than 
one? 

Luc. What boots it thee, to call thyself a sun ? 
Mar. Rome’s emperor, and nephew, break the 
These quarrels must be quietly debated. [parle ; 
The feast is ready, which the careful Titus 
Hath ordain’d to an honourable end, 

For peace, for love, for league, and good to Rome: 
Please you, therefore, draw nigh, and take your 
Marcus, we will. [places. 

{Hautbogs somid. The company sit down at table. 

Enter Titus, dressed like a cook, Lavinia, veiled, young 
Lucius, and others. Titus places the dishes on the table. 

Tit. Welcome, my gracious lord ; welcome, 
dread queen ; 

W^elcome, ye warlike Goths ; welcome, Lucius ; 
And welcome, all : although the cheer be poor, 
’Twill fill yom* stomachs ; please you eat of it. 

Sat. Why art thou thus attir’d, Andronicus ? 
Til. Because I would be sure to have all well, 
To entertain your highness, and your empress. 
Tam. W'e are beholden to you, good Andronicus. 
Tit. And if your highness knew my heart, you 
■ : .were.' ■ 

My lord the emperor, resolve me this ; 

W^as it well done of rash Virginius, 
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But, gentle people, give me aim awhile, — 

For nature puts me to a heavy task 
Stand all aloof ; — hut, uncle, draw you near, 

To shed obsequious tears upon this trunk : — 

O, take this warm kiss on thy pale cold lips. 

IKm-es Titus. 

These sorrowful drops upon thy blood-stain'dface, 
The last true duties of thy noble son ! ^ 

Mar. Tear for tear, and loving kiss for kiss, 
Thy brother Marcus tenders on thy lips : 

0, were the sum of these that I should pay 
Countless and infinite, yet would I pay them ! 
Lue. Come hither, boy ; come, come, and learn 
of us 

To melt in showers : Thy grandsire lov’d thee well : 
Many a time he danc’d thee on his knee, 

Sung thee asleep, his loving breast thy pillow ; 
Many a matter hath he told to thee, 

Meet, and agreeing with thine infancy ; 

In that respect then, like a loving child, 

Shed yet some small drops from thy tender spring, 
Because kind nature doth require it so : 

Friends should associate friends in grief and woe : 
Bid him farewell ; commit him to the grave ; 

Do him that kindness, and take leave of him. 

Bo^. O grandsire, grandsire ! even with all my 
heart 

Would I were dead, so you did live again ! 

0 lord, I cannot speak to him for weeping ; 

My tears will choke me, if I ope my mouth. 

Enter Attendants, with Aaeon. 

1 Rom. You sad A.ndronici, have done with 
woes ; 

Give sentence on this execrable wretch, 

That hath been breeder of these dire events. 

Luc. Set him breast- deep in earth, and famish 
him ; 

There let him stand, and rave and cry for food ; 

If any one relieves or pities him, ^ 

For the offence he dies. This is our doom. 

Some stay, to see him fasten’d in the earth. 

Aar. O, why should wrath be mute, and fmy 
dumb ? 

1 am no baby, I, that with base prayers, 

I should repent the evils I have done ; 

Ten thousand, worse than ever yet I did, 

Would I perform, if I might have my will. 

If one good deed in all my life I did, 

I do repent it from my very soul. 

Luc. Some loving friends convey the emperor 
hence, 

And give him burial in his father’s grave : 

My father, and Lavinia, shall forthwith 
Be closed in our hoxisehold’s monument. 

As for that heinous tiger, Tamora, 

No funeral rite, nor man in mournful weeds. 

No mournful bell shall ring her burial ; 

But throw her forth to beasts, and birds of prey ; 
Her life was beast-like, and devoid of pity ; 

And, being so, shall have like want of pity. 

See justice done to Aaron, that damn’d Moor, 

By whom our heavy haps had their beginning : 
Then, afterwards, to order well the state j 
That like events may ne’er it ruinate. lExeMut 


When it should move you to attend me most, 
Lending your kind commiseration ; 

Here is a captain, let him tell the tale : 

Your hearts will throb and weep to hear him speak. 

Luo. Then, noble auditory, be it known to you, 
That cursed Chiron and Demetrius 
Were they that murdered our emperor’s brother ; 
And they it were that ravished our sister : 

For their fell faults our brothers were beheaded ; 
Our father’s tears despis’d ; and basely cozen’d 
Of that true hand, that fought Rome’s quarrel out, 
And sent her enemies unto the grave. 

Lastly, myself unkindly banished, 

The gates shut on me, and turn’d weeping out 
To beg relief among Rome’s enemies ; 

Who drown’d their enmity in my true tears, 

And op’d their arms to embrace me as a friend j 
And I am the turn’d-forth, be it known to you, 
That have preserv’d her welfare in my blood ; 

And from her bosom took the enemy’s point, 
Sheathing the steel in my advent’rous body. 

Alas ! you know, I am no vaunter, I ; 

My scars can witness, dumb although they are, 
That my report is just, and full of truth. 

But, soft ; methinks, I do digress too much, 
Citing my worthless praise : O, pardon me ; 

For when no friends are by, men praise themselves. 
Mar. Now is my turn to speak ; Behold this child, 
{Pointing to the child in the arms of an Attendant. 
Of this was Tamora delivered ; 

The issue of an irreligious Moor, 

Chief architect and plotter of these woes ; 

The villain is alive in Titus’ house, 

Damn’d as he is, to witness this is true. 

Now judge, what cause had Titus to revenge 
These wrongs, unspeakable, past patience. 

Or more than any living man could bear. 

Now you have heard the truth, what say you, Ro- 
mans ? 

Have we done aught amiss ? Show us wherein, 
And, from the place where you^behold us now, 
The poor remainder of Andronici, 

We’ll, hand in hand, all headlong cast us down, 
And on the ragged stones beat forth our brains, 
And make a mutual closure of our house. 

Speak, Romans, speak; and, if you say, we shall, 
Lo, hand in hand, Lucius and I will fall. 

Mmil Come, come, thou reverend man of Rome 
And bring our emperor gently in thy hand, 

Lucius our emperor ; for, well I know, 

The common voice do cry, it shall be so. 

Rom. [^Semral spea’k.'\ Lucius, all hail ; Rome’s 
royal emperor ! 

, Lucius, ^c. descend. 

Mar. Go, go into old Titus’ sorrowful house ; 

{To an Attendant. 

And hither hale that misbelieving Moor, 

To be adjudg’d some direful slaughtering death. 

As punishment for his most wicked life. 

Rom. [Several speak.] Lucius, all hail ; Rome’s 
gracious governor ! 

Lue. Thanks, gentle Romans ; May I govern so, 
To heal Rome’s harms, and wipe away her woe! 
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SCENE , — Dispersedly in various Countries. 


ACT 1. 


Enter Gower. 

Before the Palace 0/ Antioch. 

To sing a song of old was sung, 

From ashes ancient Gower is come ; 
Assuming man^s infirmities, 

To glad your ear, and please your eyes. 

It hath, been sung at festivals, 

On ember-eves, and holy-ales ; 

And lords and ladies of their lives 
Have read it for restoratives : 

^Purpose to make men glorious ; 

Et quo antiquius, eo melius. 

If you, born in these latter times, 

When wit^s more ripe, accept my rhymes, 
And that to hear an old man sing, 

May to your wishes pleasure bring, 

I life would wish, and that I might 
Waste it for you, lihe taper-light. — 

This city then, Antioch the great 
Built up for his chiefest seat ; 

The fairest in all Syria ; 

(I tell you what mine authors say ;) 

This king unto him took a pheere, 

Who died and left a female heir, 

So buxom, blithe, and full of face, 

As heaven had lent her all his grace ; 

With whom the father liking took, 

And her to incest did provoke ; 

Bad fa,ther ! to entice his own 
To evil, should be done by none. 

By custom, what they did begin. 

Was, with long use, account no sin. 

The beauty of this sinful dame 
Made many princes thither frame, 

To seek her as a bed-fellow, 

In marriage-pleasures play-fellow : 

Which to prevent, he made a law, 

(To keep her still, and men in awe,) 

That whoso ask'd her for his wife, 

His riddle told not, lost his life ; 


So for her many a wight did die, 

As yon grim looks do testify. 

What now ensues, to the judgment of your eye 
I give, my cause who best can justify. lExit. 


SCENE I. — Antioch. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Antiochus, Pericles, and Attendants. 

Ant. Young prince of Tyre, you have at large 
receiv'd 

The danger of the task you undertake. 

Per. I have, A’j&Ltiochus, and with a soul 
Embolden'd with the glory of her praise, 

Think death no hazard, in this enterprise. \_^Music. 
Ant. Bring in our daughter, clothed like a 
bride, 

For the embracements even of Jove himself; 

At whose conception, (till Lucina reign’d,) 

Nature this dowry gave, to glad her presence, 

The senate-house of planets all did sit, 

To knit in her their best perfections. 

Enter the Daughter <?/ Antiochus. 

Per, See, where she comes, apparell'd like the 
spring, 

Graces her subjects, and her thoughts the king 
Of every virtue gives renown to men ! 

Her face, the book of praises, where is read 
Nothing but carious pleasures, as from thence 
Sorrow were ever ras’d, and testy wrath 
Could never be her mild companion. 

Ye gods that made me man, and sway in love, 

That have inflam'd desire in my breast, 

To taste the fruit of yon celestial tree, 

Or die in the adventure, he my helps, 

As I am son and servant to your will. 

To compass such a boundless happiness ! 

Ant. Prince Pericles, 

Per, That would he son to great Antiochus. 
Before thee stands this fair Hesperides, 
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Witli golden fruit, but dangerous to be touch’d ; 
For death-like dragons here affright thee hard : 
Her face, like heaven, enticeth thee to view 
A countless glory, which desert must gain : 

And which, without desert, because thine eye 
Presumes to reach, all thy whole heap must die. 
Yon sometime famous princes, like thyself, 

Drawn by report, adventurous by desire. 

Tell thee with speechless tongues, and semblance 
pale, 

That, without covering, save yon held of stars, 
They here stand martyrs, slain in Cupid’s wars ; 
And with dead cheeks advise thee to desist, 

For going on death’s net, whom none resist. 

Per. Antiochus, I thank thee, who hath taught 
My frail mortality to know itself, 

And by those fearful objects to prepare 
This body, like to them, to what I must : 

For death remember’d, should be hke a mirror, 
Who tells us, life’s but breath ; to trust it, error. 
I’ll make my will then ; and as sick men do, 

Who know the world, see heaven, but feeling woe, 
Gripe not at earthly joys, as erst they did ; 

So 1 bequeath a happy peace to you, 

And all good men, as every prince should do ; 

My riches to the earth from whence they came ; 
But my unspotted fire of love to you. 

ITo the Daughter q/Antiochits. 

Thus ready for the way of life or death, 

I wait the sharpest blow, Antiochus, 

Scorning advice. 

Ant. Read the conclusion then ; 

Which read and not expounded, ’tis decreed, 

As these before thee, thou thyself shalt bleed. 
Baugh. In all, save that, may’st thou prove pros- 


perous 


In all, save that, I wish thee happiness ! 

Per. Like a bold champion, I assume the lists, 
Nor ask advice of any other thought 
But faithfulness, and courage. 

llle reads the Riddpi.'} 

I am no viper, yet I feed 

On mother's flesh, which did me breed: 

I sought a husband, in which labour, 

I found that kindness in a father. 

He’s father, son, and husbiind mild, 

I mother, wife, and yet his child. 

How they may be, and yet in two, 

As you will live, resolve it you. 

Sharp physic is the last : but 0 you powers ! 

That give heaven countless eyes to view men’s acts, 
Why cloud they not their sights perpetually, 

If this be true, which makes me pale to read it ? 
Fair glass of light, I lov’d you, and could still 

" {Takes hold of the hand of the Princess. 

Were not this glorious casket storMwith ill : 

But I must tell you, — now, my thoughts revolt ; 
For he’s no man on whom perfections wait, 

That knowing sin within, will touch the gate. 
You’re a fair viol, and your sense the strings ; 
Who, finger’d to make man his lawful music. 
Would draw heaven down, and all the gods to 
hearken ; 

But, being play’d upon before your time, 

Hell only danceth at so harsh a chime : 

Good sooth, I care not for you. 

Ant. Prince Pericles, touch not upon thy life, 
For that’s an article within our law, 

As dangerous as the rest. Your time’s expir’d ; 
Either expound now, or receive your sentence.^ 


Per. Great king, 

Few love to hear the sins they love to act ; 

’Twould ’braid yourself too near for me to tell it. 
Who has a book of all that monarclis do, 

He’s more secure to keep it shut, than shown ; 

For vice repeated, is like the wand’ring wind, 
Blows dust ill others’ eyes, to spread itself ; 

And yet the end of all is bought thus dear. 

The breath is gone, and the sore eyes see clear : 
To stop the air would hurt them. The blind mole 
casts 

Copp’d hills towards heaven, to tell, the earth is 
wrong'd 

By man’s oppression ; and the poor worm doth die 
for’t. 

Kings are earth’s gods : in vice their law’s their 
will ; 

And if Jove stray, who dares say, Jove doth ill ? 

It is enough you know ; and it is fit, 

What being more known grows worse, to smother it. 
All love the womb that their first beings bred, 
Then give my tongue like leave to love my head. 
Ant. Heaven, that I had thy head ! he has found 
the meaning ; — 

But I will gloze with him. [Aside.'] Young prince 
of Tyre, 

Though by the tenour of our strict edict, 

Your exposition misinterpreting, 

We might proceed to cancel of your days ; 

A^et hope, succeeding from so fair a tree 
As your fair self, doth tune us otherwise : 

Forty days longer we do respite you ; 

If by which time our secret be undone, 

This mercy shows, we’ll joy in such a son : 

And until then, your entertain shall be, 

As doth befit our honour, and your worth. 

{Exeunt Antiochus, Ms Daughter, and 
AttoIKhlTltS, 

Per. How courtesy would seem to cover ‘sin ! 
When what is done is like an hypocrite, 

The which is good in nothing but in sight. 

If it be true that I interpret false, 

Then were it certain, you were not so bad, 

As with foul incest to abuse your soul ; 

Where now you’re both a father and a son, 

By your untimely claspings with your child, 
(Which pleasure fits an husband, not a father ;) 
And she an eater of her mother’s fiesh, 

By the defiling of her parent’s bed ; 

And both like serpents are, who though they feed 
On sweetest flowers, yet they poison breed. 
Antioch, farewell ; for wisdom sees, those men 
Blush not in actions blacker than the night, ^ 

Will shun no course to keep them from the light. 
One sin, I know, another doth provoke *, 

Murder’s as near to lust, as flame to smoke. 

Poison and treason are the hands of sin, 

Ay, and the targets to put off the shame : 

Then, lest my life be cropp’d to keep you clear. 
By flight ni shun the danger which I fear. 

lie-enter Antiochus. 

Ant. He hath found the meaning, for the which 
To have his head. ^ mean 

He must not live to trumpet forth my infamy, 

Nor tell, the world Antiochus doth sin 
In such a loathed manner : 

And therefore instantly this prince must die ; 

For by his fall my honour must keep high. 

Who attends on us there ? 
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Enter Thaliabd. 

Thai. Doth your highness call ? 

Ant. Thaliard, you're of our chamber^ and our 
mind 

Partakes her private action^ to your secrecy : 

And for your faithfulness we will advance you. 
Thaliard, behold here's poison, and here's gold ; 
We hate the prince of Tyre, and thou must kill 
It hts thee not to ask the reason why, [him; 

Because we bid it. Say, is it done ? 

Thai My lord, 

'Tis done. 

u Messenger. 

Ant. Enough ; 

Lest your breath cool yourself, telling your haste. 
Mess. My lord, prince Pericles is fled. 

IBxit Messenger. 

Ant As thou 

Wilt live, fly after : and, as an arrow, shot 
From a well-experienc'd archer, hits the mark 
His eye doth level at, so ne’er return, 

Unless thou say, Prince Pericles is dead. 

That My lord, if I 

Can get him once within my pistol's length. 

I’ll make him sure ; so farewell to your highness. 

lExit. 

Ant. Thaliard, adieu ! till Pericles be dead, 

My heart can lend no succour to my head. lExit. 


1 Lord. Joy and all comfort in your sacred 

breast ! ^ 

2 Lord. And keep your mind till you return to 

Peaceful and comfortable ! [us, 

HeL Peace, peace, my lords, and give expe- 
rience tongue. 

They do abuse the king, that flatter him : 

For flattery is the bellows blows up sin ; 

The thing the which is flatter'd, but a spark, 

To which that breath gives heat and stronger 
i glowing ; 

Whereas reproof, obedient, and in order, 

Fits kings, as they are men, for they may err. 
When signior Sooth here does proclaim a peace, 
He flatters you, makes war upon your life : 

Prince, pardon me, or strike me, if you please ; 

I cannot be much lower than my knees. 

Per. All leave us else ; but let your cares o'er- 
look 

What shipping, and what lading's in our haven, 
And , ; then return to us. [^Eaieunt Lords.] Heli- 
canus, thou 

Hast moved us : what seest thou in our looks ? 

Hel. An angry brow, dread lord. 

Per. If there be such a dart in princes’ frowns, 
How durst thy tongue move anger to our face i 
Hel. How dare the plants look up to heaven, 
from whence 

They have their nourishment ? 

Per. Thou know'st I have power 

To take thy life. 

Hel. [^Kneeling.'] I have ground the axe my- 
Do you but strike the blow. [self ; 

Per. Rise, pry'thee rise ; 

Sit down, sit down ; tbou art no flatterer : 

I thank thee for it ; and high heaven forbid, 

That kings should let their ears hear their faults 
Fit counsellor, and servant for a prince, [hid I 
Who by thy wisdom mak'st a prince thy servant, 
What would’st thou have me do } 

Hel. With patience bear 

Snch griefs as y^u do lay upon yourself. 

Per. Thou speak’ st like a physician, Helicanus ; 
Who minister’st a potion unto me, 

That thou would'st tremble to receive thyself. 
Attend me then : I went to Antioch, 

Where, as thou know'st, against the face of death, 

I sought the purchase of a glorious beauty. 

From whence an issue I might propagate, 

Bring arms to princes, and to subjects joys. 

Her face was to mine eye beyond all wonder ; 

The rest (hark in thine ear,) as black as incest ; 
Which by my knowledge found, the sinful father 
Seem'd not to strike, but smooth : but thou know’st 
this, ^ 

'Tis time to fear, when tyrants- seem to kiss. 

Which fear so grew in me, I hither fled, 

Under the covering of a careful night, 

Who seem’d my good protector ; and being here, 
Bethought me what was past, what might succeed. 

I knew him tyrannous ; and tyrants’ fears 
Decrease not, but grow faster than their years : 

And should he doubt it, (as no doubt he doth,) 

That I should open to the listening air. 


SCENE II. — Tyre. A Room in the Palace. 
Enter Pericles, Helicajmus, and other Lords. 

Per. Let none disturb us : Why this charge of 
thoughts ? 

The sad companion, duH-ey'd melancholy, 

By me so us’d a guest is, not an hour, 

In the day’s glorious walk, or peaceful night, 

(The tomb where grief should sleep,) can breed me 
quiet ! 

Here pleasures court mine eyes, and mine eyes 
shun them, 

And danger, which I feared, is at Antioch, 

Whose arm seems far too short to hit me here : 
Yet neither pleasure’s art can joy my spirits, 

Nor yet the other’s distance comfort me. 

Then it is thus : the passions of the mind, 

That have their first conception by mis-dread, 
Have after-nourishment and life by care ; 

And what was first but fear what might be done, 
Grows elder now, and cares it be not done. 

And so with me ; — the great Antiochns 
('Gainst whom I am too little to contend, 

Since he's so great, can. make his win his act,) 

Will think me speaking, though I swear to silence ; 
Nor boots it me to say, I honour him, 

If he suspect I may dishonour him : 

And what may make him blush in being known, 
He’ll stop the course by which it might be known ; 
With hostile forces he’ll o'erspread the land, 

And with the ostent of war will look so huge, 
Amazement shall drive courage from the state ; 
Our men be vanquish’d, ere they do resist, 

And subjects punish’d that ne’er thought offence : 
Which care of them, not pity of myself, 

(Who am no more but as the tops of trees. 

Which fence the roots they grow by, and defend 
them,) 

Makes both my body pine, and soul to languish, 
And punish that before, that he would punish. 
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Which iove to aii (of which thyself art one, 

Who now reprov’st me for it) 

JffeL Alas, sir ! 

Per. Drew sleep out of mine eyes, blood from 
my cheeks, 

Musings into my mind, a thousand doubts 
How I might stop this tempest, ere it came ; 

And finding little comfort to relieve them, 

I thought it princely charity to grieve them. 

IleL Well, my lord, since you have given me 
leave to speak, 

Freely I'll speak. Antiochus you fear, 

And justly too, I think, you fear the tyrant, 

Who either by public vrar, or private treason, 

Will take away your life. 

Therefore, my lord, go travel for a while, 

Till that his rage and anger be forgot, 

Or Destinies do cut his thread of life. 

Your rule direct to any ; if to me, 

Day serves not light more faithful than I'll be. 

Per. I do not doubt thy faith ; ^ 

But should he wrong my liberties in absence — 
Hel. We'll mingle bloods together in the earth, 
From whence we had our being and our birth. 

Per. Tyre, I now look from thee then, and to 
Tharsus 

Intend my travel, where I'll hear from thee; 

And by whose letters I’ll dispose myself. 

The care I had and have of subjects' good, 

On thee I lay, whose wisdom's strength can bear it. 
I'll take thy word for faith, not ask thine oath ; 
Who shuns not to break one, will sure crack both : 
But in our orbs we’ll live so round and safe. 

That time of both this truth shall ne'er convince, 
Thou show’dst a subject’s shine, I a true prince. 

lExeunt. 


SCENE III. — ^Tyue. An Ante-chamber in the 
Palace. 

Thaliaed. ^ 

That. So, this is Tyre, and this is the court. 
Here must I kill king l^ericles ; and if I do not, I am 
sure to he hanged at home : 'tis dangerous. — ^Weli, 
I perceive he was a wise fellow, and had good dis- 
cretion, that being hid to ask what he would of the 
king, desired he might know none of his secrets. 
Now do I see he had some reason for it: for if a 
king hid a man be a villain, he is bound by the in- 
denture of his oath to be one. — Hush, here come 
the lords of Tyre. 

Enter Helicanus, Escanes, and other Lords. 

Hel. You shall not need, my fellow peers of Tyre, 
Further to question of your king's departure. 

His seal’d commission, left in trust with me, 

Doth speak sufficiently he’s gone to travel. 

Thai. How ! the king gone ! 

Hel. If further yet you will be satisfied, 

Why, as it were unlicens'd of your loves, 

He would depart, I'll give some light unto you. 
Being at Antioch 

Thai. YHiat from Antioch ? lAsIds. 

Hel. Royal Antiochus (on what cause I know 
not,) 

Took some displeasure at him ; at least he judg’d 
And doubting lest that he had err’d or sinn’d, [so ; 
To show his sorrow, would correct himself ; 

So puts himself unto the shipman’s toil. 

With whom each minute threatens life or death. 


Thai. Well, I perceive lAside. 

I shall not be bang’d now, although I would ; 

But since he's gone, the king it sure must please, 
He ’scap'd the land, to perish on the seas. — 

But I’ll present me. Peace to the lords of Tyre ! 
Hel. Lord Tlialiard from Antiochus is welcome. 
Thai. From him I come 
With message unto princely Pericles ; 

But, since my landing, as I have understood 
Your lord has took himself to unknown travels, 
My message must return from whence it came, 
Hel. We liave .no reason to desire it, since 
Commended to our master, not tons : 

Yet, ere you shall depart, this we desire,—- — 

As friends to Antioch, we may feast in Tyre. 

\_Ea!Cunt. 

SCENE IV Tharsus. A Room in the 

Governors House. 

Enter Cleon, Dionvza, and Attendants. 

Cle. My Dionyza, shall we rest us here, 

And by relating tales of others’ griefs, 

See if ’twill teach us to forget our own } 

Dio. That were to blow at fire, in hope to quench 
For who digs hills because they do aspire, [it ; 
Throws down one mountain to cast up a higher. 

O my distressed lord, even such our griefs ; 

Here they’re but felt, and seen with mistful eyes, 
But like to groves, being topp’d, they bigber rise. 
Cle. O Dionyza, 

Who wanteth food, and will not say he wants it, 
Or eggn conceal his hunger, till he famish ? 

Our tongues and sorrows do sound deep our woes 
Into the air : our eyes do weep, till lungs 
Fetch breath that may proclaim them louder ; that, 
If heaven slumber, while their creatures want, 
They may awake their helps to comfort them. 

Til then discourse our woes, felt several years, 

And wanting breath to speak, help me with tears. 
Dio. I’ll do my best, sir. 

Cle. This Tharsus, o'er which I have government, 
(A city, on whom plenty held full hand,) 

For riches, strew’d herself even in the streets ; 
Whose towers bore beads so high, they kiss’d the 
clouds, 

And strangers ne’er beheld, hut wonder’d at ; 
Whose men and dames so jetted and adorn’d, 

Like one another's glass to trim them by : 

Their tables were stor’d full, to glad the sight, 

And not so much to feed on, as delight ; 

All poverty was scorn’d, and pride so great, 

The name of help grew odious to repeat. 

Dio. O, 'tis too true. 

Cle. But see what heaven can do 1 By this our 
change, 

These months, whom but of late, earth, sea, and air, 
Were all too little to content and please, 

Although they gave their creatures in abundance, 
As houses are defil’d for want of use, 

They are now starv'd for want of exercise : 

Those palates, who not yet two summers younger, 
Must have inventions to delight the taste, 

Would now be glad of bread, and beg for it ; 
Those mothers who, to nousle up their babes, 
Thought nought too curious, are ready now, 

To eat those little darlings whom they lov’d.^ 

So sharp are hunger's teeth, that man and jvife 
Draw lots, who first shall die to lengthen life : 
Here stands a lord, and there a lady weeping ; 
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Here many sink, yefc those which see them fall, 


To know for what he comes, and whence he come 
I And what he crares. 

Lord. I go, my lord. 

Cle. Welcome is peace, if he on peace consist 
If wars, we are unable to resist. 

Pericles, mY/i Attendants. 

Per. Lord governor, for so we hear you are, 
Let not our ships and number of our men, 

Be, like a beacon lirM, to amaze your eyes. 

We have heard your miseries as far as Tyi’e, 

And seen the desolation of your streets : 

Nor come we to add sorrow to your tears, 

But to relieve them of their heavy load ; 

And these our ships you happily may think 
Are, like the Trojan horse, war-stuffed within. 
With bloody views, expecting overthrow, 

Are stor’d with corn, to make your needv bread. 


Have scarce strength left to give them burial. 

Is not this true ? ' 

Dio. Our cheeks and hollow eyes do witness it. 


C/e. O, let those cities, that of Plenty’s cup 
And her prosperities so largely taste, 

With their superfluous riots, hear these tears ! 
The misery of Tharsus may be theirs. 

£Jnter a Lord, 

Lord. Where’s the lord governor ? 

Cle. Here. 

Spealt out thy sorrows which thou bring’st in haste 
For comfort is too far for us to expect. 

Lord. We have descried, upon our neighbour- 
ing shore, 

A portly sail of ships make hitherward. 

Cle. I thought as much. 

One sorrow never comes, but brings an heir, 

That may succeed as his inheritor ; 

And so in ours : some neighbouring nation, 
Taking advantage of our misery, 

Have stuff’d these hollow vessels with their power. 
To beat us down, the which are down already; 
And make a conquest of unhappy me, 

Whereas no glory’s got to overcome. 

Lord. That’s the least fear ; for, by the sem- 
blance 

Of their white flags display’d, they bring us peace, 
And come to us as favourers, not as foes. 

Cle. Thou speak’stlike him’s uututor’d to repeat, 
Who makes the fairest show, means most deceit. 
But bring they what they will, what need we fear ? 
The ground’s the lowest, and we are half way there. 
Go tell their general, we attend him here, 


Your grace is welcome to our town and us. 

Per. Which welcome we’ll accept ; feast here a 
while, 

Until om* stars that frown, lend us a smile. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter Gower. 

Gow. Here have you seen a mighty king 
His child, I wis, to incest bring ; 

A better prince, and benign lord. 

Prove awful both in deed and word. 

Be quiet then, as men should be, 

Till he hath pass’d necessity. 

I’ll show you those in troubles reign, 

Losing a mite, a mountain gain. 

The good in conversation 
(To whom I give my benizon,) 

Is still at Tharsus, where each man 
Thinks all is writ he speken can : 

And, to remember what he does, 

Gild his statue glorious ; 

But tidings to the contrary 
Are brought your eyes ; what need speak I ? 
Dumb show. 

Enter at one door Pericles, talking wYft Cleon; all the 
Train with them. Enter at another door a Gentleman, 
with a letter to Pericles; Pericles shows the letter to 


And hid intent, to murder him ; 

And that ie*. Tharsus was not best 
Longer for him to make his rest ; 

He knowing so, put forth to seas, 

Where when men been, there’s seldom ease : 
For now the wind begins to blow ; 

Thunder above, and deeps below, 

Make such unquiet, that the ship 
Should house him safe, is wreck’d and split ; 
And he, good prince, having all lost, 

By waves from coast to coast is tost ; 

An perishen of man, of pelf, 

Ne aught escapen but himself ; 

Till fortune, tir’d with doing bad, 

Threw him ashore, to give hipi glad : 

And here he comes : what shall be next, 
Pardon old Gower f this long’s the text. 

[Exit. 


SCENE I. — Pentapolis. An open Place hy 
the Sea Side. 

Pericles wei. 

Per. Yet cease your ire, ye angry stars of heaven! 
Wind, rain, and thunder, remember, earthly man 
Is but a substance that must yield to you ; 

And I, as fits my nature, do obey you. 

Alas, the sea hath cast me on the rocks, 

Wash’d me from shore to shore, and left me breath 
Nothing to think on, but ensuing death ; 
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Let it suffice the greatness of your powers, 

To have hereft a prince of all his fortunes ; 

And having thrown him from your wat'ry grave, 
Here to have death in peace, is all he'll crave. 

Enter Three Fishermen. 

1 Fish. Wliat, ho, Pilche ! 

2 Fish. Ho ! come, and bring away the nets. 

1 Fish. What Patch-breech, I say ! 

3 Fish. What say you, master } 

1 Fish. Look how thou stirrest now ! come 
away, or ITl fetch thee with a wannion. 

3 Fish. 'Faith, master, I am thinking of the 
poor men that were cast away before us, even now. 

1 Fish. Alas, poor souls, it grieved my heart to 
hear what pitiful cries they made to us, to help 
them, when, well-a-day, we could scarce help our- 
selves. 

3 Fish. Nay, master, said not I as much, when 
I saw the porpus, how he bounced and tumbled ? 
they say, they are half fish, half flesh : a plague on 
them, they ne'er come, but 1 look to be washed. 
Master, I marvel how the fishes live in the sea. 

1 Fish. Why, as men do a-land ; the great ones 
eat up the little ones: I can compare our rich 
misers to nothing so fitly as to a whale : 'a plays 
and tumbles, driving the poor fry before him, and 
at last devours them all at a mouthful. Such 
whales have I heard on a’ the land, who never 
leave gaping, till they've swallow'd the whole 
parish, church, steeple, bells and all. 

Per. A pretty moral. 

3 Fish. But, master, if I had been the sexton, 

I would have been that day in the belfry. 

2 Fish. Why, man? 

3 Fish. Because he should have swallowed me 

too : and when J had been in his belly, I would 
have kept such a jangling of the bells, that he 
should never have left, till he cast bells, steeple, 
church, and parish, up again. But if the good king 
Simonides were of my mind ^ 

Per. Simonides ? 

3 Fish. We would purge the land of these 
drones that rob the bee of her honey. 

Per. How from the finny subject of the sea 
These fishers tell the infirmities of men ; 

And from their wat'ry empire recollect 
Ail that may men approve, or men detect ! — 

Peace be at your labour, honest fishermen. 

2 Fish. Honest ! good fellow, what's that ? if 
it be a day fits you, scratch it out of the calendar, 
and nobody will, look after it. 

Per. Nay, see, the sea hath cast upon your 
coast 

2 Fish. Wh^fc a drunken knave was the sea, to 
cast thee in our way ! 

Per. A man whom both the waters and the wind, 
In that vast tennis-court, hath made the ball 
For them to play upon, entreats you pity him ; 

He asks of you, that never us’d to beg. 

1 Fish. No, friend, cannot you beg ? here's them 
in our country of Greece, gets more with begging, 
than we can do with working. 

2 Fish. Canst thou catch any fishes then? 

Per. I never practis’d it. 

2 Fish. Nay, then thou wilt starve, sure ; for 
here's nothing to be got now a-days, unless thou 
can’st fish for't. 

Per. What I have been, I have forgot to know ; 
Rut what I am, want teaches me to think on ; 


A man shrunk up with cold ; my veins are chill, 
And have no more of life, than may suffice 
To give my tongue that heat, to ask your help ; 
Which if you shall refuse, when I am dead, 

For I am a man, pray see me buried. 

1 Fish. Diequotli-a? Now. gods forbid ! I have 
a gown here ; come put it on ; keep thee warm. 
Now, afore me, a handsome fellow ! Come, thou 
shalt go home, and we’ll have flesh for holidays, 
fish for fasting-days, and moreo'er puddings and 
flapjacks ; and thou shalt be welcome. 

Per. I thank yoii, sir. 

2 Fish. Hark you, my friend, you said you could 
not beg. 

Per. I did but crave. 

2 Fish. But crave? Then I'll turn craver too, 
and so I shall 'scape wliipping. 

Per. Why, are all your beggars wliipped then ? 

2 Fish. (), not all, my friend, not all ; for if all 
your beggars wau-e whipped, I would wush no better 
office, than to be beadle. But, master, Fll go draw 
up the net. Two o/ Fisliermen. 

Per. How well this honest mirth becomes their 
labour 1 

1 Fish. Hark you, sir ! do you know where you 
are ? 

Per. Not well. 

1 Fish. Why, I'll tell you : this is called Pen- 
tapolis, and our king, the good Simonides. 

Per. The good king Simonides, do you call him ? 
1 Fish. Ay, sir ; and he deserves to be so called, 
for his peaceable reign, and good government. 

P'V'. He is a happy king, since from his subjects 
He gains the name of good, by his government. 
How far is his court distant from this shore ? 

1 Fish. Marry, sir, half a day’s journey ; and I'll 
tell you, he hath a fair daughter, and to-morrow is 
her birth-day ; and tliere are princes and knights 
come from all parts of the world, to just and tourney 
for her love. 

Per. Did but my fortunes equal my desires, 

I'd wish to make one there. 

1 Fish. O, sir, things must be as they may; and 
v;hat a man cannot get, he may lawfully deal for — 
his wife’s soul. 

Re-enter the Two Fislieraien, drawing 'up a net. 

2 Fish. Help, master, help ; here’s a fish hangs 
in the net, like a poor man's right in the law ; 'twill 
hardly come out. Ha ! bots on’t, ’tis come at last, 
and 'tis turned to a rusty armour. 

Per. An armour, friends ! I pray you, let me 
see it. 

Thanks, fortune, yet, that after all my crosses, 
Thou giv'st me somewhat to repair myself : 

And, though it was mine own, part of mine 
heritage, 

Which my dead father did bequeath to me, 

With this strict charge, (even as he left his life,) 
Keep it, my Pericles, it hath been a shield 
’ Twixt me arid death ; (and pointed to this brace :) 
For that it sav'd me, keep it ; m like necessity, 
Which gods protect thee from / it may defend thee. 
It kept where I kept, I so dearly lov'd it; 

Till the rough seas, that spare not any man, 

Took it in rage, though calm'd, they give't again : 
I thank thee for't ; my shipwreck's now no ill, 
Since 1 have here my father's gift by will. 

1 Fish. What mean you, sir ? _ [worth, 

Per. To beg of you, kind friends, this coat of 
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For it was sometime target to a king ; 

I know it by this mark. He lov’d me dearly, 

And for his sake, I wish the having of it ; 

And that you’d guide me to your sovereign’s court, 
Where with’t I may appear a gentleman ; 

And if that ever my low fortunes better, 

I’ll pay your bounties ; till then, rest your debtor. 
I Fish, Why, wilt thou tourney for the lady } 
Per: I’ll show the virtue I have borne in arms. 

1 Fish. Why, do ye take it, and the gods give 
thee good on’t ! 

2 Fish, Ay f but hark you, my friend ; ’twas we 
that made up this garment through the rough seams 
of the waters : there are certain condolements, cer- 
tain vails. I hope, sir, if you thrive, you’ilremem- 
ber from whence you had it. 

Per, Believe’t, I will. 

Now, by your furtherance, I am cloth’ d in steel ; 
And spite of all the rupture of the sea, 

This jev/el holds his biding on my arm ; 

Unto thy value will I mount myself 
Upon a courser, whose delightful steps 
Shall make the gazer joy to see him tread. — 

Only, my friend, I yet am unprovided 
Of a pair of bases. 

2 Fish. We’ll sure provide : thou shalt have my 
best gown to make thee a pair ; and I’ll bring thee 
to the court myself. 

Per. Then honour be but a goal to my will ; 
This day I’ll rise, or else add iU to ill. lExeunt. 


SCENE XI . — The same. A public Way^ or PlaU 
form, leading to the Lists. A Pavilion by the 
side of it, for the reception of the King, Princess, 
Lords, ^c. 

Enter Simonidjes, Thaisa, Lords, Attendants. 
8im. Are the knights ready to begin the triumph ? 
1 Lord. They are, my liege ; 

And stay your coming to present themselves. 

Sim» Return them, we are ready ; and our 
daughter, 

In honour of whose birth these triumphs are, 

Sits here, like beauty’s child, whom nature gat 
For men to see, and seeing wonder at. [Exit a Lord, 
Thai. It pleaseth you, my father, to express 
My commendations great, whose merit’s less. 

Sim. ’Tis fit it should be so ; for princes are 
A model, which heaven makes like to itself : 

As jewels lose their glory, if neglected, 

So princes their renown, if not respected. 

’Tis now your honour, daughter, to e^iplain 
The labour of each knight, in his device. 

Thai. Which, to preserve mine honour, I’ll 
perform. 

Enter a Kniglit ; he passes over the stage, and his Squire 
presents his shield to the Princess. 

Sim. Who is the first that doth prefer himself? 
Thai A knight of Sparta, my renowned father ; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is a black Ailthiop, reaching at the sun ; 

The word, Lux tua vita mild. 

Sim. He loves you well, that holds his life of you- 
[27i<? Kuiglit 

■Who is the second, that presents himself.^ 

Thai. A prince of Macedon, my royal father ; 
And the device he bears upon his shield 
Is an arm’d knight, that’s conquer’d by a lady ; 


The motto thus, in Spanish, Fiu per diiJ^ura que 
per fuer^a. [ The third Knight passes. 

Sim. And what’s the third } 

Thai. The third of Antioch ; 

And his device, a wreath of chivalry : 

The word, Me pompee provexit apex. 

[The fourth Knight passes. 
Sim. What is the fourth t 
Thai. A burning torch, that’s turnedupside down ; 
The word, Quod me alit, me extinguit. 

Sim. Which shows, that beauty hath his power 
and will, 

Which can as "well inflame, as it can kill. 

[Theffth Ivnight passes. 
Thai. The fifth, an hand environed with clouds ; 
Holding out gold, that’s by the touchstone tried : 
The motto thus, Sic spectanda fides. 

[The sixth Knight passes. 
Sim. And what’s the sixth and last, which the 
knight himself 

With such a graceful courtesy deliver’d.^ 

Thai. He seems a stranger ; but his present is 
A wither'd branch, that’s only green at top ; 

The motto, In hac spe vivo. 

Sim. A pretty moral ; 

From the dejected state wherein he is, 

He hopes by you his fortunes yet may flourish. 

1 Lord. He had need mean better than his out- 

ward show 

Can any way speak in his just commend : 

For, by his rusty outside, he appears 
To have practis’d more the whipstock, than the 
lance. 

2 Lord. He well may be a stranger, for he comes 
To an honour’d triumph, strangely furnished. 

3 Lord. And on set purpose let his armour rust 
Until this day, to scour it in the dust. 

Sim. Opinion’s but a fool, that makes us scan 
The outward habit by the inward man. 
j' But stay, the knights ire coming ; well withdraw 
I Into the gallery. [Exeunt. 

I [Great grouts, and all cry, Lhe mean knight. 

j ^ 

I SCENE III . — The same. A Hall of State 

I A Banquet prepared. 

I Enter Simonides, Thaisa, Lords, Knights, and 
\ Attendants. 

I Sim. Knights, 

I To say you are welcome, were superfluous. 

! To place upon the volume of your deeds, | 

I As in a title-page, your worth in arms, i 

i Were more tlian you expect, or more than’s fit, i 

I Since every worth in show commends itself. i 

I Prepare for mirth, for mirth becomes a feast : i 

I You are my guests. • i 

Thai. But you, my knight and guest j , 

To whom this wreath of victory I give, ! 

And crown you king of this day’s happiness. 

Per. ’’Tis more by fortune, lady, than my merit. 
Sim. Call it by what you will, the day is 
yours; 

And here, I hope, is none that envies it 
In framing artists, art hath thus decreed, 

To make some good, but others to exceed, 

And you’re her labour’d scholar. Come, queen 
o’the feast, 

(For, daughter, so you are,) here take your place : 
Marshal the rest, as they deserve their grace. 
Knights. We are honour’d much by good Simo- 
nides. 
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Sim. Your presence glads our days ; honour we 
love, 

For who hates honour, hates the gods above. 
3farsh. Sir, yond’s your place. 

Per. Some other is more fit. 

1 Knight. Contend not, sir ; for we are gentle- 
men, 

That neither in our hearts, nor outward eyes, 
Envy the great, nor do the low despise. 

Per. You are right courteous knights. 

Sim. Sit, sit, sir ; sit. 

Per. By Jove, I wonder, that is king of thoughts, 
These cates resist me, she not thought upon. 

Thai. By Juno, that is queen 
Of marriage, all the viands that I eat 
Do seem unsavoury, wishing him my meat ! 

Sure he’s a gallant gentleman. 

Sim. He’s but 

A country gentleman ; 

He lias done no more than other knights have 
done ; 

Broken a stall*, or so ; so let it pass. 

Thai. To me he seems like diamond to glass. 
Per. Yon king’s to me, like to my father’s 
picture, 

Which teUs me, in that glory once he was ; 

Had princes sit, like stars, about his throne, 

And he the sun, for them to reverence. 

None that beheld him, but like lesser lights, 

Did vail their crowns' to his supremacy ; 

Where now his son’s a glow-worm in the night, 
The which hath fire in darkness, none in light ; 
Whereby I see that Time’s the king of men, 

For he’s their parent, and he is their grave, 

And gives them w'hat he will, not what they crave. 
Sim. What, are you merry, knights ? 

1 Knight. Who can be other, in this royal pre- 
sence ? 

Sim. Here, wfith a cup that’s stor’d unto the 
brim, 

(As you do love, fill to your mistress’ lips,) 

We drink this health to you. 

Knights. We thank your grace. 

Sim. Yet pause a while ; 

Yon knight, methinks, doth sit too melancholy, 

As if the entertainment in our court 

Had not a show might countervail his worth. 

Note it not you, Thaisa ? 

Thai. What is it 

To me, my father ? 

Sim. Of attend, my daughter ; 

Princes, in this, should live like gods above, 

Who freely give to every one that comes 
To honour them ; and princes, not doing so, 

Are like to girats, which make a sound, hut kill’d 
Are wonder’d at. 

Therefore to make’s entrancemore sweet, here say, 
"We drink this standing-bowl of wine to him. 

Thai. Alas, my father, it befits not me 
Unto a stranger knight to be so bold : 

He may my proffer take for an offence, 

Since men take women’s gifts for impudence. 

Sim. How ! 

Do as I bid you, or you’ll move me else. 

Thai. Now, by the gods, he could not please 
me better. ; [Aside. 

Sim. And further tell him, we desire to know, 
Of whence he is, his name and parentage. 

Thai. The king my father, sir, has drunk to you. 
Per. I thank him. 


ACT 11. 


Thai. Wishing it so much blood unto your life. 
Pe^\ I thank both him and you, and pledge him 
freely. 

Thai. And further he desires to know of you, 
Of whence you are, your name and parentage. 
Per. A gentleman of Tyre— (my name, Pe- 
ricles ; 

My education being in arts and arms ;) — 

Mlio looking for adventures in the world, 

Was by the rough se:is reft of ships and men, 

And, after shipwreck, driven upon this shore. 
Thai. He thanks your grace; names himself 
Pericles, 

A gentleman of Tyre, who only by 
Misfortune of the seas has been bereft 
Of ships and men, and cast upon this shore. 

Sim. Now by the gods, I pity his misfortune, 
And will awake him from his melancholy. 

(?.ome, gentlemen, we sit too long on trifles, 

And waste the time, which looks for other revels. 
Even in your armours, as you are address’d, 

Will very well become a soldier’s dance, 

I will not have excuse, with saying, this 
Loud music is too harsh fbr ladies’ heads ; 

Since they love men in arms, as well as beds. 

[The Knights dance. 

So, this was well ask’d, ’twas so well perform’d. 
Come, sir ; 

Here is a lady that wants breathing too : 

And I have often heard, you knights of Tyre 
Are excellent in making ladies trip ; 

And that their measures are as excellent. 

Per. In those that practise them, they are, my 
lord. 

Sim. O, that’s as much as you would foe denied 
[7V/C Knights and Iiiidies dance. 
Of your fair courtesy. — Unclasp, unclasp ; 

Thanks, gentlemen, to all ; all have done well, 

But you the best. [ To Pericles.] Pages and lights, 
conduct 

These knights unto their several lodgings : Yours, 
W e have given order to be next our own. [sir, 
Per. I am at your grace’s pleasure. 

Sim.. Princes, it is too late to talk of love, 

For that’s the mark I know you level at : 

Therefore each one betake him to his rest ; 
To-morrow, ah, for speeding do their best. [JUxeunt 


SCENE IV.— Tyre. A Room in the Governor’s 
House. : 

' Enter IIblicanus and Escanbs. 

IleL No, no, my Escanes ; know this of me, — 
Antiochus from incest liv’d not free ; 

For which, the most high gods not minding longer 
To withhold the vengeance that they had in store, 
Due to this heinous capital offence ; 

Even in the height and pride of all his glory, ^ 
When he was seated, and his daughter with him, 
In a chariot of inestimable value, 

A fire from heaven came, and shrivell’d up 
Their bodies, even to loathing ; for they so stunk, 
That all those eyes ador’d them ere their fall, 
Scorn now their hand should give them burial. 

Esca. ’Twas vei*y strange. 

IleL And yet but just ; for though 

This king were great, his greatness was no guard 
To bar heaven’s shaft, but sin had his reward. 

Esca. ’Tis very true. 


4 
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S€ENE V. 


EntdT Thvcc Xiords* 

! “ ‘"‘^proof! '•e- 

Hel. With^me ? and welcome: Happy day, my 

^ “nr griefs are risen to the 

And now at length they overflow their banks 

^ ’ jZ loZf® • ™°“g Mt the prince 

^ HeU. 

OrVi‘’'® "t salute him, 

Or know what ground’s made happy by his brea‘h 
If m fte world he five, we’ll seekTm Zt • 

If in his grave he rest, we’ll find him there • 

And be resolv’d, he fives to govern us, ’ 

Ur dead, gives cause to mourn his funeral 

And leaves us to our free election. ’ , 

OuY^en® in 

our censure ; ^ 

And knowing this kingdom, if without a head 

^ike goodly buildings left without a roof,) ’ 

Wil oon to ru n fall, your noble self, 

^at best know st how to rule, and how to reign 

We thus submit unto,-our sovereign. 

•Ml. Live, noble Helicane ! 

Tf til ft* ^^1 honour’s cause ; forbear your suifragts ’ 

H hat you love prince Pericles, forbear. ^ ’ 
"Wh wishj, I leap into tbe seas, 

Where’s hourly trouble, for a minute’s ease. 

ToZthp“° 6“treat you 
To forbear choice i’the absence of your kin/ 

I s ZT “h he not return, “ ’ 

I shall with aged patience bear your yoke. 

But if I cannot wm you to this love, 

Gosearch like noblemen, like noble subjects, 
wZomS’vofZ?’ adventurous worth ; 

You shall hke diamonds sit about his crown. 

^ieU,-’"' 

^d, since lord Helicane enjoineth ns. 

We with^our travels wifi endeavour it. 

When peers thus knit, a kingdom ever stands. 

lEA’eunt. 
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SCENE V.~^P,ENTAP 0 Lis. A Room in the Palace. 
E^ter reading a letter, the Knights meet Mm. 

morrow to tbe good Simonides. 
^ know ' daughter this I let you 

A m«Sd’fife!""^''®“°“‘^’ ““dertake 

Her reason to herself is only known, 

Wiiidi from herself by no means can I get. 

w"''® “y • 

tied her^ 

To her chamber, that it is impossible. ' * 

One twelve moons more she’ll wear Diana’s livery ; 


Ind n/k*’*® .°f Cynthia hath she vow’d. 

And on her vupn honour will not break it. 

ntg It. Though loath to bid farewell, we take 

A'im. 

She tells me hei-e, she’ll wed the stranger knight 
Or never more to view nor day nor light ® ’ 

1 iiKe that well nay, how absolute she’s in’t 
Not minding whether I dislike or no ' ’ 

Well, I commend her choice ; 

And TOll no longer have it be delay’d. 

-oft, here he comes .—I must dissemble it. 

TO ATI • Enter 
Per. AU fortune to the good .Simonides ! 

For ™ur . ^“7 "'*■ ‘ ^ beholden to you, 

^01 your sweet music this last night : my ears^ 

I do protest, were never better fed ’ 

With such delightful pleasing harmony. 

Noimy LT" ‘0 “““end ; 

mi yen are music’s master 

Sini T Pt °i eebolars, my good lord. 

Strn. Let me ask one thing. What do you 
think, sir, of 
My daughter ? 

As of a most virtuous princess 
Nm. 1 Md she is fair too, is she not 

Sm' summer; wond’rous fair. 

fy- “ eir, that you must be he7 raster^ ’ 
be ; therefore look to’it. 

^ eehoolmaster. 

pT. 

the knight of Tyre ? 

Tis the king s subtlety, to have my life. [Jside. 

0, seek not to intrap, my gracious lord, 

A stranger and digressed gentleman, 

Ihat never aim’d so high, to love your dau^-hter 
But bent all offices to honour her. ' 

■ ’aou art'‘ “y daughter, and 

A villain. 

Never did thought of mine levy offence ; 

Nor never ffid my actions yet commence 

Z aft^ouZ^r- or your displeasure. 

ff’’- Traitor! 

jjim. . . . 

ii-’ • T - , traitor, sir. 

f (“o’oss it be the king,) 

That calls me traitor, I return the fie. ^ ^ 

Stm. Now, by the gods, I do applaud his courage. 

Per. My actions ai-e as noble as my thouiftr'' 

That: never relish’d of a base descent. ^ ’ 

^or honour’s cause, 
be a rebel to her state ; 

And he that otherwise accounts of me, 

No iionour’s enemy. 

Here comes my daughter, she can witness it 
Enter Teai&a. 

Per. Then, as you are as virtuous as fair. 

Resolve yow angry father, if my tongne 
Did e er sohoit, or my hand snbsoribe 
lo any syllable that made love to you? 
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Thai, Why, sir, say if you had, 

Who takes offence at that would make me glad ? 

Sim, Yea, misticss, are you so peremptory ? — 

I am glad of it with all my heart. [Adde,]^ Plltame 
I’ll bring you in'!®^^4:ion. — [you ; 

Will you, not having my consent, bestow 
Your love and your affections on a stranger ? 

(Who, for aught I know to the contrary, 

Or think, may be as great in blood as I.) 

Hear therefore, mistress ; frame your will to mine, — 
And 3 mu, sir, bear you. — Either be rul’d by me, 


Or I will make you — ■man and wife. — 

Nay, come ; your hands and lips must seal it too 

And heiiig join’d, Fll thus your hopes destroy 
And for a further grief, — God give you joy ! 

What, are you both pleas’d ? 

I hai. Yes, if you love me, sir. 

Per. Even as my life, my blood that fosters it. 
Sim. What, are you both agreed ? 

Both. Yes, ’please your majesty. 

Sim. It pleaseth me so well, Fli see you wed; 
Then, with what haste you can, get you to bed. ^ 

{Exeunt. 


ACT m. 


Enter Gowkk, 

Gow. Now sleep y slaked hath the rout ; 

No din but snores, the house about, 

Made louder by the o’er-fed breast 
Of this most pompous mai'riage feast. 

The cat, with eyne of burning coal, 

Now couches 'fore the mouse’s hole ; 

And crickets sing at th’ oven’s mouth, 

As the blither for their drouth. 

Hymen hath brought the bride to bed, 

Where, by the loss of maidenhead, 

A babe is moulded ; — Be attent, 

And time that is so briefly spent, 

With your fine fancies quaintly eche ; . 

What’s dumb in show, Fll plain with speech. Y 

Enter Peiucles and Simonides at one door, with At- 
tendants; a Messenger meets them, kneels, and e/ires 
Pericles a letter. Pericles shows it to Simon-ides; 
the Lords kneel to the former. Then enter I'haisa with 
child, and Lvciiorida. Simonides shmes his daueihier 
the letter; she rejoices; she and Pericles fake leave 
of her father, and depart. Then Simonides, Sjc. retire. 

Goto. By many a dearn and painful perch, 

Of Pericles the careful search 
By the four opposing coignes^ 

Which the world together joins. 

Is made, with all due diligence, 

That hor.se, and sail, and high expence; 

Can stead the quest. At last from Tyre 
(Fame answering the most strong inquire,) 

To the court of king Simonides 
Are letters brought ; the tenour these : 
Antiochus and his daughter’s dead ; 

The men of Tyrus, on the head 

Of Helicanus would set on 

The crown of Tyre, but he will none : 

The mutiny there he hastes t’ appease ; 

Says to them, if king Pericles 
Come, not, In twice six moons, home. 

He obedient to their doom, 

Will take the crown. The sum of this, 

Brought hither to Pcntapolis, 

Y-ravished the regions round, 

And every one with claps, ’gan sound, 

Our heir apparent is a king : 

Who dream^d.^ who thought of such a thing? 
Brief, he must hence depart to Tyre : 

His queen with child makes her desire 
(Which who shall cross ?) along to go ; 

(Omit we all their dole and woe ;) 

Lychorida, her nurse, she takes, 

And so to sea. Their vessel shakes 
On Neptune’s billow ; half the flood 
i-Iath their keel cut : but fortune’s mood 


Varies again ; the grizzled north 
Disgorges such a teinpest fbrtli. 

That, as a duck for lite that dive.s, 

So up and down the poor ship drives, 

The lady shrieks, and well-a-near 1 
Doth fall in travail with her fear ; 

And what ensues in this fell storm, 

Shall, for itself, itself perform, 
i nil! relate, action may 
Conveniently the rest convey ; 

Which might not what by me is told. 

In your imagination hold 

This stage, the ship, upon whose deck 

The sea-tost prince appears to speak. lExit. 


SCENE I. 

Enter P.ei«cle.s, on a ship at sea. 

Per. Thou God of this great vast, rebukfi these 
surges, 

Whicli wasli Imtli heaven and hell ; and thou, that 
hast 

Upon the winds command, bind them in brass, 
Having call’d them from the deep 1 O still thy 
deaf’ning, 

Thy dreadful thunders ; gently quench thy nimble, 
Sulphureous flashes ! — O how, Lychorida, 

How does my queen ? — Thou storm, thou ! veno- 
mously 

Wilt thou spit all thyself ? — The seaman’s whistle 
Is as a whisper in the ears of death, 

Unheard.— Lychorida ! — Lucina, O 
Divinest patroness, and midwife, gentle 
To those that cry by night, convey thy deity 
Aboard our dancing boat ; make swift the pangs 

Of my queen’s travails I — Now, Lychorida 

Enter Lvciiortda, with an infant . 

Lyc, Here is a thing 

Too young for such a place, who, if it had 
Conceit, would die as I am like to do. 

Take in your arms this piece of your dead queen. 
Per. How ! how, Lychorida ! 

Pye. Patience, good sir ; do not assist the storm. 
Here’s all that is left living of your queen, — 

A. little daughter : for the sake of it, 

Be manly, and take comfort. 

Per. O you gods! 

Why do you make us love your goodly gifts, 

And snatch them straight away ? We, here below, 
Recall not what we give, and therein may 
Vie honour with yourselves. 

Lye. Patience, good sir, 

Even for this charge* 


r 
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Now, mild may be thy life! 
For a more blustVoiis birth had never babe ; 

Quiet and gentle thy conditions I 
For thou’rfc the ruddiest welcom’d to this world 
That e'er was prince's child. Happy what follows ! 
Thou hast as chiding a nativity, 

As fire, air, water, earth, and heaven can make 
To herald thee from the womb ; even at the first 
Thy loss is more than can thy portage quit, ’ 
With ail thou canst find here. — Now the good gods 
Throw their best eyes upon it ! 

Enter Two Sailors. 

I Sail What courage, sir? God save you. 

Per, Courage enough : I do not fear the fiaw ; 

It hath done to me the worst. Yet, for the love 
Of this poor infant, this fresh-new sea-farer, 

I would it would be quiet. 

1 Slack the bolins there; thou wilt not, 
wilt thou? Blow, and split thyself. 

2 But sea-room, an the brine and cloudy 
billow kiss the moon, I care not. 

1 Sail Sir, your queen must overboai*d ; the sea 
works high, the wind is loud, and will not lie till 
the ship be cleared of the dead. 

Per. That's your superstition. 

1 Sail Pardon us, sir ; with us at sea it still 
hath been observed ; and we are strong in earnest. 
Therefore briefly yield her ; for she must overboard 
straight. 

Per. Be it as you think meet. — Most wretched 

Lyc. Here she lies, sir. [queen ! 

Per. A terrible child-bed hast thou had, mj 
N 0 light, no fire : the unfriendly elements [dfear ; 
Forgot thee utterly ; nor have I time 
To give thee hallow’d to thy grave, but straight 
Must cast thee," scarcely coffin’d, in the ooze ; 
Where, for a monument upon thy bones, 

And aye-remaining lamps, the belching whale 
And humming water must o’erwhelm thy corpse, 
Lying with simple shells. Lychorida, 

Bid Nestor bring me spices, ink and paper, 

My casket and my jewels ; and bid Nicander 
Bring me the satin colfer ; lay the babe 
Upon the pillow ; hie thee, whiles I say 
A priestly farewell to her ; suddenly, woman. 

Lvchoriba. 

2 Sail Sir, we have a chest beneath the hatches, 
caulked and bitumed ready. 

Per. I thank thee. Mariner, say what coast is 

2 Sail We are near Tharsus. “ [this ? 

Per. Thither, gentle mariner, 

Alter thy course for Tyre. When canst thou reach 

2 Sail By break of day, if the wind cease [it > 

Per. O make for Tharsus. 

There will I visit Cleon, for the babe 
Cannot hold out to Tyrus ; there I'll leave it 
At careful nursing. Go thy ways, good mariner ; j 
I'll bring the body presently. iExeunt. 


SCENE IL — Ephesus. A Boom in Cerimost’s 
Hottse. 

Enter Ceeimon, a Servant, and some persons w7iQha}}e 
been shipwrecked. 

Cer. Philemon, ho! 

PHiLB.moN. 

PUl Doth my lord call ? 

Cer. Get fire and meat for these poor men ; 
it has been a turbulent and stormy night. 


Serv. I have been in many ; but such a night as 
TiU now, I ne’er endur’d. [this, 

Cer. Your master will be dead ere you return ; ' 
There's nothing can be minister’d to nature, 

That can recover him . Give this to the 'pothecary , 
And tell me how it works. ITo Philemon! 

[Exeimt Philemon, Sei-vant, and those who 
had been shipwrecked. 

Enter Two Gentlemen. 

1 Gent. Good morrow, sir. 

2 Gent. Good morrow to yom* lordship. 

Gentlemen, 

Why do you stir so early ? 

1 Gent. Sir, 

Our lodgings, standing bleak upon the sea, 

Shook, as the earth did quake ; 

The very principals did seem to rend, 

And all to topple ; pure surprise and fear 
Made me to quit the house. 

2 Gent. That is the cause we trouble you so 

'Tis not our husbandry. [early ; 

Cer. 0, you say well. 

1 Gent. But I much marvel that your lordship, 
having 

Rich tire about you, should at these early hours 
Shake off the golden slumber of repose. 

It is most strange, 

Nature should be so conversant with pain, 

Being thereto not compeli'd. 

: Cer. ^ I held it ever, 

Virtue and cunning were endowments greater 
Than nobleness and riches ; careless heirs 
May the two latter darken and expend ; 

But immortality attends the former, 

Making a man a god. ’Tis known, I ever 
Have studied physic, through which secret art, 

By turning o'er authorities, I have 
(Together with my practice,) made familiar 
To me and to my aid, the blest infusions 
That dwell in vegetives, in metals, stone's ; 

And I can spealiof the disturbances 
That nature works, and of her cures ; which gives 
A more content in course of trae delight [me 
Than to be thirsty after tottering honour, 

Or tie my treasure up in silken bags, 

To please the fool and death. 

2 Gent. Your honour has through Ephesus 
pour'd forth 

Your charity, and hundreds call themselves 
Your creatures, who by you have been restor’d : 

And not your knowledge, personal pain, but even 
Your purse, still open, hath built lord Cerimon 
Such strong renown as time shall never 

Enter Two Servants, with (f chest. 

Serv. So; lift there. 

Cer. What is that? 

Serv, Sir, even, now 

Did the sea toss upon our shore this chest ; 

’Tis of some wreck. 

Cer. Set 't down, let's look on. it. 

2 Gent. 'Tis like a coffin, sir. 

Cer, Whate'er it be, 

'Tis wond’rous heavy. Wrench it Open straight ; 

If the sea’s stomach he o'ercharg’d with gold, 

It is a good constraint of fortune, that 
It belches upon us. 

2 Gent. 'Tis so, my lord, 

Cer, How close 'tis caulk’d and bitum’cli — 

Did the sea cast it up ? 

3 P 2 
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ACT II r. 


Serv, 1 never saw so huge a billow, sir, 

As toss’ d it upon shore. 

Cer. Come, wrench it open ; 

Soft, soft ! — it smells most sweetly in my sense. 

2 Ge 7 it. A delicate odour. 

Cp.r. As ever hit my nostril; so, — up with it. 

O yon most potent gods ! What’s here ? a corse ! 

1 Ceni. Most strange. 

Cer, Shrouded in cloth of state ; balm’d and 
entreasur’d 

With bags of spices full ! A passport too ! 

Apollo, perfect me i’the characters ! 

\_Un folds a scroll. 
Here I give to understand, iRcads. 

(if e’or this coffin drive a-laiid,) 

3 , Icing Pericles, have lost 

This queen, worth all our mundane cost. 

Who finds her, gives her l)urying. 

She was tlie daughter of a king ; 

Besides this treasure for a fee, 

The gods requite his charity ! 

If thou liv’st, Pericles, thou hast a heart 

That even cracks for woe ! — This chanc’d to-night. 

2 Gent Most likely, sir. 

Cer. Nay, certainly to-night ; 

Por look, how fresh she looks 1 — They were too 
rough, 

That threw her in the sea. Make fire within ; 
Fetch hither all the boxes in my closet. 

Death may usurp on nature many hours. 

And yet the fire of life kindle again 
The overpressed spirits. I have heard 
Of an Egyptian, had nine hours lien dead, 

By good appliance was recovered. 

Enter a Servant, with boxes, vapid ns, andjlre. 

Wen said, well said ; the fire and the cloths. — 

The rough and woM music that we have. 

Cause it to sound, ’beseech you. 

The vial once more; — How thou stirr’st, thou 
block I 

The music there. — I pray you give her air ; — 
Gentlemen, 

This queen will live : nature awakes ; a warmth 
Breathes out of her ; she hath not been entranc’d 
Above five hours. See, how she ’gins to blow 
Into life’s flower again ! 

1 Gent, The heavens, sir, 

Through you, increase our wonder, and set up 
Your fame for ever. 

Cer. She is alive ; behold, 

Her eyelids, cases to those heavenly jewels 
Which Pericles hath lost. 

Begin to part their fringes of bright gold ; 

The diamonds oi a most praised water 
Appear, to make the world twice lioh. O live, 
And make us wxap to hear your fate, fair creature, 
Rare as you seem to be I moves, 

Thai, O dear Diana, 

Where am I } Where ’s my lord ? What world is 
this.^ 

2 Gent. Is not this strange ? 

1 Gent Most rare. 

Cer. Hush, gentle neighbours ; 

Lend me your hands : to the next chamber bear 
her. 

Get linen ; now this matter must be look’d to, 

For her relapse is moital. Come, come, come ; 
And .Esculapius guide us ! 

\JExmntf carrying Tbai&a away. 


SCENE IIL— Thaiisus. A Room in Cleon’s 
JI ouse. 

Enter Fericlss, CiiECiNr, Dionysa, Lychom-CA, and 

JtiARlNA, 

Per. Most honour’d Cleon, I must needs be 
gone ; 

My twelve months are expir’d, and Tyrus stands 
In a litigious peace. Y'ou, and your lady, 

Take from iny heart all thankfulness ! The gods 
Make up the rest upon you ! 

Cle. Your shafts of fortune, though they hurt 
you mortally, 

Y^et glance full wand’ringly on us, 

Dion. O your sweet queen ! 

That the strict lutes had pleas’d you had brought 
her hither, 

To have bless ’d mine eyes ! 

Per. We cannot but obey 

The powers above us. Could I rage and roar 
As doth the sea she lies in, yet the end 
Must be as ’tis. My babe Marina (whom 
For she was born at sea, I have nam’d so,^ here 
I charge your charity withal, and leave her 
The infant of your care ; beseeching you 
To give her princely training, tliat she may be 
Alanner’d as she is born. 

Cle. Fear not, my lord : 

Y^onr grace, that fed my country with your corn, 
(For which the peojfle’s prayers still fall upon 
you,) ^ 

Must in your child be thought on. If neglection 
Should therein make me vile, the common body, 
By you reliev’d, would force me to my duty : ’ 

But if to that my nature need a spur, 

The gods revenge it upon me and mine, 

To the end of generation 1 

Per. I believe you; 

Your honour and your goodness teach me credit, 
Without your vows. Till she be married, madam, 
By bright Diana, whom we honour all, 
XJnscissar’d shall this hair of mine remain, 

Though I show wdli in’t. So I take my leave. 
Good madam, make me blessed in your care 
In bringing up my child. 

Dion. I have one myself, 

Who shall not be more dear to my respect, 

Than yours, my lord. 

Per. » Madam, my thanks and prayers. 
Cle, We’ll bring your grace even to the edge 
o’ the shore ; 

Then give you up to the mask’d Neptune, and 
The gentlest winds of heaven. 

Per. I wflll embrace 

Your offer. Come, dear’st madam. — O, no tears, 
Lychorida, no tears : 

Look to your little mistress, on whose grace 
You may depend hereafter.' — Come, my lord. 

lExennt. 


SCENE IV.—Ephesus. ^ Boom ia Cerimon’s 
'Mouse. : 

Enter Cjskimon and Tkaisa. 

Cer. Madam, this letter, and some certain 
jewels, 

Lay with you in your coffer : which are now 
At your command. Know you the character ? 
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Thai, It is my lord’s. 

That I was shipp’d at sea, I well remember, 
Even on my yearning time ; but whether there 
Delivered or no, by the holy gods, 

I cannot rightly say ; But since king Pericles, 
My wedded lord, I ne’er shall see again, 

A vestal livery will I take me to, 

And never more have joy. 


Cer. Madam, if this yon purpose as yon speak, 
Diana’s temple is not distant far. 

Where you may ’bide until your date expire. 
Moreover, if you please, a niece of mine 
Shall there attend you. 

Thai. My recompense is thanks, that’s all ; 

Yet my good will is great, though the gift small. 

lExeunt. 


ACT IV. 


Enter Gou'ek. 


Goiv. Imagine Pericles at Tyre, 

Welcom’d to his own desire. 

His woful queen leave at Ephess, 

To Dian there a votaress. 

Now to Marina bend your mind, 

Whom our fast growing scene must find 
At Tharsus, and by Cleon train’d 
In music, letters ; who hath gain’d 
Of education all the grace, 

Which makes her both the heart and place 
Of general wonder. But alack ! 

That monster envy, oft the wrack 
Of earned praise, Marina’s life 
Seeks to take off by treason’s knife. 

And in this kind hath our Cleon 
One daughter, and a wench full grown, 

Even ripe for marriage fight ; this maid • 
Eight Philoten : and it is said 
For certain in our stoiT", she 
Would ever with Marina be : 

Be’t when she weav’d the sleided silk 
With fingers, long, small, white as milk ; 

Or when she would with sharp neeld wound 
The cambric, which she made more sound 
By hurting it ; or when to the lute 
She sung, and made the night-bird mute, 

That still records with moan : or when 
She would with rich and constant pen 
Vail to her mistress Dian ; still 
This Philoten contends in skill 
With absolute Marina : so 
With the dove of Paphos might the crow 
Vie feathers white. Marina gets 
All praises, which are paid as debts, * 

And not as given. This so darks 
In Philoten all graceful marks, 

That Cleon’s wife, with envy rare, 

A present murderer does prepare 
For good Marina, that her daughter 
Might stand peerless by this slaughter. 

The sooner her vile thoughts to stead, 
Lychorida, our nurse, is dead ; 

And cursed Dionyza hath 
The pregnant instrument of wrath 
Prest for this blow. The unborn event 
I do commend to your content : 

Only I carry winged time 

Post on the lame feet of my rhyme ; 

Which never could I so convey, 

Unless your thoughts went on my way. — 
Dionyza does appear, 

With Leonine, a murderer. lEaiit. 


SCENE I- — ^Tharsus. An open Place near 

the Sea^shore, 

Enter Dionyza and Leoninje, 

Dion. Thy oath remember ; thou hast sworn to 
do it : 

’Tis but a blow, which never shall he known. 

Thou canst not do a thing i’ the world so soon, 

To yield thee so much profit. Let not conscience 
Which is but cold, inflame love in thy bosom, 
Inflame too nicely ; nor let pity which 
Even women have cast off, melt thee, but be 
A soldier to thy purpose. 

Leon. I’ll do’t ; but yet she is a goodly creature. 
Dion. The fitter then the gods should have her. 
Here 

Weeping she comes for her old nurse’s death. 

Thou art resolv’d ? 

Leon. I am resolv’d. 

Enter Marina, with a basket ofjlowers. 

Mar. No, no, I will rob Tellus of her weed, 

To strew thy green with flowers : the yellows, blues, 
The purple violets, and marigolds, 

Shall, as a chaplet, hang upon thy grave, 

While summer days do last. Ah me ! poor maid, 
Born in a tempe^j^, when my mother died, 

This world to me is like a lasting storm, 

Whirring me from my friends. 

Dion. How now, Marina! why do you keep 
alone ? 

How chance my daughter is not with you? Do not 
Consume your blood with sorrowing : you have 
A nurse of me. Lord 1 how your favour’s chang’d 
With this unproflitable woe ! Come, come ; 

Give me your wreath of flowers, ere the sea mar it. 
Walk forth with Leonine ; the air is quick there, 
Piercing, and sharpens well the stomach. Come 
Leonine, take her by the arm, walk with her. 

Mar. No, I pray you ; 

I’ll not bereave you of your servant 
Dion. Come, come ; 

I love the king your father, and yourself, 

With more than foreign heart. We every day 
Expect him here : when he shall come, and find 
Our paragon to all reports, thus blasted, 

He will repent the breadth of his great voyage ; 
Blame both my lord and me, that we have ta’en 
No care to your best courses. Go, I pray you, 
Walk, and be cheerful once again ; reserve 
That excellent complexion, which did steal 
The eyes of young and old* Care not for me ; 

I can go home alone. 

Mm. Well, IwiU go; 

But yet I have no desire to it. 

Dfow, Come, come, I know ’tis good for you. 






SCENE ll.^The same, 

Jle-enter Leonine. 

Leon, These roving thieves serve the great pirate 
Valdes ; 

And they have seiz’d Marina. Let her go ; 
There's no hope she'U retnrn. I’ll swear she’s dead 
And thrown into the sea.-— But I’ll see further ; 


pieces. 

Fand. Well, follow me, my masters ; you shah 
have your money presently. Wife, take her in ; 
instruct her what she has to do, that she may not 
be raw in her entertainment. 

{EMunt Pander and Pirates. 
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Perhaps they -will but please themselves upon her, 
Not carry her abroad. If she remain, 

Whom they have ravish'd, must by me be slain. 

lExiL 

4 “— 


SCENE III. — Mitylene. A Room in a 
Brothel. 


Enter Pander, Bawd, and Boult. 

Pand. Boult. 

Boult. Sir. 

Fand. Search the market narrowly ; Mitylene 
is full of gallants. We lost too much money this 
mart, by being too wenchless. 

Bawd. We were never so miicli out of creatures. 
We have but poor three, and they can do no more 
than, they can do ; and with continiial action are 
even as good as rotten. 

Pand. Therefore let’s have fresh ones, whate'er 
we pay for them. If there be not a conscience to 
be us'd in every trade, we shall never prosper. 

Bated. Thou say’st true ; 'tis not the bringing 
up of poor bastards, as I think, I have brought up 
some eleven 

Boult. Ay, to eleven, and brought them down 
again. But shall I search the market ? 

Bawd. What else, man ? The stuff we have, a 
strong wind will blow it to pieces, they are so piti- 
fully sodden. 

Fand. Thou say’st true ; they are too unwhole- 
some ©’conscience. The poor Transilvanian is 
dead, that lay with the little baggage. 

B^uU. Ay, she quickly poop’d him ; she made 
him roast meat for worms : — but I'll go search the 
market. IBxU Boult. 

Pand. Three or four thousand chequins were 
as pretty a proportion to live quietly, and so give 
over. 

Bawd. Why, to give over, I pray you ^ is it a 
shame to get when we are old I 

Fand. O, our credit comes not in like the com- 
modity ; nor the commodity wages not with the 
danger ; therefore, if in our youths we could pick 
up some pretty estate, 'twere not amiss to keep our 
door hatch'd. Besides, the sore terms we stand 
upon with the gods, will be strong with us for giving 
over. 

Bawd. Come, other sorts offend as well as we. 

Fand. As well as we 1 ay, and better too ; we 
offend worse. Neither is our profession any trade ; 
it's no calling : — ^Imt here comes Boult. 

Eviter the Pirates and Boult dragging in Marina. 

Boult. Come your ways. [ To Mamna.] — My 
masters, you say she’s a virgin ? 

1 Pirate. O, sir, we doubt it not. 

Boult. Master, I have gone thorough for this 
piece, you see : if you like her, so ; if not, I have 
lost my earnest. 

Bawd. Boult, has she any qualities ? 

Boult. She has a good face, speaks well, and lias 
excellent good clothes ; there’s no further necessity 
of qualities can make her be refused. 

Bawd. What’s her price, Boult 1 

Boult. I cannot be bated one doit of a thousand 


Walk half an hour, Leonine, at the least ; 
Remember what I have said. 

Leon. I warrant you, madam. 

Dion. I’ll leave you, my sweet lady, for a while ; 
Pray you walk softly, do not heat your blood : 

What ! I must have a care of you. 

Mar. Thanks , sweet madam. — 

Djonyka. 

Is this wind westerly that blows? 

Leoti. South-west. 

Mar. When I was born, the wind was north. 
Leon. , . Was’tso? 

Mar. My father, as nurse said, did never fear, 
But cry’d good seamen ! to the sailors, galling 
His kingly hands with hauling of the ropes ; 

And, clasping to the mast, endur'd a sea 
That almost burst the deck, and from the ladder- 
tackle 

Wash’d off a canvass-climber : Ha! says one, 

Wilt out 9 and, with a dropping industry, 

They skip from stem to stern : the boatswain whistles, 
The master calls, and trebles their confusion. 

Leon. And when was this ? 

Mar. It was when I was born : 

Never was waves nor wind more violent. 

Leon. Come, say your prayers speedily. 

Mar. What mean you ? 

Leon. If you require a little space for prayer, 

I grant it : Pray ; but be not techous, 

For the gods are quick of ear, and I am sworn 
To do my work with haste. 

Mar. Why will you kill me ? 

Leon. To. satisfy my lady. 

Mar. Why would she have me kill’d ? 

Now, as I can remember, by my troth, 

I never did her hurt in all my life ; 

I never spake bad word, nor did ill turn 
To any living creature : believe me, la, 

I never kill’d a mouse, nor hurt a fly : 

I trod upon a worm against my will, 

But I wept for it. How have I qffended, 

Wherein my death might yield her profit, or 
My life imply her danger ? 

Leon. My commission 

Is not to reason of the deed, hut do it. 

Mar. You will not do’t for all the world, I hope. 
You are well-favour’ d, and your looks foreshow 
You have a gentle heart. I saw you lately, 

When you caught hurt in parting two that fought ; 
Good sooth, it show’d well in you; do so now ; 
Your lady seeks my life ; come you between, 

And save poor me the weaker. 

Leon. I am sworn, 

And will despatch. 

Enter Pirates, whilst BIarina is struggling. 

1 Pirate. Hold, viHain ! OLeoninb runs away. 

2 Pirate. A prize ! a prize ! 

3 Pirate. Half-part, mates, half-part. Come, let's 
have her aboard suddenly. 

lExeunt Pirates with Marina^ ■ 
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Bawd. Boult, take you the marks of her ; the 
colour of her hair, complexion, height, age, with 
warrant of her virginity : and cry, He that will 
give most, shall have her first. Such a maiden- 
head were no cheap thing, if men were as they 
have been. Get this done as I command you. 

Boult. Performance shall follow. lExit Bounr, 

Mar, Alack, that Leonine was so slack, so slow ! 
(He should have struck, not spoke ;) or that these 
pirates, 

(Not enough barbarous,) had not overboard 
Thrown me, to seek my mother ! 

Bawd, Why lament you, pretty one ? 

Mar. That I am pretty. 

Bawd, Come, thegodshavedonetheirpartin you. 

Mar. I accuse them not. 

Bawd. You lit into my hands, where you 
are like to live. 

Mar. The more my fault, 

To 'scape his hands, where I was like to die. 

Bawd. Ay, and you shall live in pleasure. 

Mar. No! 

Bawd. Yes, indeed, shall you, and taste gentle- 
men of ah fashions. You shah, fare well; you shall 
have the difference of aU complexions. What ! do 
you stop your ears } 

Mar. Are you a woman ? 

Bawd. What would you have me he, an I be 
not a woman ? 

Mar. An honest woman, or not a woman. 

Bawd. Marry, whip thee, gosling. I think I 
shall have something to do with you. Come, you 
are a young foolish saphng, and must be bow|d as 
I would have you. 

Mar. The gods defend me ! 

Bawd. If it please the gods to defend you by 
men, then men must comfort you, men must feed 
you, men must stir you up. — Boult’s returned. 

Enter Boult. 

Now, sir, hast thou cried her through the market.^ 

Boult. I have cried her almost to the number of 
her hairs ; I have drawn her picture with my voice. 

Bawd, And I pr'ythee tell me, how dost thou 
find the inclination of the people, especially of the 
younger sort ? 

Boult, ’Faith, they listened to me, as they would 
have hearken'd to their father's testament. There 
was a Spaniard's mouth so watered, that he went to 
bed to her very description. 

Bawd, We shall have him here to-morrow with 
his best ruff on. 

Boult. To-night, to-night. But, mistress, do 
you know the French knight that cowers i'the hams ? 

Bawd. Who ? monsieur Veroles ? 

Boult. Ay ; he offered to cut a caper at the pro- 
clamation ; but he made a groan at it, and swore he 
would see her to-morrow. 

Bawd. Well, well; as for him, he brought his 
disease hither : here he does but repair it. I know, 
he will come in our shadow, to scatter his crowns 
in the sun. 

Boult. Well, if we had of every nation a tra- 
veller, we shall lodge them with this sign. 

B a wd. Pray you, come hither awhile . Y ou have 
fortunes coming upon you. Mark me ; you must 
seem to do that fearfully, which you commit will- 
ingly ; to despise profit, where you have most gain. 
To weep that you live as you do, makes pity in j 
your lovers : Seldom, but that pity begets you a : 
good opinion, and that opinion a mere profit. 


Mar. I understand yon not. 

Boult. O, take her home, mistress, take her 
home these blushes of hers must be quenched with 
some present practice. 

Bawd. Thou say'st true, i'faith, so they must : 
for your bride goes to that with shame, which is 
her way to go with warrant. 

Boult, ’Faith, some do, and some do not. But, 
mistress, if I have bargain'd for the joint, 

Bawd. Thou may'st cut a morsel off the spit. 

Boult. I may so. 

Bawd. Who should deny it ? Come, young one, 
I like the manner of your garments well. 

Boult. Ay, by my faith, they shall not be changed 
yet. 

Bawd. Boult, spend thou that in the town : re- 
port what a sojourner we have : you’ll lose nothing 
by custom. When nature framed this piece, she 
meant thee a good turn ; therefore say what a para- 
gon she is, and thou hast the harvest out of thine 
own report. 

Boult, I warrant you, mistress, thunder shall 
not so awake the beds of eels, .as my giving out 
her beauty stir up the lewdly inclined. I’ll bring 
home some to-night. 

Bawd. Come your ways ; follow me. 

Mar. If fires be hot, knives sharp, or waters 
Untied I still my virgin knot will keep. [deep, 
Diana, aid my purpose ! 

Bawd. What have we to do with Diana ? Pray 
you, will you go with us ? [Exeunt. 


SCENE IV.t-Thaksus. A Boom in Cleon's 
House, 

Enter Cleon andTiwiSYZA. 

Dion. Why, are you foolish ? Can it be undone ? 

Cle. O Dionyza, such a piece of slaughter 
The sun and moon ne’er look'd upon I 

Dion. ^ I think 

You'll turn a child again. 

Cle. Were I chief lord of all the spacious world, 
I'd give it to undo the deed. O lady, 

Much less in blood than virtue, yet a princess 
To equal any single crown o'the earth, 

I'the justice of compare \ O villain Leonine, 
Whom thou hast poison’d too I 
If thou hadst drunk to him, it had been a kindness 
Becoming well thy feat : what canst thou say, 
When noble Pericles shall demand his child ? 

Dion, That she is dead. Nurses are not the fates, 
To foster it, nor ever to preserve. 

She died by night ; I'll say so. Who can cross it? 
Unless yon play the impious inno(?ent, 

And for an honest attribute, cry outy 
She died hy foul play. ■ 

Cle. O, go to. Well, well, 

Of all faults beneath the heavens, the gods 
Do like this worst. 

Dion. Be one of those, that think 

The pretty wrens of Tharsus will fiy hence, 

And open this to Pericles. I do shame 
To think'of what a noble strain you are, 

And of how cow'd a spirit. 

Cle. To such proceeding 

Who ever but his approbation added, 

Though not his pre-consent, he did not flow 
From honourable courses. 

Dion, Be it so then . 
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Yet none does know, but you, how she came dead, 
Nor none can know, Leonine being gone. 

She did disdain my child, and stood between 
Her and her fortunes : None would look on her, 
But cast their gazes on Marina’s face ; 

Whilst ours was blurted at, and held a malkin, 
Not worth th e time of day. It pierced me thorough ; 
And though you call my course unnatural, 

You not your child well loving, yet I hud, 

It greets me, as an enterprise of kindness, 
Perform’d to your sole daughter. 

Cle. Heavens forgive it ! 

Dion. And as for Pericles, 

What should he say ? W e wept after her hearse, 
And even yet we mourn : her monument 
Is almost finish’d, and her epitaphs 
In glittering golden characters express 
A general praise to her, and care in us 
At whose expense ’tis done. 

Cle. Thou art like the harpy, 

Which, to betray, doth wear an angel’s face. 

Seize with an eagle’s talons. 

Dion. You are like oue, that snperstitiously 
Doth swear to the gods, that winter kills the flies ; 
But yet 1 know you’ll do as I advise. lEMunt 
Enter Gower, before tJieMoniiment of Marin a at Tharstis, 
Gow. Thus time we waste, and longest leagues 
make short: 

Sail seas in cockles, have, and wish but for’t ; 
Making, (to take your imagination,) 

From bourn to bourn, region to region. 

By you being pardon’d, we commit no crime 
To use one language, in each several clime, 

Where our scenes seem to live. I do beseech you, 
To learn of me, who stand i’the gaps to teach you 
The stages of our story. Pericles 
Is now again thwarting the wayward seas, 
(Attended on by many a lord and knight,) 

To see his daughter, all his life’s delight. 

Old Escanes, whom Helicauus late 
Advanc’d in time to great and hi^ estate, 

Is left to govern. Bear you it in mind, 

Old Helicauus goes along behind. 

Well-sailing ships, and bounteous winds have 
brought 

This king to Tharsus, (think his pilot though?: ; 

So with his steerage shall your thoughts grow on), 
To fetch his daughter home, who first is gone, 
Like motes and shadows see them move awhile ; 
Your ears unto your eyes I’ll reconcile. 


Dumb show. 

Enter at one door, Pericles iv/th Ids Train ; Clkon avd 
Bionyza, at the other. Cleom shows Pericles the tomb 
of Marina ; whereat I^ericles mahes lamentation, puts 
on sackcloth, and in a mighty passion departs. Then 
Cleon and Dionvza retire. 

Gow. See how belief may suffer by foul show ! 
This borrow’d passion stands for time old woe ; 
And Pericles, in sorrow all devour’d, 

With sighs s.hot through, and biggest tears o’er- 
show’r’d, 

Leaves Tharsus, and again embarks. He swears 
Never to wasli his face, nor cut his hairs ; 

He puts on sackcloth, and to sea. He bears 
A tempest, wliich Ms mortal vessel tears, 

And yet he rides it out. Now please you wit 
The epitaph is for Marina writ 
By wickej Dionyza. 

th? inscription on Marina’s Monument 


Tho f.'uresf;, aiid lu'st, lies liero. 

Who wither’d iu lu;r K])rinLi of ye:ir. 

She wiiHof Tyrus, the kitis^’s diue^hter. 

On whom foul dwnh Jmth nuule tliis .sljui<;'liter 
M'arina W'as she coll’d ; :ui(l ut iu'r hh-th, 

Tlietis, being proud, swuliow’d sonie p;i,rt o’tlie eartli 
Therefore the earth, fearing to he o’ertlow’d. 

Hath Tlietis’ birtluchild on the heaven.s li('st»\v*d; 
Wlierefore she does, (and swears she’ll never stint ) 
Make raging battery upon blu)n\s of flint. 

No visor does become black, villany, 

So well as soft and tender flattery. 

Let Pericles believe liis daughter's dead, 

And bear his courses to be ordm-cd 
By lady Fortune ; wliile our scenes disjviay 
His daughter’s woe and heavy well-a-dny,' 

In her unholy service. Patience then, ’ 

And think you now are all in iMityien. lExiL 


SCENE V. — MtTYLENE. ' J ftirect 'before the 
Brothel. 

Enkr, from. tM Brothel, 2’a,’c Gentlemen, 

\ Gent. Did you ever hear the like 

2 Gent. No, nor never shall do in such a place as 
this, she being once gone. 

1 Gent. But to have divinity preached there ! did 
you ever dream of such a thing ? 

2 Gent. No, no. Come, I am for no more 
bawdy-houses : Shall we go hear the vestals sing ? 

1 Gent. Ill do any thing now that is virtuous ; 
but I am out of the road of rutting, for ever. 

■ lExmnL^ 


SCENE VI. — The mjne. A Roam, in the Brothel* 
Ifana* Panjiior, Baw'tl, Boult. 

Band. Well, I had rather than twice the worth 
of her, she had ne’er come here. 

Bawd. Fye, fye upon her ; she is able to freeze 
the god Priapus, and undo a whole generation. We 
must either get her ravished, or be rid of her. When 
she should do for clients her fitment, and do me the 
kindness of our profession, she has me her quirks, 
her reasons, her muster-reasons, her prayers, her 
knees ; that she would make a puritan of the devil, 
if he should cheapen a kiss of her. 

Boult. ’Faith, ,1 must ravish her, or she’ll dis- 
furnish us of all our cavaliers, and make all our 
swearers priests. 

Fattd. Now, the pox upon her grccii-sickness for 
me 1 

Bawd. ’Faith there’s no way to be rid on’t, but 
by the way to the pox. Here comes the lord Lysi- 
machus, disguised. 

Boult. We should have both lord and lown, if the 
peevish baggage would but give way to customers. 
Enter Lysimaciius. 

Xjys. How now? How a dozen of virginitie.s ? 

Bawd. Now, the gods to-blcss your honour ! 

BoiiU. 1 am glad to see your honour in good 
health. 

Lys. You may so ; ’tis the better for you that 
your resoriers stand npon sound legs. How now, 
wholesome inifiuity ? Have you that a man may 
deal withal, and defy the surgeon ? . ' 

Bawd. We have here one, sir, if she would — - 
but there never came her like in Mitylene. 

Lys. If she’d do the deeds of darkness, thou 
wouid’st say. ' ■ . - 
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Bawd. Your lionour knows what 'tis to say, w^ell 
enough. 

Li/s. Well; call forth, call forth. 

Boult. For flesh and blood, sir, white and red, 
5 ’-ou shall see a rose ; and she were a rose indeed, 
if slie had but 

Lys. What, pr'ythee ? 

Boult. O, sir, I can be modest. 

Lys. That dignifies the renown of a bawd, no 
Jess than it gives a good report to a number to be 
chaste, v" 

Marina. 

Bawd. Here comes that which grows to the 
stalk ; — never plucked yet, I can assure you. Is 
she not a fair creature ? 

Lys. ’Faith, she would serve after a long voyage 
at sea. Well, there’s for you ; — ^ieave us. 

Bawd. I beseech your honour, give me leave : a 
v/ord, and I’ll have done presently, 

Lys. I beseech you, do. 

Bawd. First, I would have you note, this is an 
lionourabie man. {To Marina, wJion she takes aside. 

Mar. 1 desire to find him so, that I may worthily 
note him. 

Bawd. Next, he’s the governor of this country, 
and a man whom I am bound to. 

Mar. If he govern the country, you are bound 
to him indeed ; but how honourable he is in that, 

I know not. 

Bawd. ’Pray you, without any more virginal fenc- 
ing, wiU you use him kindly ? He will line your 
apron with gold. « 

Mar. What he will do graciously, I will thank- 
fully receive. 

Lys. Have you done 1 

Bawd. My lord, she’s not paced yet ; you must 
take some pains to work her to your manage. Come, 
we will leave his honour and her together. 

[Exeu7it Bawd, Pander, and Boult. 

Lys> Go thy ways. — Now pretty one, how long 
have you been at this trade ? 

Mar. What trade, sir ? 

Lys. What I cannot name but I shall offend. 

Mar, I cannot be offended with my trade. Please 
you to name it. 

Lys. How long have you been of this profession ? 

Mar. Ever since I can remember. 

Lys. Did you go to it so young ? Were you a 
gamester at five, or at seven 1 

Earlier too, sir, if now I be one. 

Lys, Why, the house you dwell in, proclaims 
you to be a creature of sale. 

Mar. Do you know this house to be a place of 
such resort, and will come into it ? I hear say, you 
are of honourable parts, and are the governor of 
this place, 

Lys. Why, hath your principal made known unto 
you who X am ? 

Mar. Who is my principal ? 

Why, your herb -woman ; she that sets seeds 
and roots of shame and iniquity. 0, you have 
heard something of my power, and so stand aloof 
for more serious wooing. But I protest to thee, 
pretty one, my authority shall not see thee, or else, 
look friendly upon thee. Come, bring me to some 
private place. Come, come. 

Mar. If you were born to honour, show it now ; 
If put upon you, make the judgment good 
That thought you worthy of it. 


Lys. How’s this } how’s this.^ — Some more ; — 
be sage. 

Mar. For me, 

That am a maid, though most ungentle fortune 
Hath plac’d me here within this loathsome stye, 
WTiere, since I came, diseases have been sold 
Dearer than physic, — O that the good gods 
Would set me free from this unhallow’d place, 
Though they did change me to the meanest bird 
That flies i’the purer air ! 

Lys. I did not think 

Thou could’st have spoke so well ; ne’er dream’d 
thou could’st. 

Had I brought hither a corrupted mind, 

Thy speech had alter’d it. Hold, here’s gold for 
thee ; 

Persever still in that clear way thou goest, 

And the gods strengthen thee ! 

Mar. Tlie gods preserve you ! 

Lys. For me, be you thoughten 

That I came with no ill intent : for to me 
The very doors and windows savour vilely. 

Farewell. Thou art a piece of virtue, and 
I doubt not but thy training hath been noble. — 
tiold ; here’s more gold for thee. — 

A curse upon him, die he like a thief, 

That robs thee of thy goodness ! If thou hear’st 
from me, 

It shall be for thy good. 

[.<45 Lysimachus is putting up Ms purse , Boult 
enters. 

Bouli. I beseech your honour, one piece for me. 

Lys. Avaunt, thou damned door-keeper ! Your 
house, 

But for this virgin that doth prop it up, 

Would sink, and overwhelm you all. Away ! 

lExit Lysiaiachus. 

Boult. How’s this? We must take another course 
with you. If your peevish chastity, which is not 
worth a breakfast in the cheapest country under 
the cope, shall undo a whole household, let me be 
gelded like a spaiiSeL Come your ways. 

Mar. Whither would you have me ? 

Boult. I must have your maidenhead taken off, 
or the common hangman shall execute it. Come 
your way. We’ll have no more gentlemen driven 
away. Come your ways, I say. 

Re-enter Bawd. 

Bawd. How now 1 What’s the matter ? 

Boult. Worse and worse, mistress ; she has here 
spoken holy words to the lord Lysimachus. 

Bawd. O abominable 1 

Boult. She makes our profession as it were to 
stink afore the face of the gods. • 

Bawd. Marry, hang her up for ever ! 

Boult. The nobleman would have dealt with her 
like a nobleman, and she sent him away as cold as 
a snowball ; saying his prayers too. 

Bawd. Boult, take her away ; use her at thy 
pleasure : crack the glass of her virginity, and make 
the rest malleable. 

Boult. An if she were a thornier piece of ground 
than she is, she shall he ploughed. 

Mar. Hark, hark, you gods 1 
“ Bawd. She conjures : away with her. Would she 
had never come within my doors I Marry hang you I 
She’s bom to undo us- Wp you not go the way of 
women-kind ? Marry come up, my dish of chastity 
with rosemary and bays ! [Bzit Bawd. 



SCENE I. — On hoard Pericles^ ship, off Mi- 
TYLEisris. A close Pavilmi on deck, with a 
curtain before it ; Pericles within it, reclined 
on a couch, A barge lying beside the Tyrian 
•cessel, 

EnUr Two Sailors, one belonging to the Tyrian vessel, the 
other to the barge ; to them Hblicanus, 

Tyr, Sail, Whereas the lord Helicanus ? he can 
resolve you. „ ITp the Sailor of Miiylene, 

0 here he is.— 

Sir. there’s a barge put off from Mitylene, 
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Boult. Come, mistress ; come your way with me. 
Mar. Whither would you have me } 

Boult. To take from you the jewel you hold so 
dear. 

Mar. Pr’ythee, tell me one thing first. 

BouU, Come now, your one thing. 

Mar. What canst thou wish thine enemy to be ? 
Boult. Why, I could wish him to be my master, 
or rather, my mistress. 

Mar. Neither of these are yet so bad as thou art, 
Since they do better thee in their command. 

Thou hold’st a place, for which the pained’ st fiend 
Of hell would not in reputation change: 

Thou’rt the damn’d door-keeper to every coystrel 
That hither comes enquiring for his tib ; 

To the choleric fisting of each rogue thy ear 

Is liable ; thy very food is such 

As hath been belch’d on by infected lungs. 

Boult. What would you have me ? go to the wars, 
would you 1 where a man may serve seven years for 
the loss of a leg, and have not money enough in the 
end to buy him a wooden one ? 

Mar. Do any thing but this thou doest. Empty 
Old receptacles, common sewers, of filth ; 

Serve by indenture to the common hangman ; 


Any of these ways are better yet than this : 

For that which thou professest, a baboon, 

Could he but speak, wa3iild own a name too dear. 

0 that the gods would safely from this place 
Deliver me ! Here, here is gold for thee. 

If that thy master would gain aught by me, 
Proclaim that I can sing, weave, sew, and imee. 
With other virtues, which Fll keep from boast ; 
And I will undertake all these to teach. 

1 doubt not but this populous city will 
Yield many scholars. 

Boult. But can you teach all this you speak of.^ 
Mar. Prove that I cannot, take me home again, 
And prostitute me to the basest groom 
That doth frecpient your house. 

Boult. Well, I wall see what I can do for thee : 
if I can place thee, I will. 

Mar. But, amongst honest women ? 

Boult. ’Faith, my acquaintance lies little amongst 
them. But since my master and mistress have 
bought you, there’s no going but by their consent ; 
therefore I will make them acquainted with your 
purpose, and I doubt not but I shall find them 
tractable enough. Come, I’ll do for thee what I 
can ; come your ways. IBxeimt- 


ACT V. 


Enter Gower. 

Gow. Marina thus the brothel ’scapes, and 
Into an honest house, our story says. [chances 
She sings like one immortal, and she dances 
As goddess-like to her admired lays : 

Deep clerks she dumbs : and with her neeld 
composes 

Nature’s own shape, of bud, bird, branch, or berry ; 
That even her art sisters the natural roses ; 

Her inkle, silk, twin with the rubied cherry ; 

That pupils lacks she none of nohle race, 

Who pour their bounty on her; and her gain 
She gives the cursed bawd. Here we her place ; 
And to her father turn our thoughts again, 

Where we left Mm, on the sea. We there him lost ; 
Whence, driven before the winds, he is arriv’d 
Here where his daughter dwells ; and on this coast 
Suppose him now at anchor. The city striv’d 
God Neptune’s annual feast to keep : from whence 
Lysimachus our Tyrian ship espies, 

His banners sable, trimm’d with rich expense ; 
And to Mm in his barge with fervour hies. 

In your supposing once more put your sight ; 

Of heavy Pericles think this the bark : 

Where, what is done in action, more, if might, 
Shall be discover’d ; please you, sit, and hark. 

lExit. 


And in it is Lysimachus the governor, 

Who craves to come aboard. What is your wilL^ 
fid. That he have his. Callup some gentlemen. 
Tyr. Sail. Ho, gentlemen ! my lord calls. 

Tmw Gontlmnon. 

1 Gent. Doth your lordship call ? 

Ilel. Gentlemen, 

There is some of worth would come aboard; I pray 
To greet them foirly. [you 

IThe Gentloineii and the Two Sailors descend, and 
go on hoard the barge. 

Enter, from thence, Lysimachus and Ijords; the Tyrian 
Gentlonion, and the Two Sailcirs. 

Tyr. Sail. Sir, 

This is the man that can, in aught you would, 
Resolve you. 

Lys. Hail, reverend sir 1 The gods preserve you 1 
liel. And you, sir, to out-live the age I am, 
And die as I would do. 

Lys. You wish me well. 

Being on shore, honouring of Neptune’s triumphs, 
Seeing this goodly vessel ride before us, 

I made to it, to know of whence you are. 

Mel. First, sir, what is your place 

Lys. I am governor of this place you lie before. 

liel Sir, 

Our vessel is of Tyre, in it the king ; 

A man, who for this three months hath not spoken 
To any one, nor taken sustenance, 

But to prorogue Ms grief. 

Lys. Upon what ground is Ms distemperature ? 
Mel, Sir, it would be too tedious to repeat ; 

But the main grief of all springs from the loss 
Of a beloved ’daughter and a wife. 

Lys. May we not see him, then ? 
jfiel You may indeed, sir. 

But bootless is your sight ; he will not speak 
To any. 

Lys. Yet, let me obtain my wish. 
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Hel. Behold him, sir : [Pericles dkaoiwred,'] 
this was a goodly person, 

Till the disaster, that, one mortal night, 

Drove him to this. 

Lys. Sir, king, all hail ! the gods preserve you ! 
Hail, royal sir ! [Hail! 

Hel. It is in vain ; he will not speak to you. 

1 Lord. Sir, we have a maid in Mitylene, I durst 
Would win some words of him. [wager, 

Lys. ’Tis well bethought. 

She, questionless, with her sweet harmony 

And other choice attractions, would allure, 

And make a battery through his deafen ’’d parts, 
Which now are midway stopp’d : 

She, all as happy as of ail the fairest, 

Is, with her fellow maidens, now within 

The leafy shelter that abuts against 

The island’s side. 

[He wMspers one of the attendant liOvixB. — 
Exit Lord, in the large o/Lysiiviachus. 
Hel. Sure, all’s effectless ; yet nothing we’U omit 
That bears recovery’s name. But, since your kind- 
ness 

We have stretch’d thus far, let us beseech you 
further, 

That for our gold we may provision have, 

Wherein we are not destitute for want, 

But weary for the staleness. 

Lys. 0, sir, a courtesy, 

Which if we should deny, the most just God 

For every graff would send a caterpillar, 

And so inflict our province. — Yet once more 

Let me entreat to know at large the cause ^ 

Of your king’s sorrow. 

Hel. Sit, sir, I will recount it ; — 

But, see, I am prevented. 

Enter, from the barge, Lord, Marina, and a young Lady. 

Lys. 0, here is 

The lady that I sent for. Welcome, fair one ! 

Is’t not a goodly presence ? 

Hel A gallant lady. 

Lys. She’s such, that were I well assur’d she 
Qi gentle kind, and noble stock, I’d wish [came 
No better choice, and think me rarely wed. 

Fair one, all goodness that consists in bounty 
Expect even here, where is a kingly patient ; 

If that thy prosperous -artificial feat 

Can draw him but to answer thee in aught, 

Thy sacred physic shall receive such pay 

As thy desires can wish. 

Mar. Sir, i will use 

My utmost skill in his recovery, 

Provided none but I and my companion 

Be suffer’d to come near him. 

Lys, Come, let us leave her, 

And the gods make her prosperous I [Marina sings, 
Lys. Mark’d he your music ? 

Mar. No, nor look’d on us. 

Lys, See, she will speak to him. 

Mar. Hail, sir I my lord, lend ear : 

: /Per. Hum ! ha,!.' 

Mar. I am a maid, 

My lord, that ne’er before invited eyes, 

But have been gaz’d on, comet-like : she speaks, 

My lord, that, may be, hath endur’d a grief 

Might equal yours, if both were justly weigh’d. 
Though wayward fortune did malign my state, 

My derivation was from ancestors 

Who stood equivalent with mighty kings : 

But time hath rooted out my parentage, 

And to the world and awkward casualties 

Bound me in servitude. — I will desist ; 

But there is something glows upon my cheek, 

And whispers in mine ear, Go not till he speak. 

[Aside. 

Per. My fortunes — parentage — good parent- 
age*— 

To equal mine 1 — ^was it not thus } what say you t 
Mar. I said, my lord, if you did know my pa- 
You would not do me violence. [rentage, 

I^er. I do think so. 

1 pray you, turn yonr eyes again upon me. — 

You are like something that — What country woman.^ 
Here of these shores ? 

Mar. No, nor of any shores : 

Yet I was mortally brought forth, and am 

No other than I appear. 

Per. I am great with woe, and shall deliver 
weeping. 

My dearest wife was like this maid, and such a one 
My daughter might have been : my queen’s square 
brows ; 

Her stature to an inch ; as wand-like straight ; 

As silver- voic’d ; her eyes as jewel-like. 

And cas’d as richly : in pace another Juno ; 

Who starves the ears she feeds, and makes them 
hungry, 

The more she gives them speech. — Where do you 
live? 

Mar. Where I am but a stranger : from the deck 
You may discern the place. 

Per. Where were you bred ? 

And how achiev’d you these endowments, which 

You make more rich to owe ? 

Mar. Should I tell my history, 

’Twould seem like lies disdain’d in the reporting. 
Per. Pr’ythee speak ; 

Falseness cannot come from thee, for thou look’st 
Modest as justice, and thou seem’st a palace 

For the crown’d truth to dwell in: I’ll believe thee. 
And make my senses credit thy relation, 

To points that seem impossible ; for thou look’st 

Like one I lov’d indeed. What were thy friends ? 
Didst thou not say, when I did push thee back, 
(Which was when I perceiv’d thee,) that thou cam’st 
From good descencling ? 

Mar. So indeed I did. 

Per. Report thy parentage. I think thou said’st 
Thou hadst been toss’d from wrong to injury, 

And that thou thought’st thy griefs might equal 

If both were open’d. [mine, 

Mar. Some such thing indeed 

I said, and said no more but what my thoughts 

Did warrant me was likely. 

Per. Tell th^ stoiy ; 

If thine consider’d prove the thousandth part 

Of my endurance, thou art a man, and I 

Have suffer’d like a girl : yet thou dost look 

Like Patience, gazing on kings’ graves, and smiling 
Extremity out of act. What were thy friends ? 

How lost thou them ? Thy name, my most kind 
virgin? 

Recount, I do beseech thee; come, sit by me, 
iHhr. My name, sir, is Marina. 

Per. 0, I am mock’d, 

And thou by some incensed god sent hither 

To make the world laugh at me. 

Mar. Patience, good sir, 

Or here I’ll cease. 

Pen Nay, I’ll he patient ; 
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For triitli can never be confirm’d enongli. 

Though doubts did ever sleep. 

Mar. First, sir, I, pray 

What is your title ? 

Per. I am Fericles of Tyre : but tell me now 
(As in the rest thou hast been godlike perfect,) 

My drown’d queen’s name, thou art the heir of 
kingdoms, 

And another life to Pericles tliy father. 

Mar. Is it no more to be your daughter, than 
To say, my mother’s name was Thaisa? 

Thaisa was my mother, who did end, 

The minute I began. 

Per. Now, blessing on tliee, rise; thou art my 
child. 

Give me fresh garments. Mine own, Helicanus, 
(Not dead at Tharsus, as she should have been, 

By savage Cleon,) she shall tell thee all; 

When thou shalt kneel and justity in knowledge, 
She is thy very princess.-— Who is this ? 

II el. Sir, ’tis the governor of Mitylene, 

Wlio^ hearing of your meiaticholy state, 

Did come to see you. 

Per. I embrace you, sir. 

Give me my robes ; I am wild in my beholding. 

O heavens bless my girl ! But hark, what music i — 
Tell Helicanus, my Marina, tell him 
O’er, point by })oint, for yet lie seems to doubt, 
How sure you are my daughter. — But what music ? 
Jlel. My lord, I hear none. 

Per. None? 

The music of the spheres ; list, my Marina. 

/qy.9. It is not good to cross him ; give him way. 
Per. Rarest sounds ! 

Do ye not hear? 

Jsys. Music ? My lord, I hear — 

Per. Most heavenly music ; 

It ni})s me unto list’ning, and tliick slumber 
Hangs on mine eye-lids ; let me rest. IWe sleeps. 
Lys. A pillow for bis head ; 

iTIte curtain hefore the pavilion o/pEiiiciiES 
is closed. 

So leave him all. Well, my companion-frieiids. 

If tliis but answer to my just belief, 

I’ll well remcmljer you. 

lExcan't Lysuviachus, II'kltcanos, Makina, 
and eJ /;<?/«/« a c Liu'ly. 


Thou little know’st how thou dost startle me, 

To call thyself Marina. 

Mar. The name Marina,. 

Was given me by one that had some power ; 

IVfy father, and a king. 

Per. How! a king’s daughter ? 

And call’d Marina ? 

Mar. You said you would believe me ; 

But, not to be a troubler of your peace, 

I will end here. 

Per. But are you flesh and blood ? 

Have you a working pulse ? and are no fairy ? 

No motion? Well; speak on. Where were you born? 
And wherefore call’d Marina. 

Mar. Call’d Marina, 

For I was born at sea. 

Per. At sea ? thy mother ? 

Mar. My mother was the daughter of a king ; 
Who died the very minute I was born. 

As my good nurse Lychorida hath oft 
Deliver’d weeping. 

Per, O, stop there a little ! 

This is the rarest dream that e’er dull sleep 
Did mock sad fools withal : this cannot be. 

My daughter’s buried. \_Aside.'\ Well : — where 
were you bred ? 

I’ll hear you more, to the bottom of your stoiy. 
And never interrupt you. 

Mar. Y'ou’ll scarce believe me ; ’twere best I 
did give o’er. 

Per. I will believe you by the syllable 
Of what you shall deliver. Yet give me leave : — 
How came you in these parts? where were you 
bred? 

Mar. The king, my father, did in Tharsus leave 
me ; 

Till cruel Cleon, with his wicked ivife, 

Did seek to murder me : and having woo’d 
A villain to attempt it, who having drawn, 

A crew of pirates came and rescued me ; 

Brought me to Mitylene. But, i^pw good sir, 
Whither will you have me ? Why do you weep ? It 
may be, 

You think me an impostor : no, good faith; 

I am the daughter to king Pericles, 

If good king Pericles be. 

~.^er. II 0 , Helicanus ! 

Ild. Calls my gracious lord ? 

Per. Thou art a grave and noble counsellor, 
Most v/ise in general : Tell me, if thou canst, 
What this maid is, or what is like to be, 

That thus hath made me weep? 

Nel. I know not ; but 

Here is the regent, sir, of Mitylene, 

Speaks nobly oPhcr. 

Lys. She would never tell 

Her parentage ; being demanded that, 

She would sit still and weep. 

Per. 0 Helicanus, strike me, honour’d sir ; 
Give me a gash, put me to present pain'; 

Lest this great sea of joys rushing upon me, 
O’erbear the shores of my mortality, 

And drown me with their sweetness. O,, come 
hither, 

Thou that beget’ st him that did thee beget ; 

Thou that wast bom at sea, buried at Tharsus, 
And found at sea again !—0 Helicanus, 

Down on thy knees, thank the holy gods, as loud 
As thunder threatens us : This is Marina — 

What was thy mother’s name ? tell me but that, 


. . SCENE ll.~~The same. 

Pericles on the deck askep; Xpana appeariny to klm as 
in a vision. 

Dia. My temple stands in Ephesus ; hie thee 
thither, 

And do upon mine altar sacrifice. 

There, when, ray maiden priests are met together, 
•Before the people all, 

Reveal how thou at sea didst lose thy wife : 

To mourn thy crosses, with thy daughter* s, call, 
And give them repetition to the life. 

Perform my bidding, or thou liv’st in woe : 

Do’t, and be happy, by my silver bow. 

Awake, and teU thy dream. [Bjana disappears^ 
Per, Celestial Dian, goddess argentine, 

I win obey thee ! — Helicanus 1 

Enter Ltsima.chus, H.elicanus, and MAwmA. 

. Mel Sir. 

Per. My purpose was for Tharsus, there to strike 
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The inhospitable Cleon ; but I am 

For other service first : toward Ephesus 

Turn our blown sails ; eftsoons 111 tell thee why. — 

[To Hslicanus. 

Shall we refresh us, sir, upon your shore, 

And give you gold for such provision 
As our intents will need ? 

Lys. With all my heart, sir; and when you 
come ashore, 

I have another suit. 

You shall prevail, 

Were it to woo my daughter ; for it seems 
You have been noble towards her. 

Sir, lend your arm. 

Per. Come, my Marina. [Exeimt. 

Enter Gower, before the temple of Diana at Ephesus. 

Goiv. Now our sands are almost run ; 

More a little, and then done. 

This, as my last boon, give me, 

(For such kindness must relieve me,) 

That you aptly will suppose 

What pageantry, what feats, what shows, 

What minstrelsy, and pretty din. 

The regent made in Mitylin, 

To greet the king. So he has thrivll, 

That he is promis’d to be wiv’d 
To fair Marina ; but in no wise, 

Till he had done his sacrifice. 

As Dian hade : -whereto being hound. 

The interim, pray you, all confound, 

In feather’d briefness sails are fill’d « 
And wishes fall out as they’re will’d. 

At Ephesus, the temple see, 

Our Mug, and all Ms company, 

That he can hither come so soon, 

Is by your fancy’s thankful boon. [Exit. 


SCENE III. — The Temple of Diana at Ephesus ; 
Thaisa standing near the Altar^^ as high 
Priestess; a number ^Virgins on each side; 
Ceeimon and other Inhabitants of Ephesus 
attending. 

Enter Pericles, with his Train; Lvsimachus, Helicanus, 
MARmA, and a Lady. 

Per. Hail, Dian! to perform thy just com- 
mand, 

I here confess myself the king of Tyre ; 

Who, frighted from my country, did wed 
The fair Thai sa, at Pentap olis . 

At sea in childbed died she, but brought forth 
A maid-child call’d Marina ; who, 0 goddess, 
Wears yet thy silver livery. She at Tharsus 
Was nurs’d with Cleon ; whom at fourteen years 
He sought to murder : but her better stars 
Brought her to Mitylene ; against whose shore 
Riding, her fortunes brought the maid aboard us. 
Where, by her own most clear remembrance, she 
Made known herself my daughter. 

Thai. Voice and favour ! — 

'you are, you are — O royal Pericles ! — [She faints. 

Per. What means the woman ? she dies ! help, 
gentlemen ! 

Cer. Noble sir, 

If you have told Diana’s altar tme, 

This is your wife. 


Per. Reverend appearer, no ; 

I threw her o’erboard with these very arms. 

Cer. • Upon this coast, I warrant you. I 

Per. ’Tis most certain. | 

Cer. Look to the lady ; — 0, she’s but o’eijoy’d. 
Early, one blust’ring morn, this lady was 
Thrown on this shore. I op’d the coffin, and 
"Found there rich jewels ; recover’d her, and plac’d 
her 

Here in Diana’s temple. 

Per. May we see them ? 

Cer. Great sir, they shall be brought you to 
my house, 

Whither I invite you. Look 1 Thaisa is 
Recover’d. 

I Thai. O, let me look ! 

! If he be none of mine, my sanctity 
Will to my sense bend no licentious ear, 

But curb it, spite of seeing. 0, my lord, 

Are you not Pericles ? Like him you speak, 

Like him you are ; Did you not name a tempest, 

A birth, and death ? 

Per. The voice of dead Thaisa ! 

Thai. That Thaisa am I, supposed dead, 

And drown’d. 

Per. Immortal Dian 

Thai. Now I know you better. — 

When we with tears parted Pentapolis, 

The king, my father, gave you such a ring. 

[Shows a ring. 

Per. This, this : no more, you gods ! your pre- 
sent kindness 

Makes my past miseries sport : You shall do well, 
That on the touching of her lips I may 
Melt, and no more be seen. O come, be buried 
A second time witMn these arms. 

Mar. My heart 

Leaps to be gone into my mother’s bosom, 

[Kneels to Thaisa- 
Per. Look, who kneels here ! Flesh of thy flesh, 
Thaisa 

Thy burden at the sea, and call’d Marina, 

For she was yielded there. 

Thai. Bless’d, and mine own! 

Ilel. Hail, madam, and my queen I 
Thai. I know you not. 

Per. You have heard me say, when I did-.to»» 
from Tyre, 

I left behind an ancient substitute. 

Can you remember what I call'd the man ? 

I have nam’d Mm oft. 

Thai. - ’Twas Helicanus then. 

Per. StiU confirmation : 

Embrace him, dear Thaisa ; this is he. 

Now do 1 long to hear hov/ you wefe found ; 

How possibly preserv’d ; and whom to thank, 

Besides the gods, for tMs great miracle. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon, my lord ; this man 
Through whom the gods have shown their power ; 
that can 

From first to last resolve you. 

Per, Reverend sir, 

The gods can have no mortal officer 
More like a god than you. Will you deliver 
How this dead queen re-Hves } 

Cer. I will, my lord. 

Beseech you, first go with me to my house, 

Where shall be shown you aE was found with her ; 
How she came placed here witMn the temple ; 

No needful thing omitted. 
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Pure Diana ! 

I bless tkee for thy vision, and will offer 
My night oblations to thee. Thaisa, 

This prince, the fair-betrothed of your daughter, 
Shall marry her at Pentapolis. And now, 

This ornament that makes me look so dismal, 

Will I, aiy loY’d Marina, clip to form ; 

And what this fourteen years no razor touchM, 

To grace thy marriage-day, III beautify. 

Thai. Lord Cerimon hath letters of good 
credit, 

Sir, that my father’'s dead. 

Per. Heavens make a star of him! Tet there, 
my queen, 

We’U celebrate their nuptials, and ourselves 
Will in that kingdom spend our following days ; 
Our son and daughter shall in Tyrus reign. 

Lord Cerimon, we do our longing stay, 

To hear the rest untold.— Sir, lead the w^ay. 

[Exeunt. 


Enter Govver. 

Goto. In Antioch, and liis daughter, you have 
Of monstrous lust the due and just reward : [heard 
In Pericles, his queen and daughter, seen 
(Although assail’d with fortune fierce and keen,) 
Virtue preserv’d from fell destruction’s blast, 

Led on by heaven, and crown’d with joy at last. 

In Helicanus may yoxi well descry 
A figure of tmth, of faith, of loyalty : 

In reverend Cerimon there well appears 
The worth that learned charity aye wears. 

For wicked Cleon and his wife, when fame 
Had spread their cursed deed, and honour’d name 
Of Pericles, to rage the city turn ; 

That him and his they in his palace burn. 

The gods for murder seemed so content 
To punish them ; although not done, but meant. 

So on your patience evennore attending, 

New joy wait on you ! Here our play has ending. 

[Exit Gower, 
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SCENE, —Britain. 


ACT I. 


SCENE I.- — A Boom of State in King Leer's 
Palace. 

Enter Kent, Gloster, and Edmund. 

Kent. I thought, the king had more affected the 
duke of Albany, than Cornwall. 

Glo. It did always seem so to us ; but now, in 
the division of the kingdom, it appears not which 
of the dukes he values most ; for equalities are so 
weigh'd, that curiosity in neither can make choice 
of either' s moiety. 

Kent. Is not this your son, my lord } 

Glo. His breeding, sir, hath been at my charge; 
I have so often blush’d to acknowledge him, that 
now I am brazed to it. 

Kent. I cannot conceive you. 

Glo. Sir, this young fellow’ s mother could : where- 
upon she grew round-wombed ; and had, indeed, 
sir, a son for her cradle, ere she had a husband for 
her bed. Do you smell a fault ? 

Kent. I cannot wish the fault undone, the issue 
of it being so proper. 

Glo. But I have, sir, a son by order of law, some 
year elder than this, who yet is no dearer in my 
account : though this knave came somewhat saucily 
into the world before he was sent for, yet was his 
mother fair ; there was good sport at his making, 
and the whoreson must be acknowledged. — Do you 
know this noble gentleman, Edmund ? 

Kdm. No, my lord. 

Glo. My lord of Kent : remember him here- 
after as my honourable friend. 

Kd7n. My services to your lordship. 

Kent, i must love you, and sue to know you 
better. 

Edm. Sir, I shall study deserving. 

Glo. He hath been out nine years, and away he 
shall again ; — ^The king is coming. 

ITriimpets sound mtMn. 


Enter Lear, Cornwall, Albany, Gonebil, Regan, 
Cordelia, and Attendants. 

Lear. Attend the lords of France and Burgundy, 
Gloster- 

Glo. I shall, my liege. 

^Exeunt Gloster and Edmund, 
Lear. Mean-time we shall express our darker 
pui’pose. 

Give me the map there. — Know, that we have 
divided,^ 

In three, our kingdom : and 'tis our fast intent 
To shake all cares and business from our age ; 
Conferring them on younger strengths, while we 
Unburden’d crawl toward death. — Our son of 
Cornwall 

And you, our no less loving son of Albany, 

We have this hour a constant will to publish 
Our daughters’ several dowers, that future strife 
May he prevented now. The princes, France and 
Burgundy, 

Great rivals in our youngest daughter's love, 

Long in our court have made their amorous sojourn, 
And here are to be answer'd. — Tell me, my 
daughters, * 

(Since now we will divest us, both of rule, 

Interest of territory, cares of state,) 

Which of you shall we say, doth love us most ? 
That we our largest bounty may extend 
Where merit doth most cha|lenge it. — Goneril, 

Our eldest-born, speak first. 

Gon. Sir, I 

Do love you more than words can wield the matter, 
Dearer than eye-sight, space and liberty; 

Beyond what can be valued, rich or rare; 

No less than life, with grace, health, beauty, 
honour: 

As much as child e'er loved, or father found. 

A love that makes breath poor, and speech unable ; 
Beyond all manner of so much I love you. 
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Cor. What shall Cordelia do? Love, and be 
silent. lAsidc. 

Lear. Of all these bounds, even from this line 
to this, 

With shadowy forests and with chamx)ains rich'd, 
With plenteous rivers and wide-sldrted meads, 

We make thee lady : To thine and Albany’s issue 
Be this perpetual. — What says our second daughter, 
Our dearest Regan, wife to Cornwall? Speak. 

Eeg. I am made of that self metal as my sister. 
And prize me at her worth. In ray true heart 
I find, she names my very deed of love ; 

Only she comes too short, — that I profess 
Myself an enemy to all other joys, 

Which the most precious square of sense possesses ; 
And find, I- am alone felicitate 
In your dear highness’ love. 

Cor. Then poor Cordelia ! [Aside. 

And yet not so ; since, I am sure, my love’s 
More richer than my tongue. 

Lear. To thee, and thine, hereditary ever, 
Remain this ample third of our fair kingdom ; 

No less in space, validity, and pleasure, 

Than that confirm’d on Goneril. — Now, our joy. 
Although the last, not least ; to whose young love 
The vines of France, and milk of Burgundy, 

Strive to be interess’d ; what can you say to draw 
A third more opulent than your sisters ? Speak. 
Cor. Nothing, my lord. 

Lear. Nothing 
Cor. Nothing. 

Lear. Nothing can come of nothing: speak again. 
Cor. Unhappy that I am, I cannot heave 
My heart into my mouth : I love your majesty 
According to my bond ; nor more, nor less. 

Lear. How, how, Cordelia ? mend your speech 
a little, 

Lest it may mar your fortunes. 

Cor. Good my lord. 

You have begot me, bred me, lov’d me : I 
Return those duties back as are pght fit, 

Obey you, love you, and most honour you. 

Why have my sisters husbands, if they say 
They love you, all ? Haply, when I shall wed, 
That lord, whose hand must take my plight, shall 
carry 

'■ L . ITfi . l f my love with him, half my care, and duty ; 
Sure, I shall never marry like my sisters, 

To love my father all. 

Lear. But goes this with thy heart ? 

Cor. Ay, good my lord. 

Lear. So young, and so untender ? 

Cor. So young, my lord, and true. 

Lear. Let it be so, — Thy truth then be thy 
dowef : 

For, by the sacred radiance of the sun ; 

The mysteries of Hecate, and the night ; 

By all the operations of the orbs, 

From whom we do exist, and cease to be ; 

Here I disclaim all ray paternal care, 

Proj^inquity and property of blood, 

And as a stranger to ray heart and me 
Hold thee, from this, for ever. The barbarous 
Scythian, 

Or he that makes his generation messes 
To gorge his appetite, shall to my bosom 
Be as well neighbour’d, pitied, and reliev’d, 

As thou my sometime daughter. 

Kent. Good my liege,— 

Peace, Kent I 


Come not between the dragon and his wrath : 

I lov’d her most, and thought to set my rest 
On her kind nursery. — Hence, and avoid my 

sight ! [^0 CORDJSXJA. 

So be my grave my peace, as here I give 

Her father’s heart from her ! — Call France ; 

Who stirs ? 

Call Burgundy. — ^Cornwall, and Albany, 

With my two daughters’ dowers digest this third : 
Let pride, which she calls plainness, marry her. 

1 do invest you jointly with my power, 
Pre-eminence, and all the large effects 
That troop with majesty. — ^Oiirself, by monthly 
course, 

With reservation of an hundred knights, 

By you to be sustain’d, sliall our abode 

Make with you by due turns. Only we still retain 

The name, and all the additions to a king ; 

The sway, 

Revenue, execution of the rest, 

Beloved sons, be yours : wliich to confirm, 

This coronet part between you. [Givmfj the crown. 

Kent. Royal Lear, 

Whom I have ever honour’d as my king, 

Lov’d as my father, as my master follow’d, 

As my great jiatron thought on in my prayers, — 
Lear. The bow is bent and drawn, make from 
the shaft. 

Kent. Let it fall rather, though the fork invade 
The region of my heart : be Kent unmannerly, 
When Lear is mad. What wouid’st thou do, old 
man ? 

Think’ st thoti, that duty shall have dread to speak, 
When power to fiattery bows ? To plainness ho- 
nour’s bound, 

When majesty stoops to folly. Reversedhy doom ; 
And, in thy best consideration, check 
This hideous rashness : answer my life my judg- 
ment. 

Thy youngest daughter does not love thee least ; 
Nor are those empty-hearted, whose low sound 
Reverbs no hollowness. 

Lear. Kent, on thy life no more. 

Kent. My life I never held but as a pawn 
To wage against thine enemies ; nor fear to lose it. 
Thy safety being the motive. 

Lear. Out of my sight ! 

Kent. See better, Lear ; and let me still remain 
The true blank of thine eye. 

Lear. Now, by Apollo, — 

Kent. Now, by Apollo, king, 

Thou swear’st thy gods in vain. 

Lear. O, vassal! miscreant! 

[La^jing his hand on his sword. 
Alh. Com. Bear sir, forbear. 

Kent. Do ; 

Kill thy physician, and the fee bestow 
Upon the foul disease. Revoke thy gift ; 

Or, whilst I can vent clamour from my throat, 

I’ll tell thee, thou dost evil. 

Lear. Hear me, recreant ! 

On thine allegiance hear me ! — 

Since thou hast sought to make us break our vow, 
(Which we durst never yet,) and, with strain’d 
pride, 

To come betwixt our sentence and our power ; 
(Which nor our nature nor our place can hear,) 
Our jjotency made good, take thy reward* 

Five days we do allot thee, for provision 
To shield thee from diseases of the world ; 
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And, on tlie sixth, to turn thy hated back 
Upon onr kingdom ; if, on the tenth day following, 
Thy banish'd trunk be found in our dominions, 
The moment is thy death ; Away ! by Jupiter, 
This shall not be revok'd. 

Kent. Fare thee well, king : since thus thou 
wdlt appear, 

Freedom lives hence, and banishment is here.— ■ 
The gods to their dear shelter take thee, maid, 

[To Cordelia. 

That justly think’st, and hast most rightly said ! — 
And your large speeches may your deeds approve, 
[To Regan- and Qoneril. 

That good effects may spring from words of love 

Thus Kent, 0 princes, bids you all adieu ; 

He'll shape his old Course in a country new. [Exit. 

Re-enter Gloster ; toith France, Burgundy, and 
Attendants. 

Glo. Here’s France and Burgundy, my noble 
lord. 

Lear. My lord of Burgundy, 

We first address towards you, v/ho with this king 
Hath rival!' d for our daughter ; What, in the least, 
Will you require in present dower with her, 

Or cease your quest of love ? 

Bur. Most royal majesty, 

I crave no more than hath your highness offer'^d, 
Nor will you tender less. 

Lear. Right noble Burgundy^ 

When she was dear to us, we did hold her so ; 

But now her price is fall’n : Sir, there she stands ; 
If aught within that little seeming substance, 

Or all of it, with our displeasure piec'd. ^ 
And nothing more, may fitly like your grace, 

She's there, and she is yours* 

Bur. I know no answer. 

Lear. Sir, 

Will you, with those infirmities she owes, 
Unfriended, new-adopted to our hate, 

Dower'd with our curse, and stranger'd with our 
Take her, or leave her ? [oath, 

Bur. Pardon me, royaT sir ; 

Election makes not up on such conditions. 

Lear. Then leave her, sir; for, by the power 
that made me, 

I tell you all her wealth. — For yon, great king, 

[To France* 

I would not from your love make such a stray, 

To match you where I hate; therefore beseech 
To avert your liking a more worthier way, [you 
Than on a wretch whom nature is asham'd 
Almost to acknowledge hers. 

France. This is most strange I 

That she, that even but now was your best object, 
The argument of your praise, balm of your age, 
Most best, most dearest, should in this trice of 
Commit a thing so monstrous, to dismantle [time 
So many folds of favour ! Sure, her offence 
Must be of suchmnnatural degree. 

That monsters it, or your fore-v ouch’ d affection 
Fail into taint : which to believe of her, 

Must be a faith, that reason without miracle 
Could never plant in me. 

Cor. I yet beseech your majesty, 

(If for I want that glib and oily art, 

To speak and purpose not; since what I well 
intendj 

I'll do't before I speak,) that you make known 
It is no vicious blot, murder, or foulness, 

No unchaste action, or dishonour'd step, 


That hath depriv'd me of your grace and favour : 
But even for want of that, for which I am richer ; 
A still-soliciting eye, and such a tongue 
That I am glad I have not, though, not to have it, 
Hath lost me in youf liking- 
Lear, Better thou 

Had'st not been born, than not to have pleas'd 
me better. 

France. Is it but this ? a tardiness in nature, 
Which often leaves the history unspoke, 

That it intends to do ? — My lord of Burgundy, 
What say you to the lady ? Love is not love, 
When it is mingled with respects, that stand 
Aloof from the entire point. Will you have her ? 
She is herself a dowry. 

Bur. Royal Lear, 

Give but that portion which yourself propos’d, 

And here I take Cordelia by the hand, 

Duchess of Burgundy. 

Lear. Nothing ; I have sworn ; I am firm. 

Bur. I am sorry then, you have so lost a fiither, 
That you must lose a husband. 

Cor. Peace be with Burgundy ! 

Since that respects of fortune are his love, 

I shall not be his wife. 

France. Fairest Cordelia, that art most rich, 
being poor ; 

Most choice, forsaken ; and most lov'd, despis’d ! 
Thee and thy virtues here I seize upon : 

Be it lawful, I take up what’s cast away. 

Gods, gods ! 'tis strange, that from their cold 
neglect 

My love should kindle to infiam’d respect. — 

Thy dowerless daughter, king, thrown to my chance, 
Is queen of us, of ours, and our fair France : 

Not all the dukes of wat’rish Burgundy, 

Shall buy this unpriz'd precious maid of me. — ^ 

Bid them farewell, Cordelia, though unkind : 

Thou losest here, a better where to find. 

Lear. Thou hast her, France : let her be thine ; 
for we 

Have no such daSighter, nor shall ever see 
That face of hers again: — Therefore, be gone, 
Without our grace, our love, our benizon. 

Come, noble Burgundy. 

[Flourish. Exeunt Lear, BtiRGUNDY, Cornwall, 
Albany, Glostek, and Attendants. 
France. Bid farewell to your sisters. 

Cor. The jewels of our father, with wash'd eye.s 
Cordelia leaves you : I know you what you are ; 
And, like a sister, am most loath to call 
Your faults, as they are nam'd. Use well our 
To your professed bosoms I commit him : [father : 
But yet, alas ! stood I within his grace, 

I would prefer him to a better plac». 

So farewell to you both. 

Gon. Prescribe not us our duties* 

Heg. - Let your study 

Be, to content your lord 5 -who hath receiv’d you 
At fortune’s alms. You have obedience scanted, 
And well are worth the want that you have wanted* 
Cor. Time shall unfold what plaited cunning 
f hides ; 

;iWho cover faults, at last shame them derides. 

'Well may you prosper ! 

France. Come, my fair Cordelia* 

[SA*ewnt France Cordelia. 
Gon. Sister, it is not a little I have to say, of 
what most nearly appertains to us both* I thinks 
our father wiU hence to-night. 
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Reg. That’s most certaiD, and with you ; next 
month, with us. 

Gon. You see how full of changes his* age is; 
the observation we have made of it hath not been 
little : he always loved our sister most ; and wnth 
what poor judgment he hath now cast her olf, ap- 
pears too grossly. 

Reg, ’Tis the infirmity of his age : yet he hath 
ever but slenderly known himself. 

Gon. The best and soundest of his time hath 
been but rash ; then must we look to. receive from 
his age, not alone the imperfections of long-en- 
grafted condition, but, therewithal, the unruly 
waywardness that infirm and choleric years bring 
with them. 

Reg. Such unconstant starts are we like to have 
from him, as this of Kent’s banishment. 

Gon. There is further compliment of leave- 
taking between France and bim. Pray you, let us 
liit together : If om' father carry authority with 
such dispositions as he bears, this last surrender of 
his will but offend us. 

Reg. We shall further think of it. 

Gon. We must do something, and i’ the heat. 

\_Exciini. 


SCENE IL — A Hall in the Earl of Gloster’s 
Castle. 

Enter Edmund, with a Utter. 

Edm. Thou, nature, art my goddess ; to thy law 
My services are bound : Wherefore should I 
Stand in the plague of custom ; and permit 
The curiosity of nations to deprive me, 

For that I am some twelve or fourteen moon -shines 
Lag of a brother ? Why bastard wherefore base ? 
When my dimensions are as well compact, 

My mind as generous, and my shape as true, 

As honest madam’s issue ? Why brand they us 
With base ? wdth baseness } bastardy ? base, base ? 
Who, in the lusty stealth of natujis, take 
More composition and fierce quality, 

Than doth, within a dull, stale, tired bed, 

Go to the creating a whole tribe of fops, 
j Got ’tween asleep and wake ?-— Well then, 
Legitimate Edgar, I must have your land : 

father’s love is to the bastard Edmund, 

As to the legitimate : Fine -word,— -legitimate ! 
Well, my legitimate, if this letter speed. 

And my invention thrive, Edmund the base 
Shall top the legitimate. I grow ; I prosper : — 
Now, gods, stand up for bastards ! 

CrLOSTER. 

Glo. Kent b 2 :nish’d thus I And France in choler 
parted ! 

And the king gone to-night ! subscrib’d his power ! 
Confin’d to exhibition ! All this done 

Upon the gad! Edmund! How now^.^ what 

I . . news ? 

I Edm. So please your lordship, none. 

I [^PuUmg up the letter. 

I Glo. Why so earnestly seek you to put up that 
j . . ■ letter,? . 

! Ed^n. I know no news, my lord. 

Glo, What paper were you reading ? 

Edm. Nothing, my lord. 

Glo. No ? what needed then that terrible de- 
spatch of it into your pocket ? the quality of no- 
i thing hath not such need to hide itself. Let’s 


see : Come, if it be nothing, I shall not need 
spectacles. 

Edm. 1 beseech you, sir, pardon me : it is a 
letter from my brother, that I have not all o’er- 
reacl ; for so much as I have perused, I find it not 
fit for your over-looking. 

Glo. Give me tlie letter, sir. 

Edm. I shall offend, either to detain or give it. 
The contents, as in part I unclerstaiid them, are to 
blame. 

Glo, Let’s see, let’s see. 

Edyn. I hope, for my brother’s justification, he 
wrote this but as an essay or taste of my virtue. 

Glo. [Pleads. ] This policg, mid reverence of age^ 
makes the world hitter to the best of our times ; 
keejm our fortunes from, ns, HU our oldness cannot 
relish them. 1 begin to find an idle and fond 
bondage in the oppressum of aged tgranni/ - who 
sivays, not as it hath power, but as it is suffered. 
Come to me, that of this J may speak more. If 
our father would sleep til! I waked him, you should, 
enjoy half his revenue for ever, and live the 
beloved of your brother, lildgar. — Humph — Con- 
spiracy ! — Sleep till I tvaked him,-— you should 
enjoy half his revenue, — My son Edgar ! Had he 
a hand to write this ? a heart and brain to breed it 
in ? When came this to you ? Who brought it } 

Edm,. It was not brought me, my lord ; there’s 
the cunning of it ; I found it thrown in at the 
casement of my closet. 

Glo. You know tlie character to be your 
brother’s ? 

Mdin. If the matter were good, my lord, I durst 
swear it were his ; but, in respect of that, I would 
fain think it were not. 

Glo. It is his. 

Edm. It is his hand, my lord ; but I hope, his 
heart is not in the contents, 

Glo. Hath he never heretofore sounded you in 
this business ? 

Edm. Never, my lord : But I have often heard 
him maintain it to be fit, that, sons at perfect age, 
and fathers declining, the father should be as ward 
to the sou, and the son manage his revenue. 

Glo. O villain, villain !—His very ojnnion in 
the letter ! — Abhorred villain I Unnatural, de- 
tested, brutish villain ! worse than brutish ! — Go, 
sirrah, seek him ; I’ll apprehend him ; — Ahonii- 
nable villain ! — Where is he ? I 

Edm. I do not well know, my lord. If it shall ; 
please you to suspend your indignation against my 1 
brother, till you can derive from him better testi- ■ 
mony of his intent, you shall run a certain course ; 1 
where, if you violently proceed against him, mis- j 
taking his purpose, it would make a great gap in | 
your own honour, and shake in pieces the heart of ' 
his obed.ience. I dare pawn down my life for him, | 
that he hath writ this to feel my affection to your j 
honour, and to no other pretence of danger. 

Glo. Think you so ? 

Edm. If your honour judge it meet, I will place 
you where you sliall hear us confer of this, and by 
an auricular assurance have your satisfaction ; and 
that without any further delay than this very 
evening. 

Glo. He cannot be such a monster. 

Edm. Nor is not, sure. ^ 

Glo. To his father, that so tenderly and entirely | 
loves him. — Heaven and earth ! — Edmund, seek i 
him out ; wind me into him, I pray you ; frame the 



yon my father 
[last ? 


SCENE ^ Hall in the same. 
Enter Kent, disguised. 

Kent, If but as well I other accents borrow. 
That can my speech diffuse, my good intent 
May carry through itself to that full issue 
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business after your own wisdom : I would unstafce 
myself, to be in a due resolution. 

£dm. I will seek him, sir, presently ; convey the 
business as I shall iind means, and acquaint you 
withal, 

Glo. These late eclipses in the sun and moon por- 
tend no good to us : Though the wisdom of nature 
can reason it thus and thus, yet nature finds itself 
scourged by the sequent effects : love cools, friend- 
ship falls off, brothers divide : in cities, mutinies ; 
in countries, discord ; in palaces, treason; and the 
bond cracked between son and father. This villain 
of mine comes under the prediction; there’s son 
against father : the king falls from bias of nature ; 
there’s father against child. We have seen the best 
of our time : Machinations, hollowness, treachery, 
and all ruinous disorders, follow us disquietly to our 
graves .'-—Find out this villain, Edmund ; it shall 
lose thee nothing ; do it carefully : — And the noble 
and true-hearted Kent banish’d ! his offence, ho- 
nesty ! — ‘Strange ! strange ! lExit. 

Edm. This is the excellent foppery of the world ! 
that, when we are sick in fortune, (often the surfeit 
of our own behaviour,) we make guilty of our dis- 
asters, the sun, the moon, and the stars : as if we were 
villains by necessity ; fools , by heavenly compulsion ; 
knaves, thieves, and trenchers, by spherical predo- 
minance ; drunkards, liars, and adulterers, by an 
enforced obedience of planetary influence ; and all 
that we are evil in, by a divine thrusting on : An 
admirable evasion of whore-master man, to lay his 
goatish disposition to the charge of a star ! My 
father compounded with my mother under% the 
dragon’s tail: and my nativity was under ursa 
major ; so that it follows, I am rough and lecherous. 
— ^Tut, I should have been that I am, had the 
maidenliest star in the firmament twinkled on my 
bastardizing. Edgar — 

Enter Edgar. 

and pat he comes, like the catastrophe of the old 
comedy : My cue is villanous melancholy, with a 
sigh like Tom o’Bedlam. — 0, these eclipses do 
portend these divisions ! fa, sol, la, mi. 

Edg. How now, brother Edmund ? What serious 
contemplation are you in ? 

Ed7yi, I am thinking, brother, of a prediction I 
read this other day, what should follow these 
eclipses. 

Edg. Do you busy yourself with that ? 

Edm, I promise you the effects he writes of, 
succeed unhappily ; as of unnaturalness between the 
child and the parent ; death, dearth, dissolutions of 
ancient amities ; divisions in state, menaces and 
maledictions against king and nobles; needless 
diffidences, banishment of friends, dissipation of 
cohorts, nuptial breaches, and I know not what. 

Edg. How long have you been a sectary astro- 
nomical ? 

Edm. Come, come ; when sa"^ 

Edg. Why, the night gone by. 

Edm. Spake you with him ? 

Edg. Ay, two hours together. 

Edm. Parted you in good terms? Found you no 
displeasure in Mm, by word, or countenance ? 

Edg. None at all. 

Edm. Bethink yourself, wherein you may have 
jffended him ; and at my entreaty, forbear his pre- 
sence, till some little time hath qualified the heat 
of his displeasure ; which at this instant so rageth 


in him, that with the mischief of your person it 
would scarcely allay. 

Edg-. Some villaia hath dofe me wrong. 

Edm. That’s my fear. I pray you, have a con- 
tinent forbearance, till the speed of his rage goes 
slower ; and, as I say, retire with me to my lodging, 
from whence I will fitly bring yon to hear my lord 
speak : Pray you, go ; there’s my key : — If you do 
stir abroad, go armed. 

Edg. Armed, brother ? 

Edm. Brother, I advise you to the best; go 
armed ; I am no honest man. if there be any good 
meaning towards you : I have told you what I have 
seen and heard, but faintly ; nothing like the image 
and horror of it : Pray you, away. 

Edg. Shall I hear from you anon ? 

Edm. I do serve you in this business. — 

[EMt Edgar. 

A credulous father, and a brother noble, 

Whose nature is so far from doing harms, 

That he suspects none ; on whose foolish honesty 
My practices ride easy ;— I see the business. — 

Let me, if not by birth, have lands by wit : 

All with me’s meet, that I can fashion fit. lExU. 


SCENE III — A Room in ^/zcDuke of Albaixty’s 
Palace. 

Enter Gonerid and Steward. 

Gon. Did my father strike my gentleman for 
chiding of Ms fool ? 

Stew. Ay, madam. 

Gon. By day and night! he wrongs me ; every 
horn* 

He flashes into one gross crime or other, 

That sets us all at odds : I’ll not endure it ; 

His knights grow riotous, and himself upbraids us 
On every trifle : — When he returns from hunting, 

I will not speak with him ; say, I am sick : — 

If you come sladc of former services, 

You shall do well ; the fault of it I’ll answer. 

Stew. He’s coming, madam ; I hear him. 

{_I:Iorns within. 

Gon. Put on what weary negligence you please, 
You and your fellows ; I’d have it come to question : 
If he dishke it, let him to my sister, - 

Whose mind and mine, I know, in that are one, 
Not to be over-ruled. Idle old man, 

That stiU would manage those authorities. 

That he hath given away !— Now, by my life, 

Old fools are babes again ; and must be us’d 
With checks, as flatteries, — ^when they are seen 
Remember what I have said, [abus’d. 

Stew. Very well, madam. 

Gon. And let Ms knights have colder looks 
among you : 

What grows of it, no matter ; advise your fellows 
so : 

I would breed from hence occasions, and I shall, 
That I may speak: — I’ll write straight to my sister 
To hold my very course: — Prepare for dinner. 

\_ExemiL 
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Tor ^vllic■h I raz’d my likeness.— Now, banish’d 
Kent, 

If thou can’ St serve where thou dost stand con- 
demn’d, 

(So may it come !) thy master, whom thou lov’st. 
Shall find thee full of labours. 

Horns ivithin. Enter Lear, Knights, and Attendants. 
Lear. Let me not stay a jot for dinner; go, get 
it ready, [EMta7i Attendant.] How^now, what art 
thou ? 

Kent. A man, sir. 

Lear. What dost thou profess ? What Would’ st 
thou with us ? 

Ke 7 iL 1 do profess to be no less than I seem ; to 
serve him truly, that will put me in trust ; to love 
him that is honest ; to converse with him that is wise, 
and says little; to fear judgment ; to fight, when I 
cannot choose ; and to eat no fish. 

Lear. What art thou ? 

Kent. A very honest-hearted fellow, and as poor 
as the king. 

Lear. If thou be as poor for a subject, as he is for 
a king, thou art poor enough. What would’st thou ? 
Kent. Service, 

Lear. Who would’st thou serve ? 

Kent. You. 

Lear. Dost thou know me, fellow } 

Kent. No, sir ; but you have that in your coun- 
tenance, which I would fain call master. 

Lear. What’s that ? 

Kent. Authority. 

Lear. Wliat services canst thou do ? 

Kent. 1 can keep honest counsel, ride, run, mar 
a curious tale in telling it, and deliver a plain mes- 
sage bluntly ; that which ordinary men are fit for, 

I am qualified in : and the best of me is diligence. 
Lear. How old art thon ? 

Kent. Not so young, sir, to love a woman for 
singing ; nor so old, to dote on her for any thing : 

I have years on my back forty-eight. 

Lear. Follow me ; thou shalt se*-ve me ; if I like 
thee no worse after dinner, I will not part from thee 
yet. — Dinner, ho, dinner, — ^Where’s my knave? 
my fool ? Go you, and call my fool hither : 

JEnfcr Steward, 
sirrah, where’s my daughter? 

Stew. So please you, — lExit. 

Lear. What says the fellow there ? Call the clot- 
poll back. — Where’s my fool, ho? — I think the 
world’s asleep. — How now? where’s that mongrel? 

Knight, lie says, my lord, your daughter is not 
well. 

Lear. Why came not the slave back to me, 
when I call’d him ? 

Knight. Sir, he answered me in the roundest 
manner, he would not. 

Lear. He would not! 

Knight. My lord, 1 know not what the matter 
is ; hut, to my judgment, your highness is not en- 
tertain’d with that ceremonious affection as you 
were wont ; there’s a great abatement of kindness 
appears, as well in the general dependants, as in 
the duke himself also, and your daughter. 

Lear. Ha! say’st thou so ? 

Knight. I beseech you, pardon me, my lord, if I 
be mistaken : for my duty cannot be silent, when I 
think your highness is wrong’d. 

Lear. Thou but remember’ st me of mine own 
conception ; I have perceived a most faint neglect of 


late ; wiiich I liave rather blamed as mine own jea- 
lous curiosity, than as a very pretence and purpose 
of unkindness : I will look further into’t. — But 
where’s my fool ? I have not seen him this two 
days. 

Knight. Since my young lady’s going into 
France, sir, the fool hath much pined away. 

Lear. No more of that ; I have noted it well,-*- 
Go you, and tell my daughter I would speak with 
her. — Go you, call hither my fool. — 
lie-enlcr Steward. 

O, you sir, you sir, come you hither : Who am I, 
sir ? 

Stew. My lady’s father. 

Lear. My lady’s father 1 my lord’s knave : you 
whoreson dog ! you slave ! you cur ! 

Stew. I am none of this, my lord ; I beseech you, 
pardon me. 

Lear. Do you bandy looks with me, you rascal ? 

{ht^'iking Mm. 

Stew. I’ll not be struck, my lord. 

Ketit. Nor tripped neither ; you base foot-ball 
player. [Trip%ying up Ms Jieels^ 

Lear. I thank thee, fellow ; thou servest me, 
and I’ll love thee. 

Kent. Come, sir, arise, away ; I’ll teach you 
difterences ; avs^ay, away : If you will measure your 
lubber’s length again, tarry : but away: go to; 
Flave you wisdom ? so. IFushes the Steward out. 

Lear. Now, my friendly knave, I thank thee : 
there’s earnest of thy service. IGivmg Kent money* 

«> Enter Fool. 

Fool. Let me hire him too; here’s my cox* 
comb. ' IGiving Kent Us cap. 

Lear. How now, my pretty knave? how dost 
thou ? 

Fool. Sirrah, you were best take my coxcomb. 

Kent. Why, fool? 

Fool. Wliy ? For taking one’s part that is out of 
favour : Nay, an thou canst not smile as the wind 
sits, thou’lt catch cold shortly: There, take my 
coxcomb : Why, this fellow has banish’d two of his 
daughters, and did the third a blessing against his 
will ; if thou follow him, thou must needs wear my 
coxcomb. — How now, nuncle ? ’Would I had two 
coxcombs, and two daughters ! 

Lear. Why, my boy? 

Fool. If I gave them all my living, I’d keep my 
coxcombs myself : There’s mine ; beg another of 
thy daughters. 

Lear. Take heed, sirrah, the whip. 

Fool. Truth’s a dog that must to kennel ; he 
must be whipp’d out, when Lady, the brach, may 
stand by the fire and stink. 

Lear. A pestilent gall to me ! 

Fool. vSirrah, I’ll teach thee a speech. 

Lear. Do. 

Fool. Mark it, nunele : — 

tiave more than thou showest, 

Speak less than thou knowest, 

Lend less than thou owest, 

Ride more than thou goest, 

Learn more than thou trowest, 

Set less than thou throwest ; 

Leave thy drink and thy whore, 

And keep in-a-door, 

And thou shalt have more 
Than two tens to a score. 

Lear. This is nothing, fool 
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I am a fool, thou art nothing. — Yes, forsooth, I 
will hold my tongue ; so your face [jfo Gon.] bids 
me, though you say nothing. Mum, mum, 

He that keeps nor crust nor crumb, 

Weary of all, shall want some. — 

That’s a sheal’d peascod. IPointing to Lear. 

Gon. Not only, sir, this your all-licens’d fool, 
But other of your insolent retinue 
Do hourly carp and quarrel ; breaking forth 
In rank and not-to-be-endured riots. Sir, 

I had thought, by making this well known unto you, 
To have found a safe redress ; but now grow fearful, 
By what yourself too late have spoke and done, 
That you protect this course, and put it on 
By your allowance ; which, if you should, the fault 
Would not ’scape censure, nor the redresses sleep j 
Wliich, in the tender of a wholesome weal, 

Might in their working do you that offence. 

Which else were shame, that then necessity 
Will call discreet proceeding. 

Fool. For you trow, nuncle, 

The hedge-sparrow fed the cuckoo so long, 
That it had its head bit off by its young. 

So, out went the candle, and we were left darkling. 

Lear. Are you our daughter ? 

Gon. Come, sir, I would you would make use 
of that good wisdom whereof I know you are 
fraught ; and put away these dispositions, which 
of late transform you from what you rightly are. 

Fool. May not an ass know when the cart draws 
the horse ? — Whoop, Jug I I love thee. 

Lear. Does any here know me? — Why this is 
not Lear : does Lear walk thus ? speak thus ? 
Where are his eyes } Either his notion weakens, or 
his discernings are lethargied.^ — Sleeping or wak- 
ing? — Ha! sure ’tis not so.— Who is it that can 
tell me who I am?— Lear’s shadow ? I would 
learn that ; for by the marks of sovereignty, know- 
ledge, and reason, I should be false persuaded I 
had daughters. — 

Fool. Which ^ey will make an obedient father, 

Lear. Your name, fair gentlewoman? 

Gon. Come, sir; 

This admiration is much o’ the favour 
Of other your new pranks. I do beseech you 
To understand my purposes aright : 

As you are old and reverend, you should be " 

Here do you keep a hundred knights and squires ; 
Men so disorder’d, so debauch’d and bold, 

That this our court, infected with their manners, 
Shows like a riotous inn : epicurism and lust 
Make it more like a tavern or a brothel, 

Than a grac’d palace. The shame itself doth 
For instant remedy : Be then desir’d [speak 
By her, that else will take the thin|; she begs, 

A little to disquantity your train ; 

And the remainder, that shall still depend, 

To be such men as may besort your age, 

And know themselves and you. 

Lear. Darkness and devils ! — 

Saddle my horses ; call my train together . — 
Degenerate bastard ! If 11 not trouble thee ; 

Yet have I left a daughter. 

Gon. You strike my people ; and your disorder’d 
Make servants of their betters. [rabble 

Fnier ALBAUfr. 

Lear. Woe, that too late repents-, — 0, sir, are 
you come ? 

Is it your will? [To Alb.] Speak, sir.— Prepare 
my horses. 


Fool. Then ’tis like the breath of an unfee’d 
lawyer ; you gave me nothing for’t : Can you make 
no use of nothing, nuncle ? 

Lear. Why, no, boy ; nothing can be made out 
of notliing. 

Fool. Pr’ythee, tell him, so much the rent of 
his land comes to ; he will not believe a fool. 

[To Kjent. 

Lear. A bitter fool ! 

Fool. Dost thou know the difference, my boy, 
between a bitter fool and a sweet fool ? 

Lear. No, lad ; teach me. 

Fool, That lord that counsel’d thee 
To give away thy land, 

Come place him here by me, — ^ 

Or do thou for him stand : 

The sweet and bitter fool 
'Will presently appear ; 

The one in motley here, 

The other found out there, 

Lear. Dost thou call me fool, boy ? 

Fool. Ail thy other titles thou hast given away ; 
that thou wast born with. 

Kent. This is not altogether fool, my lord. 

Fool. No, ’faith, lords and great men will not 
let me ; if I had a monopoly out, they would have 
part on’t : and ladies too, they will not let me have 
all fool to myself ; they’ll be snatching. — Give me 
an egg, nuncie, and I’ll give thee two crowns. 

Lear. What two crowns shall they be ? 

Fool. Why, after I have cut the eggi’ the middle, 
and eat up the meat, the two crowns of the egg. 
When thon do vest thy crown i’ the middle, ^nd 
gavest away both parts, thou borest thine ass on thy 
j back over the dirt ; Thou hadst little wit in thy 
I bald crown, when thou gavest thy golden one away. 

; If I speak like myself in this, let him be whipp’d 
; that first finds it so. ' 

j Fools bad ne’er less grace in a year ; [Singing. 

I For wise men are grown foppish ; 

And know not how their wits to wear. 

Their manners are so apish. 

Lear. When were you wont to be so full of songs, 
sirrah? 

Fool. I have used it, nuncle, ever since thou 
madest thy daughters thy mother : for when thou 
gavest them the rod, and put’st down thine own 
i breeches, 

Then they for sudden joy did weep, [Singing. 
And I for sorrow sung, 

Tliat such a king should play ho-peep, 

And go the fools among. 

: Pr’ythee, nuncle, keep a school-master that can 
teach thy fool to lie ; I would fain leam to lie. 

Lear, If you lie, sirrah, we’U have you whipp’d. 

Fool. I marvel, what kin thou and thy daughters 
I are: they’ll have me whipp’d for speaking true, 
i thoii’lt have me whipp’d for lying ; and, sometimes, 

' I am whipp’d for holding my peace. I had rather 
I be any kind of thing than a fool : and yet I would 
, not be thee, nuncle ; thou hast pared thy wit o’both 
sides, and left nothing in the middle : Here comes 
one o’the parings. ^ ^ ^ 

' \ Enter OoNJBRiL. ' , 

Lear. How now, daughter? what makes that 
frontlet on ? Methinks, you are too much of late 
i’ the frown. 

Fool. Thou wast a pretty fellow, when thou had’ st 
no need to care for her frowning ; now thou art an 
O without a figure ; I am better than thou art now : 
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Ingratitude ! thou marble-hearted fiend, 

More hideous, when thou show’st thee in a child, 
Than the sea-monster ! ^ - 

Alb, Pi*ay, sir, be patient. 

Lear. Detested kite ! thou liest : [To Gonbbil. 
My train are men of choice and rarest parts, 

That all particulars of duty know ; 

And in the most exact regard support 

The worships of their name. — O most small fault. 

How ugly didst thou in Cordelia show ! 

Which, like an engine, wrench’d my frame of nature 
From the fix’d place ; drew from my heart all love, 
And added to the gall, O Lear, Lear, Lear ! 

Beat at this gate, that let thy folly in, 

{^Striking Mu head. 

And thy dear judgment out!— Go, go, ray people. 

Alb. My lord, I am guiltless, as I am ignorant 
Of what hath mov’d you. 

Lear. It may be so, my lord, — Hear, nature, 
hear ; 

Dear goddess, hear! Suspend thy purposcj if 
Thou didst intend to make this creature fruitful ! 
Into her womb convey sterility ! 

Dry up in her the organs of increase ; 

And from her derogate body never spring 
A babe to honour her 1 If she must teem. 

Create her child of spleen ; that it may live. 

And be a thwart disnatur’d torment to her 1 
Let it stamp wrinkles in her brow of youth ; 

With cadent tears fret channels in her cheeks : 
Turn all her mother’s pains, and benefits. 

To laughter and contempt ; that she may feel 
How sharper than a serpent’s tooth it is 
To have a thankless child 1 — Away, away 1 lExU. 
Alb. Now, gods, that we adore, whereof comes 
this ? 

Gon. Never afflict yourself to know the cause : 
But let his disposition have that scope 
That dotage gives it. 


Re-enter Ljsar. 


Lear. What, fifty of my followers, at a clap I 
Within a fortnight ? 

Alb. What’s the matter, sir } 

Lear. I’ll tell thee ; — Life and death ! I am 
asham’d 

“•j^-iifeff^^-thou hast power to shake my manhood thus : 

iTo Gonbbil. 

That these hot tears, which break from me per- 
force. 

Should make thee worth them. — Blasts and fogs 
upon thee! 

The untented woundings of a father’s curse 
Pierce every sense about thee! — Old fond eyes, 
Beweep this caiise again, I’ll pluck you out; 

And cast you, with the waters that you lose, 

To temper clay. — Ha ! is it come to this ? 

Let it be so t-^Yet have I left a daughter. 

Who, I am sure, is kind and comfortable ; 

When she shall hear this of thee, with her nails 
She’ll flay thy wolfish visage. Thou shalt find, 
That I’ll resume the shape which thou dost think 
I have cast off for ever ; thou shalt, I warrant thee. 

Lear, KJENT, a»id Attendants. 
Gon. Do you mark that, my lord ? 

Alb. I cannot be so partial, Goneril, 

To the great love I bear you,- — 

Gon. Pray you content.— What, Oswald, ho ! 
Ypu, sir, more knave than fool, atter your master. 

[ To the Foci 


Fool. Nmicle Lear, nuricle Lear, tarry, and take 
the fool with thee. 

A fox when one lias caught her, 

And such a daughter, 

Should sure to the slaughter, 

If my cap would buy a halter ; 

So the fools follow after. lExU. 

Gon. This man hath had good counsel : — A 
hundred knights ! 

’Tis politic, and safe, to let him keep 
At point a hundred knights. Yes, that on every 
dream, 

Each buz, each fancy, each complaint, dislike, 

He may enguard his dotage with their powers, 

And hold our lives in mercy. — ^Oswald, I say ! — 
Alb. Well, you may fear too far. 

Gon. Safer than trust : 

Let me still take away the harms I fear. 

Not fear still to be taken. I know his heart ; 
What he hath utter’d, I have writ my sister; 

If she sustain Iiim and bis liimdred knights, 

When I have show’d the unfitness. — How now, 
Oswald P 


Enter Steward. 

What, have you writ that letter to my sister.^ 

Sieiv. Ay, madam. 

Goft. Take you some company, and away to 
Infi)nn her full of my jiarticular fear ; [horse : 
And thereto add such reasons of your own, 

As may compact it more. Get you gone ; 

And hasten your return. [Kvit Stew.] No, no, 
my lord, 

Thifi milky gentleness, and course of yours, 
Though I condemn it not, yet, under pardon, 

You are much more attask’d for want of wisdom. 
Than prais’d for harmful mildness. 

Alb. How far your eyes i^iay pierce, I cannot 
Striving to better, oft we mar what’s well, [tell ; 
Gon. Nay, then — 

Alb. Well, well; the event. iExainl. 


SCENE V . — Court before the same. 


Enter Lear, Kent, and Fool. 

Lear. Go you before to Gloster with these letters ; 
acquaint my daughter no further with any thing 
you know, than comes from her demand out of the 
letter ; If your diligence be not speedy, I shall he 
there before you. 

Ke'ut. I will not sleep, my lord, till I have 
delivered your letter. {Exit. 

Fool. If a man’s brains v/ere in his heels, were’t 
not in danger of kibes ? 

Lear.’ Ay, boy. . 

Fool. Then, I pr’ythee, be merry; thy wit shall 
not go slip-shod. 

Lear. Ha, ha, ha ! 

Fool. Shalt see, thy other daughter will use thee 
kindly ; for though she’s as like this as a crab is like 
an apple, yet I can tell what I can tell. 

Lear. Why, what canst thou tell, my boy ? 

Fool. She will taste as like this, as a crab does to 
a crab. Thou canst tell, why one’s nose stands I’the 
middle of his face ? 

Lear. No. 

Fool Why, to keep hi's eyes on either side his 
nose ; that what a man cannot smeH out, he may 
spy into. 

Lear. I did her wrong : — 
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Fool If thou wert my fool, uuucle, Vd have thee 
beaten for being old before, thy time. 

Lear. How's that ? 

Fool. Thou should' st not have been old, before 
thou hadst been wise. 

Lear. O let me not be mad, not mad, sweet 
heaven, 

Keep me in temper ; I would not be mad ! 

Enter Gentlemari. 

How now ! are the horses ready ? 

Gent. Restdy, my lord. 

Lear. Come, boy. 

Fool. She that is maid now, and laughs at my 
departure. 

Shall not be a maid long, unless things be cut 
shorter. [Exeunt. 


Lear. Why ? 

Fool. \V{jy, to put his head in ; not to give it 
Lway to his daughters, and leave his horns without 


Lear. I will forget niy nature. — So kind a ! 
father ! — Be my horses ready i 

Fool. Thy asses are gone about 'em. The reason 
why the seven stars are no more than seven, is a 
pretty reason. 

Lear. Because they are not eight } 

Fool. Yes, indeed : Thou wouidest make a good 
fool. 

Lear. To take it again perforce ! — Monster in- 
gratitude ! 
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To thy suggestion, plot, and damned practice f 
And thou must make a diillard of the world, 

If they not thought the profits of my death ^ 

Were very pregnant and potential spurs 

To make 'thee seek it. . , , i 

qIq^ Strong and fasten cl villain . 

Would he deny his letter?-— I never got him. 

ITr urn pets within. 

Hark, the duke’s trumpets ! I know not why he 
comes : 

All ports ril bar ; the villain shall not ’scape ; 

The duke must grant me that : besides, his picture 
1 will send far and near, that all the kingdom 
May have due note of him ; and of my land, 

Loyal and natural boy, I’ll work the means 
To rnake thee capable. 

Enter Cornwall, Regan, and Attendants. 

Corn. How now, my noble friend ? since I came 
hither, 

(Which I can call but now,) I have heard strange 
news. 

Reg. If it be true, all vengeance comes too short. 
Which can pursue the of ender. How dost, my 
lord ? 

Glo. 0, madam, my old heart is crack’d, is 
crack’d 1 

Reg. What, did my father’s godson seek your life ! 

' He whom my father nam’d ? your Edgar ? 

Glo. 0 lady, lady, shame would have it hid I 
Reg. Was he not companion with the riotous 
knights 

That tend upon my father ? 

Qlo. I know not, madam : 

It is too bad, too bad. — 

Edm. Yes, madam, he was. 

Reg. No marvel then, though he w'ere ill affected ; 
’Tis they have put him on the old man’s death, 

To have the waste and spoil of his revenues. 

I have this present evening from my sister 
Been well inform’d of them ; and with such cautions, 
That, if they come to sojourn at iny house, 

I’ll not be there. 

Corn. Nor I, assure thee, Regan. — 

Edmund, I hear that you have shown your father 
A child-like office. 

J^m. ’Twas my duty, sir. 

Glo. He did bewray his practice ; and receiv’d 
This hurt you see, striving to apprehend him. 

Corn-. Is he pursued ? 

Glo. Ay, my good lord, he is. 

Corn. If he be taken, he shall never more 
Be fear’d of doing harm ; make your own purpose, 
How in my strength you please, — For you, Edmund, 
Whose virtue scud obedience doth this instant 
So much commend itself, you shall be ours ; 
Natures of such deep trust we shall much need ; 
You we first seize on. 

Edm. I shall serve you, sir, 

Truly, however else. 

Glo. For him I thank your grace. 

Com. You know not why we came to visityou,-— 
Reg. Thus out of season ; threading dark-ey'd 
. night,' ' 

Occasions, noble Gloster, of some poize, 

Wherein we must have use of your advice i 
Our father he hath writ, so bach our sister, 

Of difierences, v^hich I best thought it fit 
To answer from our home ; the several messengers 
From hence attend despatch. Our good old friend, 


Lay comforts to your bosom ; and bestow 
Your needful counsel to our business, 

Which craves the instant use. 

Glo. I serve you, madam : 

Your graces are right welcome. [ii’A’tJMw/'. 


SCENE IL — Before Gloster’s Castle. 

Enter Kent and Steward, severally. 

Blew. Good dawning to thee, friend : Art of the 
house ? 

Kent. Ay. 

Stetv. Where may we set our horses ? 

Kent. I’the mire. 

Stew. Fr’ytliee, if thou love me, tell me, 

Kent. I love thee not. 

Stew. Why, then I care not for thee. 

Kent. If I had thee in Lipsbury pinfold, I would 
make thee care for me. 

Stew. Why dost thou nse me thus ? I know thee 
not 

Kent. Fellow, I know thee. 

Stew. What dost thou know me for ? 

Kent. A knave; a rascal, an eater of broken 
meats; a base, proud, shallow, beggarly, three- 
suited, hundred-pound, filthy worsted- stocking 
knave ; a lily-liver’d, action-taking knave ; a 
wliorson, glass-gazing, super serviceable, finical 
rogue ; one- trunk-inheriting slave ; one that 
would st be a bawd, in way of good service, and art 
nothing but the composition of a knave, beggar, 
coward, pander, and the son and heir of a mongrel 
biten : one whom I will heat into clamorous whin- 
ing, if thou deny’ St the least syllable of thy addition. 

Stew. Why, what a monstrous fellow art thou, 
thus to rail on one, that is neither known of thee, 
nor knows thee ? 

Kent. What a brazen-faced varlet art thou, to 
deny thou know’st me ! Is it two days ago, since 
I tripp’d up thy heels, and beat thee, before the 
king ? Draw, you rogue : for, though it be night, 
the moon shines ; I’ll make a sop o’the moonshine 
of you: Draw, you whoreson cullionly barber- 
monger, draw. CEi'awiny his sivord. 

Sterol Away ; I have nothing to do with thee. 
Kent. Draw, you rascal : you come with letters 
against the king, and take vanity the puppet’s part, 
against the royalty of her father : Draw, you rogue, 
or I’ll so carbonado your shanks : — draw, you 
rascal : come your ways. 

.Sto. Help, ho! murder! help! 

Kent. Strike, you slave ; stand, rogue, stand ; 
you neat, slave, strike. [Beating him. 

Stew. Help, ho! murder! murder! 

Enter Edmtjnjd, Cornwall, Regan, Gloster, and 
Servants., 

Efc How now ? What’s the matter ? Part. 
Kent. With you, goodman boy, if you please ; 
come, I’ll flesh you ; come on, young master. 

Glo. Weapons ! arms ! What’s the matter here ? 
Corn. Keep peace, upon your lives ; 
tie dies, that' strikes again ; What is the matter? 
Reg. The messengers from our sister and the 
king. 

Corn. What is' your difference ? speak. 

Stew. I am scarce in breath, my lord. 

Kent. No marvel, you have so bestirr’d your 
valour. You cowardly rascal, nature disclaims in 
thee ; a tailor made thee. 
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Corn. Thou art a strange feUow : a tailor make 
a man ? 

Kent, Aj, a tailor, sir ; a stone-cutter, or a 
painter, could not have made him so ill, though 
they had been but two hours at the trade. 

Corn, Speak yet, how grew your quarrel ? 

Stew. This ancient ruffian, sir, whose life I have 
At suit of his grey beard, — [sparM, 

J£e7it. Thou whorson zed ! thou unnecessary 
letter !•— My lord, if you will give me leave, I will 
tread this unbolted villain into mortar, and daub 
the wall of a jakes with him. — Spare my grey 
beard, you wagtail } 
i ^ Corn. Peace, sirrah I 
j Toil beastly knave, know you no reverence? 

I Kent. Yes, sir ; but anger has a privilege. X 
Corn. Why art thou angry ? 

Kent. That such a slave as this should wear a 
sword, 

Who wears no honesty. Such smiling rogues as 
Like rats, oft bite the holy cords atwain [these, 
Which are too intrinse t’unloose; smooth every 
passion 

That in the natures of their lords rebels ; 

Bring oil to fire, snow to their colder moods ; 
Renege, affirm, and turn their halcyon beaks 
With every gale and vary of their masters, 

As knowing nought, like dogs, but following. — 

A plague upon your epileptic visage ! 

Smile you my speeches, as I were a fool ? 

Goose, if I had you upon Sarum plain, 

Fd drive ye cackling home to Camelot. 

Cor7i. What, art thou mad, old fellow ? 

Clo. How fell you out ? 

Say that. 

Kent. No contraries hold more antipathy. 

Than I and such a knave. 

Corn. Why dost thou call him knave? What’s 
his offence ? 

Kent. His countenance likes me not. 

Corn. No more, perchance, does mine, or his, 
or hers. 

Kent. Sir, ’tis my occupation to be plain ; 

I have seen better faces in my time, 

Than stands on any shoulder that I see 
Before me at this instant. 

Co7'n» This is some fellow, 

Who, having been prais’d for bluntness, doth affect 
A saucy roughness ; and constrains the garb, 

Quite from his nature : He cannot flatter, he ! — 

An honest mind and plain, — he must speak truth : 
An they will take it, so ; if not, he’s plain. 

These kind of knaves I know, which in this 
plainness 

Harbour more craft, and more corrupter ends, 

Than twenty silly ducking observants, 

That stretch their duties nicely. 

Kent. Sir, in good sooth, in sincere verity, 

Under the allowance of your grand aspect, 

Whose influence, like the wreath of radiant fire 
On flickering Phoebus’ front, — ‘ 

Corn. What mean’st by this . 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you dis- ' 
commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer ; 


To strike at me, upon his misconstruction ; 

When he, conjunct, and flattering his displeasure, 
Tripp’d me behind : being down, insulted, raird, 
xTnd put upon him such a deal of man, 

That worthy’d him, got praises of the king 
For him attempting who was self-subdu’d ; . 

And, in the fleshment of this dread exploit. 

Brew on me here. 

Kent. None of these rogues, and cowards, 
But Ajax is their fool. 

Corn. , Fetch forth the stocks, ho ! 

You stubborn ancient knave, you reverent braggart, 
We’ll teach you — 

Kent. Sir, I am too old to learn : 

Call not your stocks for me : I serve the king ; 

On whose employment I was sent to you : 

You shall do small respect, show too bold mahce 
Against the grace and person of my master, 

Stocking his messenger. 

Com. Fetch forth the stocks : 

As Fve life and honour, there shall he sit till noon. 
Keg. Till noon ! till night, my lord ; and all I 
night too. 

Kent. Why, madam, if I were your father’s dog, I 
You should not use me so. ! 

Keg. Sir, being his knave, I will. 

[^Stocks brought out. 

Corn. This is a fellow of the self-same colour 
Our sister speaks of ; — Come, bring away the 
stocks. 

GIo. Let me beseech your grace not to do so . 

I His fault is much, and the good king his master 
Will check him for’t ; your purpos’d low correction 
Is such, as basest and contemned’st wretches. 

For pilferings and most common trespasses, 

Are punish’d with : the king must take it ill, 

That he’s so slightly valued in his messenger, 

Should have him thus restrain’d. 

Corn. I’ll answer that. 

Keg. My sister may receive it much more worse, 
To have her geptleman abus’d, assaulted, 

For following iTer affairs. — Put in his legs. — 

[Kent is gut in the stocks. 
Come, my good lord ; away. 

lExeunt Began and Cornwall. 
Glo. 1 am sorry for thee, friend ; ’tis the duke’s ! 
pleasure, 

Whose disposition aU the world well knowsT^ 1 
Will not be rnhb’d, nor stopp’d : I’ll entreat for | 
thee. 

Kent. Pray do not, sir : I have watch’d, and 
travell’d hard ; 

Some time I shall sleep out, the rest I’ll whistle. 

A good man’s fortune may grow out at heels : 

Give you good morrow ! • 

Glo. The duke’s to blame in this ; ’twill be ill 
taken. lEx^it. I 

Kent. Good king, that must approve the com- 
mon saw ! 

Thon out of heaven’s benediction com’st 

To the warm sun ! j 


£orn. What mean’st by this Approach, thou beacon to this under globe, 

Kent. To go out of my dialect, which you dis- That by thy comfortable beams I may 

commend so much. I know, sir, I am no flatterer ; Peruse this letter I— Nothing almost sees miracles, 
he that beguiled you, in a plain accent, was a plain But misery : — I know, ’tis from Cordelia ; 
knave ; which, for my part, I will not be, though I Who hath most fortunately been inform’d 
should win your displeasure to entreat me to it. Of my obscured course ; and shall find time 

Corn. What was the offence yon gave him ? From this enormous state, — seeking to give 

Stew. Never any : Losses their remedies :—AJl weary and o’er-watch’d, 

Jt pleas’d the king his master, very late, Take vantage, heavy eyes, not to behold 
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Tins shameiul lodging. 

Fortune, good night ; smile once more ; turn thy 
wheel ! sleeps- 

SCENE IIL— A Fart of the Heath, 

Enter Edgar. 

Edg. 1 heard myself proclaim/d ; 

And, by the happy hollow of a tree, 

Escaped the hunt. No port is free ; no place, 
That guard, and most unusual vigilance, 

Docs not attend my taking. While I 'may ‘scape, 
I will preserve myself : and am bethought 
To take the basest and most poorest shape, 

That every penury, in contempt of man, 

Brought near to beast : my face Fll grime with 
hlth ; 

Blanket my loins ; elf all my hair in knots ; 

And with presented nakedness oiit-face 
The winds, and persecutions of the sky. 

The country gives me proof and precedent 
Of Bedlam beggars, who, with roaring voices, 
Strike in their numb’d and mortified bare arms 
Pins, wooden pricks, nails, sprigs of rosemary ; 
And with this horrible object, from low farms, 
Poor pelting villages, sheep-cotes and mills, 
Sometime with lunatic bans, sometime with prayers, 

Enforce their charity Poor Turlygood ! poor 

Tom ! 

That’s something yet ; — Edgar I nothing am. 

lExit, 


SCENE lY Before Glosteii’s Castle. 

Enter Lear, Fool, and Gentleman. 

Lear. ’Tis strange, that they should so depart 
from home, 

And not send back my messenger. 

Gent As I learn’ d, 

The night before there was no purpose in them 
Of this remove. 

Kent Hail to thee, nobie master ! 

Lear. How ! 

Mak’st thou this shame thy pastime 
Kent No, my lord. 

Fool. Ha, ha ; look ! he wears cruel garters ! 
^Hor^s arc tied by the heads ; dogs, and bears, by 
the neck ; monkeys by the loins, and men by the 
legs; when a ma,n is over-lusty at legs, then he 
wears wooden nether-stocks, 

Lear. What’s he, that hath so much thy place 
To set thee here F [mistook 

Kent It is both he and she, 

Your son and daughter. 

. Lear. No. ■ 

Kent Yes, 

■ Lear. No, I say. 

Ke7iL I say, yea. 

Lear. No, no ; they would not. 

Kent Y“es, they have. 

Lear. By Jupiter, I swear, no. 

Kent By Juno, 1 swear, ay. 

Lear. They durst not do’t ; 

They could not, would not do’t ; tis worse than 
murder, 

To do upon respect such violent outrage : 

Resolve me, with all modest haste, which way 
Thou might’ st deserve, or they impose, this usage, 
Coming from us. 

Kent. My lord, when at their home 


I did commend your highness"’ ictvers to tliein. 

Ere I was risesi from the lik'U't; iliat show’d 
My duty kneeling, came there a re<‘kinu post, 
Stew’d ill bis haste, half i/ivalhless, jsaisting forth 
From Goneril his mistress, salutations ; 

Deliver’d le, tiers, spite of intm-mishion, 

Which presently tliey rem! : on wisose eonlents 
They siimmoifd up their meiny, I'-traight took 
Commanded me. to follow, and attend [horse ; 
The leisure of their answer ; gave; cold looks ; 
And meeting here the other inesstuiger, 

Whose welcome, I pereeiv’d, had ])oison’d mine, 
(Being the very fellow that of late 
Display’d so saucily against your highness,) 
Having more man than wit about nu;, drew ; 

He rais’d the house witli loud and coward cries ; 
Your son and daughter found tliis trespass worth 
The shame which here it stiffers. 

Fool. Winter’s not gone yet, if tlie wild geese 
fly that way. 

Fathers, that wear* ra,gs, 

Do make their children blind ; 

But fathers, that bear bags, 

Shall see their children kind. 

Fortune, that arrant whore, 

Ne’er turns the key to the poor. — 

But, for all this, thou shalt have as many dolours 
for thy daughters, as thou cjin’st tell in a year. 
Lear. 0, how this mother swells up toward 
my heart ! 

Ilysieriea passio I — down, thou climbing sorrow, 
Thy element’s below ! — Where is this daughter ^ 
Jfymi. With the earl, sir, here within. 

Lear. Follow me not ; 

Stay here. {.Exit., 

Gent. Made you no more offence than what 
you speak of? 

Kent. None. 

How chance tlie king comes with so small a train ? 

Fool. An thou hadst been set i’tbe stocks for 
that question, thou hadst w^ell deserved it. 

Kent. Why, fool ? 

Fool. We’ll set thee to schoolto an aunt, to teach 
thee there’s no labouring in the winter. All that 
follow their noses are led by their eyes, but blind 
men ; and there’s not a nose among twenty, but can 
smell him that’s stinking. Let go thy hold, when 
a great wheel runs down a hill, lest it break thy 
neck with following it ; but the great one that goes 
up the hill, let him draw thee after. When a wise 
man gives thee better counsel, give me mine again : 
I w'oiild have none but knaves foliov7 it, since a fool 
gives it. A 

That, sir, which serves and seeks for gain, 
And follows but for form, 

"Will pack, wfoeii it begins to rain, 

And leave thee in the storm. 

But I will tarry ; the fool will stay, 

■ . And let the wise man fly : 

The knave turns fool, that runs aw^ay ; 

The fool no knave, perdy. 

Kent. Where learn’d you this, fool ? 
i' ool. Not i’ the stocks, fool. 


Lear. Deny to spea.k with me ? They are sick ? 
they are weary ? 

They have travell’d hard to-night ? Mere fetches ; 
The images of revolt and flying off ! 

.Fetch me a better answer. 


Ee-cnter Lbab, xoith Glost.kp.. 
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Glo. My dear lord, 

You know tlie fiery quality of the duke ; 

How imremoveable and fix’d he is 
111 his own course. 

Lear, Vengeance! plague! death! confusion! — 
Fiery? what quality? why, Gloster, Gloster, 

Fd speak with the duke of Cornwall, and his wife. 
Glo. Well, my good lord, I have inform’d 
them so. 

Lear. Inform’d them ! Dost thou understand 
me, man ? 

Glo. x\y, my good lord. 

Lear. The king would speak with Cornwall ; 
the dear father 

Would with his daughter speak, commands her 
service : 

Are they inform’d of this ? My breath and 

blood ! — 

Fiery ? the fiery duke ? — Tell the hot duke, that — 
No, bi^t not yet : — may be, he is not well : 
Infirmity doth still neglect all office, 

’Whei'eto our health is bound ; we are not ourselves. 
When nature, being oppress’d, commands the mind 
To suffer with the body : I’ll forbear ; 

And am fallen out with my more headier will, 

To take the indispos’d and sickly fit 

For the sound man. — Death on rny state ! wherefore 

{Loolung on Kent. 

Should he sit here ? This act persuades me, 

That this remotion of the duke and her 
Is practice only. Give me my servant forth : 

Go, tell the duke and his wife, I’d speak with them, 
No w, presently : bid them come forth and hear me, 
Or at their chamber door I’ll beat the drum, '* 

Till it cry — Sleep to death. 

Glo. I’d have all well betwixt you. lExit. 

Lear. 0 me, my heart, my rising heart I — but, 
down. 

Fool, Cry to it, nuncle, as the cockney did to 
the eels, when she put them i’ the paste alive ; 
she rapp’d ’em o’ the coxcombs with a stick, and 
cry’d, Down, wantons, down : ’Twas her brother, 
that, in pure kindness to his horse, butter’d his 
hay. 

Enter CoimwAhh, Regan, Gloster, and Servants. 
Lear. Good morrow to you both. 

Corn. Hail to your grace I 

{Ksm is set at liberty. 
Reg. I am glad to see your highness. 

Lear. Regan, I think you are ; I know what 
reason 

I have to think so : if thou should’st not be glad, 

I would divorce me from thy mother’s tomb, 
Sepulch’ring an adultress. — 0, are you free ? 

[To Kent. 

Some ether time for that.— Beloved Regan, 

Thy sister’s naught : O Regan, she hath tied 
Sharp-tooth’d imkindness, like a vulture, here, — 
[Points to Ms heart. 

I can scai'ce speak to thee ; thou’It not believe, 

Of how deprav’d a quality— 0 Regan 1 
Reg. I pray you, sir, take patience ; I have hope. 
You less know how to value her desert, 

Than she to scant her duty. 

Lear. Say, how is that? 

lieg. I cannot think, my sister in the least 
Would fail her obligation : If, six*, perchance, 

She have restrain’d the riots of your followers, 

’Tis on such ground, and to such wholesome end, 
As clears her from aU blame. 


Lear. My curses on her ! 

R^g^ ^ O, sir, you are old ; 

Nature in you stands on the veiy verge 
Of her confine : you should be rul’d, and led 
By some discretion, that discerns your state 
Better than you yourself : Therefore, I pray you, 
That to our sister you do make return : 

Say, you have wrong'd her, sir. 

Lear. Ask her forgiveness ? 

Do you hut mark how this becomes the house ? 
Dear daughter, I confess that 1 am old ; 

Age is zinnecessary .* on my knees I beg, [Kneeling. 
That you'll vouchsafe me raiment, bed, and food. 

Reg. Good sir, no more; these are unsightly tricks : 
Return you to my sister. 

Lear. Never, Regan : 

She hath abated me of half my train ; 

Look’d black upon me ; struck me with her tongue, 
Most serpent-like, upon the very heart : — 

All the stor’d vengeances of heaven fall 
On her ingrateful top ! Strike her young bones, 
You taking airs, with lameness ! 

Corn. Fye, fye, fye ! 

Lear. You nimble lightnings, dart your blinding 
flames 

Into her scornful eyes \ Infect her beauty, 

You fen- suck’d fogs, drawn by the powerful sun, 
To fall and blast her pride 1 

Reg. O the blest gods I 

So will you wish on me, when the rash mood’s on. 

Lear. No, Regan, thou shalt never have my curse ; 
Thy tender-hefted nature shall not give 
Thee o’er to harshness ; her eyes are fierce, but thine 
Do comfort, and not burn : ’Tis not in thee 
To gimdge my pleasures, to cut off my train, 

To bandy hasty words, to scant my sizes, 

And, in conclusion, to oppose the bolt 
Against my coming in : thou better know’st 
The offices of nature, bond of childhood, 

Effects of courtesy, dues of gratitude ; 

Thy half o’ the kingdom hast thou not forgot. 
Wherein I theefendow’d. 

Reg. Good sir, to the purpose. 

[Trumpets within. 

Lear. Who put my man i’ the stocks ? 

Coo'n. What trumpet’s that? 

Enter Steward. ^ 

Reg. I know’t, my sister’s : this approves her 
letter, 

That she would soon be here. — Is your lady come ? 

Lear. This is a slave, whose easy-borrow’d pride 
Dwells in the fickle grace of her he follows 
Out, varlet, from my sight ! 

Corn. What nveans your grace ? 

Lear. Who stock’d my servant ? Regan, I have 
good hope 

Thou didst not know oft. — Who comes here ? O, 
heavens, 

Enter GoNsmj.. 

If you do love old men, if your sweet sway 
Allow obedience, if yourselves are old, 

Make it your cause; send down, and take my 
part! — 

Art not asham’d to look upon this beard ? — 

[To Goneml. 

O, Regan, wilt thou take her by the hand ? 

winiy not by the hand, sir ? How have I 
offended? 
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All’s not offence, that indiscretion finds, 

And dotage terms so. 

Lear. O, sides, you are too ,tough! 

Will yon yet hold ? — How came my man i’ the 
stocks ? 

Corn. I set him there, sir : but his own disorders 
Deserv’d much less advancement. 

Lear. You ! did you ? 

Meg. I pray you, father, being weak, seem so. 

If, till the expiration of your month. 

You will return and sojourn with my sister. 
Dismissing half your train, come then to me *, 

I am now from home, and out of that provision 
Which shall be needful for your entertainment. 

Lear. Return to her, and fifty men dismiss’d ? 
No, rather I abjure all roofs, and choose 
To wage against the enmity o’ the air ; 

To be a comrade with the wolf and owl, — * 
Necessity’s sharp pinch ! — Return with her ? 

Why, the hot-blooded' France, that dowerless took 
Our youngest born, I could as well be brought 
To knee his throne, and, squire-like, pension beg 
To keep base life afoot -Return with her ? 
Persuade me rather to be slave and sumpter 
To this detested groom. [LooUng on the Steward* 
Gon. At your choice, sir. 

Lear. I pr’ythee, daughter, do not make me mad ; 
I will not trouble thee, my child ; farewell : 

We’ll no more meet, no more see one another : — 
But yet thou art my flesh, my blood, my daughter ; 
Or, rather, a disease that’s in my flesh. 

Which 1 must needs call mine ; thou art a boil, 

A plague-sore, an embossed carbuncle, 

In my corrupted blood. But I’ll not chide thee ; 
Let shame come when it will, I do not call it : 

I do not bid the thunder-bearer shoot, 

Nor tell tales of thee to high -judging Jove : 

Mend, when thou canst ; be better, at -thy leisure : 
I can be patient ; I can stay with Regan, 

I, and my hundred knights. 

Meg. Not altogether so, sir ; 

I look’d not for yon yet, nor am provided 
For your fit welcome ; Give ear, sir, to my sister ; 
For those that mingle reason with your passion, 
Must be content to think you old, and so — 

But she knows what she does. 

Lea;r. Is this well spoken now ? 

Meg. I dare avouch it, sir ; What, fifty followers ? 
Is it not well ? What should you need of more ? 
Yea, or so many ? sith that both charge and danger 
Speak ’gainst so great a uumber? How, in one 
house, 

Should many people, under two commands, 

Hold amity ? ’Tis hard ; almost impossible. 

Gon. Why might not you, my lord, receive at- 
tendance 

From those that she calls servants, or from mine ? 
Meg. Why not, my lord.?^ If then they chanc’d 
to slack you, 

We could controul them : If you will come to me, 
(For now I spy a daiiger,) I entreat you 
To bring hut five-and-twenty ; to no more 
Will I give place, or notice. 

Lear. I gave you all — 

Meg. And in good time you gave it. 

Lear, Made you my guardians, my depositaries ; 
But kept a reservation to be follow’d 
With such a number ; What, must I come to you 
With five-and-twenty, Regan ? said you so [me. 
Meg. And speak it again, my lord ; no more with 


Lear. Those wicked creatures yet do look well- 
favour ’d, 

W’hen others are more wicked ; not being the worst, 
Stands in some rank of praise : — Fll go with thee ; 

\_To Gonkhil. 

Thy fifty yet doth double five-and-twenty, 

And thou art twice her love. 

Gon. Hear me, my lord ; 

What need you five-and-twenty, ten, or live, 

To follow in a house, where twice so many 
Have a command to tend you ? 

Meg. W’liat need one I 

Lea,r. O, reason not the need : onr basest beggars 
Are in the poorest thing superfluous : 

Allow not nature more than nature needs, 

Man’s life is cheap as beast’s : thou art a lady ; 

If only to go warm were gorgeous, 

Why, nature needs not what thou gorgeous wear’st, 
Which scarcely keeps thee warm.— But, for true 
need, — 

You heavens, give me that patience, |)atience I need ! 
You see me here, you gods, a poor old man, 

As full of grief as age ; wretched in both ! 

If it be you that stir these daughters’ hearts 
Against their father, fool me not so much 
To bear it tamely ; touch me with noble anger ! 

O, let not women’s weapons, water-drops, 

Stain my man’s cheeks ! — No, you unnatural hags, 
I will have such revenges on you both, 

That all the world shall 1 will do such things, — 

What they are, yet I know not ; but they shall be 
The terrors of the earth. You think, I’ll weep ; 
No, JTl not weep : — 

I have full cause of weeping ; but this heart 
Shall break into a hundred thousand flaws, 

Or ere I’ll weep t — O, fool, I shall go mad ! 

[_Excunt Lkar, Giostbr, Kent, and Fool. 
Cofn. Let us withdraw, ’twill be a storm. 

\_8torm heard at a distance. 
Meg. This house 

Is little ; the old man and his people cannot 
Be well bestow’d. 

Gon. ’Tis his own blame ; he hath put 

Himself from rest, and must needs taste his folly. 

Meg. For his particular, 111 receive him gladly, 
But not one follower. 

Gon. So am I purpos’d. 

Where is my lord of Gioster ? 

llc-enter Gloster. 

Corn. Follow’d the old man forth ; — he is re- 
turn’d. 

Gh. The king is in high rage. 

Coni. Whither is he going ? 

Glo. He calls to horse ; but will I know not 
whither. 

Corn. ’Tis best to give him way, he leads himself. 
Gon. My lord, entreat him by no means to stay. 
Glo. Alack, the night comes on, and the bleak 
Do sorely ruffle ; for many miles about [winds 
There’s scarce a bush. 

Meg. O, sir, to wilful men, 

The inpiries, that they themselves procure, 

Must be their schoolmasters : Shut up your doors ; 
He is attended with a desperate train 
And what they may incense him to, being apt 
To have his ear abus’d, wisdom bids fear. ^ 

Corn. Shut up your doors, my lord ; ’tis a wild 
night ; 

1 My Regan counsels well ; — come out o the storm. 
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ACT III, 


SCENE 1.--A Heath. 

A storm is heard, with thunder and lightning. Enter 
K!ent, and a Gentleman, meeting. 

Kent. Who’s here, beside foul weather ? 

Geyit. One minded like the weather, most un- 
quietly. 

Kent. I know you ; Where’s the king t 
Gent. Contending with the fretful element : 

Bids the wind blow the earth into the sea, 

Or swell the curled waters ’bove the main. 

That things might change, or cease : tears his 
white hair, 

Wliich the impetuous blasts, with eyeless rage, 
Catch in their fury, and make nothing of : 

Strives in his little world of man to out-scorn 
The to-and-fro conflicting wind and rain. 

This night, wherein the cub-drawn bear would couch, 
The lion and the belly-pinched wolf 
Keep their fur dry, unbonneted he runs, 

And bids what will take all. 

Keyit. But who is with him ? 

Gent. None but the fool ; who labours to out- 
His heart-struck injuries. [jest 

Kent. Sir, I do know you ; 

And dare, upon the warrant of my art, 

Commend a dear thing to you. There is division, 
Although as yet the face of it be cover’d 
With mutual cunning, ’twixt Albany and Cornwall ; 
Who have (as who have not, that their great^tars 
Thron’d and set high !) servants, who seem no less ; 
Which are to France the spies and speculations 
Intelligent of our state what hath been seen, 
Either in snuffs and packings of the dukes ; 

Or the hard rein which both of them have borne 
Against the old kind king ; or something deeper, 
Whereof, perchance, these are but furnishings ; 

But, true it is, from Prance there comes a power 
Into this scatter’d kingdom ; who already, 

Wise in our negligence, have secret feet 
in some of our best ports, and are at point 

To show their open banner Now to you : 

If on my credit you dare build so far 
To make your speed to Dover, you shall find 
Some that will thank you, making just report 
Of how unnatural and bemadding soitow 
The king hath cause to plain. 

I am a gentleman of blood and breeding ; 

And, from some knowledge and assurance, offer 
This o0ce to you. 

Gent. I will talk further with you. 

Kent. No, do not. 

For confirmation that I am much more 
Than my out wall, open this purse, and take 
What it contains : If you shall see Cordelia, 

(As fear not but you shall,) show her this ring ; 

And she will tell you who your fellow is 
That yet you do not know. Fye on this storm ! 

I will go seek the king. 

Gent. Give me your hand ; Have you no more 
to say ' 

Kent. Few words, but, to effect, more than all 
yet;.:. 

That, when we have found the king, (in which 
your pain 

That way ; I’ll this :) he that first lights on him, 
Holla the other. [,Esceunt severally. 


SCENE il. — Another Part of the Heath 
Storm continues. 

Enter Lear and Fool. 

Lear. Blow, wind, and crack your cheeks ! rage ! 
You cataracts, and hurricanoes, spout [blow ! 
Till you have drench’d our steeples, drown’d the 
I cocks! 

I You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 

Yaimt couriers to oak-cleaving thunder-bolts, 
Singe my white head ! And thou, all-shaking 
thunder, 

Strike fiat the thick rotundity o’the world ! 

Crack nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once, 
That make ingrateful man ! 

Fool. O nuncle, court holy water in a dry house 
is better than this rain-water out o’door. Good 
nuncle, in, and ask thy daughters’ blessing ; here’s 
a night pities neither wise men nor fools. 

Lear. Rumble thy bellyfuil ! Spit, fire ! spout, 
rain! 

Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters : 

I tax not you, you elements, with unkindness^ 

I never gave you kingdom, call’d you children, 

You owe me no subscription ; why then let fall 
Your horrible pleasure ; here I stand, your slave# 

A poor, infirm, weak, and despis’d old man : — 

But yet I call you servile ministers, 

That have with two pernicious daughters join’d 
Your high-engender’d battles, ’gainst a head 
So old and white as this. O ! O ! ’tis foul ! 

Fool. He that has a house to put his head in# 
has a good head-piece. 

The cod-piece that will house, 

Before the head has any, 

The head and he shall louse 
So beggars marry many. 

The man that makes his toe 
\Vliat he his heart should make, 

Shall of a corn cry woe. 

And turn his sleep to wake. 

— for there was never yet fair woman, but she made 
mouths in a glass. 

Enter Kent. a*' 

Lear. No, I will be the pattern of all patience, 

I will say nothing. 

Kent. Who’s there ? 

Fool. Marry, here’s grace, and a cod- piece ; 
that’s a wise man, and a fool. 

Kent. Alas, sir, are you here ? things that love 
night, 

Love not such nights as these ; the wrathful skies 
Gallow the very wanderers of the dark, 

And make them keep their caves ; Since I was man, 
Such sheets of fire, such bursts of horrid thunder, 
Such groans of roaring wind and rain, I never 
Remember to have heard ; man’s nature cannot 
The affliction, nor the fear. [carry 

Lear. Let the great gods. 

That keep this dreadful pother o’er our heads, 

Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 

Unwhipp’ d of justice ; Hide thee, thou bloody h and ; 
Thou perjur’d, and thou simular man of virtue 
That art incestuous : Caitiff, to pieces shake, 

That under covert and convenient seeming 
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relieved. There is some strange thing toward, 
Edmund ; pray you, be careful. lExiL 

Edm. This courtesy, forbid thee, shall the duke 
Instantly know ; and of that letter too : — 

This seems a fair deserving, and must draw me 
That which my father loses ; no less than all : 

The younger rises, when the old doth fall. lEocit. 


SCENE IV . — A Fart of the Heath, with a hovel 


Enter Lkau, Kkn'j’, and Fool. 

Kent, Here is the place, my lord ; good my lord, 
enter : 

The tyranny of the open night's too rough 
For nature to endure. '[ Storm stui. 

Lear. Let me alone. 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here, 

Lear. Wilt break my heart 

Kent. I’d rather break mine own : Good my 
lord, enter. 

Lear. Thou think’st ’tis much, that this con- 
tentious storm 

Invades us to the skin : so ’tis to thee ; 

But where the greater malady is fix’d, 

The lesser is scarce felt. Thou’dst shun a bear : 
But if thy flight lay toward the raging sea, 
Thou’dst meet the bear i’ the mouth. When the 
mind’s free. 

The body’s delicate : the tempest in my mind 
Doth from my senses take all feeling else, 

Savi^ what beats there. — Filial ingratitude ! 

Is it not as this mouth should tear this hand, 

For lifting food to’t ? — But I will punish home : — 
No, I will weep no more. In such a night 
To shut me out ! — Pour on ; I will endure 
In such a night as this ! O Regan, Goneril ! — 
Your old kind father, whose frank heart gave all, — i 
0, that way madness lies ; let me shun that ; 

No more of that, — 

Kent. Good my lord, enter here. 

Lear. Pr’ythee, go in thyself; seek thine own 
ease; 

This tempest will not give me leave to ponder 
On things would hurt me more, — But I’ll go in: 
In, boy ; go flrst . — [To the Fool.] You houseless 
poverty,— 

Nay, get thee in. Pll pray, and then I’ll sleep — 

[Fool goes in. 


Poor naked wretches, wheresoe’er you are, 

That bide the pelting of this pitiless storm, 

How shall your houseless heads, and unfed sides, 
Your loop’d and window’d raggedness, defend you 
From seasons such as these 1 O, I have ta’en 
Too little care of this ! Take physic, pomp ; 
Expose thyself to feel what wretches feel ; 

That thou may’st shake the superfiux to them, 
And show the he<avens more just. 

Edg. [Within.'] Fathom and half, fathom and 
half ! Poor Tom 1 

{Tfee Fool runs out from the hovel 

Fool. Come not in here, nuncle, here’s a spirit 
Help me, help me ! 

Kent. Give me thy hand. — Who’s there ? 

Fool. A spirit, a spirit; he says his name’s poor 
Tom. 

Kent. Wliat art thou that dost grumble there 
i’the straw ? 

Come forth- 


Hast practis’d on man’s life ! — Close pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 
These dreadful summoners grace.— I am a -man, 
More siiin’d against, than sinning. 

Kent. ' Alack, bare-headed ! 

Gracious my lord, hard by here is a hovel ; 

Some friendship will it lend you ’gainst the tempest ; 
Repose you there : while I to this hard house, 
(More hard than is the stone whereof ’tis rais’d ; 
Which even but now, demanding after you, 

Denied me to come in,) return, and forc^ 

Tlicir scanted courtesy. 

Lear. My wits begin to turn — 

Come on, my boy : How dost, my boy } Art cold? 
I am cold myself. — ^Where is this straw, ray fellow ? 
The art of our necessities is strange, 

That can make vile things precious. Come, your 
hovel, 

Poor fool and knave, I have one part in my heart 
That’s sorry yet for thee. 

Fool. He tliat has a little tiny wit,— 

Yfith heigh, ho, the wind and the rain,— 

Must make content with his fortunes fit ; 

For the rain it raineth every day. 


Lear. True, my good boy. — Come, bring us to 
this hovel- \_Exmnt Lear and Kent. 

Fool. This is a brave night to cool a courtezan. — 
I’ll speak a prophecy ere I go : 

W’hen priests are more in word than matter ; 
When brewers mar their malt with water ; 
When nobles are their tailors’ tutors ; 

No heretics burn’d, but wenches’ suitors ; 

When every case in law is right ; 

No squire in debt, nor no poor knight ; 

When slanders do not live in tongues ; 

Nor cutpurses come not to throngs ; 

W^hen usurers tell their gold i’ the field ; 

And bawds and whores do churches build ; — 
Then shall the realm of Albion 
Come to great confusion. 

Then comes the time, who lives to see’t, 

That going shall be us’d with feet. 

This prophecy Merlin shall make ; for I live before 
his time. iExtt. 


SCENE III .- — A Room in Gloster’s Castle. 


Enter Glostee and Edmund, 


Glo. Alack, alack, Edmund, I like not this un- 
natural dealing : When I desired their leave that I 
might pity him, they took from me the use of mine 
own house; changed me, on pain of their perpetual 
displeasure, neither to speak of him, entreat for 
him, nor any way sustain him. 

Edm. Most savage, and unnatural ! 

Glo. Go to ; say you nothing : There is divi- 
sion between the dukes ; and a worse matter than 
that : I have received a letter this night ; — ’tis 
dangerous to be spoken ; — I have locked the letter 
in my closet : these injuries the king now hears 
will he revenged home; there is part of a power 
already footed : we must incline to the king. I 
will seek him, and privily reKeve him : go you, 
and maintain talk with the duke, that my charity 
be not of him perceived ,: If he ask for me, I am 
ill, and gone to bed. If I die for it, as no less is 
threatened me, the king my old master must be 
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B'nte7’ Ebgar, disguised as a madman, 

Edg. Away ! the foul fiend follows me ! — 
Tlirough the sharp hawthorn blows the cold wind. — 
Humph ! go to thy cold bed, and warm thee. 

Lear. Hast thou given all to thy two daughters? 
And art thou come to this*? 

Edg. Who gives any thing to poor Tom? whom 
the foul fiend hath led through fire and through 
flame, through ford and whirlpool, over bog and 
quagmire ; that hath laid knives under his pillow, 
and halters in his pew ; set ratsbane by his por- 
ridge ; made him proud of heart, to ride on a bay 
trotting-horse over four-inched bridges, to course 
his own shadow for a traitor: — Bless thy five wits! 
Tom’s a-cold. — O, do de, do de, do de. — Bless 
thee from whirlwinds, star-blasting, and taking! 
Do poor Tom some charity, whom the foul fiend 
vexes ; There could I have him now, — and there, 
— and there,— and there again, and there. 

l^Storm continues, 

Lear. What, have his daughters brought him to 
this pass ? — 

Could’st thou save nothing? Didst thou give them 
all? 

Fool. Nay, he reserved a blanket, else we had 
been all shamed. 

Lear. Now, all the plagues that in the pendulous 
air 

Hang fated o’er men’s faults, light on thy daughters ! 

Kent. He hath no daughters, sir. 

Lear. Death, traitor ! nothing could have subdu’d 
nature 

To such a lowness, but his unkind daughters.-^f 
Is it the fashion, that discarded fathers 
Should have thus little mercy on their flesh ? 
Judicious punishment 1 ’twas this flesh begot 
Those pelican daughters. 

Edg. lAllicock sat on pillicock’s-hili ; — 

Halloo, halloo, loo, loo I 

Fool. This cold night will turn us all to fools 
and madmen. 

Edg. Take heed o’the foul fiend ; Obey thy 
parents; keep thy wm'rd justly ; swear not ; commit 
not; with man’s sworn spouse ; set not thy sweet 
heart on proud array : Tom’s a-cold. 

Lear. What hast thou been ? 

Edg. A serving-man, proud in heart and mind ; 
that curled my hair ; wore gloves in my cap, served 
the lust of my mistress’s heart, and did the act of 
darkness with her ; swore as many oaths as I spake 
words, and broke them in the sweet face of heaven : 
one, that slept in the contriving of lust, and waked 
to do it : Wine loved I deeply; dice dearly ; and in 
woman, out-paramoured the Turk : False of heart, 
light of ear, bloody of hand ; Hog in sloth, fox in 
stealth, wolf in greediness, dog in madness, lion in. 
prey. J^et not the creaking of shoes, nor the rust- 
ling of silks, beta'ay thy poor heart to women : Keep 
thy foot out of brothels, thy hand out of plackets, 
thy pen from, lenders’ books, and defy the foul 
fiend. — Still through the hawthorn blows the cold 
wind : Says suum, mun, ha no nonny, dolphin my 
boy, my boy, sessa; let him trot by. 

{Storm still continues. 

Lear. "Why, thou were better in thy grave, than 
to answer vvith thy uncovered body this extremity 
of the skies. — Is man no more than this ? Consider 
him well : Thou owest the worm no silk, the beast 
no hide, the sheep no wool, the cat no perfume 
Ha! hei*e’s three of us are sophisticated 1— Thou 


art the thing itself ; unaccommodated man is no 
more but such a poor, bare, forked animal as thou 
art. — Off, off, you lendings: — Come; unbutton 
here. — {Tearing off Ms clothes. 

Fool. Pr’ythee, nuncle, be contented ; this is a 
naughty night to swim in. — Now a little fire in a 
wild field were like an old lecher’s heart ; a small 
spark, ail the rest of his body cold. — Look, here 
comes a walking fire. 

Edg. This is the foul fiend Flibbertigibbet : he 
begins at curfew, and walks till the first cock ; he 
gives the web and the pin, squints the eye, and 
makes the hare-lip ; mildews the white wheat, and 
hurts the poor creature of earth. 

Saint Witliold footed thrice the wold : 

He met the night-mare, and her nine-fold ; 

Bid her alight, 

And her troth plight, 

And, aroint thee, witch, aroint thee ! 

Kent. How fares your grace ? 

Enter Gloster, with a torch, 

Lear. What’s he ? 

Kent. Who’s there ? W^hat is’t you seek. ? 

Glo. What are you there P Your names ? 

Edg. Poor Tom ; that eats the swimming frog, 
the toad, the tadpole, the wall-newt, and the water; 
that in the fury of his heart, when the foul fiend 
rages, eats cow-dung for sallets ; swallows the old 
rat, and the ditch-dog ; drinks the green mantle of 
the standing pool ; who is whipped from tything to 
tything, and stocked, punished, and imprisoned ; 
who hath had three suits to his back, six shirts to 
Ms body, horse to ride, and weapon to wear. 

But mice, and rats, and such small deer, 

Have been Tom's food for seven long year. 

Beware my follower: — Peace, Smolkin ; peace, 
thou fiend ! 

Glo. What, hath your grace no better company? 

Edg. The prince of darkness is a gentleman ; 
Modo he’s call’oj and Mahu. 

Glo. Our flesh and blood, my lord, is grown so 
That it doth hate what gets it. [vile, 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. 

Glo. Go in with me ; my duty cannot suffer 
To obey in all your daughters’ hard commanjjs ; 
Though their injunction be to bar my doors, 

And let this tyrannous night take hold upon you ; 
A^et have I ventur’d to come seek you out, 

And bring you where both fire and food is ready. 

Lear. First let me talk with this philosopher : — 
What is the cause of thunder ? 

Kent. Good my lord, take his offer ; 

Go into the house. * 

Lear. I’ll talk a word with tMs same learned 
Theban : — 

What is your study ? 

Edg. How to prevent the fiend, and to kill vermin. 

Lear. Let me ask you one word in private. 

Kent. Importune him once more to go, my lord; 
Flis wits begin to unsettle. 

Glo. Can’st thou blame him ? 

His daughters seek his death :—- Ah, that good 
■ . Kent!— ’ 

He said it would be thus Poor banish’d man !— 
Thou say’st the king grows mad ; I’ll tell thee, 
I am almost mad myself: I had a son, [friend. 
Now outlaw’d from my blood : he sought my life, 
But lately, very late ; I lov’d him, friend, — 
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No father his son dearer : true to tell thee, 

lScor7n continues. 

The grief hath craz’d my wits. What a, night’s 
I do beseech your grace, — [this ! 

Leaf. O, cry you mercy, 

Noble philosopher, your company. 

Ldg. Torn’s a-cold. 

Glo. In, fellow, there, to the hovel: keep thee 
Lear. Come, let’s in all. [warm. 

EenL This way, my lord. 

Lear. With him ; 

I will keep still with my philosopher. ' 

Kent Good my lord, sooth him ; let him take 
the fellow. 

G/o. Take him you on. 

Kent Sirrah, come on ; go along with us. 

Lear. Come, good Athenian. 

Glo. No words, no words : 

Hush. 

Edg. Cliild Howland to the dark tower came. 

His word was still, — ^Fie, foil, and fiim, 

I smell the blood of a. British man. ^Exeunt, 


SCENE V . — A Room in Gloster’s Castle. 

Enter Cornwall a^id Edmund. 

Corn. 1 will have my revenge, ere I depart his 
house. 

Edm. How, my lord, I may be censured, that 
nature thus gives way to loyalty, something fears 
me to think of. 

Corn. I now perceive, it was not altogether your 
brother’s evil disposition made him seek his death ; 
hut a provoking merit, set a- work by a reproveable 
oadness in himself. 

Edm. How malicious is my fortune, that I must 
repent to be just I This is the letter he spoke of, 
which approves him an intelligent party to the 
advantages of France. O heavens ! that this treason 
were not, or not I the detector! 

Corn. Go with me to the duch^s. 

Edm. If the matter of this paper be certain, you 
have mighty business in hand. 

Corn. True, or false, it hath made thee earl of 
Gloster. Seek out w^here thy father is, that he may 
I be ready for our apprehension. 

EdM. [Aside.'} If I find him comforting the 
king, it will stuff his suspicion more fully. — I will 
persevere in my course of loyalty, though the con- 
flict be sore between that and my blood. 

Corn. I will lay trust upon thee ; and thou 
shalt And a dearer father in my love. lExeunt. 


SCENE .YJ.-^A Chamber in a Farm-Houses 
adjo'ming the Castle. 

Enter Gloster, Lear, Kent, Fool, and Edgar. 

Glo. Here is better than the open air; take it 
thankfully : I will piece out the comfort with what 
addition I can : I will not be long from you. 

Kent. All the power of his wits has given way to 
his impatience : — The gods reward your kindness ! 

Gloster. 

Ed<j. Frataretto calls me; and tells me, Nero is 
an angler in the lake of darkness. Pray, innocent, 
and hew^are the foul fiend. 

Fool. Pr’ythee, nuncle, t^l me, whether a mad- 
man be a gentleman, or a yeoman ? 

Lea.r. A king, a king I 


Fool. No ; he’s a yeoman, that has a gentleman 
to his son ; for lie’s a mad yeoman, that sees his 
son a gentleman before him, 

Lear. To have a thousand with red burning spits 
Come liissing in upon them : — 

Edg. The foul fiend bites my back. 

Fool. He’s mad, that trusts hi the tameness of a 
wolf, a horse’s health, a boy’s love, or a whore’s oath^ 
Lear. It shall be done, I will arraign them 
straight : — 

Come, sit thou here, most learned justicer ; 

[To Edgar. 

Thou, sapient sir, sit here. [ 'Fo the Fool.] — Now, 
you she-foxes ! — 

Edg. Look, where he stands and glares ! — 
Wantest thou eyes at triul, madam? 

Come o’er (ho bourn, iU'ssy, to mo: 

Her boat hath a. leak. 

And she Tuust not. speak 
Wliy slic dare.s not come over to thee. 

Edg. The foul fiend haunts poor Tom in the 
voice of a nightingale. Ilopdance cries in Tom’s 
belly for two white herring. Croak not, black 
angel ; I have no food for thee. 

Kent. How do you, sir ? Stand you not so 
amaz’d : 

Will you lie down and rest upon the cushions ? 
Lear. I’ll see their trial first : — Bring in the 
evidence. — 

Thou robed man of justice, take thy place ; — 

[Ta Edgar, 

And thou, his yoke-fellow of equity, [To ihe FqoL 
Bench by his side : — You are of the commission, 
Sit too, ITo Kent. 

Edg. Let us deal justly. 

Sleepest or wakest thou, jolly shepherd ? 

Thy sheep he in the corn; 

And for one hiast of thy minikin mouth, 

TJiy sheep sltall take no harm. 

Pur ! the cat is grey. 

Lear. Arraign her first ; 'tis GoneriL I here 
take my oath before this honourable assembly, she 
kicked the poor king her father. 

Fool. Come hither, mistress ; Is your name 
Goneril? 

Lear. She cannot deny it. 

Fool. Cry you mercy, I took you for a joint-stool. 
Lear. And here’s another, whose warp’d looks 
proclaim 

What store her heart is made of. — Stop her there! 
Arms, arms, sword, fire 1 — Corruption in the place I 
False justicer, why hast thou let her ’scape ? 

Edg. Bless thy five wits ! 

Kent. O pity ! — Sir, where is the patience now, 
That you so oft have boasted to retain ? 

Edg. My tears begin to take his part so muchf 
They’ll mar my counterfeiting. [Awc&e. 

Lear. The little dogs and all, 

Tray, Blanch, and Sweet-heart, sec, they bark 
at me. 

Edg. Tom will throw his head at them : Avaunt^ 
you curs I 

Be thy mouth or black or white, 

Tooth that poisons if it bite ; 

MastilF, grey-hound, mongrel grim, 

Hound, or spaniel, hrach, or lym ; 

Or bobtail tike, or trundle-tail ; 

Tom wall make them weep and wail ; 

For, with throwing thus my head, 

Dogs leap the hatch, and all are fled. 



SCENE' 'VI I, 


breir'ab^trher t"art“1rth " 

-tare that hSd 

sav fW garments ; you will 

"" fe-au attire; but let ’theHe 

the'^rurktafso^rs": 

the morning : So, so, so. ^ ^ 

Pool And I'll go to bed at noon. 
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I Goa. Pluck out lu.s eves. ~ ~ 

47 o; 

Ct firf« your batg^^^Sufe''^ i 


Re-enter Gloster. 

lle 'goZ'. ’ -t. his wits 

^ ‘^he him in thy 

I have o’er-hea’rd a plot of death upon him ■ 
Nereis a htter ready; lay him Jt! 

And drxvejowards Dover, fidend, where thou shalt 

Both welcome and protection. Take up thy master • 
If ftou should’st daUy half an hour, his 4 
_ 1th thine, and all that offer to defend him 
stand m assured loss : Take up, take up ’ 

w4rif”if^‘ liave bS thytrkra senseT" 
Winch, If convenience will not allow, 

“masTe?.““™-^°“^’ '^®®^ % 

Thou must not stay behind. [To me Fool. 

[Bxeunt Km, Glostbr, ffic’ FooTtmHn^’ ojf 
Wi^Ejng. 


f . Renter Steward. 

How now ? Where’s the kinif ? 

Myjordof61oste?hathconveydhim 

gome five or six and thirty of his kniehts 
Hot questasts after him, Lt him at gS ■ 

Who; With some other of the lord’s dependants 
Are gone^^o^th him towards DoverT^whettlley 

I To have v/ell-armed friends. j 

Corn r Edaiiwd. i 

ffloZrf’ seek the traitor i 

Pinion him like a thief, bring him before us : 

T*]! rtn jvTi m-^11 [Rxeunf other Sorviinf;; 

mugh well we may not pass upon his hfe 
Without the form of justice ; yet our power ; 

Shall do a courtesy to our wrath, which men ' 

May blam^ but not control. Who’s there ? The I 


W^^farc^'^tlirv°”^ betters see bearing our woes, 
wu ®®y®“y tbiuk our miseries our foes. 

Who^ alone suffers, suffers most i’ the mind ; 

behind ; 

“"®b sufferance doth o’erskip 
^en grief hath mates, and bearing felloivsUp ’ 

When ‘ha^t^ which makes me bend, makes the king 

He chiWed,^ as I father’d !— Tom, away : 

^rk the high noises : and thyself bewray 
Wnen &!se^opinion, whose wrong though defiles 

Wipfi’’™'’'’’ thee. 

Lurk ^"^® ^®*P® the king ! 

■ [Mut. 

SCENE VII._^ Jioom in Gloster’s Casile 

Enuv CoamvAi.!,, Rncm,. GoNann., Emnmn, and 
"■"Servants. ' 

Com. Post speedily to my lord your husband • 
show him this letter :_the army of Prance is 
landed :_Seek out the villain GloLr. 

Meg. Hang him instantly. 


Re-enter Servants, ^mth Gloster, 

Reg. Ingrateful fox ! ’tis he. 

Com.^Bind fast his corky arms. 

Glo. What mean your graces? Good 

friends, consider 
You are my guests : do me no foul play friend, 
Co^. Bind him, I say [SciS/s'St. 

%i' TT "t. S®*"**’ ’—0 filthy traitor ' 

cL ^o“tt{f I -- ■ 

sM find “■ ^-Villain, thou 

G^o ■RvfKp K A j his beard. 

Tn 1 ignobly done 

To pluck me by the beard. ^ ^ 

I Meg. So white, and such a traitor ! 

^ese hairs, which thou dost ravish from mylhln’ 
mi quicken and accuse thee : I am you“ mst 
With robbers hands, my hospitable favours 

Y ou should not ruffle thus. What will y4 do » 
pSr yoi^ Hte from 

fZ' ?•* for weTcnow the truth 

®°“^®‘^®™y have you with the 
Late footed in the kingdom ? 

Seff. To whose hands have you sent the lunatic I 
Speak. I 

Glo I have a letter guessingly set down, I 

CuDning. 

Com. Where, hast thou sent the king ? 

Meg. To Dover. 

To Dover? Wast thou not charg’d at thy terii^’’ 

3 JI /'.v. : 
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Seri). O, I am slain ! — My lord, you Lave ono 
eye left 

To see some mischief on him : — O ! rDMJir. 

Corn. Lest it see more, prevent it ; — -Out, vile 
Where is thy lustre now ? [jelly 1 

[Tears out CiLOSTER’s other eye, and throws it 
an the ground. 

Glo. All dark and comfortless. — ^MHiere’s my 
son Edmund ? 

Edmund, enkindle all the sparks of nature. 

To quit this horrid act. 

Out, treacherous villain 1 
Thou call’st on him that hates thee : it was he 
That made the overture of thy treasons to us ; 
Who is too good to pity thee. 

G-lo. O my follies * 

Then Edgar was abus’d. — 

Kind gods, forgive me that, and prosper him ! 

Ileg. Go, thrust him out at gates, and let him 
smell 

His way to Dover. — How’st, my lord? How look 
you ? 

Corn. I have receiv’d a hurt: — follow me, lady. — 
Turn out that eyeless villain throw this slave 
Upon the dunghill. — Regan, I bleed apace : 
Untimely comes this hurt : Give me your arm, 

[Exit Cornwall, led foy Began ; Servants 
unbind Gloster, and kad him out. 

1 Serv. I’ll never care what wickedness I do, 

If this man come to good. 

2 Serv. If she live long, 

And, in the end, meet the old course of death, 
Wqinen will all turn monsters. 

1 Serv. Ijet’s follow the old earl, and get the 

Bedlam 

To lead him where he would ; Ms roguish madness 
Allows itself to any thing. 

2 Serv. Go thou ; I’ll fetch some flax, and whites 

of eggs, 

To apply to his bleeding face. Now, heaven help 
him I [Exmnt severally. 


Corn. Wherefore to Dover ? Let him first an- 
swer that. 

Glo. I am tied to the stake, and I must stand 
the course. 

Reg. Wherefore to Dover ? 

Glo. Because I would not see thy cruel nails 
Pluck out his poor old eyes ; nor thy fierce sister 
In his anointed flesh stick boarish fangs. 

Tlie sea with such a storm as his .ba^*e head 
In hell-black night endur’d, would have buoy’d up, 
And quench’d the stelled fires : yet, poor old heart, 
He holp the heavens to rain. 

If wolves had at thy gate howl’d that stern time, 
Thou should’ St have said, Good porter, turn the 
keys 

All cruels else subscrib’d : — but I shall see 
The winged vengeance overtake such children. 
Corn, See it shalt thou never :-~Eellows, hold 
the chair : — 

Upon these eyes of thine I’ll set my foot. 

[Gloster is held down in Ms chair, while 
Cornwall plucks out one of Ms eyes ; 
and sets his foot on it. 

Glo. He, that will think to live till he be old, 
Give me some help O cruel ! O ye gods 1 
Reg. One side will mock another ; the other too. 
Corn. If you see vengeance, — 

Serv. Hold your baud, my lord ; 

I have serv’d you ever since I was a child ; 

But better service have I never done you 
Than now to bid you hold, 

Reg. How now, you dog ? 

Serv. If you did wear a beard upon your chin, 
I’d shake it on this quarrel : Wliat do you mean ? 
Corn. My villain ! [Draws, and runs at him. 

Serv. Nay, then come on, and take the chance 
of anger. 

[Draivs. They fight. Cornwall is wounded. 
Reg. Give me thy sword. — [To another Servant.] 
A peasant stand up thus ! 

[Snatches a sword, comes behind, and stabs him. 


SCENE I.-— Beath. 

Enter Edgar, 

Edg. Yet better thus, and known to be con- 
temn’d, 

Than still contemn’d and flatter’d. To be worst, 
The lowest, and most dejected thing of fortune, 
Stands still in esperance, lives not in fear : 

The lamentable change is from the best ; 

The worst retui-ns to laughter. Welcome then, 
Thou unsubstantial air, that I embrace ! 

The wretch, that thou hast blown unto the worst, 
Owes nothing to thy blasts.' — But who comes 
here ? — 

Enter Gloster, led by an Old Man. 

My father, poorly led ? — EWorld, world, O world ! 
But that thy strange mutations make us hate thee, 
Life would not yield to age. 

Old Man. O my good lord, I have been your 
tenant, and your father’s tenant, these fourscore 
years. 

Glo. Away, get thee away; good friend, be gone: 
Thy comforts can do me no good at all, 

Thee they may hurt. 

Old Alack, sir, you cannot see your way. 


I Glo. I have no way, and therefore went no eyes ; 

] I stumbled when I saw : Full oft ’tis seen, 

Our mean secures us ; and our mere defects 
Prove our commodities. — Ah, dear son Edgar, 
The food of thy abused lather’s wrath ! ^ 

Might I but live to see thee in my touch, 

I’d say, I had eyes again ! 

Old Man. How now ? Who’s there ? 

Edg. I J. ride.'] O gods ! W’ho is’t can say, I am 
at the worst 9 

I am worse than e’er I was. 

Old Man. ’Tis poor mad Tom. 

Edg. [Mside.] And worse I may be yet : The 
worst is not, 

So long as we can say, This w the worst. 

Old Man. Fellow, where goest ? 

Glo. Is it a beggar-man ? 

Old Man. Madman and beggar too. 

Glo. Fie has some reason, else he could not beg. 
I’ the last night’s storm I such a fellow saw; 
Which made me think a man a worm : My son 
Came then into my mind ; and yet my mind 
Was then scarce friends with him : I have heard 
more since : 
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His answer was, The worse. : of Glosfcer’s treaciiery. 
And of the loyal service of his son, 

When I mform'd him, then he calFd me sot ; 

And told me, I had turn'd the wrong side out : — 
What most he should dislike, seems pleasant to him ; 
What like, offensive. 

Gon. Then shall you go no further. 

{To Edmitnd. 

It is the cowish terror of his spirit, 

That dares nit undertake : he’ll not feel wrongs, 
Which tie Mm to an answer : Our wishes, on the 
way, 

May prove effects. Back, Edmund, to my brother ; 
Hasten his musters and conduct his powers : 

I must change arms at home, and give the distaff 
Into my husband’s hands. This trusty servant 
Shall pass between us : ere long you are like to hear, 
If you dare venture in your own behalf, 

A mistress’s command. Wear this ; spare speech ; 

[Giving a favour. 

Decline your head : this kiss, if it durst speak, 
Would stretch thy spirits up into the air ; — 
Conceive, and fare thee well. 

Edm, Yours in the ranks of death. 

Gon. My most dear Gloster ! 

[Exit Edmund. 

O, the difference of man, and man ! To thee 
A woman’s services are due ; my fool 
Usurps my bed. 

Stew. Madam, here comes my lord. 

[Exit Steward. 

Enter Aubanv. 

Gon. I have been worth the whistle. 

Alb. O Gouerii ! 

You are not worth the dust which the rude wind 

Blows in your face I fear your disposition : 

That nature, which contemns its origin, 

Cannot be border’d certain in itself ; 

She that herself will sliver and disbranch 
From her maternal sap, perforce must wither, 

And come to deadly use. 

Gon. No more ; the text is foolish. 

Alb. Wisdom and goodness to the vile seem vile : 
Filths savour but themselves. What have you done ? 
Tigers, not daughters, what have you perform’d ? 

A father, and a gracious aged man, 

Whose reverence the head-iugg’d bear woul^^lick, 
Most barbarous, most degenerate ! have you madded. 
Could my good brother suffer you to do it ? 

A man, a prince, by him so benefited ? 

If that the heavens do not their visible spirits 
Send quickly down to tame these vile offences, 
’Twill come, 

Humanity must perforce prey on itself, 

Like monsters of the deep, 

Gon. Milk-hver’d man 1 

That bear’st a cheek for blows, a head for wrongs ; 
Who hast not in thy brows an eye discerning 
Thine honour from thy suffering ; that not know’st, 
Fools do those villains pity, who are punish’d 
Ere they have done their mischief. Where’s thy 
drum ? 

France spreads his banners in our noiseless land ; 
With plumed helm thy slayer begins threats ; 
M^hilst thou, a moral fool, sit’st still, and cry’st, 
Alack! wh^ does he so $ 

Alb. See thyself, devil 1 

Proper deformity seems not in the fiend 
So horrid, as in woman. 

Gort» O vain fool I 
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As flies to wanton boys, are we to the gods ; 

They kill us for their sport. 

Edg. How should this be ? 

Bad is the trade must play the fool to sorrow, 
Ang’ring itself and others. lAside.'} — Bless thee, 
master ! 

Glo. Is that the naked fellow ? • 

Old Man. Ay, my lord. 

Glo. Then, pr’ythee, get thee gone ; If, for my 
sake, 

Thou wilt o’ertake us, hence a mile or twain, 

I’ the way to Dover, do it for ancient love ; 

And bring some covering for this naked soul, 
Whom I’ll entreat to lead me. 

Old Man. ^ Alack, sir, he’s mad. 

Glo. ’Tis the times’ plague, when madmen lead 
the blind. 

Do as I bid thee, or rather do thy pleasure ,* 

Above the rest, be gone. 

Old Man. I’E bring him the best ’parel that I 
have, 

Come on’t what vdll. [Exit. 

Glo. Sirrah, naked fellow. 

Edg. Poor Tom’s a-cold. — I cannot daub it 
further. [Aside. 

Glo. Come hither, fellow. 

Edg. \_Aside.’] And yet I must. — Bless thy sweet 
eyes, they bleed. 

Glo. JCnow’st thou the way to Dover } 

Edg. Both stile and gate, horse-way, and foot- 
path. Poor Tom hath been scared out of his good 
wits : Bless the good man from the foul fiend I Five 
fiends have been in poor Tom at once ; of lus|, as 
Obidicut ; Hohbididance, prince of dumbness ; 
Mahu, of stealing ; Modo, of murder ; and FUb.. 
hertigihhet, of mopping and mowing; who since 
possesses chamber-maids and waiting-women. So, 
bless thee, master ! 

Glo. Here, take this purse, thou whom the hea- 
ven’s plagues 

Have humbled to all strokes : that I am wretched, 
Makes thee the happier : — Heavens, deal so still ! 
Let the superfluous, and lust-dieted man, 

That slaves your ordinance, that will not see 
Because he doth not feel, feel your power quickly ; 
So distribution should undo excess, 

And each man have enough, — Dost thou know 
Dover .P 

Edg. kjf master. 

Glo. There is a cliff whose high and bending head 
Looks feai'fuliy in the confined deep : 

Bring me but to the very brim of it, 

And I’ll repair the misery thou dost bear, 

With something rich about me ; from that place 
I shall no leading need. 

Edg, Give me thy arm ; 

Poor Tom shall lead thee. [Exeunt. 


SCENE !!.• — Before the Duke of Albany’s 
Palace. 

Enter GoNEan. and Edmund ; Steward meeting them. 
Gon. Welcome, my lord : I marvel, our mild 
husband 

Not met us on the way: — Now, where’s your 
master ? 

Steie. Madam, within; but never man so chang’d: 
I told him of the army that was landed ; 

He smil’d at it : I told him, you were coming ; 



Alh. Thou cliaDg’d and self-cover’d thingj for 
shame, 

Be-monster not thy feature. Were it my fitness 
To let these hands obey my blood, 

They are apt enough to dislocate and tear 
Thy fiesh and bones : — Howe’er thou art a fiend, 
A woman’s shape doth shield thee. 

Go'ti. Marry, your manhood now ! — 

Enter a Messenger. g 
Alb, What news ? 

Mess. Of my good lord, the Duke oi Cornwall's 
Slain by his servant, going to put out [dead : 
The other eye of Gioster. 

Gloster’s eyes ! 

Mess. A servant that he bred, thrill’d with re- 
morse, 

Oppos’d against the act, bending his sword 
To his great master ; who, thereat enrag’d, 

Flew on him, and amongst them fell’d him dead : 
But not without that harmful stroke, which since 
Hath pluck’d him after. 

A/b. This shows you are above, 

You justicers, that these our nether crimes 
So speedily can venge I — But, O, poor Gioster ! 
Lost he his other eye 1 

Mess. Both, both, my lord — 

This letter, madam, craves a speedy answer ; 

’Tis from your sister. 

Go7u [Aside,] One way I like this well ; 

But being widow, and my Gioster with her, 

May all the building in my fancy pluck 
Upon my hateful life : Another way, 

The news is not so tart. — I’ll read, and answer. 

Alb. Where was his son, when they did take 
his eyes ? 

Mess. Come with my lady hither* 

A/b. He is not here. 

Mess. No, my good lord j I met him back again. 
Aib. Knows he the wickedness ? 

Mess, Ay, my good lord ; ’u^is he inform’d 
against him ; 

And quit the house on purpose, that their punishment 
Might have the freer course. 

A^b. Gioster, I live 

To thank thee for the love thou show’dst the king, 
And tT revenge thine eyes. — Come hither, friend ; 
Tell me what more thou knowest. [EMWit 


SCENE III. — Tbe French Ccwayi, near Doveu. 
Enter Kent and a CJiintleinan. 

KenL Why the king of France is so suddenly- 
gone back kuow-you the reason ? 

GenL Something he left imperfect in the state, 
Which since his coming forth is thought of : which 
Imports to the kingdom so much fear and danger, 
That his personal return was most recpiir’d, 

And necessary. 

Ke^U. Who hath he left behind him general ? 
Gent. The Mareschal of France, Monsieur le Fer, 
Kent. Did your letters pierce the queen to any 
demonstration of grief .f’ 

Gent, Ay, sir ; she took them, read them in my 
presence ; 

And now and then an ample tear trill’d down 
Her delicate cheek : it seem’d, she was a queen 
Over her passion ; who, most rebel-like, 

Sought to be the king o’er her. 


Kent. O, then it mov’d her. 

I GenL Not to a rage : patience and .sorrow 
I strove 

j Who should express her goodliest. You have seen 
Sunsliirie and rain at once. ; her smiles and tears 
Were like a better day : those Imppy smi'les, 

That play’d on her ripe lip, seem’d i,iot to know 
What guests were in her eyes ; wliich parted thence, 
As peai'ls from diamonds dropp’d. — -„!n brief, sorrow 
Would be a rarity most belov’d, if ail 
Could so become it. 

Kent. blade she no verbal question.^ 

Gent. ’Faith, once, or twice, slie lieav’d tlie 
name of father 

Pantingly fortii, /is if it pre.ssM her lic/irt ; 

Cried, Sisters ■ .sisters I — S/taine of ladies ! sisters ! 
Kent! father! sisters! IV kail i the sUaon / V the 
'n iijti t [I 

Let pity not be //c/me’r/ Tliere she shook 
i The holy water from hn* lie/ivenly eyes, 

And clamour moisttm’d : — the.n away she started 
To deal with grief alone, 
j Kent. It is the stars, 

The stars above us, govern, our conditions ; 

Else oneself mate and mate could not beget 
I Such different issues. You spoke not with her 
j since ? 

Gent. No, 

Kent, Was this before the king return’d.^ 

Gent. . No, since. 

Kent, Well, sir; The poor distress’d Lear is 
i’the town ; 

Whq sometime, in bis better tune, remembers 
What we are come about, and by no means 
Will yield to see his daughter. 

Gent. Why, good sir? 

Kent, A sovereign shame so elbows .fiirn : his 
own urikindness, 

That stripp’d her from his benediction, turn’d her 
To foreign casualties, gave her dear rights 
To his (iog-hearted daughters,—- these things sting 
His mind so venomously, that burning shame 
Detains him from Cordelia. 

Gent. Alack, poor gentleman ! 

Kent, Of Albany’s and Cornwall’s powers you 
heard not 

Gent. ’Tis so ; they are afoot. 

"a KeriL Well, sir, 111 bring you to oui*' master 
Lear, 

And leave you to attend him ; some dear cause 
Will in concealment wu'ap me u]) awhile ; 

When I am known aright, you shall not grie%^e 
Lending me this ac(|uaintance. I pray you, go 
Along with me, i'ExeimL 


SCENE lV.~~..The .same. A lent. 

Enter CoauKr/iA, Physioi/m, and Soldiers. 

Cot, Alack, ’tis he ; whyq he was met even now 
As mad as the vex’d sea : singing aloud ; 

Crown’d with rank fumiter, and furrow weeds, 
With haiiocks, hemlock, nettles, cuckoo-flowers, 
Darnel, and all the idle weeds that grow 
111 our sustaining corn. — A century send forth ; 
Search every acre in the high-grown field, 

And bring him to our eye, [Fjf/it an OiHcer.J 
What can man’s wisdom do, 

In the restoring his bereaved sense ? 

He, that helps him, take all my outward worth. 
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SCENE ¥1. 


Pliy. Tliere is means, madam : 

Our foster-nurse of nature is repose, 

The which he lacks ; that to provoke in him, 

Are many simples operative, whose power 
Will close the eye of anguish. 

Cor. Ail blessed secrets, 

Ail you unpublish’d virtues of the earth, 

Spring with my tears ! be aidant, and x'emediate, 
In the good man’s distress ! — Seek, seek for him ; 
Lest his ungovern’d rage dissolve the life 
That wants the means to lead it. 

Enter a Messenger. 

Mess. Madam, news ; 

The British powers are marching hitherward. 

Cot. ’Tis known before; our preparation stands 
In expectation of them. — O dear father, 

It is thy business that I go about ; 

Therefore great France 

My mourning, and important tears, hath pitied. 
No blown ambition doth our arms incite, 

Bnt love, dear love, and our ag’d father’s right ; 
Soon may I hear, and see him ! [^Exeunt. 


If you do find him, pray you, give him this ; 

And when your mistress hears thus much from you 
I pray,- desire her call her wisdom to her. 

So, fare you well. 

If you do chance to hear of that blind traitor, 
Preferment falls on him that cuts him off. 

Stew. ’Would I could meet him, madam ! I 
would show 

What party I^do follow. 

Reg. i Fare thee well. lExmnU 


SCENE VI. — The Country near Dover. 
EnUr Gloster, and Edgar dressed like a peasant 

Glo. When shall we come to the top of that 
same hill } 

Edg. You do climb up it now : look how we 
labour. 

Glo. Methinks, the ground is even. 

Edg. Horrible steep : 

Hark, do you hear the sea } 

Glo. No, truly. 

Edg. Why, then your other senses grow imper- 
By your eyes’ anguish. [feet 

Glo. So may it he, indeed : 

Methinks, thy voice is alter’d ; and thou speak’st 
In better phrase, and matter, than thou didst. 

Edg. You are much deceiv’d ; in nothing am 1 
But in my garments. [chang’d, 

Glo. Methinks, you are better spoken. 

Edg. Come on, sir ; here’s the place ; — stand 
still. — How fearful 

And dizzy ’tis, to cast one’s eyes so low ! 

The crows, and choughs, that wing the midway 
air, 

Show scarce so gross as beetles : Half way down 
Hangs one that gathers samphire ; dreadful trade ! 
Methinks, he seems no bigger than his head : 

The fishermen, that walk upon the beach, 

Ajjpear like miqp ; and yon’ tall anchoring bark, 
Diminish’d to her cock ; her cock, a buoy 
Almost too small for sight : The murmuring surge, 
That on the unnumber’d idle pebbles chafes, 
Cannot be heard so high : — I’ll look no more ; 

Lest my brain turn, and the deficient sight 
Topple down headlong. «• 

Glo. Set me where you stand. 

Edg. Give me your hand : You are now within 
a foot 

Of the extreme verge : for all beneath the moon 
Would I not leap upright. 

Glo. Let go my hand. 

Here, friend, is another purse ; in it, a jewel 
Well worth a poor man’s taking : fairies, and gods, 
Prosper it with thee ! Go thou further off ; 

Bid me' farewell, and let me hear thee going. 

Edg^ Now fare you well, good sir. to go. 

Glo. With all my heart. 

Edg. Why 1 do trifle thus with his despair, 

Is done to cure it. 

Glo. O you mighty gods 1 

This world I do renounce ; and, in your sights, 
Shake patiently my great affliction off : 

If I could bear it longer, and not fall 
To quarrel with your great opposeless wills, 

My snuff, and loathed part of nature, should 
Bum itself out. If Edgar live, O bless him 1 — 
Now, fellow, fare thee well. lEe leaps, and falls along,. 
Edg. Gone, sir? farewell.' — 


SCENE V. — A Room %n Gloster’s Castle. 

Enter Regan and Steward. 

Reg. But are my brother’s powers set forth ? 
Steio, Ay, madam. 

Reg. Himself 

In person there ? 

Stew. Madam, with much ado : 

Your sister is the better soldier. n 

Reg. Lord Edmund spake not with your lord at 
home ? 

Steiv. No, madam. 

Reg. What might import my sister’s letter to 
him ? 

Stew. I know not, lady. 

Reg, ’Faith, he is posted hence on serious matter. 
It was great ignorance, Gloster’s eyes being out, 
To let him live ; where he arrives, he moves 
All hearts against us ; Edmund, I think, is gone, 
In pity of his misery, to despatch 
His nighted life ; moreover, to descry 
The strength o’ the enemy. 

Stew. I must needs after him, madam, with my 
letter. 

Reg. Our troops set forth to-morrow ; stay with 
The ways are dangerous. [us ; 

Stew. I may not, madam ; 

My lady charg’d my duty in this business. 

Reg. Why should she write to Edmund ? Might 
not you 

Transport her purposes by words ? Belike, 
Something— I know not what I’ll love thee 
Let me unseal the letter. ■ , [much, 

Steio. Madam, I had rather — 

Reg. I know, your lady does not love her 
husband ; 

I am sure of that : and, at her late being here. 

She gave strange ceiliads, and most speaking looks 
To noble Edmund ■; I Icnow, you are of her bosom. 
Sl£iv. I, madam ? , 

lieg. I speak in understanding ; you are, I 
know it : 

Therefore, I do advise you, take this note : 

My lord is dead ; Edmund and I have talk’d ; 

And more convenient is he for my hand, 

Than for your lady’s : — You may gather more. 
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And yet I know not how conceit may rob 

The treasury of life, when life itself 

Yields to the theft : Had he been where he thought, 

By this, had thought been past. — Alive, or dead ? 

Ho, you sir ! friend ! — Hear you, sir ? — speak 1 

Thus might he pass indeed : — Yet he revives : 

What are you, sir } 

Qlo. Away, and let me die. 

Edg. Had’st thou been aught ^ut gossamer, 
feathers, air, '' 

So many fathom dovui precipitating, ■ 

Thou had’ St shiver’d like an egg : but thou dost 
breathe ; 

Hast heavy substance ; bleed’st not ; speak ’st ; 
art sound. 

Ten masts at each make not the altitude, 

Which thou hast perpendicularly fell ; 

Thy life’s a miracle : Speak yet again. 

Glo, But have I fallen, or no ? 

Edg. From the dread summit of this chalky 
bourn : 

Look up a-height ; — the shrill gorg’d lark so far 
Cannot be seen or heard ; do but look up. 

Gh. Alack, 1 have no eyes. — 

Is wretchedness depriv’d that benefit, 

To end itself by death ? ’Twas yet some comfort, 
When misery could beguile the tyrant’s rage. 

And frustrate his proud will. 

Edg, Give me your arm : 

Up : — So ; — How is’t ? Feel you your legs ? You 
stand. 

Gio. Too well, too well. 

Edg. This is above all strangeness. 

Upon the crown o’the cliff, what thing was that 
Which parted from you ? 

Glo. A poor unfortunate beggar. 

Edg, As I stood here below, methought, his 
eyes 

Were two fiiU moons ; be had a thousand noses, 
Horns whelk’d, and wav’d like the enridg’d sea ; 

It was some fiend : Therefore, then happy father, 
Think that the dearest gods, who make them 
honours 

Of men’s impossibilities, have preserv’d thee. 

Glo. I do remember now : henceforth I’ll bear 
Affliction, till it do cry out itself, 

Emufffi, enough, die. That thing you speak 
I took it for a man ; often ’twould say, [of, 

The fiend, the fiend : he led me to that place. 

Edg. Bear free and patient thoughts. — But who 
comes here ? 

Enter LjEAK, fantastically dressed up with lowers. 

The safer sense will ne’ er accommodate 
His master thus! 

Lear, they cannot touch me for coming ; 

I am the king himself- 

Edg, O thou side-piercing sight I 
Lear. Nature’s above art in that respect. — 
There’s your press-money. That fellow handles 
his bow like a crow-keeper : draw me a clothier’s 
yard. — Look, look, a mouse ! Peace, peace this 

piece of toasted cheese will do’t -There’s my 

gauntlet; I’ll prove it on a giant.— Bring up the 
brown bills. — 0, well flown, bird I— i’ the clout, 
i’ the clout : hewgh ! — Give the word. 

Edg, Sweet marjoram. 

Lear, Pass. 

Glo. I know that voice. 

Lear. Ha I — Goneril I — ^wiJfch a white beard !- — 


They flatter’d me like a dog ; and told me, I had 
white hairs in my beard, ere the black ones were 
there. To say ay, and wo, to every thing I said : — ^ 
Ay and no too was no good divinity. Wlien the 
rain came to wet me once, and the wind to make 
me chatter ; wlien tlie thunder would not peace at 
my bidding ; there I found tliem, there I smelt 
them out. Go to, they are not men of their words : 
they told me I was every thing ; ’tis a lie ; 1 am 
not ague -pro of. 

Glo. The trick of that voice I do well remember : 
Is’t not the king ? 

Lear. Ay, every ineli a, king : 

When I do stare, see, how tlie subject (puikes. 

I pardon that man’s life : What was tliy cause ?• — 
Adidtery . — 

Thou shalt not die : Die for adultery ! No : 

The wren goes to’t, and the small gilded fly 
Does lecher in my sight. 

Let copulation thrive, for Gloster’s bastard son 
Was kinder to his father, than my daughters 
Got ’tween the lawful slieets. 

To’t, luxury, pell-mell, for I lack soldiers. — 
Behold yon’ simpering dame, 

Whose face between her forks presageth snow ; 
That minces virtue, and does shake the head 
To hear of pleasure’s name ; 

The fitchew, nor the soiled horse goes to’t 
With a more riotous appetite. 

Down from the waist they are centaurs, 

Though women all above : 

But to the girdle do the gods inherit, 

Berfeath is all the fiends’ ; there’s hell, there’s dark- 
ness, there is the sulphurous pit, burning, scalding, 
stench, consumption ; — Fye, fye, fye I pah ; pah I 
Give me an ounce of civet, good apothecary, to 
sweeten my imagination : there’s money for thee. 

Glo. O, let me kiss that hand! 

Lear. wipe it first; it smells of moi fcality. 

Glo. 0 ruin’d piece of nature ! This great world 
Shall so wear out to nought. — ’Dost thou know me ? 

Lear. I remember thine eyes well enough. Dost 
thou squiny at me ? No, do thy worst, blind Cupid ; 
ril not love. — Read thou this challenge : mark 
but the penning of it. 

Glo. Were all the letters suns, I could not see one. 

Edg. I would not take this from report ; — it is, 
And my heart breaks at it, 

Leon Read. 

Glo, What, with the case of eyes 1 

Lear. O, oh, are yon there with me ? No eyes 
in your head, nor no money in your purse ? Your 
eyes are in a heavy case, your piu’se in alight : Yet 
you see how this world goes. 

Glo. I see it feelingly. 

Lear. What, art mad ! A man may see how 
this world goes, with no eyes. Look with thine 
ears : see how yon’ justice rails upon yon’ simple 
thief. Hark, in thine ear : Change phu;es ; arid, 
handy-dandy, which is the justice, which is the 
thief ? — -Thou hast seen a farmer’s dog bark at a 
beggar ? 

Glo. Ay, sir. 

Lear. And the creature' run from the cur ? 
There thou might’ st behold the great image of 
authority : a dog’s obeyed in office, — 

Thou rascal beadle, hold thy bloody hand 
Wliy dost thou lash that whore ? Strip thine own 
back ; 

Thou hotly lust’st to use her in that kind 
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For whicii thou whipp^st her. The usurer hangs the 
coxener. 

Through tattered clothes small vices do appear ; 
Robes, and furr’d gowns, hide all. Plate sin with 
gold, 

And the strong lance of justice hurtless breaks ; 
\rm it in rags, a pigmy's, straw doth pierce it. 
None does offend, none, I say, none; I'll able 'em: 
Take that of me, my friend, who have the power 
To seal the accuser's lips. Get thee glass eyes ; 
And, like a scurvy politician, seem 
To see the things thou dost not. — Now, now, now, 
now : 

Pull off my boots : — ^harder, harder; so. 

iS'/ip. O, matter and impertinency mix'd ! 

Reason in madness ! 

Lear, If thou wilt weep my fortunes, take my eyes. 

I know thee well enough ; thy name is Gioster : 
Thou must be patient ; we came ciying hither. 
Thou know’st, the first time that we smell the air, 
We wawl, and cry : — I will preach to thee ; mark me. 
Glo. Alack, alack the day! 

Lear, When we are born, we cry, that we are 
come 

To this great stage of fools ; — ^This a good block ? — 
It were a delicate stratagem, to shoe 
A troop of horse with felt : I'll pnt it in proof ; 

And when I have stolen upon these sons-in-law, 
Then, kill, kiU, kill, kill, kill, kill. 

Enter a Gentleman, with Attendants. 

Gent. Of here he is ; lay hand upon him.— Sir, 

Your most dear daughter ^ 

Lear. No rescue ? What, a prisoner ? I am even 
The natural fool of fortune. — Use me well : 

You shall have ransome. Let me have a sui'geon, 

1 am cut to the brains. 

Gent. You shall have any thing. 

Lear. No seconds? all myself ? 

Why, this would make a man, a man of salt, 

To use his eyes for garden water-pots, 

Ay, and for laying autumn’s dust. 

Gent. Good sir, — j 

Lear. I will die bravely, like a bridegroom ; 
What? 

I will be jovial ; come, come ; I am a king, 

My masters, know you that. 

Gent. You are a royal one, and we obey you. 
Lear. Then there’s life in it. Nay, an you get 
it, you shall get it by running. Sa, sa, sa, sa. 

lExit running j Attendants follow. 
Gent. A sight most pitiful in the meanest wretch ; 
Fast speaking of in a king ! — Thou hast one 
daughter, 

Who redeems nature from the general curse 
Which twain have brought her to. 

Edp. Hail, gentle sir. 

Gent. Sir, speed you : What's your will ? 

Edg. Do you hear aught, sir, of a battle toward? | 
Gent. Most sure, and vulgar : every one hears 
that, 

Which can distinguish sound. 

Edg. But, by your favour, 

How near’s the other army ? 

Gent. Near, and on speedy foot ; the mam descry 
Stands on the hourly thought. 

Edg. I thank you, sir : that’s all. 

Gent. Though that the queen on special cause is 
: '..'here, : ' . i 

Her army is mov'd on. j 


Edg. I thank you, sir. lEMt Gent 

I Glo. You ever gentle gods, take my breath from 
Let not my worser spirit tempt me again [me ; 
To die before you please ! 

Edg. Well pray you, father. 

Glo. Now, good sir, what are you ? 

Edg. A most poor man, made tame by fortune’s 
blows ; 

Who, by the ^rt of known and feeling sorrows, 

Am pregnan^to good pity. Give me your hand, 
I'll lead yoi^o some biding. 

Glo. Hearty thanks : 

The bounty and the henizon of heaven 
To boot, and hoot ! 

Enter Steward. 

Stew. A proclaim’d prize ! Most happy ! 

That eyeless head of thine was first fram'd flesh 
To raise my fortunes. — ^Thou old unhappy traitor, * 
Briefly thyself remember : — The sword is out 
That must destroy thee. 

Glo. Now let thy friendly hand 

Put strength enough to it. [Edgar opposes. 

Stew. Wherefore, bold peasant, 

Dar'st thou support a publish’d traitor ? Hence ; 
Lest that the infection of his fortune take 
Like hold on thee. Lei go his arm. 

Edg. Chill not let go, zir, without vurther 'casion. 
Stew. Let go, slave, or thou diest. 

Edg. Good gentleman, go your gait, and let poor 
volk pass. And ch'ud ha’ been zwagger'd out of 
my life, 'twould not ha’ been zo long as 'tis by a 
vortnight. Nay, come not near the old man; keep 
out, che vor'ye, or ise try whether your costard or 
my bat be the harder : Ch'ill be plain with you. 
Stew. Out, dunghill ! 

Edg. Ch’ill pick your teeth, zir ; Come ; no 
matter vor your foins. 

\_1heyjiglit j and Edgar knocks him down. 
Stew. Slave, thou hast slain me : — Villain, take 
my purse ; 

If ever thou wilf thrive, bury my body ; 

And give the letters, which thou find’st about me, 
To Edmund earl of Gioster ; seek him out 
Upon the British party : 0, untimely death ! 

IDies. 

Edg. 1 know thee well : a serviceable villain ; 

As duteous to the vices of thy mistress, • 

As badness would desire. 

Glo. What, is he dead ? 

Edg. Sit you down, father ; rest you.^ — 

Let’s see his pockets : these letters that he speaks of, 
May be my friends. — He is dead ; I am only sorry 
He had no other death's-man. — Let us see : — 
Leave, gentle wax : and, manners, blame us not : 

To know our enemies’ minds, we’ drip their hearts ; 
Their papers, is more lawful. 

[Reads.'] Let ourreeiprocal vows be remembered. 
You have many opportunities to cut him off: if 
your will want notf lime and place will be fruitfully 
offered. There nothing donCf if he return the 
conqueror I Then am I the prisoner, and Ms bed 
my gaol ; from the loathed warmth whereof deliver 
me, and supply the place for your labour. 

Your wife, (so X would sayf) and your affec-- 
ilonate servant, Goneril. 

O undistinguish'd space of woman’s will ! — 

A plot upon her virtuous husband’s life ; 

And the exchange, my brother 1 — Here, in the sands 
Thee I’ll rake up, the post unsanctified 
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’Tis wonder, that thy life and wits at once 
Had not concluded all — He wakes ; speak to him. 
Phys. Madam, do you ; ’tis fittest, [majesty? 
Cor. How does niy royal lord ? How fares your 
Lear. You do me wrong*, to take me out o’the 
Thou art a soul in bli.ss ; l)ut I ana bound [grave • 
Upon a. wheel of fire, that mine own tears 
Do scald like molten lead. 

Cor. Sir, do you know me? 

Lear. You are a spirit, I know ; When did you 
Cor. Still, htill, tar wide ! [die? 

Phys. He’s seal ce awake ; let him alone awhile. 
Lear. \Vlu;rc* lun v. 1 been ? Where am I ? — Fair 
day-liglil ? — 

I am mightily abus’d. — I should even die with pity, 
To see another thus.- — I know not what to say. — 

I will not swear, these are my hands : — let’s see ; 

I feel this pin prick. ’ Vv oiiid I were assur’d 
Of my condition. 

Cor. O, look n|)on me, sir, 

And hold your hands in benediction o’er me : — 
No, sir, you must not kneel. 

Lear. Pray, do not mock me : 

I am a very foolisli fond old man, 

Fourscore and upward ; and, to deal plainly, 

I fear, I am not in my perfect, mind. 

Metiiinks, I should kno w you, and know this man ; 
Yet I am doubtful : for I am mainly ignorant 
What place this is : and all the skill I have 
Remembers not these garments ; nor I know not 
Where 1 did lodge last night : Do not laugh at me ; 
For, as i am a man, I think, this lady 
To he my child Cordelia. 

Cor. And so I am, I am. 

Lear. Be your tears wet? Yes, ’faith. I pray, 
weep not : 

If you have poison for me, I will drink it. ' 

1 know, you do not love me ; for your sisters 
Have, as I do remember, done me wrong : 

You have some cause, they have not. 

Car. No cause, no cause. 

Lear. Am I in France ? 

Ilenf. In your own kingdom, sir. 

Lear. Do not abuse me. 

Phys. Be comforted, good madam ; the greatrage. 
You see, is cur’d in him : and yet it is danger 
To make him even o’er the time he has lost. 

Desire him to go in ; trouble him no more, 

Till further settling. 

Cor. Wili’t please your highness walk ? 

Lear. You must hear with me : 

Pray now, forget and forgive : I am old, andfoolish. 
{_Excunl Lhau, Cordulta, rhysicuin, and Attendunts. 
Gent. Holds it true, sir, 

That the duke of Cornwall was so slain ? 

Kent. Most certain, sir. 

Gent. Who is conductor of his people ? 

Kent. As ’tis said. 

The bastard son of Gloster. 

Gent. They say, Edgar, 

His banish’d son, is with the earl of Kent 
In Germany. 

Kent. Report is changeable, 

’Tis time to look about ; the powers o’the kingdom 
Approach apace. 

Gent. The arbitrement is like to be a bloody. 
Fare you well, sir. 

Kent. My point and period will be througlily 
wrought, 

Or well, or iU, as this day’s battle’s fought. 


Of murderous lechers : and, in the mature time, 
With this ungracious paper strike the sight 
Of the death-practis’d duke ; For him ’tis well, 
That of thy death and business I can tell. 

^Exit Edgar, dragging out the body. 
Glo. The king is mad : How stiff is my vile sense, 
That I stand up, and have ingenious feeling 
Of my huge sorrows 1 Better I were distract : ^ 
So should my thoughts be sever’d my griefs ; 
And woes, by wrong imaginations U^e 
The knowledge of themselves. 

Re-enter Edgar. 

Edg. Give me your hand : 

Far off, metiiinks, I hear the beaten drum. 

Come, father, I’ll bestow you with a friend. 

{^Exeunt 


SCENE YII. — A Tent in the French Camp. 
Leab 0 ^ a Bed^ asleep ; Physician, Gentlemen, 
and others^ attending. 

Enter Cordelia a'sid Kent. 

Cor. 0 thou good Kent, how shall I live, and work, 
To match thy goodness ? My life will be too short, 
And every measure fail me. 

Ke'nt. To he acknowledg’d, madam, is o’er-paid. 
All my reports go with the modest truth ; 

Nor more, nor clipp’d, but so. 

Cor. Be better suited : 

These weeds are memories of those worser hours *, 

I pr’ythee, put them off. 

Kent. Pardon me, dear madam ; 

Yet to be known, shortens my made intent : 

My boon I make it, that you know me not, 

Till time and I think meet. 

Cor. Then be it so, my good lord. — How does 
the king ? C2'o the 

Phys. Madam, sleeps still. 

Cor. O you kind gods, 

Cure this great breach in his abused nature I 
The untun’d and jarring senses, 0, wind up, 

Of this child-changed father! ^ 

Phys. So please your majesty. 

That we may wake the king ? he hath slept long. 

Cor. Be govern’d by your knowledge, and proceed 
I’tlie sway of your own will. Is he array’d ? 

Gent. Ay, madam ; in the heaviness of his sleep, 
We pC't fresh garments on him. 

Phys. Be by, good madam, when we do awake 
X doubt not of his temperance. [him; 

Cor. Very well. 

Phys. Please you, draw near. — Louder the 
music there. 

Cor. O my dear father ! Restoration, hang 
Thy medicine op. my lips ; and let this kiss 
Repair Ihose violent harms, that my two sisters 
liave in thy reverence made ! 

Kent. Kind and dear princess ! 

Cor. Had you not been their father, these white 
liakes 

Had challeng’d pity of them. Was this a face 
To be expos’d against the warring winds? 

To stand against the deep dread-bolted thunder ? 
In the most terrible and nimble stroke 
0,f quick, cross-lightning ? to watch (poor perdu !) 
With this thiu helm ? Mine enemy’s dog, 

Though he had bit me, should have stood that night 
Against my fire ! And wast thou faia, poor father, 
To hovel thee -with swine, and rogues forlorn, 

In short and musty straw ? Alack, alack ! 
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SCENE I .' — The Camp of the British Forces^ 
near Dover. 

Enter ^ with drums and colours, EDivnmD, Eegan, Officers, 
Soldiers, and others, 

Edm, Know of tlie duke, if Ms last purpose 
hold ; 

Or, whether since he is advis'd by aught 
To change the course : He's full of alteration, ] 
And self-reproving -bring his constant: pleasure. 

[ToanOWLCWyivhQgQesout. 

B^eg, Our sister’s man is certainly miscarried. 
Edm, ’Tis to be doubted, madam. 

Reg. Now, sweet lord. 

You know the goodness I intend upon you : 

Tell me, — but truly, — but then speak the truth, 

Do you not love my sister } 

Edm. In honour’d love. 

Reg. But have you never found my brother’s way 
To the forefended place ? 

Edm, That thought abuses you. 

Reg. I am doubtful that you have been conjunct 
And bosom’d with her, as far as we call hers. 
Edm. No, by mine honour, madam. 

Reg. I never shall endure her : Dear my lord, 
Be not familiar with her. 

Edm. Fear me not : — 

She, and the duke her husband, — — • 

Enter Albany, Goneril, and Soldiers. % 

Gon. I had rather lose the battle, than that sister 
Should loosen him and me. IJside. 

Alb. Our very loving sister, well be met. — 

Sir, this I hear, — The king is come to his daughter, 
With others, whom the rigour of our state 
Forc’d to cry out. Where I could not be honest, 
I never yet was valiant : for this business, 

It toucheth us as France invades our land, 

Not bolds the king ; with others, whom, I fear, 
Most just and heavy causes make oppose. 

Edm. Sir, you speak nobly. 

Meg. Why is this reason’d.’ 

Gon. Combine together ’gainst the enemy; 

For these domestic and particular broils 
Are not to question here. 

Alb. Let ps then determine 

With the ancient of war on our proceedings. 

Edm. I shall attend you presently at your tent. 
Reg. Sister, you’ll go with us ? 

Gon. No. , . . , 

Meg. ’Tis most convenient ; pray you, go with us- 
Gon. O, ho, I know the riddle : [AszVd.] I will 


Alb. Stay till I have read the letter, 

Edg. I was forbid it. 

When time shall serve, let but the herald cry, 

And I’ll appear again. lExit. 

Alb. Why^^feLve thee well; I will o’erlook thy 
pa>fer. 

y Re-enter Edmund, 

Edm, The enemy’s in view, draw up you^ 
powers. 

Here is the guess of their true strength and forces 
By diligent discovery ; — but your haste 
Is now urg’d on you. 

Alb. We will greet the time. lExit. 

Edm. To both these sisters have I sworn my 
Each jealous of the other, as the stung [love ; 
Are of the adder. Which of them shall I take 
Both.^* one.’ or neither ? Neither can be enjoy’d, 
If both remain aHve : To take the widow, 
Exasperates, makes mad her sister Goneril; 

And hardly shall I carry out my side, 

Her husband being alive. Now then, we’ll use 
His countenance for the battle ; which being done, 
Let her, who would be rid of him, devise 
His speedy taking off. As for the mercy 
Which he intends to Lear, and to Cordelia, — 

The battle done, and they within our power, 

Shall never see his pardon i for my state 
Stands on me to defend, not to debate. lExit. 


SCENE II. — A Field between the two Camps. 

Alarum within. Enter, with drum and colours, Lear, 
Co'B.tfE.i.iA, and their Forces s and esceunt. 

Enter Edgar and Gloster. 

Edg. Here, father, take the shadow of this tree 
For your good host ; pray that the right may thrive : 
If ever I return to yon again, 

I’ll bring you comfort. 

Glo. Grace go with you, sir ! 

lExit Edgar. 

Alarums,' afterwards a Retreat. Re-enter Edgar. 
Mdg. Away, old man, give me thy han(?, away ; 
King Lear hath lost, he and his daughter ta’en : 
Give me thy hand, come on. 

Glo. No further, sir, a man may rot even here. 
Edg. What, in ill thoughts again ? Men must 
endure 

Their going hence, even as their coming hither : 
Ripeness is all : Come on. » 

Glo. And that’s true too. 

lEs^'Cunt. 


As tliep are gomg out, enter EtiGAR, disgiiised. 

Edg. If e’er your grace had speech with man so 
Hear me one word. [poor, 

Alb. I’ll overtake you Speak. 

[Exeunt Edmund, Began, Goneril, Officers, 
Soldiers, and Attendants. 

Edg. Before you fight the battle, ope this letter. 
If you have victory, let the trumpet sound 
For him that brought it: wretched though I seem, 
I can produce a champion, that will prove 
What is avouched there : If you miscarry, 

Y'our business of the world hath so an end, 

And machination ceases. Fortune love you ! 


SCENE III. — The British wear D oyer. 

Enter, in conquest, with drum and colours, Edmund; 
Lear and: Cordelia, as prisoners i Officers, Soldiers, <$'C* 

Edm. Some officers take them away : good, 
guard; 

Until their greater pleasures first he known 
That are to censure them. 

Cor, We are not the first, 

Who, with best meaning, have incurr’d the worst. 
For thee, oppressed king, am I cast down; 
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Mefhinks, our pleasure might have been demanded, 
Ere you had spoke so for. He led our powers ; 
Bore the commission of my place and person ; 

The which immediacy may well stand up, 

And call itself your brother. 

Go7i. Not so hot : 

In his own grace he doth exalt himself, 

More than in your advancement. 

Eeg, In my rights, 

By me invested, he compeers the best. 

Gon. That were the most, if he should husband 
Ee(j. Jesters do oft prove prophets. [you. 
Gon. Holla, holla ! 

That eye, tliat told you so, look'd but a-squiiit- 
Reg. Lady, I am notw’ell ; else I should answer 
From a full-flowing stomach. — General, 

Take thou my soldiers, prisoners, patrimony ; 
Dispose of them, of me; the walls are thine : 
Witness the world, that I create thee here 
My lord and master. 

Gon. Mean you to enjoy him ? 

Ail). The let-alone lies not in your good will. 
Edm, Nor in thine, lord. 

Alb. Half-blooded fellow, yes. 

Meg. Let the drum strike, and prove my title 
thine. ITO Edmund. 

Alb. Stay yet; hear reason : — Edmund, I arrest 
On capital treason ; and, in thy arrest, [thee 
This gilded serpent: [Pointing to Gon.] — for your 
claim, fair sister, 

I bar it in the interest of my wife ; 

’Tis she is sub-contracted to this lord, 

And J, her husband, contradict your bans. 

If you will marry, make your love to me, 

My lady is bespoke. 

Gon. An interlude ! 

Alb. Thou art arm’d, Gloster Let the trampet 
If none appear to prove upon thy person, [sound : 
Thy heinous, manifest, and many treasons, 

There is my pledge ; [I'h^'ozmng down a glove."] 
I’ll prove it on thy heart. 

Ere I taste bread, thou art in nothing less 
Than I have here proclaim’d thee. 

Reg. Sick, 0, sick! 

Gon. If not, I’ll ne’er trust poison. [JA-Wt?. 
Edm. There’s my exchange : [Throwing dotvn 
a glove*] what in the world he is 
That names me traitor, villain-like he lies : 

Call by thy trumpet : he that dares approach, 

On him, on you, (wdio not .^) I will maintain 
My truth and honour firmly. 

Alb. A herald, ho ? 

Edm. A herald, ho, a herald I 

Alb. Trust to thy single virtue ; for thy soldiers, 
Ail levied in my name, have in my name 
Took their discharge. 

Reg. This sickness grows upon me. 
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JUnter a Herald, 

Alb. She is not well ; convey her to my tent. 

lExit Eegan led. 

Come hither, herald, — Let the trumpet sound, — 
And read out this. 

Sound, trumpet, [A trumget sounds. 

Herald reads. 

< If any man of quality, or degree^ within the lists 
of the army, will maintain upon Edmund, s^np- 
posed earl of Gloster, that he is a manifold traitor, 
let him appear at the third sound of the trumpet • 
He is bold in his defence. 


Myself could else out-frown false fortune’s frown. — 
Shall we not see these daughters, and these sisters 
Lear. No, no, no, no! Come, let’s away to prison : 
We two alone will sing like birds i’the cage : 

When thou dost ask me blessing, I’ll kneel down, 
And ask of thee forgiveness : So we’ll live, 

And pray, and sing, and tell old tales, and laugh 
At gilded butterflies, and hear poor rogues 
Talk of court nevrs ; and well talk with them too, — 
Who loses, and who wins ; who’s in,yho’s out ; — 
And take upon us the mystery of thmg^ 

As if we were God’s spies : And well wear out, 

In a wall’d prison, packs and sects of great ones, 
That ebb and flow by the moon. 

Edm. Take them away. 

Lear. Upon such sacrifices, my Cordelia, 

The gods themselves throw incense. Have I caught 
thee ? 

He that parts us, shaU bring a brand from heaven, 
And fire us hence, like foxes. Wipe thine eyes ; 
The goujeers shall devour them, flesh and fell, 

Ere they shall make us weep : well see them starve 
first. 

Come. iExeunt Lear and Cordelia, guarded. 

Edm. Come hither, captain ; hark. 

Take thou this note ; [giving a paper.] go, follow 
them to prison ; 

One step I have advanc’d thee : if thou dost 
As this instructs thee, thou dost make thy way 
To noble fortunes : Know thou this, — that men 
Are as the time is : to be tender-minded 
Does not become a sword : — Thy great employment 
Will not bear question ; — either say, thou’lt do’t. 
Or thrive by other means. 

Off. I’ll do’t, my lord. 

Edm. About it ; and write happy, when thou hast 
Mark, — I say, instantly ; and carry it so, [done. 
As I have set it down. 

Off. I cannot draw a cart, nor eat dried oats ; 

If it be man’s work, I will do it. [Exit Officer. 


! Flourish. Enter Albany, Goneril, JIegan, Officers, 
j and Attendants. 


Alb. Sir, you have shown to-day your valianl 
strain, 

And fortune led you well : You have the captives 
Who were the opposites of this day’s strife : 

We do require them of you ; so to use them, 

As we shall find their merits and our safety 
May equally determine. 

Edm. Sir, I thought it fit 

To send the old and miserable king 
To some retention and appointed guard ; 

Whose age has charms in it, whose title more, 

To pluck the common bosom on his side, 

And turn our impress’d lances in our eyes [queen ; 
Which do command them. With him I sent the 
My reason all the same ; and they are ready 
To-morrow, or at farther space, to appear 
Where you shall hold your session. At this time, 
We sweat, and bleed: the Triend hath lost his 
friend ; ^ 

And the best quarrels, in the heat, are curs’d 
By those that feel their sharpness : — 

The question of Cordelia, and her father, 

Requires a fitter place. 

^Ib. Sir, by your patience, 

I hold you but a subject of this war, 

Not as a brother. 

; R^9* That’s as we list to grace him. 
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£dm. Sound. .[1 Trumpet 

Her. Again. 12 Trumpet 

Her, Again, [3 Trumpet 

[Trumpet answers iviihin. 

Enter Edgar, armed, preceded try a trumpet 
Alb. Ask Mm Ms purposes, why he appears 
Upon tMs call o’che trumpet. 

Her. What are you .p 

Your name, your quality ? and why you answer 
This present summons ? 

Edg, Know, my name is lost ; 

By treason’s tooth bare gnawn, and canker-bit : 
Yet am 1 noble, as the adversary 
I come to cope withal. 

Alb. Which is that adversary ? 

Edg. Wliat’s he, that speaks for Edmund earl 
of Gloster } 

Edm. Himself ; — ^What say 'st thou to him ? 
Edg. Draw thy sword ; 

That, if my speech offend a noble heart, 

Thy arm may do thee justice : here is mine. 
Behold, it is the privilege of mine honours, 

My oath, and my profession ; I protest, — 

Maugre thy strength, youth, place, and eminence, 
Despite thy victor sword, and fire-new fortune, 

Thy valour, and thy heart, — thou art a traitor : 
False to thy gods, thy brother, and thy father ; 
Conspirant ’gainst this high illustrious prince ; 
And, from the extreraest upward of thy head. 

To the descent and dust beneath thy feet, 

A most toad-spotted traitor. Say thou, ATo, 

This sword, this arm, and my best spirits, are bent 
To prove upon thy heart, whereto I speak, 

Thou liest. 

Edm. In wisdom, I should ask thy name ; 
But, since thy outside looks so fair and warlike. 
And that thy tongue some ’say of breeding breathes, 
What safe and nicely I might well delay 
By rule of knighthood, I disdain and spurn : 

Back do I toss these treasons to thy head ; 

With the hell-hated lie o’erwhelm thy heart ; 
Which, (for they yet glance by, and scarcely bruise,) 
This sword of mine shall give them instant way, 
Where they shall rest for ever. — Trumpets, speak. 

[Alarums. TheyJigM. Edmund 
Alb. O save him, save him ! 

Gon. This is mere practice, Gloster : 

By the law of arms, thou wast not bound to answer 
An unknown opposite ; thou art not vanquish’d, 
But cozen’d and beguil’d. 

Alb. Shut your mouth, dame, 

Or with this paper shall I stop it : — Hold, sir 
Thou worse than any name, read thine own evil : — 
No tearing, lady ; I perceive you know it. 

[Gives the letter to Edmvnb. 
Gon. Say, if I do : the laws are mine, not thine. 
Who shall arraign me for’t ? 

Alb. Most monstrous \ 

Know’ St thou this paper ? 

Gon. Ask me not what I know. 

[Exit Gonbrid. 

Alb. Go after her: she’s desperate ; govern her. 

[To an Officer, who goes out 
Edm. What you have charg'd me with, that have 
I done ; 

And more, much more : the time will bring it out ; 
'Tis past, and so am I : But what art thou, 

That hast this fortune on. me ? If thou art noble, 

I do forgive thee. 

Edg. Let's exchange charity. 


I am no less in blood than thou art, Edmund ; 

If more, the more thou hast wrong’d me. 

My name is Edgar, and thy father’s son. 

The gods are just, and of our pleasant vices 
Make instruments to scourge us : 

The dark and vicious place where thee he got, 
Cost him his eyes. 

Edm. Thou hast spoken right, ’tis true ; 

The wheel is |Jome fuU circle ; I am here. 

A lb. Metl^ught, thy very gait did prophesy 
A royal no^eness : — I must embrace thee ; 

Let sori-ow split my heart, if ever I 
Did hate thee, or thy father I 
Edg. Worthy prince, 

I know it well. 

Alb. Where have you hid yourself.^ 

How have you known the miseries of your father? 
Edg. By nursing them, my lord. — List a brief 
tale ; — 

And when 'tis told, O, that my heart would 
The Moody proclamation to escape, [burst ! — 
That follow’d me so near, (O our lives’ sweetness ! 
That with the pain of death we’d hourly die, 

Rather than die at once !) taught me to shift 
Into a mad-man’s rags ; to assume a semblance 
The very dogs disdain’d ; and in this habit 
Met I my father with his bleeding rings, 

Their precious stones new lost ; became his guide, 
Led him, begg’d for him, sav’d him from despair ; 
Never (O fault !) reveal’d myself unto him. 

Until some half hour past, when I was arm’d, 

Not sure, though hoping, of this good success, 

I ask’d Ms blessing, and from first to last 
Told Mm my pilgrimage : But his flaw’d heart, 
(Alack, too weak the conflict to support !) 

’Twixt two extremes of passion, joy and grief, 

Burst smilingly. 

Edm. This speech of yours hath mov’d me, 
And shah, perchance, do good ; but speak you on ; 
You look as you had something more to say. 

Alb. If ther^ be more, more woful, hold it in ; 
For I am almost ready to dissolve, 

Hearing of this. 

Edg. This would have seem’d a period 

To such as love not sorrow ; but another, 

To amplify too-much, would make much more, 

And top extremity. 

Whilst I was big in clamour, came there a man. 
Who having seen me in my worst estate, 

Shunn’d my abhorr’d society ; but then, finding 
Who ’twas that so endur’d, with his strong arms 
He fasten’d on my neck, and bellow’d out 
As he’d burst heaven ; threw him on my father : 
Told the most piteous tale of Lear and him, 

That ever ear receiv’d : which ift recounting 
His grief grew puissant, and the strings of life 
Began to crack : Twice then the trumpet sounded, 
And there I left him tranc’d. 

Alb. But who was this ? 

Edg. Kent, sir, the banish’d Kent ; who in dis- 
guise 

Follow’d Ms enemy king, and did him service 
Improper for a slave. 

Enter a Gentleman hastily, with a bloody krdfe. 

Gent. Help! help! O help ! 

Edg. What kind of help ? 

Alb. Speak, man, 

Edg. What means that bloody knife ? 

Gent. *Tis hot, it smokes ; , 
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Off. ’Tis true, my lords, he did. 

Lear. Did I not, fellow ? 

I have seen the day, witli my good biting fenhdiion 
I would have made them skip : I am old now, 

And these same crosses spoil me. — 'Who are you.^ 
Mine eyes are none o'the best I’ll tell yon 
straiglit. 

Kent. If fortune brag of two she lovhl and hated, 
One of them we beliold. 

Lear. This is a dull sight : Are you not Kent ? 
Kent. The same ; 

A'our servant Kent : Where is your servant Cains ? 

Lear. He/s a good fellow, I can tell you that ; 
Hell strike, and <piiekiy too : He/s dead and 
rotten. 

Kent. No, niy good lord : I am tire very man ;• — 
Lear. Fll see that straiglit. 

Kent. That, from your first of difference and 
Have follow'd your sad steps. [decay, 

Lear. You are welcome hither. 

Kent. Nor no man else; ail's cheerless, dark, 
and deadly. — 

Your eldest daughters have fore-doom'd themselves, 
And desperately are dead. 

Lear. Ay, so I think. 

Alb. He knows not wdiat he says ; and vain it is 
That we present ns to him. 

Edg, Very bootless. 

Enter an Oificer. 


Enter Lear, with Cordelia dead in Jits arms j Edgar, 
Officer, and others. 

Lear. Howl, howl, howl, howl 1 — 0, you are 
men of stones ; 

Had I your tongues and eyes, I'd use them so 
That heaven's vault should crack: — O, she is gone 
for ever ! — 

I Know when one is dead, and when one lives ; 
She's dead as earth : — Lend me a looking-glass ; 

If that her breath will mist or stain the stone, 
Why, then she liv|is. 

Kent. Is this the promis'd end ? 

Edg. Or image of that horror ? 

Alb. Fall, and cease! 

Lear. This feather stirs ; she lives ! if it be so, 
It is a chance that does redeem all sorrows 
That ever I have felt. 

Kent. O my good master ! IKnecHtig. 

Lear. lY'ythee, away. 

Edg. 'Tis noble I4ent, your friend. 

Lear. A plague upon you, murderers, traitors all! 
I might have sav'd her ; now she’s gone forever ! — 
Cordelia, Cordelia, stay a little. Ha ! 

What is't thou say’st ?•— 'Her voice was ever soft, 
Gentle, and low: an excellent thing in woman : — 
I kill'd the slave that was a hanging thee. 


Off. Edmund is dead, my lord. 

Alb. That's but a trifie here. — 

You lords, and noble friends, know our intent. 
Wlialft comfort to this great decay inay come, 

Shall be applied : For us, we will resign, 

During the life of this old majesty, 

To him our absolute power: — You, to your rights; 

[To Edgar awd.ICENT, 

With hoot, and such nldition as your honours 
Have more thni nun ltd -- \U friends shall taste 
The wages oi Mmi \utuc , nid all foes 
The cup of thui desuvin,,^ — O, see, see! 

Lear. And my pool iool is bang'd 1 No, no, 
no hie : 

Why should a dog, a horse, a rat, have life, 

And thou no breath at all ? 0, thou wilt come no 
Never, never, never, never, never ! — [more. 

Pray you, undo this button : Thank you, sir. — 

Do you see this Look on her, — look, — her lips, — 
Look there, look there ! — 

Edg. He faints ! — My lord, my lord, — 

Kent. Break, heart ; I pr'ythee, break ! 

Edg. Look up, my lord. 

Kent. Vex not his ghost : O, let him. pass I he 
hates him, 

That would upon the rack of this tough world 
Stretch him out longer. 

Edg. O, he is gone, indeed. 

Kent. The wonder is, he hath endur’d so long : 
He but usurp'd his life. [business 

Alb. Bear them from hence- — Our present 
Is general woe. Friends of my soul, you t-wain 

ITo Kenx a7id IiIdgar. 

Rule in this realm, and the gor’d state sustain. 

Kent. I have a journey, sir shortly to go ; 

My master calls-, and I must not say, no. 

Alb. The weight of this sad time %ve must obey; 
Speak what we feel, not what "we ought to say. 

The oldest hath borne most : we, that are young,, 
Shall never see so much, nor live so long. 

lEsceimUwUh a dead march. 


It came even from the heart of — 

Alb. Who, man speak. 

Gent. Your lady, sir, your lady -• and her sister 
By her is poison'd ; she confesses it. 

“ Edm. I was contracted to them both ; all three 
Now marry in an instant. 

Alb. Produce their bodies, be they alive or dead ! 
This judgment of the heavens, that makesus tremble, 
Touches us not with pity. Gentleman. 

Enter Kent. 

£dg. Here comK*’ Kent, sir. 

Jib. 0 ! it is he. 

The time will not allow the compliment, 

Which very manners urges. 

Kent. I am come 

To bid my king and master aye good night ; 

Is he not here ? 

Alh. Great thing of us forgot ! — 

Speak, Edmund, where’s the king ; and w^here’s 
See’st thou this object, Kent ? [Cordelia ?— 
[The bodies o/Goneril and Began are brought in. 
Kent. Alack, why thus ? 

Edm. Yet Edmund was helov'd : 

The one the other poison'd for my sake, 

And after slew herself. 

Alb. Even so. — Cover their faces. 

Edm. I pant for life -Some good I mean to do, 
Despite of mine own nature. Quickly send, — 

Be brief in it, — to the castle ; for my writ 
Is on the life of Lear, and on Cordelia : — 

Nay, send in time. 

Alh. Run, mn, O, run — 

Edg. To whom, my lord ? — Who has the office } 
Thy token of reprieve. [send 

Edm. Well thought on, take my sword, 

Give it the captain. 

Alh. Haste thee, for thy life. Edgar. 

Edm. He hath commission from thy wife and me 
To hang Cordelia in the prison, and 
To lay the blame upon her own despair, 

That she fordid herself. ^ 

Alh. The gods defend her ! Bear him hence 
awhile. [Edmund Ziarwcci^l'’. 





iwii 

lilPlil' 


ROMEO AND JULIET 


PERSONS Pv,EPRESENTEp. 


Abram, sSimnt to Montague. 

An Apothecary. 

Three Musicians. 

Chorus. 

Boy. 

Page to PARrs. 

Peter. 

An OfScer. 

Lady Montague, Wife to Montague. 

Lady Capulet, Wife to Capulet. 

Juliet, Daughter to Capulet, 

Nurse to Juliet. 

Citizens of Verona 
to both Houses i 
Attendants. 

Verona ; once in the Fifth Act, at Mantua, 


l^ARjs, a young Nobleman, Kinsman 
Montague, \ Heads of two Houses, 
Capulet, J each ot 

An Old Man, Uncle to Capulet, 
Romeo, Son to Montague. 
Mebcutio, Kinsman to the Prince , 
Romeo. 

Benvolio, Nephew to Montague, 
Romeo. 

Tybalt, Nephew to Lady Capulet. 
Friar Laurence, a Franciscan. 
Friar John, of the same Order, 
Balthazar, Servant to Romeo. 
Sampson, 1 „ 

Gregory, f Servants to Capulet. 
SCENE , — Durina the ar eater i 


and Friend to 


several Men and Women, relatione 
Maskers, Guards, Watchmen, and 


PROLOGUE, 


Two households, both alike in dignity, 

In fair Verona, where we lay otir scene. 
From ancient grudge break to new mutiny 


The fearful passage of their death -mark'd love, 
And the continnance of their parents’ rage, 
Which, but their children's end, nought could re- 
move, 

Is now the two hours' traffic of our stage ; 

The which if you with patient ears attend, 

What here shall miss, our toil shall strive to 
mend. 


Where civil blood makes civil hands unclean. 
From forth the fatal loins of these two foes 
A pair of star-cross'd lovers take their life ; 
Whose misadventur'd piteous overthrows 


Do, with their death, bury their parents' strife. 


'SemE L--A public .Place, 

Enter Sampson and Gregory, armed with swords and 
bucklers. 

Sam. Gregory, o'my word, we’ll not carry coals. 
Gre* No, for then we should be colliers. 

Sam. I mean, an we be in choler, we'll draw. 
Gre. Ay, while you live, draw your neck out of 


Sam. 'Tis aU one, I will show myself a tyrant ; | 
when I have fought with the men, I will be cruel J 
with the maids ; I will cut off their heads. ^ 

Gre. The heads of the maids 
Sam. Ay, the heads of the maids, or their 
maidenheads ; take it in what sense thou wilt. i 

Gre. They must take it in sense, that feel it. ' 

Sam. Me they shaU feel, while I am able to 
stand : and 'tis known I am a pretty piece of 
flesh. I 

Gre. 'Tis weU, thou art not fl^i ; if thou hadst, ! 
thou hadst been poor John. Draw tliy tool ; here i 
comes two of the house of the Montagues. i 

Enter Abram and Babthazab. j 

Sam. My naked weapon is out ; q^uarrel, I will 
back thee. 

Gre. How? turn thy hack, and run.? 

Sam. Fear me not. 

No, marry : I fear thee I 

Sam. Let us take the lavvof our sides ; let them ! 
begin. ' ■ ■ ■:| 

Gre. I will frown, as I pass by; and let them ' 
take it as they list. 1 

Sam. Nay, as they dare. I will bite my thumb ' 


t^am. A dog or the house or Montague moves me. 

■ Gre. To move is — to stir ; and to be valiant, is 
—to stand to it; therefore, if thou art mov'd, thou 
, rUn’st away. 

Sam. A dog of that house shall move me to 
stand : I will take the wall of any man or maid of 
Montague's. 

Gre. That shows thee a weak slave; for the 
weakest goes to the wall. 

Sam. True ; and therefore women, being the 
weaker vessels, are ever thrust to the wall : — there- 
fore I will push Montague's men from the wall, 
and thrust his maids to the wall. 

G^^e. The quarrel is between our masters, and 
us their men. 
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at them ; •wMch is a disgrace to them, if they 
bear it. 

Abr. Bo you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. 1 do bite my thumb, sir. 

Abr. Bo you bite your thumb at us, sir ? 

Sam. Is the law on our side, if I say — ay ? 

Gre. No. 

Sa7n. No, sir, I do not bite my thumb at you, 
sir ; but I bite my thumb, sir. 

Gre. Do you quarrel, sir ? ^ 

Abr. Quarrel, sir ? no, sir. 

Sam,. If you do, sir, I am for you ^ I serve as 
good a man as you. 

Abr. No better. 

Safii. Well, sir. 

Enter Bbnvolio, at a distance. 

Gre. Say — better; here comes one of my mas- 
ter’s kinsmen. 

Sam. Yes, better, sir. 

Abr. You lie. 

Sam. Draw, if you be men. — Gregory, remem- 
ber thy swashing blow. I'lheyjigM. 

Ben. Part, fools ; put up your swords ; you 
know not what you do. iBeats down their swords. 

Enter Tybalt. 

T^B. What, art thou drawn among these hart- 
less hinds ? 

I Turn thee, Benvolio, look upon thy death. 

Ben. I do but keep the peace ; put up thy 
Or manage it to part these men with me. [sword, 
T^B. What, drawn, and talk of peace ? I hate 
the word, 

As I hate hell, all Montagues, and thee : 

Have at thee, coward. ITkctj fight. 

Enter several partizans of hotli houses, who join the/ray ; 
then enter Citizens, with clubs. 

1 Cit. Clubs, bills, and partizans ! strike ! beat 
them down I 

Down with the Capulets ! Down with the Mon- 
tagues i 

Enter Capulet, in Ms gown / and Lady Capulet. 

Cap. What noise is this?— Give me my long 
sword, ho ! 

Ladg C. A crutch, a crutch !— Why call you 
for a sword ? 

Cap.'' My sword, I say !— Old Montague is 
And flourishes his blade in spite of me. [come, 

E7iter Montague and Lady Montague. 

Mon. Thou villain Capulet,— Hold me not, let 
me go. 

Ladp M. Thou shalt not stir one foot to seek 
a foe. ^ 

Enter Piunce, with Attendants. 

Brin. Rebellious subjects, enemies to peace, 
Profaners of this neighbour-stained steel, — 

Will they not hear.?'— what ho! you men, you 
beasts,— ■ 

That quench the fire of your pernicious rage 
With purple fountains issuing from your veins, 

On pain of torture, from those bloody hands 
Throw your mistemper’d weapons to the ground, 
And hear the sentence of your moved prince.— 
Three civil brawls, bred of an airy word, 

By thee, old Capulet, and Montague, 

Have thrice disturb’d the quiet of our streets ; 

And made Verona’s ancient citizens 


Cast by their grave ])eseeming ornmnents, 

To wield our partizans, in Inuids as old, 

Canker’d wilh peace, to part your canker’d hate : 
If ever you disturb our streets again. 

Your lives shall pay the forfeit of the peace. 

For this tinu;, ail the dt'part a\va\ : 

You, Capulet, shall go along with me ; 

And, Montague, (‘ome you tins afternoon, 

To know our further pleasure in this {‘ase. 

To old Free-town, our (umiinon judgnimit-place. 
Once more, on pain of death, all tnt'n depart. 

l-Ervunt VniscK amt Alii'iniatits ; <' UM cmv Lady 
( Ai’crii'ii’, I Ttf’-Ai/r, Li{iy:<*ns, o/id Servants. 
Mon. V'ho ser this ancient quarrel new a- 
broaidi } — 

Speak, ne])hcw, were you by, wlum it: began ? 

Ben. Mere were flic servants of your adversary, 
And yours, close fighting ere 1 (li(i approach ; 

I drew to part tlunn ; in tlie instant came 
The fiery Tybalt, with his sword prepar’d; 

Which, as he ])reath’d defiaiu^e to my ears, 

He swung about his lu'ad, and cut the witids, 

W’ho, nothing Imrt withal, hiss’d him in scorn : 
While we were interchniiging thrusts and blows, 
Came more and more, and foiiglit on part and part, 
Till the prince came, who parted either part. 

Lady M. O, where is Romeo!— -saw you Mm 
to-day ? 

I am, he was not at this fray." 

Ben. Madam, an hour before the worshipp’d 
Peer’d forth the golden window of the east, [sun 
A troubled mind drave me to walls: abroad ; 

Where, — underneath the grove of sycamore, 

That•^ westward rooteth from the city’s side,— 

So early walking did 1 see your son : 

Towards him I made ; but he vras ’ware of me, 

And stole into the covert of the wood : 

I, measuring his affections by my own, — 

That most are busied when they are most alone, — 
Pursu’d my humour, not pursuing his, 

And gladly shunnTl who gladly fled from me. 

Mon. Many a morning hath he there been seen, 
With tears augmenting the fresh morning’s dew, 
Adding to clouds more clouds with his deep sighs : 
But all so soon as the all-cheering sun 
Should in the further east begin to draw 
The shady curtains from Aurora’s bed, 

Away from light steals home my heavy son, , 

And private in his chamber pens himself ; j 

Shuts up his windows, locks fliir daylight out, 

And makes himself an artificial night : 

Black and portentous must this humour prove, 
Unless good counsel may the cause remove. 

Ben. My noble uncle, do you know the cause? 
Mon. I neither know it, nor can learn of him. 
Ben. Have you importun’d him by any means ? 
Mo7i. Both by myself, and many other friends ; 
But he, his own affections’ counsellor, 

Is to himself — I will not say, how true— 

But to himself so secret and so close, 

So far from sounding and discovery, 

As is the bud bit with an envious worm, 

Ere he can spread his sweet leaves to the air, 

Or dedicate his beauty to the sun. 

Could we but learn from whence his soitow’-s gi’OW;, 
We would as willingly give cure, as know. 

Enter Romeo, at a distance. 

Ben. See, where he comes : So please you, step 
aside ; 

FJl know his grievance, or be much denied. 
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Mon. I would, thou werfc so happy by thy stay, 
To hear true shrift. —Come, madam, let’s away. 

\Bxeunt Montague and Lady. 
Ben. Good morrow, cousin. 

Rom. Is the day so young ? 

Bzn. But new struck nine. 

Rom. Ah me ! sad hours seem long. 

Was that my father that went hence so fast ? 

Ben. It was What sadness lengthen’s Romeo’s 
• hours ? 

Rom. Not having that, which, having, makes 
them short. 

Ben. In love ? 

Rom. Out.— 

Ben. Of love ? 

Rom. Out of her favour, where I am in love. 
Ben. Alas, that love, so gentle in his view, 
Should be so tyrannous and rough in proof! 

Rom. Alas, that love, whose view is muffled still, 
Should, without eyes, see pathways to his will ! 
Where shall we dine ?— -O me I — What fray was 
here } 

Yet tell me not, for I have heard it all. 

Here’s much to do with hate, but more with 
love : — 

Why then, O brawling love I O loving hate ! 

0 any thing, of nothing first create ! 

O heavy lightness ! serious vanity ! 

Mis-shapen chaos of well-seeming forms I 
Feather of lead, bright smoke, cold fire, sick 
health 1 

StiU-waking sleep, that is not what it is ! — 

This love feel I, that feel no love in this. « 

Dost thou not laugh 

Ben. No, coz, I rather weep. 

Uom. Good heart, at what ? 

Ben, At thy good heart’s oppression. 

Rom. Why, such is love’s transgression. — 

Griefs of mine own lie heavy in my breast ; 

Which thou wilt propagate, to have it prest 
With more of thine: this love, that thou hast 
shown, 

Doth add more grief to too much of mine own. 
Love is a smoke rais’d with the fume of sighs ; 
Being purg’d, a fire sparkling in lovers’ eyes ; 
Being vex’d, a sea nourish’d with lovfersV tears : 
What is it else ? a madness most discreet, 

A choking gall, and a preserving sweet. 

Farewell, my coz. [Going. 

Ben. Soft, I will go along ; 

An if you leave me so, you do me wrong. 

Rom. Tut, I have lost myself ; I am not here ; 
This is not Romeo, he’s some other where. 

Ben. Tell me in sadness, who she is you love. 
Rom. What, shall I groan, and tell thee ? 

Ben. Groan P why, no ; 

But sadly tell me, who. 

Rom. Bid a sick man in sadness make his will : — 
Ah, word ill urg’d to one that is so ill ! — 

In sadness, cousin, I do love a woman. 

Ben. I aim’d so near, when I suppos’d you 
, : lov’d.: . 

Rom. A right good marks-manl — ^And she’s ' 
fair I love. i 

Ben. A right fair mark, fair coz, is soonest hit 
Rom. Weil, in that hit, you miss : she ’R not he 
With Cupid’s arrow, she hath Dian’s wit ; [hit 
And, in strong proof of chastity well arm’d, 

From love’s weak childish bow she lives unharm’d. 
She will not stay the siege of loving terms, 


Nor bide the encounter of assailing eyes, 

Nor ope her lap to saint- seducing gold : 

O, she is rich in beauty ; only poor, 

That, when she dies, with beauty dies her store. 
Ben. Then she hath sworn, that she will still 
live chaste ? 

Rom. She hath, and in that sparing makes 
huge waste ; 

For beauty, starv’d with her severity, 

Cuts beauty off from all posterity. 

She is too ^ir, too wise ; wisely too fair, 

To merit bass by making me despair : 

She hath forsworn to love ; and, in that vow, 

Do I live dead, that live to tell it now. 

Ben. Be rul’d by me, forget to think of her. 
Rom. O teach me how I should forget to think. 
Ben. By giving liberty unto thine eyes ; 
Examine other beauties. 

Rom. ’Tis the way 

To call hers, exquisite, in question more : 

These happy masks, that kiss fair ladies’ brows, 
Being black, put us in mind they hide the fair ; 

He, that is strucken blind, cannot forget 
The precious treasure of his eyesight lost ; 

Show me a mistress that is passing fair, 

What doth her beauty serve, but as a note 
Where I may read, who pass’d that passing fair ? 
Farewell ; thou canst not teach me to forget. 

Ben. I’ll pay that doctrine, or else die in debt. 

[Exmnt. 


SCENE II.— J Street. 

Enter Capulet, Faeis, and Servant, 

Cap. And Montague is bound as weU as I, 

In penalty alike ; and ’tis not hard, I think. 

For men so old as we to keep the peace. 

Par, Of honourable reckoning are you both ; 
And pity ’tis, you Rv’d at odds so long. 

But now, my lord, what say you to my suit } 

Cap, But safing o’er what I have said before : 
My chRd is yet a stranger in the world, 

She hath not seen the change of fourteen years ; 
Let two more summers wither in their pride, 

Ere we may think her ripe to be a bride. 

Par. Younger than she are happy mothers made. 
Cap. And too soon marr’d are those so early made. 
The earth hath swallow’d all my hopes but she, 
She is the hopeful lady of my earth : 

But woo her, gentle Paris, get her heart, 

My wiR to her consent is but a part ; 

An she agree, within her scope of choice 
Lies my consent and fair according voice. 

This night I hold an old accustorri^d feast, 
Whereto I have invited many a guest, 

Such as I love ; and you, among the store, 

One more, most welcome, makes my number more. 
At my poor house, look to behold this night 
Earth-treading stars, that make dark heaven light . 
Such comfort, as do lusty young men feel 
When well appareU’d April on the heel 
Of limping winter treads, even such delight 
Among fresh female buds shall you this night 
Inherit at my house ; hear aR, ^ see, 

And like her most, whose merit most shaR be : 
Such, amongst view of many, mine, being one, 
May stand in number, though in reckoning none. 
Come, go with me ; — Go, sirrah, trudge about 
Through fair Verona ; find those persons out, 
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Whose names are written there, [gives a pamper. 1 
and to them say, 

My house and welcome on their pleasure stay. 

[^Exm.nt Capulet and PARfs. 
SefV, Find them out, whose names are written 
here ? It is written — that the shoemaker should 
meddle with his yard, and the tailor with Iris last, 
the fisher with Ms pencil, and the painter with his 
nets ; but I am sent to find those persons, whose 
names are here writ, and can never find what names 
the writing person hath here wn*it. to the 

learned : — In good time. 

Enter Bena^olto and RomIso. 

Ben. Tut, man! one fire burns out another's 
burning. 

One pain is lessen'd by another's anguish ; 

Turn gitldy, and be holp by backward turning ; 

One desperate grief cures Avith another's Ian- 
Take thou some new infection to the eye, [gnish : 
And the rank poison of the old will die; 

Rom. Your piaintain leaf is excellent Ibr that, 
Ben. For what, I pray thee ? 

Rom. For your broken shin. 

Ben. Why, Romeo, art thou mad ? 

Rovn. Not mad, but bound more than a madman 
Shut up in prison, kept without my food, [is ; 
Whipp’d, and tormented, and — Good-e'en, good 
fellow. 

Serv. God gi' good e’en, — I pray, sir, can you 
read ? 

Rom. Ay, mine own fortune in my misery. 

Serv. Perhaps you have learn' d it without book: 
But I pray, can you read any tiling you see ? 

Rom. Ay, if I know the letters, and the language. 
Sen). Ye say honestly ; Rest you merry I 
Rom. Stay, fellow : I can I'ead. {_Iieads. 

Signior Mariiiio, mid his wife and danghters ; 
County Ansekncy and his heawteows sisters; the 
lady leidow of Viiruvicf; Signior Piacentio, and 
Ms lovely nieces ; Merewtio, and his hrother Valen- 
tine; Mine uncle Capulet^ his wife., and daughters ; 
Rfg fair niece Rosalme ; Livia ; S%gnior Valentio^ 
and his cousin Tybalt ; LturiOy and the lively 
Belerm. ' ^ ■ ■' ‘ 

A fair assenihly ; [gives hack the note.'] Whither 
should they come? 

Serv. Up. 

Rom. Whither 

Serv. To supper; to our house. 

Rom. Whose house ? 

Serv. My master's. 

Rom. Indeed, I should have asked you that 
before. 

Now I'll tell you without asking: My 
is the grcut rich Capulet ; and if yon be not 
of the house of Montagues, I pray, come and crush 
cup of wine. Rest you meny. lEsht. 

Ben. At this same ancient feast of Capulet's 
Sups the fair Rosaline, whom tliou so lov'st ; 

With all the admired beauties of Verona : 

Go thither; and, with nnattainted eye. 

Compare her face with some that I shall show, 
And I wall make thee think thy swan a crow. 

Rom. When the devout religion of mine eye 
Maintains such falsehood, then turn tears to fires ! 
And these, — who, often drown'd, could never die,— - 
Transparent heretics, be burnt for liars ! 

One fairer than my love I the all-seeing sun 
e'er saw her match, since first the world begun* 
Ben, Tut 1 you saw her fair, none else being by, 


Herself pois’d with luM-si-lfiii oitber eye : 

But in those crystal siiaU-s, let tiu're be weigh'd 
Your lady’s lovt^ against stnue otlier maid 
That I will sliovr you, shining at this feast, 

And she shall .scant show av(‘11. that now shows best 
Row. I'ii go along, no such siglil; to be shown, 
But to rtyoice in spleiuloiir mine own. lExeimt. 


SCENE III.— .4 Room hi Capulet's House. 

Enter feg/v (Laihojot aa.'rNurac. 

Lady C. Nurse, whenfs my daughter ? call her 
forth, to nie. 

Nurse. No>v, by my maiden-head, — at twelve 
year old, — 

I bade her come. — Wliai, lamb ! what, lady-bird! — 
Godforbidl — w!u’r('’s this girl.^ — wdiat, Juliet! . 


Jnl. How now, wiuk {’'dt ? 

Nurse. V<uir nmther. 

Jui. Madam, I am here. 

W’htP is your will ? 

Lady C. Tliis is the matter: — Nurse, give leave 
awhile, 

W'e must talk in se(*rel. — Nurse, come back again ; 
I have remember’d me, thou shiilt hear our counsel. 
Thou know'st, my daughter’s of a pretty age. 
Nur.se. ’Faith, I can tell lu‘r age unto an Iiouiv 
Lady C, She's not finirltieu. 

Nurse. TU lay fourteen of my teeth, 

And-^yet, to my teen bc^ it s])nken, I havt^ ]H,it four, — 
She is not fourteen— How kmg is it now 
To Lainmas-lid(‘ ? 

Lady C. A fortuiglit, and odd days. 

Nurse. Even or odd, of ail days in the year, 
Come Lammas-cve at uigM , sliall she be fourteen. 
Susan and she,— Goil rest all Christian souls! — 
Were of an age. — Well, Susan is with God ; 

She was too good for me : But, as I said, 

On Lamnias-eve at night shall slu; he fourteen ; 
That shall she, marry ; I remember it. wcdl. 

'Tis since the eartlupiake now eleven years ; 

And she was wean'd, — 1 nevtu' shall forget it, — 

Of all the days of the yc*ar, mpon that day : 

For I had then laid wormwood to !ny dug, 

Sitting in the sun under the dove-liouse AiaU, 

My lord and you. we.re then at Mantua : — 

Nay, I do bear a brain : — .but, as I said. 

When it did taste the AvormwocKl on the nipple 
Of my dug, and felt it bithu*, pretty fool! 

To see it tetchy, and fall out with the dug. 

Shake, quoth the dove-house : 'twas no need, I 
To bid me trudge. [trow, 

And since that time it is eleven y<^ars : 

For then she could stand alon(‘ ; luiy, by the rood, 
She coAild have run and waddled all about. 

For even the day before, she broke her brow : 

And then my husband — God he Avith his soul ! 

'A was a merry man ; — took up the child : 

quoth he, dost thou fall upon thy face 7- 
Thou wilt fall backward, when thou hast more wit; 
Wilt thou not, Jule7 and, by my holy dam, 

The pretty wretch left crying, and said— 

To see now, how a jest shall come about! 

I warrant, an I should live a thousand years, 

I never should foi'get it ; Wilt thou not, Jute . 

I quoth he : 

^ And, pretty fool, it stinted, and said— 
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SCENE lY. 


SCENE IV.—^ Street. 


Lady €. Enough of &is ; I pray tb.ee, hold thy 
peace. , 

Nurse, Yes, madam ; yet I cannot choose but 
laugh, ^ , 

To think it should leave crying, and say — Jy : 

And yet, I warrant, it had upon its brow 
A bum^as big as a young cockerel's stone ; 

A parlous knock ; anf it cried bitterly. 

Tea, quoth my husband, faIVst upon thy face ? 
Thou wilt fall backward, when thou com^ st to age; 
WiU thou not, Jule 9 it stinted, and said — Ay. 

Jill. And stint thou too, I pray thee, nurse, say I, 
Nurse, Peace, I have done. God mark thee to 
his grace! 

Thou wast the prettiest habe that e'er I nurs’d : 

An I might live to see thee married once, 

I have my wish. 

Lady C. Marry, that marry is the very theme i 
I came to talk of: — ^Tell me, daughter Juliet, 

How stands your disposition to be married ? 

JuL It is an honour that I dream not of. 

Nurse. An honour 1 were not I thine only nurse, 
I’d say, thou hadst suck’d wisdom from thy teat. 
Lady C. Well, think of marriage now; younger 
than you, 

Here in Verona, ladies of esteem, 

Are made already mothers : by my count, 

I was your mother much upon these years 
That you are now a maid. Thus then, in brief ; — 
The valiant Paris seeks you for his love. 

Nurse, A man, young lady 1 lady, such a man, 
As all the world — Why, he’s a man of wax. 

Lady C. Verona’s summer hath not such a flower. 
Nurse. Nay, he’s a flower; in faith, a very flower. 
Lady C. What say you.^ can you love the gen- 
tleman ? 

This night you shall behold him at our feast : 

Read o’er the volume of young Paris’ face, 

And find delight writ there with beauty’s pen ; 
Examine every several lineament, 

And see how one another lends content ; 

And what obscur’d in this fair volume lies, 

Find written in the margin of his eyes. 

This precious book of love, this unbound lover, 

To beautify him, only lacks a cover : 

The fish lives in the sea ; and ’tis much pride, 

For fair without the fair, within to hide ; 

That book in many’s eyes doth share the glory, 

That in gold clasps locks in the golden story ; 

So shall you share all that he doth possess, 

By having him, making yourself no less. 

Nurse. No less ? nay, bigger; women grow by 
men. 

Lady C. Speak briefly, can you like of Paris’ 

■■■•love ? ■ ' ' 

Jul. I’li look to like, if looking liking move : 

But no more deep will I endart mine eye, 

Than your consent gives strength to make it fly. 

Servant. 

Serv. Madam, the guests are come, supper 
served up, you called, my young lady asked for, 
the nurse cursed in the pantry, and every thing in 
extremity. I must hence to wait ; I beseech you, 
follow straight. 

Lady C, We follow thee. — Juliet, the county 
stays, 

Nime, Go, girl, seek happy nights to happy 
days, [ Exeunt. 


Lnier Bomno, Mbbcdtio, BEnroLio, with Five or Six 
Maskers, Torch-bearers, and others. 

Mom. What, shall this speech be spoke for our 
Or shall we on without apology ? [excuse ? 

iBen. The date is out of such prolixity : 

Well have no Cupid hood-wink’d with a scarf, 
Bearing a Taijfcar’s painted bow of lath, 

Scaring the ladies like a crow-keeper ; 

Nor no withont-book prologue, faintly spoke 
After the prompter, for our entrance : 

But let them measure us by what they will, 

We’ll measure them a measure, and be gone. 

Rom. Give me a torch, — I am not for this am- 
Being but heavy, I will bear the light. [bling; 
Mer. Nay, gentle Romeo, we must have you 
dance. 

Rom. Not I, believe me : you have dancing shoes, 
With nimble soles : I have a soul of lead, 

So stakes me to the ground, I cannot move. 

Mer. You are a lover, borrow Cupid’s wings, 

And soar with them above a common bound. 

• Rom. I am too sore enpierced with his shaft, 

To soar with his light feathers ; and so bound, 

I cannot bound a pitch above dull woe : 

Under love’s heavy burden do I sink; 

Mer. And, to sink in it, should you burden love ; 
Too great oppression for a tender thing. 

Rom. Is love a tender thing } it is too rough, 

Too rude, too boist’rous ; and it pricks like thorn. 
Mer, If love be rough with you, be rough with 
love ; ' 

Prick love for pricking, and you beat love down. — j 
Give me a case to put my visage in : | 

^Putting on a mask. { 

A visor for a visor ! — what care I, 

What curious eye doth quote deformities } j 

Here are the beetle-brows, shall blush for me. i 
Ben. Come, knock, and enter ; and no sooner in, 
But every man betake bim to his legs. 

Rom. A torcS for me : let wantons, light of heart, 
Tickle the senseless rushes with their heels ; 

For I am proverb’d with a grandsire phrase, — 

I’ll be a candle-holder, and look on, — 

The game was ne’er so fair, and I am done. 

Mer. Tut! dun’s the mouse, the constable’s 
own word : • 

If thou art dun, we’ll draw thee from the mire 
Of this (save reverence) love, wherein thou stick’st 
Up to the ears. — Come, we burn day-light, ho, 

Rom. Nay, that’s not so. 

Mer. I mean, sir, in delay 

We waste our lights in vain, like lamps by day. 

Take our good meaning ; for our judgment sits 
Five times in that, ere once in our five wits, 

Rom. And we mean well, in going to this mask ; 
But ’tis no wit to go. I 

Mer. Why, may one ask ? 

Rom. I dreamt a dream to-night. 

Mer. And so did I. 

Rom. Well, what was yours ? 

Mer. That dreamers often lie. 

Rom. In bed, asleep, while they do dream things 
true. 

Mer. O, then, I see, queen Mab hath been 
with you. 

She is the fairies’ midwife ; and she comes 
In shape no bi^er than an agate-stone 
On the fore-finger of an alderman, 
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Drawn with a team of little atomies 
Athwart men's noses as they lie asleep : 

Her waj^gon- spokes made of long spinners’ "legs ; 
The cover, of the wings of grasshoppers ; 

The traces, of the smallest spider's web ; 

The collars, of the moonshine’s wat'ry beams ; 

Her whip, of cricket’s bone ; the lash, of film : 

Her waggoner, a small grey-coated gnat, 

Not half so big as a round little worln 
Prick’d from the lazy finger of a maid ; 

Her chariot is an empty hazel-niit, 

Made by the joiner sqnirrel, or old grub, 

Time out of mind the fairies’ coach-makers. 

And in this state she gallops night by night 
Through lovers’ brains, and then they dream of love: 
On courtiers’ knees, that dream on coiirt’sies straight : 
O’er lawy^ers’ fingers, who straight dream on fees : I 
O’er ladies' lips, who straight on kisses dream ; 
Which oft the angry Mab with blisters plagues, 
Because their breaths with sweet-meats tainted are. 
Sometime she gallops o'er a courtier’s nose, 

And then dreams he of smelling out a suit : 

And sometimes comes she with a tithe-pig’s tail, 
Tickling a parson's nose as 'a lies asleep, 

Then dreams he of another benefice ; 

Sometime she driveth o’er a soldier's neck, 

And then dreams he of cutting foreign throats, 

Of breaches, ambnscadoes, Spanish blades, 

Of healths five fathom deep ; and then anon 
Drums in his ear ; at which he starts, and wakes ; 
And, being thus frighted, swears a prayer or two, 
And sleeps again. This is that very Mab, 

That plats the manes of horses in the night ; 

And bakes the elf-locks in foul sluttish hairs, 
Which, once untangled, much misfortune bodes. 
This is the hag, when maids lie on their backs, 
That presses them, and learns them first to bear, 
Making tliem women of good carriage, 
i This, tills is she — • 

Row. Peace, peace, Mercutio, peace ; 

Thou talk’st of nothing. ^ 

Mer. True, I talk of dreams ; 

Which are the children of an idle brain, 

Begot of nothing but vain fantasy ; 

Which is as thin of substance as the air ; 

And more inconstant than the wind, who woos 
Even now the frozen bosom of the north, 

And, being anger’d, puffs away from thence, 
Turning his face to the dew-dropping south. 

Ben. This wind, you talk of, blows us from 
. '.' ourselves , ■ ' 

Supper is done, and we shall come too late. 

Rom. I fear, too early : for my mind misgives, 
Some consequence, yet hanging in the stars, 

Shall bitterly b%in his fearful date 

With this night’s revels ; and expire the term 

Of a despised life, clos'd in my breast, 

By some vile forfeit of untimely death : 

But He, that hath the steerage of my course, 
Direct my sail !— -On, lusty gentlemen. 

Ben. Strike, drum, IBxmnt 


SCENE Hall in Capulbt's House. , 

Musicians waiting. Enter Servants. 

1 Serv. Where’s Potpan, that he helps not to 

take away? he shift a trencher! he scrape a 
trencher ! . ' , 

2 Serv When good manners shall lie all in one 


or two men’s hands, and they unwashed too, 'tis a 
foul thing. 

1 ScTV. Away with the joint-stools, remove the 

court-enpboard, look to ihe pS;*te : g-ood thou, 

save me a piece of marclipane ; and, as thou lovest 
me, let the porter let in Susan (■Iriiidsto'iie, and 
Nell, — Antony! and Fotprin ! 

2 SoTih Ay, boy ; reaciy. 

1 Sen). You are h^okt'.d for, and (billed for, asked 
for, and sought for, in tlie great ehandKO*. 

2 Serv. We cannot ])e lunai and there too. — 

Cheerly, boys ; be brisk a wbile, and the longer 
liver take ail. [ The)} ratin' hdi 'ind. 

Enter CAPtn-KT, 4‘r. with the GnejiB, and the lifiislcoro. 
Cap. Gentlemen, welcome ! ladies, that have theii 
toes 

Unplagued with corns, will have a bout with you . 
Ah ha, my mistresses ! wliich of you all 
Will BOW deny to dance ? she that makes dainty, she, 
I’ll swear, hath corns ; Am I come near you now ? 
You are welcome, gentlemen ! I have seen the day, 
That I have worn a visor ; and cjould tell 
A whispering tale in a fair lady's ear, 

Such as would please 'tis gone, ’tis gone, 'tis 
gone: [play. 

You are welcome, gentlemen !-— Come, musicians, 
A hall ! a had ! give room, and foot it, girls. 

IjMusic piai/s, ami tlieij dance. 
More light, ye knaves *, and turn the tables up, 
And quench tlie fire, the room is grown too hot.— 
Ah, sirrah, this unlook’d-for sport comes well. 
Najq sit, nay, sit, good cousin Capuiet; 

For you and I are past our dancing days : 

How long is’t now, since last yourself and I 
Were in a mask? ■ 

2 Cap. By’rLady, thirty years. 

1 Cap. What, man ! 'tis not so mucli, 'tis not 

so much : 

’Tis since the nuptial of Luceiitio, 

Come pentecost as quickly as it will, 

Some five-and-tweuty years ; and then we mask'd. 

2 Cap. 'Tis more, 'tis more : his son is elder, sir ; 
His son is thirty. 

1 Cap. Will you tell me that 

His son was but a ward two years ago. 

Rom. "Wliat lady’s that, wduch doth enrich the 
Of yonder knight [hand 

Serv. I know not, sir. 

Rom . O, she doth teach the torches to burn bright ’ 
Her beauty hangs upon the cheek of night 
Trike a rich jewel in an Ethiop’s ear : 

Beauty too rich for use, for earth too dear ! 

So shows a snowy dove trooping with crows, 

As yonder lady o’er her fellows shows. 

The measure done, I’ll watch her place of stand, 
And, touching hers, make happy my rude hand. 
Did my heart love till now ? forswear it, sight ! 
I^or X ne’er saw true beauty till this nighh 

Tyh. Tins, by his voice, should be a Montague : — 
Fetch me my rapier, boy : — What ! dares the slave 
Come hither, cover'd with an antic face, 

To fieer and scorn at our solemnity ? 

Now, by the stock and honour of my kin, 

To strike him dead I hold it not a sin. 

1 Cap. Why, how now, kinsman.^ wherefore 
storm you so ? 

Tyh. Uncle, this is a Montague, our foe ; 

A villain, that is hither come in spite, 

To scorn at our solemnity this night. 
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1 Cap. Young Romeo is’t ? 

Tis he, that villain Romeo. 
1 Cap. Content thee, gentle coz, let him alone, 
He bears him like a portly gentleman ; 

And, to say truth, Verona brags of him, 

To be a virtuous and weil-govern'd youth : 

I would not for the wealth of all this town, 

Here in my house, do him disparagement : 
Therefore be patient, take no note of him, 

It is my will; the which if thou respect, 

Show a fair presence, and put oif these frowns, 

An ill-beseeming semblance for a feast. 

Tyb, It fits, when such a villain is a guest ; 

I ’ll n 0 1 endiu'e him . 

I Cap. He shall be endur’d ; 

What, goodman boy ! — I say, he shall ; — Go to ; — 
Am I the master here, or you ? go to. 

You’ll not endure him! — God shall mend my 
soul— 

You’ll make a mutiny among my guests . 

You will set cock-a-hoop I you’ll be the man ! 

Tyb. "Why, uncle, ’tis a shame. 

1 Cnjt). Go to, go to, 

You are a saucy boy : — Is’t so, indeed ? — 

This trick may chance to scath you ; I know what. 
You must contrary me ! marry, ’tis time — 

Well said, my hearts : — ^You are a princox ; go ; — 
Be quiet, or — More light, more light, for shame ! — 
I’ll make you quiet ; What! — Cheerly, my hearts. 

Tyb. Patience perforce with wilful choler meeting 
Makes my flesh tremble in their different greeting. 
I will withdraw : but this intrusion shall, 

Now seeming sweet, convert to hitter gall, 

Horn. If I profane with my unworthy hand 

[To Juliet. 

This holy shrine, the gentle fine is this, — 

My lips, two blushing pilgrims, ready stand 

To smooth that rough touch with a tender kiss. 
Jul. Good pilgrim, you do wrong your hand too 
much. 

Which mannerly devotion shows in this ; 

For saints have hands that pilgrims’ hands do touch, 
And palm to palm is holy palmers’ kiss. 

Rom. Have not saints lips , and holy palmers too ? 
Jul. Ay, pilgrim, lips thatthey must use in prayer, 
Rom. O then, dear saint, let lips do what hands do ; 

They pray, grant thou, lest faith turn to despair. 
Jul. Saints do notmove, though grant forprayers’ 
sake. [take. 

Rom. Then move not, while my prayer’s effect I 
Thus from my lips, by yours, my sin is purg’d. 

Causing her. 

Jul. Then have my lips the sin that they have took, 
Rom. Sin from my lips? O trespass sweetly 
Give me my sin again. [urg’d I 

Jul. You kiss by the book. 


Uurse. Madam, your mother craves a word with 
Rom. What is her mother? [you. 

JTwrse. Marry, bachelor, 

Her mother is the lady of the house, 

And a good lady, and a wise, and virtuous : 

I nurs’d her daughter, that you talk’d withal ; 

I tell you,— he, that can lay hold of her, 

Shall have the chinks. 

Rom, ^ Is she a Capiilet ? 

0 dear account 1 my life is my foe’s debt. 

Ren. Away, begone ; the sport is at the best. 
Rom. Ay, so I fear ; the more is my unrest. 

1 Cap. Nay, gentlemen, prepare not to be gone ; 
We have a trifling foolish banquet towards. 

Is it e’en so ?* Why, then I thank you all ; 

1 thank you, honest gentlemen ; good night : — 
More torches here ! — Come on, then let’s to bed. 
Ah, sirrah, [ To 2 Cap.'] by my fay, it waxes late ; 
I’ll to my rest. [_Exmnt all but Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Come hither, nurse: -What is yon gentleman? 
Nurse. The son and heir of old Tiberio. 

Jul. What’s he, that now is going out of door? 
Nurse. Marry, that, I think, he young Petruchio. 
Jul. What’s he, that follows there, that would 
not dance ? 

Nurse. I know not. 

Jul, Go, ask his name : — ^if he be married, 

My grave is like to be my wedding bed. 

Nurse. His name is Romeo, and a Montague ; 
The only son of your great enemy. 

Jul. My only love sprung from my only hate 1 
Too early seen unknown, and known too late ! 
Prodigious birth of love it is to me, 

That I must love a loathed enemy. 

Nurse. What’s this ? What’s this ? 

Jtil. A rhyme I learn’d even now 

Of one I danc’d withal. iOne calls within^ Juliet, 
Nurse. Anon, anon : — 

Come, let’s away ; the strangers all are gone. 

lExeimt. 

♦ Enter Chorus. 

Now old desire doth in his death-bed lie, 

And young affection gapes to be his heir ; 

That fair, for which love groaned, and would die, 
WTth tender Juliet match'd, is now not fair. 

Now Romeo is belov’d, and loves again, ^ 

Alike bewitched by the charm of looks ; 

But to his foe suppos’d he must complain. 

And she steal love’s sweet haitfrom fearful hooks : 
Being held a foe, he may not have access 

To breathe such vows as lovers used to swear ; 
And she as much in 


love, her means much less 
To meet her new-beloved any where : 

But passion lends them power, tim^ means to meet, 
Temp’ ring extremities with exti'eme sweet. {Exit. 


ACT II 


SCENE I . — An open Place adjoining Capulet’s 
Garden. 

Enter Romeo, 

Rom. Can I go forward, when my heart is here ? 
Turn back, dull earth, and find thy centre out, 

climbs the imllt and leaps down within it. 
Enter Benvolio, and Mercutio. 

Re7i. Romeo 1 my cousin Romeo ! 

Met, He is wise ; 


And, on my life, hath stolen Mm home to bed. 
Ben. He ran this way, and leap’ d this orchard 
wall : 

Call, good Mercutio. 

Mer. Nay, I’ll conjure too, 

Romeo I humours ! madman I passion ! lover 1 
Appear thou in the likeness of a sigh, 

Speak but one rhyme, and I am satisfied; 

Cry but— Ah met couple hut^— love and dovb-s—. . 
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Speak to my gossip Venus one fair word, 

One nick-name for her purblind son and, heir, 
Young Adam Cupid, he that shot so trim, ' 

When king Cophetua lov’d the beggar-maid — 

He heareth not, stirreth not, he moveth not ; 

The ape is dead, and I must conjure him. — 

I conjure thee by Rosaline’s bright eyes, 

By her high forehead, and her scarlet lip. 

By her fine foot, straight leg, and quivering thigh, 
And the demesnes that there adjacent lie, 

That in thy likeness thou appear to us., 

Ben. An if he hear thee, thou wilt auger him. 
Mer. This cannot anger Mm : ’twould anger him 
To raise a spirit in his mistress’ circle 
Of some strange nature, letting it there stand 
Till she had laid it, and conjur’d it down ; 

That were some spite : my invocati 

Is fair and honest, and, in his mistress’ name, 

I conjure only but to raise up him. 

Ben. Come, he hath hid himself among those 
trees, 

To be consorted with the humorous night : 

Blind is his love, and best befits the dark. 

Mer. If love be blind, love cannot hit the mark. 
Now will he sit under a medlar tree, 

And wish his mistress were that kind of fruit, 

As maids call medlars, when they laugh alone. — 
Romeo, good .night; — i’ll to my trucMe-bed ; 

This field-bed is too cold for me to sleep : 

Come, shaU we go ? 

Ben. Go, then ; for ’tis in vain 

To seek him here, that means not to be found. 

[Exeunt. 


Rom . He jests at scars, thatnever felt a wound.— 
[Juliet appears abovet at a window. 
.But, soft! what light through yonder window 
breaks! A 

It is the east, and Juliet is the sun ! — 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 

Who is already sick and pale with grief, 

That thou her maid art far more fair than she ; 

Be not her maid, since she is envious ; 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it ; cast it off. — 

It is my lady ; O, it is my love : 

0, that she knew she were I — 

She speaks, yet she says nothing ; What of that ? 
Her eye discourses, I will answer it. — 

I am too bold, ’tis not to me she speaks : 

Two of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 

Haring some buriness, do entreat her eyes 
To twinkle- in their spheres till they return. 

What if her eyes were there, they in her head ? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 
As daylight doth a lamp ; her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright, 
That birds would sing, and think it were not night. 
See, how she leans her cheek upon her hand ! 

0, that I were a glove upon that hand, 

That I might touch that cheek ! 

JuL Ah me ! 

Rom. She speaks 

0, speak again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o’er my head, 

As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wond’ring eyes 


Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 

When he bestrides the iazy-pacing clouds, 

And sails upon the bosom of the air. 

Jul. O Romeo, Romeo ! wherefore art thou 
Romeo ? 

Deny thy father, and refuse thy name : 

Or, if thou wilt not, be but swmrn my love, 

And I’ll no longer be a Capulet. 

Bom. Shall I hear more, or shall I speak at this ? 

[yld’ldfc*. 

Jul ’Tis but thy name, that is my enemy;— 
Thou art thyself though, not a Montague. 

What’s Montague ? it is nor hand, nor foot, 

Nor arm, nor face, nor any other part 
Belonging to a man. O, be some other name ! 
What’s in a name 1 that w'hich w/e call a rose, 

By any other name would smell as sweet ; 

So Romeo would, were he not Romeo call’d, 
Retain that dear perfection which he owes, 
Without that title ; — Romeo, doff thy name ; 

And for that name, which is no part of thee, 

Take all myself. 

Rom. I take thee at thy word : 

Call me but love, and I’ll be new baptiz’d ; 
Henceforth I never will be Romeo. 

Jul. What man art thou, that, thus bescreen’d 
in night, 

So stumblest on my counsel ? 

Rom. By a name 

I know not how to tell thee who I am : 

My name, dear saint, is hateful to myself, 

Because it is an enemy to thee ; 

HaiM it written, I would tear the word. 

Jul My ears have not yet drunk a hundred 
words 

Of that tongue’s utterance, yet I know the sound ; 
Art thou not Romeo, and a Montague ? 

Rom. Neither, fair saint, if either thee dislike. 
Jul. How cam’st thou hither, teU me? and 
wherefore? 

The orchard wails are high, and hard to climb ; 
And the place death, considering who thou art, 

If any of my kinsmen find thee here. 

Rom. With love’s light wings did I o’er-percL 
these waUs ; 

Tor stony limits cannot hold love out ! 

And what love can do, that dares love attempt ; 
Therefore thy kinsmen are no let to me. 

Jill If they do see thee, they will murder thee. 
Rom. Alack ! there lies more peril in thine eye, 
Than twenty of their swords ; look thou but sweet, 
And I am proof against their enmity, 

Jul. I would not for the world, they saw thee 
• here, ■ " . ■■ ^ ■ 

Rom. I have night’s cloak to hide me from their 
sight ; 

And, hut thou love me, let them find me here *. 

My life were better ended by their hate, 

Than death prorogued, wanting of thy love. 

Jul By whose direction found’ st thou out this 
place ? 

Rom.. By love, who first did prompt me to in- 
quire ; 

He lent me counsel, and I lent him eyes. 

I am no pilot ; yet, wert thou as far 

As that vast shore wash’d with the farthest sea, 

I would adventure for such merchandise. 

Jul Thou know’ St, the mask of night is on my 
face ; 

1 Else would a maiden blush bepaint my cheek, 


SCENE II. — Capulet’s Garden. 
Enter Romeo. 



SCENE IIL 


■Fkiar Laurence’s CelL 
Enter Frlaji Laurence, wit% a hasket 
FrL The grey-ey’d mom smiles on the frowning 
night, 

Checkering the eastern clouds with streaks of liffht ! 

A ] .1 _ . 1 T 1 , ° 


Re-enter Juliet, above. 

J til. Three words, dear Romeo, and good night, 
indeed. 

If that thy bent of love be honourable, 

Thy purpose marriage, send me word to-morrow, 
By one that I’ll procure to come to thee, 

Where, and what time, thou wilt nerform the rite; 
And ail my fortunes at thy foot I’ll lay, 

And follow thee my lord throughout the world. 


And flecked darkness like a drunkard reels 
Fromforth day’s path-way, made by Titan’s wheels 
Now ere the sun advance his burning eye, 

The day to cheer, and night’s dank dew to dry, 

I must up-fiU this osier cage of ours, 

With baleful weeds, and precious-juiced flowers. 
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For that which thou hast heard me speak to-night 
Fam would I dwell on form, fain, fain deny 
mat I have spoke ; But farewell compliment ! 
Dost thou love me ? I know, thou wilt say— Ay ; 
And I will take thy word : yet, if thou swear’st, 
Ihou may st prove false ; at lovers’ perjuries, 
They say, Jove laughs. O, gentle Romeo, 

If thou dost love, pronounce it faithfully ; 

Or if thou think’st I am too quickly won, 

I’ll frown, and be peiwerse, and say thee nay, 

So thou wilt woo ; but, else, not for the world. 

In truth, fair Montague, I am too fond ; 

And therefore thou may’st think my ’haviour light: 
But trust me, gentleman, I’ll prove more true 
Than those that have more cunning to he strange. 

I should have been more strange, I must confess 
But that thou over-heard’ st, ere I was ’ware, 

My truelove’s passion : therefore pardon me 
And not impute this yielding to light love, 

Which the dark night hath so discovered. 

Mm. Lady, by yonder blessed moon I swear. 
That tips with silver all these fruit-tree tops,— 
Jul. O, swear not by the moon, the inconstant 
That monthly changes in her circled orb, [moon 
Lest that thy love prove likewise variable. 

.Rom. What shall I swear by ? 

^ Do not swear at all ; 

Or, if thou wilt, swear by thy gracious self, 

Which is the god of my idolatry, 

And ni believe thee. 

Mm. If my heart’s dear love — 

Jul. Well, do not swear ; although I joy in thee, 

I have no joy of this contract to-night : , 

It is too rash, too unadvis’d, too sudden ; 

Too like the lightning, which doth cease to be, 

Ere one can say— It lightens. Sweet, good night ! 
This bud of love, by summer’s ripening breath, 

May prove a beauteous flower when nest we meet. 
Good night, good night I as sweet repose and rest 
Come to thy heart, as that within my breast ! 

Mm. O, wilt thou leave me so unsatisfied ? 

«/ ul. What satisfaction canst thou have to-night 
Mm. The exchange of thy love’s faithful vow for 
mine. 

Jul I gave thee mine before thou did’st requestit: 
And yet I would it were to give again. 

Mm. Would’st thou withdraw it ? for what pur- 
pose, love ? 

Jul. But to be frank, and give it thee again. 

And yet I wish but for the thing I have : 

My bounty is as boundless as the sea, 

My love as deep ; the more I give to thee, 

The more I have, for both are infinite. 

[Nurse caZZ.? mWn 

I hear some noise within ; Dear love, adieu ! 

Anon, good nurse !— Sweet Montague, be true. 

Stay but a little, I will come again. IBm 

Rem. O blessed blessed night ! I am afeard, 

Being in night, all this is but a dream, 

Too flattering-sweet to he substantial. 


Nurse. [fFit/nn.] Madam. 

Jul. I come, anon : — But if thou mean’st not 
. well, 

I do beseech thee, — 

Nurse. [Willtin.] Madam. 

By and by, I come 

To cease thy suit, and leave me to my grief: 
To-morrow will I send. 

Mm. 3 So thrive my soul, — 

Jul. A thousand times good night ! 

Mm. A thousand times the worse, to want thv 
l%ht- 

Love goes toward love, as school-boys from their 
books ; 

But love from love, toward school with heavy looks. 

[Retiring slowly. 

Re-enter Juliet, above. 

Jul. Hist! Romeo, hist! — 0, for a falconer’s 
voice, 

To lure this tassel gentle back again I 
Bondage is hoarse, and may not speak aloud ; 

Else would I tear the cave where Echo lies, 

And make her airy tongue more hoarse than mine 
With repetition of my Romeo’s name. 

Mm. It is my soul, that calls upon my name : 
How silver-sweet sound lovers’ tongues by night, 
Like softest music to attending ears ! 

Jul. Romeo I 

Mm. My sweet ! 

Jy^i- At what o’clock to-morrow 

Shall I send to thee ? 

Mm. At the hour of nine. 

Jul. I will not fail ; ’tis twenty years till then. 

I have forgot why I did call thee back. 

Mm, Let me stand here till thou remember it. 
Jul. I shall forget, to have thee still stand there, 
Rememb’ring how I love thy company. 

Mm. And I’ll still stay, to have thee still forget, 
Forgetting any other home but this. 

Jul. ’Tis almost morning, I would have thee gone : 
And yet no further than a wanton’s bird ; 

Who lets it hop a little from her hand, 

Like a poor prisoner in his twisted gyves, 

And with a silk thread plucks it back again, 

So loving-jealous of his liberty. 

Mm. 1 would, I were thy bird. 

Jul. Sweet, so would I ; 

Yet I should kill thee with much cherishing. 
Goodnight, goodnight! partingis such sweet sorrow 
That I shaU say — good night, till it be morrow, 

{Escit. 

Rom. Sleep dwell upon thine eyes, peace in thy 
breast! — 

’Would I were sleep and peace, so sweet to rest 1 
Hence will I to my ghostly father’s cell ; 

His help to crave, and my dear hap to tell. lExit. 
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The sun not yet thy sighs from heaven clears, 

Thy old groans ring yet in my ancient ears ; 

Lo, here upon thy cheek the stain doth sit 
Of an old tear that is not wash’d off yet ; 

If e’er thou wast thyself, and these woes thine, 
Thou and these woes were all for Rosaline ; 

And art thou chang’d ? pronounce this sentence then — 
Women may fall, when there’s no strengtii in men. 
Rom. Thou chidd’st me oft for loving Rosaline. 
Fri. For doting, not for loving, pupil mine. 
Rom. And bad’st me bury love. 

Fri. Not in a grave, 

To lay one in, another out to have. 

Rom. I pray thee, chide not : she, whom I love 
now, 

Doth grace for grace, and love for love allow ; 

The other did not so. 

Fri, O, she knew well, 

Thy love did read by rote, and could not spell. 

But come, young waverer, come go with me, 

In one respect Til thy assistant be ; 

For this alliance may so happy prove, 

To turn your households’ rancour to pure love. 
Rom. O, let us hence ; I stand on sudden haste. 
Fri. Wisely, and slow ; they stumble, that run 
fast, \_Exeunt. 


The earth, that’s nature’s mother, is her tomb ; 
What is her burying- grave, that is her womb : 
And from her womb children of divers kind 
We sucking on her natural bosom find ; 

Many for many virtues excellent, 

None but for some, and yet all different, 

O, mickle is the powerful grace, that lies 
In herbs, plants, stones, and their true qualities : 
For nought so vile that on the earth ‘doth five, 

But to the earth some special good doth give ; 

Nor aught so good, but, strain’d from that fair use, 
Revolts from true birth, stumbling on abuse ; 
Virtue itself turns vice, being misapplied ; 

And vice sometimes by action dignified. 

Within the infant rind of this small flower 
Poison hath residence, and med’eine power : 

For this, being smelt, with that part cheers each 
part ; 

Being tasted, slays all senses with the heart. 

Two such opposed foes encamp them still 
In man as well as herbs, grace, and rude will ; 
And, where the worser is predominant, 

Full soon the canker death eats up that plant. 

Enter Romeo. 

Rom. Good morrow, father I 
Fri. BenediciteJ 

What early tongue so sweet saluteth me ?— « 

Young son, it argues a distemper’d head, 

So soon to bid good morrow to thy bed : 

Care keep^s his watch in every old man’s eye, 

And where care lodges, sleep will never lie ; 

But where uubruised youth with unstuff’d brain 
Doth couch his limbs, there golden sleep doth reign : 
Therefore thy earliness doth me assure, 

Thou art up-roiis’d by some distemp’rature, 

Or if not so, then here I hit it right — 

Our Romeo hath not been in bed to-night. 

Rom. That last is true, the sweeter rest was mine. 
Fri. God pardon sin ! wast thou with Rosaline } 
Rjom. With Rosaline, my ghostly father ? no; 

I have forgot that name, and that name’s woe. 
Fri. That’s my good son : But where hast thou 
been then ? 

Rom. I’ll tell thee, ere thou ask it me again, 

I have been feasting wuth mine enemy ; 

Where, on a sudden, one hath wounded me, 

That’s Sy me wounded ; both our remedies 
Within thy help and holy physic lies : 

I bear no hatred, blessed man ; for, lo, 

My intercession likewise steads my foe. 

Fri, Be plain, good son, and homely in thy drift ; 
Riddling confession finds but riddling shrift. 

Rom. Then plainly know my heart’s dear love 
is set ^ 

On the fair daughter of rich Capulet : 

As mine on hers, so hers is set on mine ; 

And all combin’d, save what thou must combine 
By holy marriage : When, and where, and how> 
We met, we woo’d, and made exchange of vow, 
I’ll tell thee as we pass ; but this I pray, 

That thou consent to marry us this day. 

Fri. Holy St. Francis ! what a change is here ! 
Is Rosaline, whom thou didst love so dear, 

So soon forsaken ? young men’s love then lies 
Not truly in their hearts, but in their eyes, 

Jem Maria ! what a deal of brine 

Hath wash’d thy sallow cheeks for Rosaline ! 

How much salt water thrown away in waste, . 


SCENE IV.—A Street. 

Enter Benvoko and Mercutio. 

Mer. Where the devil should this Romeo be ? — 
Cam^j he not home to-night ? 

Ben. Not lo his father’s ; I spoke with his man. 

Mer, Ah, that same pale hard-hearted wench, 
that Rosaline, 

Torments him so, that he will sure run mad, 

Ben. Tybalt, the kinsman of old Capulet, 

Hath sent a letter to his father’s house. 

Mer. A challenge, on my life. 

Ben. Romeo will answer it. 

Mer, Any man, that can write, may answer a 
letter. 

Be7i. Nay, he will answer the letter’s master, 
how he dares, being dared. 

Mer. Alas, poor Romeo, he is already dead 1 
stabbed with a white wench’s black eye ; shot tho- 
rough the ear with a love-song ; the very pin of 
his heart cleft with the blind bow-boy’s butt-shaft j 
And is he a man to encounter Tybalt ? 

Ben. Why, what is Tybalt ? 

Mer, More than prince of cats, I can tell you. 
0, he is the courageous captain of compliraenls. 
He fights as you sing prick-song, keeps time, dis- 
tance, and proportion ; rests me his minim rest, 
one, two, and the third in your bosom : the very 
butcher of a silk button, a duellist, a duellist ; a 
gentleman of the very first house, — of the first and 
second cause ; Ah, the immortal passado I the 
punto reverse ! the hay I 

Ben. The what ? 

Mer. The pox of such antick, lisping, affecting 
fantasticoes ; these new tuners of accents ! 

Jesu, a mry good blade ! — a very tail man I — a 
very good whore! — ^Why, is not this a lamentable 
thing, grandsire, that we should be thus afflicted 
with these strange flies, these, fashion-mongers, 
these pardonnez-moy's^ who stand so much on the 
new form, that they cannot sit at ease on tlxe old 
bench? O, their bonst their bans ! 
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SCENE IT. HOMED AND JULIET. 855 

Enter Romho. 


Ben. Here comes Romeo, here comes Romeo. 

Mer. Without his roe, like a dried herring : — O, 
desh, flesh, how art thou flsliifled ! — Now is he for 
“the numbers that Petrarch flowed in : Laura, to 
Ms iadj, was but a kitchen -wench -marry, she 
had a better love to be-rhyme her ; Dido, a dowdy ; 
Cleopatra, a gipsy : Helen and Hero, hildings 
and harlots; Thlsb4, a grey eye or so, but not to 
the purpose.—- Signior Romeo, bon jour I there’s a 
French salutation to your French slop. You gave 
us the counterfeit fairly last night. 

Horn. Good morrow to you both. What coun- 
terfeit did I give you ? 

Mer, The slip, sir, the slip ; Can you not con- 
.ceive ? 

Rom, Pardon, good Mercutio, my business was 
great; and, in such a case as mine, a man may 
strain courtesy. 

Mer. That's as much as to say — such a case as 
yours constrains a man to bow in the hams. 

Rom, Meaning— to conrt’sy. 

Mer, Thou hast most kindly hit it. 

Rom. A most courteous exposition. 

Mer, Nay, I am the very pink of courtesy. 

Rom. Pink for flower. 

Mer. Right. 

Rom, Why, then is my pump well flowered. 

Met. Well said : Follow me this jest now, till 
thou hast worn oflt thy pump; that, when the 
single sole of it is worn, the jest may remain, after 
the wearing, solely singular. 

Rom. 0 single-soled jest, solely singular for the 
singleness ! * 

Mer, Come between us, good Benvolio; my 
wits fail. 

Rom. Switch and spurs, switch and spurs; or 
ITl cry a match, 

Mer, Nay, if thy wits run the wild-goose chase, 
I have done ; for thou hast more of the wild-goose 
in one of thy wits, than, I am sure, I have in my 
whole five ; Was I with you there for the goose ? 

Rom. Thou wast never with me for any thing, 
when thou wast not there for the goose. 

Mer, I will bite thee by the ear for that jest. 

Horn. Nay, good goose, bite not. 

Mer, Thy wit is a very hitter sweeting ; it is a 
most sharp sauce. 

Uom, And is it not well served in to a sweet 
goose ? 

Mer, O, here's a wit of cheverel, that stretches 
from an inch narrow to an ell broad ! 

Rom, 1 stretch it out for that word — Abroad: 
which added to the goose, pi'oves thee far and wide 
a broad goose. 

Mer. Why, is not this better now than groan- 
ing for love ? now art thon sociable, now art thou 
Romeo ; now art thou what thou art, by art as 
well as by nature : for this drivelling love is like a 
great natural, that runs lolling up and down to 
hide his bauble in a hole. 

Ben. Stop there, stop there. 

Mer. Thou desirest me to stop in my tale against 
the hair. 

Ben. Thou would'st else have made thy talelarge. 

Mer. Of thou art deceived, I would have made 
it short : for I was come to the whole depth of my 
tale : and meant, indeed, to occupy the argument 
no longer. 

Rom. Here's goodly gear I 


Enter Nurse and Peter. 

3fer. A sail, a sail, a sail ! 

Ben. Two, two ; a sMrt, and a smock. 

Nurse. Peter ! 

Peter. Anon.^ 

Nurse, My fan, Peter. 

Mer. Pr'ythee, do, good Peter, to hide her face 
for her fan's the fairer of the two. 

Nurse. GoJ. ye good morrow, gentlemen. 

Mer. God ye good den, fair gentlewoman. 

Nurse. Is it good den ? 

Mer. '^is no less, I tell you; for the bawdy 
hand of the dial is now upon the prick of noon. 

Nurse. Out upon yon ! what a man are you ? 

Rom. One, gentlewoman, that God hath made 
Mmself to mar. 

Nurse. By my troth, it is well said ; — For him- 
self to mar, quoth'a ? — Gentlemen, can any of you 
teU me where I may find the young Romeo 

Rom. I can tell you : but young Romeo will be 
older when you have found him, than he was when 
you sought him : I am the youngest of that name, 
for 'fault of a worse. 

Nurse. You say well. 

Mer. Yea, is the worst well.^ very well took, 
i’faith ; wisely, wisely. 

Nurse. If you be he, sir, I desire some confi- 
dence with you. 

Ben. She wiU indite him to some supper. 

Mer. A bawd, a bawd, a bawd ! So ho I 

Rom. What hast thou found ? 

Mer. No hare, sir; unless a hare, sir, in a 
lenten pie, that is something stale and hoar ere 
it be spent. 

An old liare hoar, 

And an old hare hoar, 

Is very good meat in lent : 

But a hare that is hoar. 

Is too much for a score, 

When it hoars ere it he spent. 

Romeo, will you come to your father's ? we'E to 
dinner thither^ 

Rom. I will follow you. 

Mer. Farewell, ancient lady; farewell, lady, 
lady, lady. 

[Exeunt Mercxjtio and Benvoeio. 

Nurse. Marry, farewell! — I pray you, sir, what 
saucy merchant was this, that was so fidi of his 
ropery 

Rom. A gentleman, nurse, that loves to hear 
himself talk ; and will speak more in a minute, 
than he will stand to in a month. 

Nurse. An 'a speak any thing against me, I'll 
take him down an 'a were lustier than he is, and 
twenty such Jacks ; and if I cannot, I'll find those 
that shall. Scurvy knave ! I am none of his fiirt- 
giUs ; I am none of Ms skains-mates : — And thou 
must stand by too, and suffer every knave to use 
me at his pleasure ? 

Pet. I saw no man use you at his pleasure ; if 
I had, my weapon should quickly have been out, I 
warrant you; I dare draw as soon as another man, 
if I see occasion in a good quarrel, and the law on 
my side. 

Nurse. Now, afore God, I am so vexed, that 
every part about me quivers. Scurvy knave!— 
Pray you, sir, a word : and as I told you, my young 
lady bade me inquire you out ; what she hade me 
say, I win keep to my self : but first let me tell ye, 
if ye should lead her into a fool's paradise, as they 
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say, it were a very gross kind of behaviour, as they 
say : for the gentlewoman is young ; and, therefore, 
if you should deal double with her, truly, it were 
an ill thing to be offered to any gentlewoman, and 
very weak dealing. 

Rom. Kurse, commend me to thy lady and mis- 
tress. I protest unto thee, — 

Nurse. Good heart 1 and, i’faith, I will tell her 
as much : Lord, lord, she will be a j^oyful woman. 

Rom. What wilt thou tell her, nurse? thou dost 
not mark me. 

Nurse. I will tell her, sir, — that you4o protest ; 
which, as I take it, is a gentiemanlike offer. 

Rom. Bid her devise some means to come to shrift 
This afternoon ; 

And there she shall at friar Laurence’ cell 
Be shriv’d, and married. Here is for thy pains. 
Nurse. No, truly, sir ; not a penny. 

Rom. Go to ; I say, you shall. 

Nurse. This- afternoon, sir ? well, she shall be 
there. 

Rom. And stay, good nurse, behind the abbey- 
wall : 

Within this hour my man shall be with thee ; 

And bring thee cords made like a tackled stair : 
Which to the high top-gallant of my joy 
Must be my convoy in the secret night. 

Farewell ! — Be trusty, and III quit thy pains. 
Farewell ! — Commend me to thy mistress. 

Nurse. Now God in heaven bless thee I — Hark 
you, sir. 

Rom. What say’st thou, my dear nurse? 

Nurse. Is your man secret ? Did you ne’er hear 
say— 

Two may keep counsel, putting one away ? 

Rom. I warrant thee ; my man’s as true as steel. 
Nurse. Well, sir ; my mistress is the sweetest 
lady — Lord, lord ! — when ’twas a little prating 
thing, — 0, there’s a nobleman in town, one Paris, 
that would fain lay knife aboard ; but she, good 
soul, had as lieve see a toad, a very toad, as see 
him. I anger her sometimes, an<t tell her that 
Paris is the properer man ; but. I’ll warrant you, 
when I say so, she looki as pale as any clout in 
the varsal world. Doth not rosemary and Romeo 
begin both with a letter ? 

Rom. kji nurse ; What of that? both with an R. 
Nurse. Ah, mocker! that’s the dog’s name. R. 
is for the dog. No ; I know it begins with some 
other letter ; an^ she hath the prettiest sententious 
of it, of you and rosemary, that it would do you 
good to hear it. 

Rom. Commend me to thy lady. lExU. 

Nurse. Ay, a thousand times. — Peter 1 
Pet. Anon? r 

Nurse. Peter, Take my fan, and go before. 

iEiceunt. 

SCENE V.— Capulet’s Garden. 

Enter Juliet. 

JuL The clock struck nine, when I did send the 
In half an hour she promis’d to return, [nurse ; 
Perchance, she cannot meet him : — tliat’s not so, — 
O, she is lame 1 love’s heralds should be thoughts, 
Which ten times faster glide than the sun’s beams, 
Driving back shadows over lowring hills : 
Therefore do nimble-pinion’d doves draw love, 
And therefoi'e hath the wind-swift Cupid wings. 
Now is the sun upon the highmost hill 


Of this day’s journey ; and from nine till twelve 
Is three long hours, — yet she is not come. 

Had she affections, and warm youthful blood, 

She’d be as swift in, motion as a bail ; 

My words would bandy her to my sweet love, 

And his to me : 

But old folks, may feign as they were dead ; 
Unwieldy, slow, heavy and pale as lead. 

Enter Nurse and Pktke. 

0 God, she comes !— O honey nurse, what news ? 
Hast thou met with him ? Send thy man away. 
Nurse. Peter, stay at the gate. [Exit P,eteb. 
Jul. Now, good sweet nurse, — O lord! why 
look’ st thou sad ? 

Though news be sad, yet tell them merrily ; 

If good, thou sham’st the music of sweet iievrs 
By playing it to me with so sour a face. 

Nurse. I am a weary, give me leave a while ; — 
Fye, how my bones ache! What a jaunt have I had ! 
Jul. 1 would, thou hadst my bones, and I thy 
news: 

Nay, come, I pray thee, speak ; — good, good nurse, 
speak. 

Nurse. Jesu, What haste? can you not stay 
awhile ? 

Do you not see, that I am out of breath ? 

Jul. How art thou out of breath, when thou hast 
breath 

To say to me — that thou art out of breath ? 

The excuse, that thou dost make in this delay. 

Is longer than the tale thou dost excuse. 

Is th;y news good, or bad? answer to that ; 

Say either, and I’ll stay the circumstance : 

Let me he satisfied, Is’t good or bad ? 

Nurse. Well, you have made a simple choice ; 
you know not how to choose a man Romeo ! no, 
not he ; though his face be better than any man’s, 
yet his leg excels all men’s ; and for a hand, and a 
foot, and a body, — though they be not to be talk- 
ed on, yet they are past compare : He is not the 
flower of courtesy, — but, I’ll warrant him, as gen- 
tle as a lamb. — Go thy w'ays, wench ; serve God. 
— What, have you dined at home ? 

Jul. No, no : But all this did I know before ; 
What says he of our marriage ? what of that ? 
Nurse. Lord, how my head akes ! what a head 
have I ? 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces, 

My back o’ t’ other side, — O, my back, my hack! — 
Beshrew your heart, for sending me about, 

To catch my death with jaunting up and down ! 

Jul. I’faith, I am sorry that thou art not well : 
Sweet, sweet, sweet nurse, tell me, what says my 
. . love ? . 

Nurse. Your love says like an honest gentleman, 
And a courteous, and a kind, and a handsome, 
And, I warrant, a virtuous : — Where is yourmother ? 

Jul. Where is my mother? — wliy, she is within: 
Where should she he ? How oddly thou .replicst? 
Your love says like an honest gentleman ^ — 

Where is your mother 9 
Nurse. O, God’s lady dear ! 

Are you so hot? Marry, come up, I trow ; 

Is this the poultice for my aking bones ? 
Hencefoi-ward do your messages yourself. 

JuL Here’s such a coil, — Come, what says 
Romeo ? 

Nurse. Have you gotleaveto goto shrift to-day? 
Jul. I have. , 
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Nurse, Then Me you hence to friar Laur^ 


Therefore, love moderately ; long love doth so ; 
Too swift arrives as tardy as too slow. 

JEnter Jolibt. 

Here comes the lady O, so light a foot 
Will ne'er wear out the everlasting Sint : 

A lover may bestride the gossamers 
That idle in the wanton summer air, 

And yet not flu ; so light is vanity. ' 

JuL Good even to my ghostly confessor. 

Fn, Romeo shall thank thee, daughter, for us 
b^th. 

JuL As much to him, else are his thanks tco 
much. 

Mom Ah, Juliet, if the measure of thy joy 
Be heap'd like mine, and that thy skill be more 
To blazon it, then sweeten with thy breath 
This neighbour air, and let rich music's tongue 
Unfold the imagin’d happiness that both 
Receive in either by this dear encounter. 

JuL Conceit, more rich in matter than in words, 
Brags of his substance, not of ornament : 

They are but beggars that can count their worth ; 
But my true love is grown to such excess, 

I cannot sum up half my sum of wealth. 

Pn, Come, come, with me, and we will make 
short work ; 

For, by your leaves, you shall not stay alone, 

Till holy church incorporate two in one. {Exeunt. 


1 here stays a husband to make you a wife : [cell 
Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheeks, 
They'll be in scarlet straight at any news. 

Hie you to church ; I must another way, 

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
i^'Iust climb a bird’s nest soon, when it is dark : 

I am the drudge, and toil in your delight ; 

But you shall bear the burden soon at night. 

Go, I'll to dinner ; hie you to the cell. 

Ju/. Hie to high fortune !— honest nurse, fare- 

{Exeunt. 


SCENE VI. — Fkiau. Laurence’s Ue//. 

Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

PH. So smile the heavens upon this holy act 
That after-hours with sorrow chide us not ! 

Rom. Amen, amen ! but come what sorrow can, 
It cannot countervail the exchange of joy 
That one short minute gives me in her sight : 

Do thou but close our hands with holy words, 
Then love-devouring death do what he dare, ’ 

It is enough I may but call her mine. 

Fri. These violent delights have violent ends, 
And in their triumph die; like fire and powder, 
Which, as they kiss, consume : The sweetest honey 
Is loathsome in his own deliciousness, 

And in the taste confounds the appetite : 


SCENE I . — A public Place. 

Enter Mercutio, Benvolio, Page, and Servants. 
Ben. I pray thee, good Mercutio, let’s retire ; 
The day is hot, the Capulets abroad. 

And, if we meet, we shall not 'scape a brawl ; 

For now, these hot days, is the mad blood stirring. 

Mer. Thou art like one of those fellows, that, 
when he enters the confines of a ‘ 


tavern, claps me 

his sword upon the table, and says, God send me 
no need of thee! and, by the operation of the 
second cup, draws it on the drawer, when, indeed, 
there is no need. 

Bm. Am I like such a fellow ? 

Mer. Come, come, thou art as hot a Jack in 
thy mood as any in Italy ; and as soon moved to 
be moody, and as soon moody to be moved. 

Ben. And what to ? 

Mer. Nay, an there were two such, we should 
have none shortly, for one would kill the other. 
Tliou 1 why thou mlt quarrel with a man that hath 
a hair more, or a hair less, in his beard, than thou 
hast. Thou wilt quarrel with a man for cracking 
nuts, having no other reason but because thou hast 
hazel eyes ; What eye, hut such an eye, would spy 
out such a quarrel ? Thy head is as full of quarrels, , 
as an egg is full of meat ; and yet thy head, hath ' 
been beaten as addle as an egg, for quarrelling. 
Thou hast quarrelled with a man for coughing in 
the street, because he hath waken’d thy dog that 
hath lain asleep in the sun. Didst thou not fall out 
with a tailor for wearing his new doublet before 
Easter ? with another, for tying his new shoes with 
old riband ^ and yet thou wilt tutor me from 
quarrelling I 

Ben. An I were so apt to quarrel as thou art, 
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Mom. Tybalt, the reason that I have to love 
thee 

Doth much excuse the appertaining rage ^ 

To such a greeting : — Villain am I none ; 
Therefore, farewell ; I see, thou know’st me not. 

Tpb. Boy, this shall not excuse the injuries 
That thou hast done me ; therefore turn, and draw. 

Mom. I do protest, I never injur’d thee ; 

But love thee better than thou cans# devise. 

Till thou shalt know the reason of my love : 

And so, good Capulet, — ^which name I tender 
As dearly as mine own, — be satisfied. 

Mer. O calm, dishonourable, vile submission ! 
J[ la stoocata carries it away, IDraws. 

Tybalt, you rat-catcher, will you walk ? 

Tyb. What would’st thou have with me ? 

Mer. Good king of cats, nothing, but one of 
your nine lives ; that I mean to make bold withal, 
and, as you shall use me hereafter, dry-beat the rest 
of the eight. Will you pluck your sword out of 
his pilcher by the ears ? make haste, lest mine be 
about your ears ere it be out. 

Tyb. I am for you. iDrawing. 

Mom. Gentle Mercutio, put thy rapier up. 

Mer. Come, sir, your passado. [Theyfigl^t. 
HoMf Draw, Benvolio ; 

Beat down their weapons : — Gentlemen, for shame, 
Forbear this outrage ; — Tybalt — Mercutio — 

The prince expressly hath forbid this bandying 
In Verona streets: — Hold, Tybalt; — good Mer- 
cutio. [.Exeunt Tybalt arid Ms J^artisms. 
Mer. I am hurt ; 

A plague o’ both the houses ! — I am sped : 

Is he gone, and hath nothing ? 

Ben. What, art thou hurt ? 

Mer. Ay, ay, a scratch, a scratch ; marry, ’tis 
enough. — 

Where is my page ? — go, villain, fetch a surgeon. 

[Exit Page. 

Mom. Courage, man ; the hurt cannot be much. 
Mer. No, ’tis not so deep as a well, nor so wide 
as a church-door ; but 'tis enough, ^twill serve : ask 
for me to-morrow, and you shall find me a grave 
man. I am peppered, I warrant for this world : — 
A plague o’ both your houses ! — ’Zounds, a dog, a 
rat, a mouse, a cat, to scratch a man to death ! a 
braggart, a rogue, a villain, that fights by the book 
of arifnmetic ! — W'hy, the devil, came you be- 
tween us ? I was hurt under your arm. 

Mom. I thought all for the best. 

Mer. Help me into some house, Benvolio, 

Or I shall faint. — A plague o’ both your houses, 
They have made worm’s meat of me : 

I have it, and soundly too : — Your houses ! 

^ [Exeunt Mebcutio and Benvolio. 

Mom, This gentleman, the prince’s near ally, 
My very friend, hath got his mortal hurt 
In my behalf ; my reputation stain’d 
With Tybalt’s slander, Tybalt, that an hour 
Hath been my kinsman : — O sweet Juliet, 

Thy beauty hath made me effeminate, 

And in my temper soften’d valour’s steel 


Ben. 0 Romeo, Romeo, brave Mercutio’s dead ; 
That gallant spirit hath aspir’d the clouds, 

Which too untimely here did scorn the earth. 

Mom. This day’s black fate on more days doth 
depend ; 

This but begins the woe, others must end. 


Re-enter Tybalt. 

Ben. Here comes the furious Tybalt back 
again. 

Rom. Alive 1 in triumph ! and Mercutio slain ! 
Away to heaven, respective lenity, 

And fire-ey’d fury be my conduct now ! — 

Now, Tybalt, take the villain back again, 

That late thou gav’st me ; for Mercutio’s soul 
Is but a little way above our heads, 

Staying for thine to keep him company ; 

Either thou, or I, or both, must go with him, 

Tyb. Thou, wretched boy, that didst consort him 
Shalt with him hence. [here, 

Mom, This shall determine that. 

[They fight; Tybalt 
Ben. Romeo, away, be gone I 
The citizens are up, and Tybalt slain : — 

Stand not amaz’d : — the prince will doom thee 
death, 

If thou art taken : — hence !— be gone ! — away I 
Rom. O ! I am fortune’s fool I 
Ben. WTiy dost thou stay ? 

[ExitHomm. 

Enter Citizens, <5'c. 

1 at. Which way ran he, that kill’d Mercutio ? 
Tybalt, that murderer, which way ran he ? 

Ben. There lies that Tybalt. 

1 at. Up, sir, go with me ; 

I charge thee in the prince’s name, obey. 

Enter Prince, attended j Montagtte, Capulet, their 
Wives, and others. 

Prm. Where are the vile beginners of this fray? 
Ben. O noble Prince, I can discover all 
Tlie unlucky manage of this fatal brawl ; 

Thei’e lies the man, slain by young Romeo, 

That slew thy kinsman, brave Mercutio. 

Lady C. Tybalt, my cousin ! — O my brother’s 
child 1 

Unhappy sight ! ah me, the blood is spill’d 
Of my dear kinsman ! — Prince, as thou art true, 

For blood of ours, shed blood of Montague 

0 cousin, cousin ! 

Frm, Benvolio, who began this bloody fray ? 
Ben. Tybalt, here slain, whom Romeo’s hand 
did slay ; 

Romeo that spoke him fair, bade him bethink 
How nice the quarrel was, and urg'd withal 
Your high displeasure : — All this — uttered 
With gentle breath, calm, look, knees humbly 
bow’d, — 

Could not take truce with the unruly spleen 
Of Tybalt, deaf to peace, but that he tilts 
With piercing steel at hold Merciitio’s breast *, 
Who, aU as hot, turns deadly point to point, 

And, with a martial scorn, with one hand beats 
Cold death aside, and with tie other sends 
It back to Tybalt, whose dexterity 
Retorts it ; Romeo he cries aloud, 

Hold, friends I friends, part I and swifter than 
his tongue, 

His agile arm beats down their fatal points, 

And ’twixt them rushes ; underneath whose arm 
An envious thrust from Tybalt hit the life 
Of stout Mercutio, and then Tybalt fled : 

But by and by comes back to 

Who had but newly entertain’d revenge, 

And to’t they go like lightning; for, ere I 
Could draw to part them, was stout Tybalt slain ; 


Re-enter Benvolio. 
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And, as lie fell, did Romeo turn and fly ; 

This is the truth, or let Benvolio die. 

Lady C, He is a kinsman to the Montague, 
Affection makes him false, he speaks not true : 
Some twenty of them fought in this black strife, 
And all those twenty could but Mil one life : 

I beg for justice, which thou, prince, must give ; 
Romeo slew Tybalt, Romeo must not live. 

Pfin. Romeo slew him, he slew Mercutio, 

Who now the price of his dear blood doth owe ? 
Mon. Not Romeo, prince, he was Mercutio’ s 
friend; 

His fault concludes but what the law should end, 
The life of Tybalt. 

Prin. And, for that offence, 

Immediately we do exile him hence : 

I have an interest in your hate’s proceeding. 

My blood for your rude brawls doth lie a bleeding; 
But I’ll amerce you with so strong a fine, 

That you shall all repent the loss of mine ; 

I will be deaf to pleading and excuses ; 

Nor tears, nor prayers, shall purchase out abuses, 
Therefore, use none : let Romeo hence in haste, 
Else when he’s found, that hour is his last. 

Bear hence tliis body, and attend our will : 

Mercy but murders, pardoning those that kill. 

{Exeunt. 


Now, nurse, what news? Wliat hast thou there? 
the cords, 

That Romeo bade tbee fetch ? 

Murse. Ay, ay, the cords. 

{Throws them down. 
JuL Ah me ! what news ! why dost thou wring 
thy hands ? 

JSFurse. A^ well-a-day I he’s dead, he’s dead, 
he’s dead ! 

We are undone, lady, we are undone! — 

Alack the day ! — ^he’s gone, he’s kill’d, he’s dead ! 
JuL Cfn heaven be so envious ? 

Nurse. Romeo can, 

Though heaven cannot : — O Romeo, Romeo : — 
Who ever would have thought it? — Romeo! 

JuL What devil art thou, that dost torment me 
thus ? 

This torture should be roar’d in dismal hell. 

Hath Romeo slain himself ? say, thou but J, 

And that bare vowel I shall poison more 
Than the death-darting eye of cockatrice : 

I am not I, if there be such an I ; 

Or those eyes shut, that make thee answer, I, 

If he be slain, say — I ; or if not, no ; 

Brief sounds determine of my weal, or woe. 

Nurse. I saw the wound, I saw it with mine eyes, 

God save the mark ! — ^here on his manly breast ; 

A piteous corse, a bloody piteous corse ; 

Pale, pale as ashes, all bedaub’d in blood, 

All in gore blood ; — I swoonded at the sight. 

Jul. O break, my heart ! — ^poor bankrupt, break 
at once ! 

To prison, eyes I ne’er look on liberty I 
Vile earth, to earth resign ; end motion here ; 

And thou, and Romeo, press one heavy bier! 

Nurse. O Tybalt, Tybalt, the best friend I had I 
0 courteous Tybalt ! honest gentleman I 
That ever I should live to see thee dead ! 

JuL What storm is this that blows so contrary^ 
Is Romeo slaughter’d ; and is Tybalt dead ? 

My dear-lov’d^^cousin, and my dearer lord ? — 
Then, dreadful trumpet, sound the general doom 1 
For who is living, if those two are gone ? 

Nurse. Tybalt is gone, and Romeo banished ; 
Romeo, that kill’d him, he is banished. 

Jul. O God ! — did Romeo’s hand shed Tybalt’s 
blood? 

Nurse. It did, it did ; alas the day 1 it did. 

Jul. O serpent heart, hid with a flow’ring face ! 
Did ever dragon keep so fair a cave ? 

Beautiful tyrant I fiend angelical ! 

Dove-feather’d raven ! wohish-ravening lamb ! 
Despised substance of divinest show I 
Just opposite to what thou justly seem’st, 

A damned saint, an honourable villain ! — 

O, nature ! what had’st thou to do in hell, 

When thou did’ st bower the spirit of a fiend 
In mortal paradise of such sweet flesh ? — 

Was ever book containing such vile matter, 

So fairly bound? 0, that deceit should dwell 
In such a gorgeous palace ! 

Nurse. There’s no trast, 

No faith, no honesty in men ; all perjur’d, 

All forsworn, all naught, all dissemblers. — 

Ah, where’s my man ? give me some aqua mtee : — 
These griefs, these woes, these sorrows make me old. 
Shame come to Romeo ! 

Jul. Blister’d he thy tongue, 

For such a wish ! he was not born to shame : 

Upon his brow, shame is asham’dto sit ; 


SCENE II. — A Room in Capulet’s House, 
Juliet. 

Jul. Gallop apace, you fiery-footed steeds, n 
Towards Phoebus’ mansion ; such a waggoner 
As Phaeton would whip you to the west, 

And bring in cloudy night immediately. — 

Spread thy close curtain, love-performing night ! 
That ruu-away’s eyes may wink ; and Romeo 
Leap to these arms, untalk’d of, and unseen ! — 
Lovers can see to do their amorous rites 
By their own beauties : or, if love be blind, 

It best agrees with night. — Come, civil night, 
Thou sober- suited matron, all in black, 

And learn me how to lose a winning match, 

Play’d for a pair of stainless maidenhoods ; 

Hood my unmann’d blood bating in my clieeks, 
With thy black mantle ; till strange love, grown 
Think true love acted, simple modesty. [bold, 
Come, night 1 — Come, Romeo ! come, thou day in 
night! 

For thou wilt lie upon the wings of night 
Whiter than new snow on a raven’s back. — > 

Come, gentle night; come, loving, black-brow’d 
night, 

Give me my Romeo : and, when he shall die, 

Take him and cut him out in little stars, 

And he will make the face of heaven so fine, 

That all the world will be in love with night, 

And pay no worship to the garish sun. 

O, I have bought the mansion of a love, 

But not possess’d it ; and, though I am sold, 

Not yet enjoy’d : So tedious is this day, 

As is the night before some festival 
To an impatient child that hath new robes, 

And may not wear them. O, hei*e comes my nurse, 

cords. 

And she brings news ; and every tongue, that 
speaks 

But Romeo’s name, speaks heavenly eloquence.' — 
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For ’fcis a throne where honour may be crown’d 
Sole monarch of the universal earth. 

O, what a beast was I to chide at him ! 

Nurse. Will yon speak well of him that kill’d 
your cousin? 

J'uL Shall I speak ill of him that is my husband ? 
Ah, poor my lord, what tongue shall smooth thy 
name, r 

Wlien I, thy three-hours* wife, have mangled it?— 
But, wherefore, villain, didst thou kill my cousin ? 
That villain cousin would have kill’d my husband: 
Back, foolish tears, back to your native spring ; 
Your tributary drops belong to woe, 

Which you, mistaking, offer up to joy. 

My husband lives, chat Tybalt would have slain : 
And Tybalt’s dead, that wmuld have slain my hus- 
band : 

All this is comfort ; Wherefore weep I then ? 
Some w^ord there wms, worser than Tybalt’s death, 
That murder’d me : I wmuld forget it fain ; 

But, O ! it presses to my memory, 

Like damned guilty deeds to sinners’ minds. 

Tybalt is dead, and Romeo — banished. 

That — banished, that one word — banished. 

Hath slain ten thousand Tybalts. Tybalt’s death 
Was woe enough, if it had ended there : 

Or, — if sour woe delights in fello\yship, 

And needly wilihe rank’d with other griefs, — 
Why follow’d not, when she said — Tybalt’s dead, 
Thy father, or thy mother, nay, or both, 

Which modem lamentation might have mov’d ? 
But, with a rear- ward following Tybalt’s death, 
Romeo is banished, — to speak that word, 

Is father, mother, Tybalt, Romeo, J uliet, 

All slain, all dead : — Romeo is banished, — 

There is no end, no limit, measure, hound, 

In that word’s death ; no words can that woe 
sound. — 

Where is my father, and my mother, nurse ? 

Nurse. Weeping and wailing over Tybalt’s corse ; 
Will you go to them ? I will bring you thither. 

Jul. Wash they his wounds with tears? mine 
shall be spent, 

When theirs are dry, for Romeo’s banishment. 
Take up those cords : — Poor ropes, you are be- 
Both you and I ; for Romeo is exil’d : [guil’d, 

He mad-" you for a highway to my bed ; 

But I, a maid, die maiden -widow^ed. 

Come, cords ; come, nurse ; I’ll to my wedding-bed ; 
And death, not Romeo, take my maidenhead ! 

Nurse. Hie to your chamber, I’ll find Romeo 
To comfort you : — I wot well where he is. 

Hark ye, your Romeo will he here at night ; 

I’ll to him ; he is Jiid at Laurence’ cell. 

Jul. 0 find him ! give this ring to my true knight, 
And bid him* come to take his last farewell, lEjceunt. 


SCENE in. — Feiar Laurence’s Cell 
Enter Friar Laurence and Romeo. 

Fri. Romeo, come forth : come forth, thou fear- 
Affliction is enamour’d of thy parts, [ful man ; 
And thou art wedded to calamity. 

Rom. Father, what news ? what is the prince’s 
doom? 

What sorrow craves acquaintance at my hand, 
That I yet know not ? * 

FrL Too familiar 

Is my dear son with such sour company : 

I bring thee tidings of the prince’s doom. 


Rom. What less than dooms-day is the prince’s 
doom ? 

Fri. A gentler judgment vanish’d from his lips, 
Not body’s death, but body’s banishment 
Rom. Ha! banishment? be merciful, say™— death : 
For exile hath more terror in his look, 

Much more than death : do not say — banishment. 

En. Hence from Verona art thou banished : 

Be patient, for the world is broad and wide. 

Rom. There is no world without Verona walls, 
But purgatory, torture, hell itself. 

Hence-l)anished is banish’d from the world 
And world’s exile is death— -then banishment 
Is death mis-term’d : calling death — banishment, 
Thou cut’st my head off with a golden axe, 

And smil’st u])on the stroke that murders me. 

Fri. O deadly sin 1 O rude unthankfiilness ! 
Thy fault our law calls death ; but the kind prince, 
Taking thy part, hath rush’d aside the law. 

And turn’d that black word death to banishment : 
This is dear mercy, and thou seest it not. 

Rom. Tis torture, and not mercy : heaven is here 
Where Juliet lives ; and every cat, and dog, 

And little mouse, every unworthy thing, 

Live here in heaven, and may look on her, 

But Romeo may not. — More validity, 

More honourable state, more courtship lives 
In carrion flies, than Romeo : they may seise 
On the white wonder of dear Juliet’s hand, 

And steal immortal blessing from her lips j 
Who, even in pure and vestal modesty, 

Still blush, as thinking their own kisses sin ; 

But Romeo may not ; he is banished : 

Flies may do this, when I from this must fly ; 

They are free men, but I am banished. 

And say’ St thou yet, that exile is not death ? 

Hadst thou no poison mix’d, no sharp-ground 
knife, 

No sudden mean of deatli, though ne’er so mean, 
But — banished — to kill me ; banislied ? 

O friar, the damned use that word in hell ; 
Howlings attend it : How hast thou the heart, 
Being a divine, a ghostly confessor, 

A sin-absolver, and my friend profess’d, 

To mangle me with that word — banishment ? 

Fri. Thou fond mad man, hear me but speak a 
word. 

Ro7ti. O, thou wilt speak again of banishment, 
Fri. Pil give thee armour to keep off that word ; 
Adversity’s sweet milk, philosophy, 

To comfort thee, though thou art banished. 

Rom. Yet banished? — Hang up philosophy! 
Unless philosophy can make a Juliet, 

Displant a town, reverse a prince’s doom j 
It helps not, it prevails not, — talk no more. 

Fri. O, then I see that madmen have no ears. 
Rom. How should they, when that wise men 
have no eyes ? 

Fri. Let me dispute with thee of thy estate, 
Rom. Thou canst not speak of what thou dost 
not feel : 

Wert thou as young as I, Juliet thy love, 

An hour but married, Tybalt murdered, 

Doting like me, and like me banished, 

Then might’ st thou speak, then might’st thou tear 
thy hair, 

And fall upon the ground as I d(? now, 

Taking the measure of an unmade grave. 

Fri. Arise ; one knocks ; good Romeo, hide 
thyself. iKmcking within. 
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Rom. Not I ; unless the breath of hea 

groans, 

Mist-like, infold me from the search of eyes, 

FtL Hark, how they knock !— Who’s*"^! 
Romeo, arise ; 

Thon wilt be taken Stay a while stand i 

Run to my study By and by God’s 
What wilfulness is this?— I come, I come. 

Who knocks so hard 


W inch should bedeck thy shape, thy love, thy wit 
Thy nobl^ shape is but a form of was. 

Digressing from the valour of a man : 

Thy dear love, sworn, but hollow perjury, 
raiin| that love which thou hast vow’d to cherish : 
Thy that ornament to shape and iove^ 
Mis-shapen in the conduct of them both, 

Like powder in a skill-less soldier’s flask, 

Is set on fire Sy thine own ignorance, 

And thou dismember’d with thine own defence. 
What, rouse thee, man ! 


thy Juliet is alive, 

- d wast but lately dead ; 

There art thou happy : Tybalt would kill thee, 
But thou slew’st Tybalt; there art thou happy too 
The law, that threaten’d death, becomes*thy friend, 
And turns it to exile ; there art thou happy : 

A pack of blessings lights upon thy back ; 
Happiness courts thee in her best array ; 

But, like a misbehav’d and sullen wench, 

Thou pout’st upon thy fortune and thy love : 


? whence come you? what 

your will? 

jxie come in, and yc 
shall know my errand ; 

I come from lady Juliet. 

Welcome then. 

-Ento* Nurse. 

^ friar, O, tell me, holy friar, 

W here is my lady’s lord, where’s Romeo ? 

Fri There on the ground, with his own teai 
made drunk. 

Nurse, O, he is even in my mistress’ case, 
Just in her case ! 

O woeful sympathy ! 

Piteous predicament I 
Nurse. ^ Even so Hes she, 

Blubbering and weeping, weeping and blubber 
ing:— 

Stand up, stand up ; stand, an, you be a man : 

For J uliet’s sake, for her sake, rise and stand : 
Why should you fall into so deep an 0 ? 


Than thou went’st forth in lamentation. — 

Go, before, nurse : commend me to thy lady ; 

And bid her hasten all the house to bed, 

Which heavy sorrow makes them apt unto : 
Romeo is coming. 

Nurse, O Lord, I could have staid here all the 
night, 

To hear good counsel : 0, what learning is ! — 

My lord, I’ll tell my lady you will come. 

Bom. Do so, and bid my sweet prepare to chide. 
Nurse, Here, sir, a ring she bid me give you, 
Hie you, make haste, for it grows very late- [sir : 

^ lExit Nurse. 

Bom. How well my comfort is reviv’d by this ! 


Bom, Nurse I 

Nurse. Ah, sir I ah, sir !—Well, death’s the end 
of all. 

Bom. Spak’st thou of Juliet ? how is it with 
Doth she not think me an old murderer, [her ? 
Now I have stain’d the childhood of our joy 
With blood remov’d but little from her own ? 
Where is she ? and how doth she ? and what says 
My conceal’d lady to our canceli’d love ? 

Nurse. O, she says nothing, sir, but weeps and 
weeps; 

And now falls on her bed ; and then starts up, 

And Tybalt calls ; and then on Romeo cries, 

And then down falls again. 

Bom. A.S if that name, 

Shot from the deadly level of a gun, 

Did murder her ; as that name’s cursed hand 
Murder’d her kinsman. — 0 tell me, friar, tell me. 


SCENE IT. 
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To-night she’s mew’d up to her heaviness. 

Cap. Sir Paris, I will make a desperate tender 
Of my child’s love : I think, she will be rul’d 
In all respects by me ; nay more, I doubt it not. 
Wife, go you to her ere you go to bed ; 

Acquaint her here of my son Paris’ love ; 

And bid her, mark you me, on Wednesday next — 
But, soft ; Wliat day is this ? 

Par. Monaay, my lord. 

Cap. Monday.^ ha! ha! Well, Wednesday is 
too soon, 

O’ Thursday let it be ; — o’ Thursday, Ml her, 

She shall be married to this noble earl : — 

Will you be ready ? do you like this haste ? 

Wee’ll keep no great ado ; — a friend, or two : — 

Por hark you, Tybalt being slain so late, 

It may be thought we held him carelessly, 

Being our kinsman, if we revel much : 

Therefore we’ll have some half a dozen friends, 
And there an end. But what say you to Thurs- 
day ? 

Par. My lord, I would that Thursday were to- 
morrow. 

Cap. Well, get you gone : — O’ Thursday be it 
then : — 

Go you to Juliet ere you go to bed, 

Prepare her, wife, against this wedding-day. — 
Farewell, my lord. — Light to my chamber, ho 1 
Afore me, it is so very late, that we 
May call it early by and by : — Good night. 

iExetmt. 

SCENE V. — Juliet’s Chamber. 

Enter Romeo and Juliet. 

J71L Wilt thou be gone ? it is not yet near day : 
It was the nightingale, and not the lark, 

That pierc’d the fearful hollow of thine ear ; 
Nightly she sings on yon pomegranate tree : 
Believe me, love, it was the nightingale. 

Born: It was the lark, the herald of the morn. 
No nightingale : look, love, what eSvious streaks 
Do lace the severing clouds in yonder east : 

Night’s candles are burnt out, and jocund day 
Stands tiptoe on the misty mountain tops ; 

I must be gone and live, or stay and die. 

Yon light is not day-light, I know it, I : 

It is sorhe meteor that the sun exhales. 

To be to thee this night a torch-bearer, 

And light thee on thy way to Mantua : 

Therefore stay yet, thou need’st not to he gone* 
Rom. Let me be ta’en, let me be put to death ; 
I am content, so thou wilt have it so. 

I’ll say, yon grey is not the morning’s eye, 

’Tis but the paleTrefiex of Cynthia’s brow; 

Nor that is not the lark, whose notes do beat 
The vanity Heaven so high above our heads : 

I have more care to stay than wilt to go — 

Come, death, and welcome ! Juliet wills it so.-— 
How is’t, my soul ? let’s talk ; it is not day. 

tfuL It is, it is ; hie hence, be gone, 'away ; 

It is the lark that sings so out of tune, 

Straining harsh discords, and unpleasing sharps. . 
Some say, the lark makes sweet division ; 

This doth not so, for she divideth us : 

Some say, the lark and loathed toad change eyes ; 
O, now I would they had chang’d voices too ! 
Since arm from arm that voice doth us affray, 
Hunting thee Hence with Hxmts-np to the day. 

O, now be gone; more light and light it grows. 


Eom. More light and light more dark and 
dark our woes. 

Enter Nurse. 

Niirse. Madam ! 

Jul. Nurse ? 

Nurse. Your lady mother’s coming to your 
chamber : 

The day is broke ; be wary, look about. 

]iExit Nurse. 

Jul. Then, window, let day in, and let life out. 
Rom. Farewell, farewell ! one kiss, and I’ll de- 
scend. [RoMiao descends. 

Jtd. Art thou gone so ? my love ! my lord ! my 
friend! 

I must hear from thee every day i’ the hour, 

For in a minute there are many days : 

0 ! by this count I shall be much in years, 

Ere I again behold my Romeo. 

Rom. Farewell ! I will omit no opportunity 
That may convey my greetings, love, to thee. 

Jul. O, think’st thou, we shall ever meet again ? 
Rom. I doubt it not ; and all these woes shall 
For sweet discourses in our time to come, [serve 
Jul. O God ! I have an ill-divining soul; 
Methinks, I see thee, now thou art below, 

As one dead in the bottom of a tomb : 

Either my eyesight fails, or thou look’st pale. 

Rom. And trust me, love, in my eye so do you. 
Dry sorrow drinks our blood. Adieu ! adieu ! 

iEMt Romeo. 

Jul. O fortune, fortune I all men call thee fickle ! 
If thou art fickle, what dost thou with him 
Tharis renown’d for Ihith ? Be fickle, fortune ; 
For then, I hope, thou wilt not keep him long, 

But send him back. 

Lady C. [Within.'] Ho, daughter ! are you up? 
Jul. Who is't that calls ? is it my lady mother? 
Is she not down so late, or up so early ? 

What uuaccustom’d cause procures her hither ? 
Enter Lady Capulrt. 

Lady C. Why, how now, Juliet? 

Madam, I am not well. 
Lady C. Evermore weeping for your cousin’s 
death ? 

What, wilt thou wash him from his grave with 
tears? 

An if thou could’ st, thou could’st not make him 
live ; [love ; 

Therefore, have done : Some grief shows much of 
But much of grief shows still some want of wit. 
J^d. Yet let me weep for such a feeling loss. 
Lady C. So shall you feel the loss, l»xt not the 
Which you weep for. [friend 

JuL Feeling so the loss, 

1 cannot choose but ever weep the friend. 

Lady C. Well, girl, thou weep’st not so much 
for his death, 

As that the villain lives which slaughter’d him. 
Jul. What villain, madam ? 

Lady C. That same villain, Romeo. 

Jul. ’Villain and he are many miles asunder, 
God pardon him I I do, with all my heart ; 

And yet no man, like he, doth grieve my heart. 
Lady C. That is, because the traitor murderer 
lives. 

Jul. Ay, madam, from the re^ich of these my 
hands. 

’Would, none but I might venge my cousin’s 
death I 
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Lady C. We will have vengeance for it, fear 
thou not : 

Then weep no more. Ill send to one in Mantua,— 
Where that same banish’d runagate doth live, — 
That shall bestow on him so sure a draught, 

That he shall soon keep Tybalt company : 

And then I hope thou wilt be satisfied. 

Jul, Indeed, I never shall be satisfied 
With Romeo, till I behold him — dead — 

Is my poor heart so for a kinsman vex’d : — 
Madam, if you could find out but a man 
To bear a poison, I would temper it; 

That Romeo should, upon receipt thereof, 

Soon sleep in quiet. — O, how my heart abhors 
To hear him nam’d, — and cannot come to him, — 
To wreak the love I bore my cousin Tybalt 
Upon his body that hath slaughter’d him I 
Lady C. Find thou the means, and I’ll find such 
a man. 

But now I’ll tell thee joyful tidings, girl. 

JuL And joy comes well in such a needful time ; 
What are they, I beseech your ladyship ? 

Lady C. Well, well, thou hast a careful father, 
child ; 

One, who, to put. thee from thy heaviness, 

Hath sorted out a sudden day of joy, 

That thou expect’st not, nor I look’d not for. 

Jul. Madam, in happy time, what day is that ? 

. Lady C* Marry, my child, early next Thursday 
The gallant, young, and noble gentleman, [morn, 
The county Paris, at St. Peter’s church, 

Shall happily make thee there a joyful bride. 

fXuL Now, by St. Peter’s church, and Peter|oo, 
He shall not make me there a joyful bride. 

I wonder at this haste ; that I must wed 
Ere he, that should be husband, comes to woo. 

I pray you tell my lord and father, madam, 

I will not marry yet ; and, when I do, I swear, 

It shall be Romeo, whom you know I hate, 

Rather than Paris : — These are news indeed 1 
Lady C. Here comes yonr father ; tell him so 
yourself, 

And see how he will take it at your hands. 

Enter Capulet and Nurse. 

Cap. When the snn sets, the air doth drizzle 
But for the sunset of my brother’s son, > [dew ; 

It rains downright. — 

How now ? a conduit, girl? what, still in tears ? 
Evermore showering ? In one little body 
Thou counterfeit’ St a bark, a sea, a wind : 

For still thy eyes, which I may call the sea, 

Do ebb and fiow with tears ; the bark thy body is, 
Sailing in this salt flood ; the winds, thy sighs ; 
Who,— -raging with thy tears, and they with them, — 
Without a sudden calm, will overset 
Thy tempest- tossed body. — How now, wife ? 

Have you deliver’d to her our decree ? 

Lady C. Ay, sir; but she will none, she gives 
you thanks. 

I would the fool were married to her grave ! 

Cap. Soft, take me with you, take me with you, 

■ ■ - wife. 

How ! will she none ? doth she not give us thanks ? 
Is she not proud ; doth she not count her bless’ d, 
Unworthy as she is, that we have wrought 
So worthy a gentleman to be her bridegroom } 

Jul. Not prou«lj 5 thankful, that 

you have : 

Proud can I never be of what I hate ; 

But thankful even for hate, that is meant love. 


Cap. How now ! how now, chop-logic I What 
is this ? 

Proud,— rand, I thank you, — and, I thank you 
not ; — 

And yet not proud ; — ^Mistress minion, you, 

Thank me no thankings, nor proud me no prouds, 
But settle your fine joints ’gainst Thursday next, 
To go with Paris to St. Peter’s church, 

Or I will drag Siee on a hurdle thither. 

Out, you green-sickness carrion 1 out, you baggage I 
You tallow-face I 

Lady C.^ * Fye, fye ! what, are you mad ? 

Jul. Good father, I beseech you on my knees, 
Hear me with patience but to speak a word. 

Cap. Hang thee, young baggage ! disobedient 
wretch ! 

I teh thee what, — ^get thee to church o’Thursday, 
Or never after look me in the face : 

Speak not, reply not, do not answer me ; [bless’d, 
My fingers itch. — Wife, we scarce thought us 
That God had sent us but this only child ; 

But now I see this one is one too much, 

And that we have a curse in having her ; 

Out on her, hilding I 

Nurse. God in heaven bless her ! — 

You are to blame, my lord, to rate her so. 

Cap, And why, my lady wisdom ? hold your 
tongue, 

Good prudence ; smatter with your gossips, go. 
Nurse. I speak no treason. 

Cap. O, God ye good den I 

Nurse. May not one speak ? 

Cap. Peace, you mumbling fool 1 

Utter your gravity o’er a gossip’s bowl. 

For here we need it not. 

Lady C. You are too hot. 

Cap. God’s bread! it makes me mad: Day, 
night, late, early. 

At home, abroad, alone, in company, 

Waking, or sleeping, still my care hath been 
To have her match’d : and having now provided 
A gentleman of^rincely parentage, 

Of fair demesnes, youthM, and nobly train’d, 
Stuff'd (as they say,) with honourable parts, 
Proportion’d as one’s heart could wish a man, — 
And then to have a wretched puling fool, 

A whining mammet, in her fortune's tender, 

To answer — LU not wed , — J cannot love, • 

J am too young,-—! pray you pardon me 
But, an you will not wed, I’ll pardon you : 

Graze where you will, you shall not house with me: 
Look to’t, think on’t, I do not use to jest. 
Thursday is near ; lay hand on heart, advise : 

An you be mine, I’ll give you to my friend ; 

An you be not, hang, beg, starve, die i’ the streets, 
For, by my soul, ITl ne’er acknowledge thee, 

Nor what is mine shall never do thee good : 

Trust to’t, bethink.you, I’ll not be forsworn; 

Jul. Is there no pity sitting in the clouds, 

That sees into the bottom of my grief ? 

O, sweet my mother, cast me not away ; 

Delay this marriage for a month, a week | 

Or, if you do not, make the bridal bed 
in that dim monument where Tybalt lies. 

Lady C. Talk not to me, for I’ll not speak a 
. word; 

Do as thou wilt, for I have done with thee. . {Exit. 
JiU. O God ! — O nurse ! how shall this be pre- 
vented? 

My husDand is on earth, my faith in heaven; 
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Enter JuLrjBT. 

Par, Happily mefc, my lady, and my wife I 
JuL That may be, sir, when I may be a wife. 
Par, That may be, must be, love, on Thursday 
next 

JuL What must be shall be. 

Pri. ^ Thats a certain text. 

Par. Come you to make confessiontothisfather? 
JuL To answ^er that, were to confess to you. 
Par. Do not deny to him, that you love me. 
JuL I will confess to you, that I love him. 

Par. So will you, I am sure, that you love me. 
JuL If I do so, it will be of more price, 

Being spoke behind your back, than to your face. 
Par. Poor soul, thy face is much abused with 
tears. 

JuL The tears have got small victory by that *, 
For it was bad enough before their spite. 

Par. Thou wrongest it, more than tears, with 
that report. 

JuL That is no slander, sir, that is a truth ; 

And what I spake, I spake it to my face. 


How shall that faith return again to earth, 

IJ nlcss that husband send it me from heaven 
By leaving earth ? — comfort me, counsel me. — 
Alack, alack, that heaven should practise stratagems 
Upon so soft a subject as myself! — 

What say’st thou ? hast thou not a word of joy ? 
Some comfort, nurse. 

Nurse. 'Faith, here 'tis : Romeo 

Is banished ; and all the woidd to nothing, 

That he dares ne’er come back to challenge you ; 
Or, if he do, it needs must be by stealth. 

Then, since the case so stands as now it doth, 

I think it best you married with the county. 

O, he’s a lovely gentleman ! 

Romeo’s a disliclout to him ; an eagle, madam, 
Hath not so green, so quick, so fair an eye. 

As Paris hath. Beshrew my very heart, 

I think you are happy in this second match, 

For it excels your first : or if it did not, 

Your first is dead : or ’twere as good he were, 

As living here and you no use of him. 


JuL Speakest thou from thy heart ? 

Nurse. From my soul too , 

Or else beshrew them both. 

. JitL Amen ! 

Nurse. To what ?■ 

JiJ. Well, thou hast comforted me marvellous 
much. 

Go in ; and tell my lady I am gone, 

Having displeas’d my father, to Laurence' cell 
To make confession, and to be absolv’d. 

Nurse. Marry, I will : and this is wisely done. 

JuL Ancient damnation ! O most wicked fiend ! 
Is it more sin—to wish me thus forsworn, 

Or to dispraise my lord with that same tongue 
Which she hath prais’d him with above compare 
So many thousand times ? — Go, counsellor ; 

Thou and my bosom henceforth shall be twain. — 
I’ll to the friar, to know his remedy ; 

If all else fail, myself have power to die. lEjcit. 


IV. 


Par. Thy face is mine, and thou hast slan- 
der’d it. 

JuL It may be so, for it is not mine owm 

Are you at leisure, holy father, now; 

Or shall I come to you at evening mass ? 

Fri. My kisure serves me, pensive daughter, 
^ now'^-— 

My lord, we must entreat the time alone. 

Par. God shield, I should disturb devotion J — 
Juliet, on Thursday early will I rouse you; 

Till then, adieu ! and keep this holy kiss. 

iEacit Pajub. 

JuL O, shut the door ! and when thou hast 
done so, 

Come weep with me : Past hope, past cure, past 
help 1 

Fri. Ah, Juliet, I already know thy grief ; 

It strains me past the compass of my wits ; 

I hear thou must, and nothing must prorogue it, 
On Thursday next be married to this county. , 
JuL Tell me not, friar, that thou hear’st of this, 
Unless thou tell me how I may prevent it : 

If, in thy wisdom, thou canst give no help, 

Do thou but call my resolution wise, 

And with this knife I’ll help it presently. 

God join’d my heart and Romeo’s, thou our hands ; 
And ere this hand, by thee to Romeo seal’d, 

Shall be the label to another deed, 

Or my true heart with treacherous revolt 
Turn to another, this shall slay them both ; 
Therefore, out of thy long-experienc’d time, 

Give me some present counsel ; or, behold, 

’Twist my extremes and me this bloody knife 
Shall play the umpire ; arbitrating that 
Which the commission of thy years and art 
Could to no issue of true honour bring. 

Be not so long to speak ; I long to die, 

If what thou speak’st speak not of remedy. 

Fri. Hold, daughter ; I do spy a kind of hope, 
Which craves as desperate an execution 
As that is desperate which we would prevent. 

If, rather than to marry county Paris, 

Thou hast the strength of will to slay thyself ; 
Then is it likely, thou wilt undertake 


ACT 


SCENE I. — Friah Laurence’s Cell. 


Enier Fkiar Laurencje: and Paris. 


Fri. On Thursday, sir } the time is very short. 
Par. My father Capulet will have it so ; 

And I am nothing slow, to slack his haste. 

Fri. You say, you do not know the lady’s mind ; 
Uneven is the course ; I like it not. 

Par. Immoderately she weeps for Tybalt’s death. 
And therefore have I little talk’d of love ; 

For Venus smiles not in a house of tears. 

Now, sir, her father counts it dangerous, 

That she doth give her sorrow so much sway ; 

And, in his wisdom, hastes our marriage, 

To stop the inundation of her tea^ ; 

Which, too much minded by herself alone, 

May be put from her by society : „ 

Now do you know the reason of this haste. 

Fri. I would I knew not why it should be slow’d. 

[Aside. 

Look, sir, here comes the lady towards my cell. 
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A thing like death to chide away this shame, 

That cop’st with death himself to scape from it ; 
And, if thou dar’st, I’ll give thee remedy. 

JuL 0, bid me leap, rather than marry Paris, 
From off the battlements of yonder tower ; 

Or walk in thievish ways ; or bid me lurk 
Where serpents are ; chain me mth roaring hears* ; 
Or shut me nightly in a charnel-house, 
O’er-cover’d quite with dead men’s rattling hones, 
With reeky shanks, and yellow chapless sculls; 

Or bid me go into a new-made grave, 

And hide me with a dead man in his shroud ; 
Things that, to hear „them told, have made me 
tremble ; 

And I win do it without fear or doubt, 

To live an unstain’d wife to my sweet love. 

Fn. Hold, then ; go home, be merry, give con- 
To marry Paris : Wednesday is to-morrow ; [sent 
To-morrow night look that thou lie alone, 

Let not thy nurse lie with thee in thy chamber : 
Take thou this phial, being then in bed, 

And this distilled liquor drink thou off : 

When, presently, through all thy veins shall run 
A cold and drowsy humour, which shall seize 
Each vital spirit ; for no pulse shall keep 
His natural progress, but surcease to beat : 

No warmth, no breath, shall testify thou liv’st ; 
The roses in thy lips and cheeks shall fade 
To paly ashes ; thy eyes’ windows fall, 

Like death, when he shuts up the day of life ; 

Each part, depriv’d of supple government, 

Shall, stiff, and stark, and cold, appear like death ; 
And in this borrow’d likeness of shrunk death 
Thou shalt remain Ml two-and-forty hours, 

And then awake as from a pleasant sleep. ^ 
Now when the bridegroom in the morning comes 
To rouse thee from thy bed, there art thou dead : 
Then’ (as the manner of our country is,) 

In thy best robes uncover’d on the bier, 

Thou shalt be borne to that same ancient vault, 
Where all the kindred of the Capulets lie. 

In the mean time, against thou shalt awake, 

Shall Romeo by my letters know our drift : 

And hither shall he come : and he and I 
Will watch thy waking, and that very night 
Shall Romeo bear thee hence to Mantua. 

And this shall free thee from this present shame ; 
If no unconstant toy, nor womanish fear, 

Abate thy valour in the acting it. 

Juh Give me, O give me ! tell me not of fear. 
Fri. Hold; get you gone, be strong and pros- 
perous 

In this resolve : I’ll send a friar with speed 
To Mantua, with my letters to thy lord. 

Jul. Love, give me strength ; and strength shall 
help afford. 

Farewell, dear father ! lExeunt. 


Cdp* Go, -'begone. — [Exit Servam. 

We shall be much unfurriish’d for this time. — 
What, is my daughter gone to friar Laurence ? 
JSFurse. Ay, forsooth. 

Cap. Well, he may chance to do some good on 
her: 

A peevish self-will’d harlotry it is. 

Enter Juliet. 

Nurse. See, where she comes from shrift with 
merry *ook. 

Cap. How now, my headstrong ? where ha ve you 
been gadding ? 

Jul. Wheje I have learn’d me to repent the sin 
Of disobedient opposition 
To you, and your behests ; and am enjoin’d 
By holy Lto'ence to fall prostrate here, 

And beg your pardon : — Pardon, I beseech you ! 
Henceforward I am ever rul’d by you. 

Cap. Send for the county ; go tell him of this ; 
I’ll have this knot knit up to-morrow morning. 

Jul. I met the youthful lord at Laurence’ cell ; 
And gave him what becomed love I might, 

Not stepping o’er the bounds of modesty. 

Cap. Why, I am glad on’t ; this is well, — stand 
up: 

This is as’t should be. — Let me see the county ; 

Ay, marry, go, I say, and fetch him hither. — 

Now, afore God, this reverend holy friar, 

All our whole city is much bound to him. 

Jul. Nurse, will you go with me into my closet, 
To help me sort such ii^ful ornaments 
As you think fit to furnish me to-morrow ? 

Lady C. No, not till Thursday ; there is time 
enough. 

Cap. Go, nurse, go with her : — we’ll to church 
to-morrow. [Exeunt Juliet and Nurse. 
Lady C. We shall be short in our provision ; 
’Tis now near night. 

Cap. Tush I I will stir about, 

And all things shall be well, I warrant thee, wife r 
Go thou to Juliet, help to deck up her ; 

I’ll not to bed to-night ; — ^let me alone ; 

I’ll play the housewife for this once. — What, ho 1 — 
They are all forth : WeU, I will walk myself 
To county Paris, to prepare him up 
Against to-morrow : my heart is wond’rous light, 
Since this same wayward girl is so reclaim’d. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE III.— Juliet’s Chamber. 

Enter Juliet and Nurse. 

Jul. Kj, those attires are best: — But, gentle 
I pray thee, leave me to myself to-night ; [nurse, 
For I have need of many orisons 
To move the heavens to smile upon my state, 
Which, well thou know’st, is cross and Ml of sin. 
Enter Lady Capulst. * 

Lady C. What,- are you busy? do you need my 
help? 

Jul. No, madam ; we have cull’d such necessaries 
As are behoveful for our state to-morrow : 

So please you, let me now be left alone, 

And let the nurse this night sit up with you ; 

For, I am sure, you have your hands Ml all, 

In this so sudden business. 

Lady C. Good night ! 

Get thee to bed, and rest ; for thou hast need. 

Capulet Nurse. 

3 K 


SCENE II.-— A Room in Capulet’s Bouse. 
Enter Capulet, Lady Capulet, Nurse, and Servants. 
Cap. So many guests invite as here are writ.^ — • 

Servant. 

Sirrah, go hire me twenty cunning cooks. 

2 Serv, You shall have none ill, sir ; for I’ll try 
if they can lick their fingers. 

Cap. How canst thou ti*y them so ? 

2 Serv. Marry, sir, ’tis an ill cook that cannot 
lick his own fingers : thei'efore he, that cannot lick 
his fingers, goes not with me. 
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ACT IV. 



Jul. 


Farewell ! — God knows, whon we shall 
meet again. 

I have a faint cold fear thrills through my veins, 
That almost freezes i,ip the heat of life : 

I’ll call them back again to comfort me 
Nurse !. — ^Wliat should she do here ? 

My dismal scene I needs must act alone. — 

Come, phial. — 

What if this mixture do not work at all ? 

Must I of force he married to the county ? — 

No, no ; — this shall forbid it : — ^lie^thou there — 

{Lay im} doion a dagger. 
What if it be a poison, which the friar 
Subtly hath minister’d to have me de.^d ; 

Lest in this marriage he should be disnonour’d, 
Because he married me before to Romeo ? 

I fear, it is : and yet, methinks, it should not, 

For he hath still been tried a holy man : 

E will not entertain so had a thought. — 

H ow if, when I am laid into the tomb, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 
Come to redeem me ? there’s a fearful point ! 

Shall I not then he stifled in the vault, 

To whose foul mouth no healthsome air breathes in, 
And there die strangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Or, if I live, is it not very like, 

The horrible conceit of death and night, 

Together with the terror of the place, — 

As in a vault, an ancient receptacle, 

Where, for these many hundred years, the bones 
Of all my buried ancestors are pack’d ; 

Where bloody Tybalt, yet but green in earth, 

Lies fest’ririg in his shroud ; where, as they say, 
At some hours in the night spirits resort ;~- 
Alack, alack ! is it not like, that I, 

So early waking, — ^what with loathsome smells ; 
And shrieks like mandrakes’ torn out of the earth, 
That living mortals, hearing them, run mad ; — 

01 if I wake, shall I not be distraught. 

Environed with all these hideous fears ? 

And madly play with my forefathers' joints ? 

And pluck the mangled Tybalt from bis shroud ? 
And, in this rage, with some great kinsman’s hone, 
As with a chib, dash out my despe(!jate brains ? 

O, look I methinks, I see my cousin’s gliost 
Seeking out Romeo, that did spit his body 
Upon a rapier’s point ; — vStay, Tybalt, stay I — 
Romeo, I come ! tliis do I drink to thee. 

[,She thro ws herself on the hed. 


SCENE IV — Capulet’s Bail. 

.Enter l,ady Capulbt and Nurse, 

Lady C. Hold, take these keys, and fetch more 
spices, nurse. 

Nurse. They call for dates and quinces in the 
pastry, 

Enter Capolet. 

Cap. Come, stir, stir, stirl the second cock 
hath crow’’d. 

The curfew bell hath rung, ’tis three o’clock 
Look to the bak’d meats, good Angelica ; 

Spare not for cost. 

Nurse. Go, go, you cot-quean, go, 

Get you to bed; ’faith, you’ll be sick to-morrow 
For this night’s watching. 

Cap. No, not a whit; What! I have watch’d 
ere now 

AH night for lesser cause, and ne’er been sick. 


Lady C. Ay,^ you have been a, mouse-hunt id 
your ti,:me ; 

But I will watcli you from such watching now, 

lExeuM LiUlg C!A,i>tJLET ami Nm.-ye. 

Cap. A jealous-liood, a jealoiis-liood !— Now, 
WTiat’s there? [fellow, 

Pinter Servants, with sp/ts, logs, and baskets. 

1 Sere. Things for tiie cook, sir ; but 1 know 

not what. 

Cap. Make }ia.ste, make haste. [ExU ] Serv.]-— 
Sirrali, feti'li drier logs ; 

Call Peter, lie will show them where they are. 

2 Serv. I have a head, sir, that will find out logs, 
And never trouble Peter for the matter- lExit. 

Cap. ’Mass, and well said: A merry whoreson ! 
ha, 

Tlioii shalt be logger-head. — Good faith, ’tis day : 
The county will be here with music straight, 

IMusie within. 

For so he said lie would. I liear him near : — 
Nurse !— Wife wliat lio I — wliat, nurse, I say ! 

Enter Norse. 

Go, waken Juliet, go, ami trim her up ; 

I’ll go and chat with Paris Hie, make haste, 
Make haste ! the bridegroom be is come already .* 
Make haste, I say. iBxeunt 


SCENE V. — J u 1 . 1 ET ’ s Cha m her ^ J tr l i e t on 
the bed. 

Enter Nurse. 

Nurse. Mistress ! — what, mistress ! — ^Juliet !— 
fast, I waiTant her, she 

Why, iamb ! — why, lady! — fye, you slug a-bedl — 
W%, love, I say !— madam ! sweet-heart I — why, 
bride 1 — - 

What, not a word ^ — you take your pennyw”orths 
now ; 

Sleep for a week ; for the next night, I warrant, 
The county Paris hath set up his rest, 

That you shall rest but little* — God forgive me, 
(Marry, and amen !) bow sound is she asleep ! 

1 needs must wake her :---M!adamv madam , madam 1 
Ay, let the county take you in your bed : 

He’ll fright you up, i’faith. — Will it not be ? 
What, drest !'*and in your clothes ! and down again 1 
I must iK3e(ls wake you : Lady 1 lady I lady ! 

Alas ! alas ! — Help ! help ! my lady’s dead ! — 

O, weil-a-day, that ever 1 was born ! — 

Some aqua-vitie, ho ! — my lord ! my lady ! 

Enter Lady Capitlut. 

Lady C. What noise is here ? 

Nurse. O lamentable day ? 

Lady C. 'What is the matter ? 

Nurse. Look, look ! O heavy day ! 

Lady fJ. O me, 0 me ! — my child, my only life, 
Revive, look up, or I will die with thee ! — 

Help, help ! — call help. 

Enter Captiuet. 

Cap. 'For shame, bring Juliet forth ; her lord is 
come. 

Nurse. She’s dead, deceas’d, she’s dead ; alack 
the day ! 

Lady C. Alack the day ! she’s dead, she’s dead, 
she’s dead. 

Cap. Ha ! let me see her : — Out, alas ! she’s 
cold; 

Her blood is settled, aud her joings are stiff ; 

Life and these lips have long been sej>arated : 
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Death lies on her, like an untimely frost 
Upon the sweetest flower of all the fleld. 

Accursed time I unfortunate old man ! 

JVtirse. O lamentable day ! 

Lady C. Q woful time ! 

Cap. Death, that hath ta’en her hence to make 
me wail; 

Ties up my tongue, and will not let me speak. 
Ent6T Friar Laurence and Paris, with Musicians. 

F riar. Gome, is the bride ready to go to church ? 
Cap. Ready to go, but never to return : 

O son, the night before thy wedding day 
Hath death lain with thy bride : — See, there she 
Flower as she was, deflowered by him. [lies, 
■Death is my son-in-law, death is my heir ; 

My daughter he hath wedded ! I will die, 

And leave him all ; life leaving, all is death’s. 

Fa7', Have I thought long to see this morning’s 
And doth it give me such a sight as this } [face, 
Lady C. Accurs’d, unhappy, wretched, hateful 
Most miserable hour, that e’er time saw [day ! 
In lasting labour of his pilgrimage ! 

But one, poor one, one poor and loving child, 

But one thing to rejoice and solace in. 

And cruel death hath catch ’d it from my sight. 

N urse. O woe ! O woful, woful, woful day ! 
Most lamentable day I most woful day ! 

That ever, ever, I did yet behold ! 

O day ! O day ! O day 1 O hateful day ! 

Never was seen so black a day as this : 

O woful day, 0 woful day ! 

Par. Beguil’d, divorced, wronged, spited, slain ! 
Most detestable death, by thee beguil’d, 

By cruel, cruel thee quite overthrown ! — ^ 

O love I O life I — not life, but love in death ! 

Cap. Despis’d, distressed, hated, martyr’d, 
kill’d!— 

Uncomfortable time ! why cam’st thou now 
To murder, murder our solemnity? — 

O child I 6 child 1 — my soul, and not my child ! — 
Dead art thou, dead ! — alack ! my child is dead 1 
And, with my child, my joys are Wried ! 

FH. Peace, ho, for shame! confusion’s cure 
lives not 

In these confusions. Heaven and yourself 
Had part in this fair maid ; now heaven hath all, 
And all the better is it for the maid : 

Your part in her you could liot keep from death ; 
But heaven keeps his part in eternal life. 

The most you sought was — ^her promotion ; 

For ’twas your heaven, she should be advanc’d : 
And weep ye now, seeing she is advanc’d 
Above the clouds, as high as heaven itself? 

O, in this love, you love your child so ill, 

Ti:al you run mad, seeing that she is well : 

She’s not well married, that lives married long ; 

But she’s best married, that dies married young. 
Dry up your tears, and stick your rosemary 
On this fair corse ; and, as the custom is, 

In all her best array bear her to church ; 

For though fond nature bids us all lament, 

•Yet nature’s tears are reason’s merriment. 

Uixp. All things that we ordained festival, 

Turn from their office to black funeral ; 

Our instruments, to melancholy bells ; 

: Our wedding cheer, to a sad burial least ; 
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SCENE I. — Mantua. A Street. 


Enter RoBiiEO. 


Rom. If I may trust the flattering eye of sleep, 
My dreams presage some joyful n^ws at hand ; 

My bosom’s lord sits lightly in his throne ; 

And, all this day, an unaccustora’d spirit 
Lifts me above the ground with cheerful thoughts. 
I dreamt, my lady came and found mer-dead ; 
(Strange dream ! that gives a dead man leave to 
think,) 

And breath’d such life with kisses in my lips, 

That I reviv’d, and was an emperor. 

Ah me! how sweet is love itself possess’d, 

When but love’s shadows are so rich in joy ? 


Enter Balthasar. 

News from Verona 1 — How now, Balthasar? 

Dost thou not bring me letters from the friar ? 
How doth my lady ? Is my father well ? 

How fares my Juliet ? That I ask again ; 

For nothing can he ill, if she be well. 

Bai. Then she is well, and nothing can be ill ; 
Her body sleeps in Capels’ monument, 

And her immortal part with angels lives ; 

I saw her laid low in her kindred’s vault, 

And presently took post to tell it yon ; 

0 pardon me for bringing these ill news, 

Since you did leave it for my office, sir. 

Uom. Is it even so ? then I defy you, stars ! — 
Thou know’st my lodging : get me ink and paper, 
And hire post-horses ; I will hence to-night. 

Bal. Pardon me, sir, I will not leave you thus : 
Your looks are pale and wild, and do import 
Some misadventure. 

Bom. Tush, thou art deceiv’d ; 

Leave me, and do the thing I bid thee do : 

Hast thou no letters to me from the friar ? 

Bal, No, my good lord ! 

Bom,. No matter : get thee gone, 

And hire those horses ; I’ll be with thee straight. 

.. i-Exit IhVl.THASAB. 

Well, Juliet, I will lie with thee to-night. 

Let’s see for means : — 0, mischief! thou art swift 
I’o entor in the thoughts of desperate men 1 

1 do remember an apothecary, — 

And hereabouts he dwells, — whom late 1 noted 
In tatter’d weeds, with overwhelming brows, 
Culling of simples ; meagre were his looks, 

Sharp misery had worn him to the bones ; 

And in his needy shop a tortoise hung, 

An alligator stulfd, and other skins 
Of ilLshap’d fishes ; and about his shelves 
A beggarly account of empty boxes, 

Green earthen pots, bladders, and musty seeds, 
Remnants of packthread, and old cakes of roses, 
Were thinly scatter’d, to make up a show. 

Noting this penury, to myself I said—- 
An if a man did need a poison now, 

Whose sale is present death in Mantua, 

Here lives a caitiff wretch would sell it Mm. 

O, this same thought did but fore-run my need ; 
And this same needy man must sell it me. 

As I remember, this should be the house ; 

Being holiday, the beggar’s shop is shut.--^ 

What, ho ! apothecary ! 


Enter Apotliccaiy. 

Wlio calls so loud ? 

Bom. Come hither, man.-~l see, that tliou art 
poor ; 

Hold, there is forty ducats : let me have 
A dram of poison ; sucli soon-speeding geer 
As will disperse itself through all the veins, 

That the life-weary t:aker mjiy foil dead ; 

And that the trunk may he discharg’d of breath 

As violently, as Imsty powder jir’d 

Doth hurry from the fai;al cannon’s womb. 

Ap. Such mortal drugs I have ; but Mantua’s law 
Is death, to any lie that utters them. 

Bom. Art thou so bare, and fidl of wretched- 
ness, 

And fear’st to die? himine is in thy cheeks, 

Need and oppression starvetli in thy eyes, 

Upon thy back hangs ragged misery : 

The world is not thy friend, nor the world’s law ; 
The world affords no law to make thee rich ; 

Then be not jioor, but break it, and take this. 

Ap. Aly poverty, but not my vrili, consents. 
Bom. I pay tliy poverty, and not tliy will. 

Ap. Put this in any lii|uid thing you will, 

And drink it off; and, if you had tlie strength 
Of twenty men, it would despatch you straight. 
Bo7n. There is thy gold ; worse poison to men’s 
souls, 

Doing more murders in this loathsome world, 
Than these poor compounds that thou may’st 
not sell : 

I sell thee poison, thou hast sold me none. 
Farevmll : buy food, and get tiiyself in flesh, — 
Come, cordial, and not poison ; go with me 
To Juliet’s grave, for there must 1 use thee. [Rxemt. 


SCENE II. — Friaii LaurenciPs Ceil. 


Enter Fimab John, 

Jofm. Holy Franciscan friar I brother, ho ! 


Enter Friar L.-vurisncu. 


Laa. This same should be the voice of friar 
John.—' 

Welcome from Mantua : What says Romeo ? 

Or, if his mind be writ, give me his letter. 

John. Going to find a hare-foot brother out, 
One of our order, to associate me, 

Here in this city visiting the sick, 

And finding him, the searchers of the town, 
Suspecting, that ive both wmre in a house 
Where the infectious pestilence, did reign, 

Seal’d up the doors, and would not let us forth ; 

So that my speed to Mantua there was stay’d. 
Lau. Who bare my letter then to ’Romeo ? 
John. I could not send it, — here it is again, — 
Nor get a messenger to bring it thee, 

So fearful were they of inlection. 

Lan. Unhappy fortune! by my brotherhood, 
Tlie letter was not nice, but full of charge, 

Of dear import ; and the neglecting it 
May do much danger : Friar John, go hence ; 

Get me an iron crow, and bring it straight 
Unto my cell. 

John. Brother, I’ll go and bring it thee. [Exit. 
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Lau. Now must I to tlie monument alone ; 
Witliin this three hours will fair Juliet wake ; 
She will beshrew me much, that Romeo 
Hath had no notice of these accidents ; 

But I will write again to Mantua, 

And keep her at my cell till Romeo come ; 

Poor living corse, closM in a dead man's tomb ! 


^ iUi'eaktng open tne door of the monument 
And, in despite, I’ll cram thee with more food ! 

Par, This is that banish'd haughty Montague, 
That murder'd my love's cousin; — with which 
It is supposed, the fair creature died, — [grief, 

And here is come to do some viilanous shame 
To the dead bodies : I will apprehend him 

Stop thy unhallow'd toil, vile Montague ; 

Can vengeance be pursu'd further than death ? 
Condemned villam, I do apprehend thee : 

Obey, and go with me ; for thou must die. 

Rom. I must, indeed ; and therefore came I 
hfiher. — 

Good gentle youth, tempt not a desperate man, 

Fly hence and leave me ; — think upon these gone ; 
Let them affright thee. — I beseech thee, youth, 
Heap not another sin upon my head, 

By urging me to fury : — O, be gone ! 

By heaven, I love thee better than myself ; 

For I come hither arm'd against myself: 

Stay not, he gone ; — live, and hereafter say — 

A madman's mercy hade thee run awav. 


SCENE III. 


A Chitrch-Yard • in it, a Monu-> 
ment hehnging to the Capulets. 

Enter P arts, and Ms Page, hearing flowers and a torch. 

Par. Give me thy torch, boy: Hence, and 
stand aloof ; — 

Yet put it out, for I would not be seen. 

Under yon yew-trees lay thee all along, 

Holding thine ear close to the hollow ground ; 

So shall no foot upon the church-yard tread, 

(Being loose, unfirm, with digging up of graves,) 
But thou shalt hear it ; whistle then to me, 

As signal that thou hear'st something approach. 
Give me those flowers. Do as I bid thee, go. 

Page. I am almost afraid to stand alone 
Here in the church-yard ; yet I will adventure. 

llietires. 

Par. Sweet flower, with flowers I strew thy 
bridal bed : 

Sweet tomb, that in thy circuit dost contain 
The perfect model of eternity ; 

Fair Juliet, that with angels dost remain, 

Accept this latest favour at my hands ; 

That living honour’d thee, and,- being dead, 

With funeral praises do adorn thy tomb ! 

iThc Boy wJiistles. 

The boy gives warning, something doth approach. 
What cursed foot wanders this way to-night. 

To cross my obsequies, and true love's rites 
What, with a torch l—mufiSe me, night, a while. 

IRetires. 

Enter Boumand Balthasar, with a torch, mattock, S^c. 
Rom. Give me that mattock, and the wrenching 
iron. 

Hold, take this letter ; early in the morning 
See thou deliver it to my lord and father. 

Give me the light : Upon thy life I charge thee 
Whate'er thou hear'st or seest, stand aE aloof, 

And do not interrupt me in my course, i 


Why I descend into this bed of death, 

Is, partly, to behold my lady's face : 

But, cMe%, to take thence from her dead finger 
A precious ring ; a ring, that I must use 
In dear employment : therefore hence, be gone 
But if thou, jealous, dost return to pry 
In what I further shall intend to do, 

By heaven, I will tear thee joint by joint, 

And strew this hungry church- yard with thy limbs 


A lightning before death : O, how may I 
Cali this a lightning ? O, my love I my wife ! 
Death, that hath suck’d the honey of thy breath 
.Hath had no power yet upon thy beauty : 

Thou art not conquer'd ; beauty's ensign yet 
Is crimson in thy lips, and in thy cheeks, 

And death's pale flag is not advaficed there. — 
Tybalt, liest thou there in thy bloody sheet ? 

O, what more favour can I do to thee, 

Than with that hand that cut thy youth in twain, 
To funder his that was thine enemy ? 

Forgive me, cousin !— Ah, dear Juliet, 

.—Take Why art thou yet so fair ? ShaE I believe 
That unsubstantial death is amorous ; 

I feEow:. And that the lean abhorred monster keeps 
jabont ; Thee here in dark to he his paramour } 
l^Retires. For fear of that, I wiE stiE stay with thee ; 

>f death, And never from this palace of dim night 
1, Depart again ; here, here wEl I remain 


The time and my intents are savage-wEd 
More fierce, and more inexorable far, 
Than empty tigers, or the roaring sea. 
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Witli worms that are thy chamber-maids ; O, h 
Will I set up my everlasting rest ; 

Anti shake the yoke of inauspicious stars 
From this world- wearied flesh. — Eyes, look your h 
Arms, take your last embrace ! and lips, () you 
Tiie doors of breath, seal with a righteous kiss 
A dateless bargain to engrossing death ! — 
Come, bitter conduct, come, unsavoury guide ! 
Thou desperate pilot, now at once run on 
The dashing rocks thy sea-sick weary bark ! 
Here’s to rny love ! — [DnnAw.] O, true apotbecar 
Thy drugs are quick Thus with a kiss I die. 


iich wayr 
O happy 
a’s dagger. 
ere rust, 


Enter, at the otMr cud of ike clmrck-inlrd, Friau 
LAirnisNCK, with a lanicrn, crow, and spade. 

Fri. Saint lA'ancis be my speed ! bow oft to-niglit 
Have my old feet stumbled at graves? — Who’s 
there ? 

Who is it that consoi’ts, so late, tlie dead ? 

MaL Here’s one, a friend, and one that knows 
you well, 

Fri. Bliss be upon you ! Tell me, good my 
friend, 

What torch is yond’, that vainly lends his light 
I’o grubs, and eyeless sculls ; as I discern, 
it ])urneth in the Capels’ monument. 

Bal. It doth so, holy sir ; and there’s my master, 
One that you love. 

Fri. Who is it? 

Bal, Romeo. 

Fri. How long hath he been tliere? 

Bal, Full half an hour. 

Fri. Go with me to the vault. 

Bal, I dare not, sir : 

My master knows not, but I am gone hence ; 

And fearfully did menace me with death, 

If I did stay to look on his intents. 

Fri, Stay then, I’ll go alone 
upon me ; 

0 much I fear some ill unlucky thing. 

Bal. As 1 did sleep under this yew-tree here, 

1 dreamt my master and another fought, 

And that my master slew him. 

Fri. Romeo ! — lAdvances. 

Alack, alack, what blood is this whicli stains 
The stony entraiwm of this sepulchre ?■ — 

What mean these masterless and gory swords 


comes 
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Enter MoNTAGUi:, and others. 


She wakes ; and I entreated her come forth, 
i And bear tEis work of heaven with patience : 
Eut then a noise did scare me from the tomb 
And she, too desperates would not go with m€ 
But (as it seems,) did violence on herself* 

All this I know ; and to the marriage 
Her nurse is privy : And, if aught in this 
Miscarried by my fault, let my old life 
Be sacrific d, some hour before his time, 

Unto the rigour of severest law. 

Prince. We# still have known thee for a 
man. — 

Where's Romeo's man ? what can he say 
Bal. I brought my master news of Juliet 
And then ift post he came from Mantua, 

To this same place, to this same monumei 
This letter he early bid me give his father 
And threaten’d me with death, going in t 
If I departed not, and left him there. 

Po'ince. Give me the letter, I will look 


Come, Montague ; for thou a,rt early up 
son and heir more early down. 

'as, my liege, my wife is dead to-night 
T son’s exile hath stopp'd her breath : 
er woe conspires against mine age.^^ 
Look, and thou shalt see. 
thou untaught I what manners is in this. 


And know their spring, their head, their true de- 
scent; 

And then will I be general of 


/ina men wiii l be general oi your woes, 

And lead you even to death : Meantime forbear, 
And let mischance be slave to patience. — 

Bring forth the parties of suspicion. 

Ffi. I am the greatest, able to do least. 

Yet mo#t suspected, as the time and place 
Both make against me, of this direful murder ; 
^d here I stand, both to impeach and purge 


® I will look on it^ 

Where is the county's page that rais'd the watch ?— 
Sirrah, what made your master in this place } 
Page. He came with flowers to strew his lady’s 
grave ; 

And bid me stand aloof, and so I did : 

Anon, comes one with light to ope the tomb ; 

And, by and by, my master drew on him ; 

And then I ran away to call the 'watch. 

Prince. This letter doth make good the friar's 
words. 

Their course of love, the tidings of her death : 

And here he writes— that he did buy a poison 
Of a poor 'pothecaiy, and therewithal 

Came to this vault to die, and lie with Juliet 

Where be these enemies ? — Capulet! Montague !— 
See, what a scourge is laid upon your hate, 

That heaven finds means to kill your joys with love ! 
And I, for ■winking at your discords too, 

Have lost a brace of kinsmen : — all are punish'd. 

Cap. 0, brother Montague, give me thy hand : 
This is my daughter’s jointm*e, for no more 
Can I demand. 

Mon. But I can give thee more ; 

For I will rais| her statue in pure gold ; 


Myself condemned and myself excus’d. 

Prince.^ Then say at once what thou dost know 
in this. 

Fri. I will be brief, for my short date of breath, 
Is not so long as is a tedious tale. ' 

Romeo there dead, was husband to that Juliet, 

And she, there dead, that Romeo's faithful wife ; 

I married them ; and their stolen marriage-day 
Was Tybalt’s dooms-day, whose untimely death 
Banish’d the new-made bridegroom from this city ; 
For whom, and not for Tybalt, Juliet pin' ’ 

You — to remove that siege of grief from h 
Betroth'd, and would have married her pe 
To county Paris : — then comes she to me ; 

And, with wild looks, bid me devise some 
To rid her from this second marriage, 

Or, in my cell there would she kiU herself. 

Then gave I her, so tutor'd by my art, 


means 


The noble Paris, and true Romeo, dead. 
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SCENE, — Elsinore. 


SCENE I Elsinore. A Platform before the 

Castle. 

Francisco on his post Enter to him Bernardo. 

JBer. Who’s there ? 

Fran. Nay, answer me ; stand, and unfold 
Yourself. 

Ber. Long live the king ! 

Fran. Bernardo ? 

Ber. He. 

Fran. You come most carefully upon yotir hour. 
Ber. ’Tis now struck twelve ; gf|t thee to bed, 
’Francisco. 

Fran. For this relief, much thanks : ’tis bitter 
And I am sick at heart. [cold, 

Ber^ Have yoci had quiet guard ? 

Fran. Not a mouse stirring. 

Ber. Well, good night. 

If you dC meet Horatio and Marcellus, 

The rivals of my watch, bid them make haste. 

Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Fran. I think 1 hear them. — Stand, ho ! Wlio 
is there ? 

Mor. Friends to this ground. 

Mar. ^ And liegemen to the Dane. 

Fran, Give you good night. 

Mar. ^ O, farewell, honest soldier : 

Who hath reliev’d you ? 

Fran. Bernardo hath my place. 

Give you good night. [Exit Franci^o. 

Mar. Holla ! Bernardo I 

: ' B-er. Say, ' 

What, is Floratio there ? 

Hot, a piece of him. 

Ber. Welcome, Horatio; welcome, good Mar- 
celius. 

Hot. What, has this thing appear’d again to- 
night? 


Ber. I have seen nothing. 

Mar. Horatio says, ’tis but our fantasy ; 

And will not let belief take hold of liim, 

Touening this dreaded sight, twice seen of us : 
Therefore I have entreated him, along 
With us to watch the minutes of this night ; 

That, if again this apparition come, 

He may approve our eyes, and speak to it. 

Hot. Tush 1 tush ! ’twill not appear. 

Ber. Sit down awhile ; 

And let us once again assail your ears, 

That are so fortified against our story, 

What we two nights have seen. 

Hor. Well, sit we down, 

And let ns hear Bernardo speak of this. 

Ber. Last night of all, 

When yon. same star, that’s westward from the pole, 
Had made his course to illume that part of heaven 
Where now it burns, Mai'cellus, and myself, 

The bell then beating one, — 

Mar. Peace, break thee off ; look where it comes 
again I 

Enter Ghost. 

Ber. In the same figure, like the king that’s dead. 
3far. Thou art a’scholar ; speak to it, Horatio. 
Ber. Looks it not like the king? mark it, Horatio, 
//o?:. Most lilce ; — it harrows me with fear, and 
Ber. It would be spoke to. [wonder. 

Mar. Speak to it, Horatio. 

Hor. MHiat art thou, that usurp’st-this time of 
Together with that fair and warlike fonn [night, 
In which the majesty of buried Denmark 
Did sometimes march ? by heaven i ciiarge thee, 
Mar. It is offended. [speak. 

Ber. See ! it stalks away. 

Hor. Stay ; speak ; speak, I charge thee, speak, 
^ [Exit Ghost. 

Mar. ’Tis gone, and will not answer. 
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Ber. How now, Horatio ? you tremble, and look 

pale : 

Is not this something more than fantasy ? 

What think you of it ! 

Hot, Before my God, I might not this believe, 
Without the sensible and true avouch 
Of mine own eyes. 

Mar. Is it not like the king ? 

, Mot. As thou art to thyself : 

Such was the very armour he had on, 

When he the ambitious Norway combated ; 

So frown’d he once, when, in an angry parle, 

He smote the sledded Polack on the ice. 

’Tis strange. 

Mar. Thus, twice before, and jump at this dead 
hour, 

With martial stalk hath he gone by our watch. 

Hot. In what particular thought to work, I 
know not ; 

But, in the gross and scope of mine opinion, 

This bodes some strange eruption to our state. 

Mar. Good now, sit down, and teU me, he that 
knows, 

Wliy this same strict and most observant watch 
So nightly toils the subject of the land ? 

And why such daily cast of brazen cannon, 

And foreign mart for implements of war : 

■Why such impress of shipwrights, whose sore task 
Does not divide the Sunday from the week ; 

What might be toward, that this sweaty haste 
Doth make the night joint-labourer with the day ; 
Who is’t, that can inform me 
Mot. That can I ; 

At least, the whisper goes so. Our last king, 
Whose image even but now appear’d to us, 

Was, as you know, by Fortinbras of Norway^ 
Thereto prick’d on by a most emulate pride, 

Dar’d to the combat ; in which our valiant Hamlet 
(For so this side of our known world esteem’d 
him,) 

Did slay this Fortinbras ; who, by a seal’d compact, 
Well ratified by law, and Heraldry, 

Did forfeit, with his life, all those his lands, 

Which he stood seiz’d of, to the conqueror : 

Against the which, a moiety competent 
Was gapd by our king ; which had return’d 
To the inheritance of Fortinbras, 

Had he been vanquisher ; as, by the same co-mart, 
And carriage of the article design’d, 

His fell to Hamlet : Now, sir, young Fortinbras, 

Of unimproved mettle hot and full, 

Hath in the skirts of Norway^ here and there, 
Shark’d up a list of landless resolutes, 

For food and diet, to some enterprise 
That hath a stomach in’ t : which is no other 
(As it doth well appear unto our state,) 

But to recover of us, by strong hand, 

And terms compulsatory, those ’foresaid lands 
So by his father lost ; And this, I take it. 

Is the main motive of our preparations ; 

The source of this our watch ; and the ihief head 
Of this post-haste and romage in the land. 

■Ber. 1 think, it be no other, but even so : ' 

W ell may it sort, that this portentous figure 
Comes armed through our watch ; so hke the king . 
That was, and is, the question of these wars. 

Hot. a mote it is, to trouble the mind’s eye. 

In the most high and palmy state of Rome, 

A little ere the mightiest Julius fell, 

The graves sto^d tenantiess, and the sheeted dead 


£ Did squeak and gibber in the Roman streets. 

As, stars with trains of fire and dews of blood, 
Disasters in the sun ; and the moist star, 

Upon whose influence Neptune’s empire stands, 
Was sick almost to dooms-day with eclipse. 

And even the like precurse of fierce events, — 

As harbingers preceding stiU the fates, 

And prologue to the omen coming on, — 

Have heaven and earth together demonstrated 
Unto our climatures and countrymen. 

Re~enteT Ghost. 

But, soft ; behold ! lo, where it comes again 1 
I’ll cross it, though it blast me. — Stay, illusion ! 

If thou hast any souud, or use of voice, 

Speak to me : 

If there be any good thing to be done, 

That may to thee do ease, and grace to me, 

Speak to me : 

If thou art privy to thy country’s fate, 

Which, happily, foreknowing may avoid, 

0, speak ! 

Or, if thou hast uphoarded in thy life 
Extorted treasure in the womb of earth, 

For which, they say, you spirits oft walk in death, 

_ [CtRjA crows. 

Speak of it stay, and speak. — Stop it, Marcellus. 
Mar. Shall I strike at it with my partizan 1 
Hot. Do, if it will not stand. 

’Tishere! 

Mot. »Tis here. 

Mar.^ ’Tisgone! Gliost. 

We do it wrong, being so majestical;, 

To offer it the show of violence ; 

For it is, as the air, invulnerable, 

And our vain blows malicious mockery. 

Ber, It was about to speak, when the cock 
crew. 

Hot. And then it started like a guilty thing 
Upon a fearful summons. I have heard, 

The cock, that is the trumpet to the morn, 

Doth with his lofty and shrill-sounding throat 
Awake the go^ of day ; and, at his warning, 
Whether in sea or fire, in earth or air. 

The extravagant and erring spirit hies 
To his confine : and of the truth herein 
This present object made probation. 

Mar. It faded on the crowing of the cock, 

I Some say, that ever ’gainst that season comes 
Wherein our Saviour’s birth is celebrated^, 

This bird of dawning singeth all night long : 

And then, they say, no spirit dares stir abroad ; 

The nights are wholesome ; then no planets strike, 
No fairy takes, nor witch hath power to charm, 

So hallow’d and so gracious is the time. 

Hot. So have I heard, and do in part believe it. 
But, look, the morn, in russet mantle clad, 

Walks o’er the dew of yon high eastern hill ; 

Break we our watch up ; and, by my^dvice, 

Let us impart what we have seen to-night 
Unto young Hamlet : for, upon my life, 

This spirit, dumb to us, will speak to him : 

Do you consent we shall acquaint him with it, 

As needful in our loves, fitting our duty ? 

Mar. Let’s do’t, I pray; and I this morning 
know 

Where we shall find him most convenient. 

Exeunt. ■ 
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SCENE II.— T7ie same- A Room of Stale m 

the same* 

Enter the King, CIuben, Hamlet, Polonius. Laertes, 

VoLTotiND, CORNELIUS, Lords, and Attendants. ^ ; 

King. Thougli yet of Hamlet our dear bl'otlier’s 
death . , j 

The memory he green ; and that it us 
To bear our hearts in grief, and oui* whole kingdom 
To be contracted in one brow of woe ; 

Yet so far hath discretion fought with nature, 

That we with wisest sorrow think on him, 

Too-ether with remembrance of ourselves. 

Therefore our sometime sister, now our queen, 

The imperial jointress of this warlike state. 

Have we, as Twere, with a defeated joy,~ 

With one auspicious, and one dropping eye ; ^ 

With mirth and funeral, and -with dirge m marriage, 

In equal scale, weighing delight and dole,— 

Taken to wife : nor have we herein barr d 
Your better wisdoms, which have freely gone 
With this affair along For all, our ^lanks. 

Now follows, that you know, young Fortinbras, 
Holding a weak supposal of our worth ; 

Or thinking, by our late dear brother s death, 

Our state to be disjoint and out of frame, 

Colleagued with this dream of his advantage. 

He hath not fail’d to pester us with message, 
Importing the surrender of those lands 
Lost by his father, with all bands of law, _ 

To our most valiant brother. — So much for him. 
Now for ourself, and for this time of meeting. 

Thus much the business is : We have here wTit 
To Norw^ay, uncle of young Fortinbras, — 

Who, impotent and bed-rid, scarcely hears 
Of this his nephew’s purpose, — to suppress 
His further gait herein ; in that the levies, 

The lists, and full proportions, are all made 
Out of his subject .and we here despatch 
You, good Cornelius, and you, Voltimand, 

For bearers of this greeting to old Norway ; 

Giving to you no further personal power 
To business with the king, more than the scope 
Of these dilated articles allow. ^ 

Farewell ; and let your haste commend your duty. 
Cor. Vol In that, and all things, will we show 
our duty. ^ ^ 

King. We doubt it nothing ; heartily farewell. 

^ [ Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 

And now, Laertes, what’s the news with you? 

You told cis of some suit ? What is’t, Laertes? 

You cannot speak of reason to the Dane, 

And lose your voice : What would’ st thou beg, ! 
Laertes, 

That shall not be my offer, not thy asking? 

The head is not more native to the heart. 

The hand more instrumental to the mouth, 

* Than is the thronCf^f Denmark to thy father. 

What would’st thou have, Laertes ? 

X^aer. ^ ' My dread lord, 

Your leave and favour to return to France; 

From whence though willingly I came to Denmark, 
To show my duty in your coronation ; 

Yet now, I must confess, that duty done, 

My thoughts and wishes bend again tbward France, 
And bow them to your gracious leave and pardon. 
King. Have you your father’s leave; What says 
Polonius ? 

Fol He hath, my lord, wrung from me my slow 
By laboursome petition ; and, at last, [leave, 


Upon his will I seal’d iiiy hard consent : 

I do beseech you, give him leave to go. 

King. Take thy fair hour, Laertes ; time be tbine, 
And thy best graces : spend it at tby will.— 

But now, my cousin Hamlet, and my son, •_ 

Ham.. A little more than kin, and less than kind. 

lAsiiU. 

King. How is it that tlie clouds still hang on you? 
Ham. Not so, my lord, I am too muclii’tlie sun. 
Queen. Good Hamlet, cast thyniglited colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 

Do not, for ever, with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust : 

Thou know’st, ’tis common ; all, that live, must die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Queen. 

Wliy seems it so particular with thee ? 

Ham. Seems, madam ! nay, it is ; I know not 
seems. 

’Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 

Nor customary suits of solemn black, 

Nor windy suspiration of forc’d breath, 

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 

Nor the dejected ’haviour of the visage, 

Together with all forms, modes, shows of grief, 

That can denote me truly : These, indeed, seem, 
For they are actions that a man might play : 

But 1 have that within, which passeth show ; 

These, but tbe trappings and the suits of woe. 

King. ’Tis sweet and commendable in your 
nature, Hamlet, 

To give these mourning duties to your fatlier : 

But, you must know, your father lost a father ; 

That father lost, lost his ; and the survivor bound 

In filial obligation, for some term 

To do obsequious sorrow : But to persever 

In obstinate condolement, is a course 

Of impious stubbornness ; ’tis unmanly grief : 

It shows a will most incorrect to heaven ; 

A heart unfortified, or mind impatient ; 

An understanding simple and unschool’d ; 

For what, we know, must be, and is as common 
As any of the most vulgar thing to sense, 

Why should we, in our peevish opposition, 

Take it to heart ? Fye ! ’tis a fiiult to heaven, 

A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 

To reason most absurd ; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 

From the first corse, till he that died to-day, 

This must be so. VVe pray you, throw to earth 
This unprevailing woe ; and think of us 
As of a father : for let the world take note, 

You are the most immediate to oar throne ; 

And, with no less nobility of love, 

Than that which dearest father bears his son, 

Do I impart toward you. For your intent 

In going back to school in Wittenburg, 

It is most retrograde to our desire ; 

And, we beseech you, bend you to remmn 
Here, in tbe cheer and comfort of our eye, 

Our chiefest courtier, cousin, and our son. 

Queen. Let not thy mother lose her prayers, 
Hamlet ; 

, I pray thee, stay with us ; go not to Wittenlrerg. 

Ham. I shall in all my best obey you, madam, 
i King. Why, ’tis a loving and a fair reply ; 

Be as om-self in Denmark. — Madam, come ; 

^ This gentle andunforc'd accord of Hamlet 
1 Sits smiting to my heart : in grace ^vdiereof, 
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SCENE II. 


No jocund healtli, tliat Denmark drinks to-day, 

But the great cannon to the clouds shall teU ; 

And the king’s rouse the heaven shall bruit again, 
Re-speaking earthly thunder. Come away. 

tSxeiint King, Queen, Lords, <5'C. Polonius, 
and Laertes. 

Ham. O, that this too, too solid flesh would melt, 
Thaw, and resolve itself into a dew ; 

Or that the Everlasting had not fix’d 

His canon ’gainst self-slaughter ! O God ! O God ! 

How weary, stale, flat, and unprofitable 

Seem to me aU the uses of this world ! 

Fye on’t ! O fye ! ’tis an unweeded garden, 

That grows to seed ; things rank and gross in nature, 
Possess it merely. That it should come to this ! 
But two months dead ! — nay, not so much, not tvvn ; 
So excellent a king ; that was, to this, 

Hyperion to a satyr : so loving to my mother, 

That he might not beteem the winds of heaven 
Visit her face too roughly. Heaven and earth ! 
Must 1 remember ? why, she would hang on him, 
As if increase of appetite had grown 
By what it fed on : And yet, within a month, — 
Let me not think on’t; — Frailty, thy name is 
woman ! — 

A little month ; or ere those shoes were old, 

With which she follow’d my poor father’s body, 
Like Niobe, aU tears ; — why she, even she, — 

0 heaven ! a beast, that wants discourse of reason, 
Would have mourn’d longer, — married with my 

uncle, 

My father’s brother ; but no more like my father, 
Than I to Hercules : Within a month : 

Ere yet the salt of most unrighteous tears 
Had left the flushing in her galled eyes, 

She married : — 0 most wicked speed, to pos*t 
With sucli dexterity to incestuous sheets ! 

It is not, nor it cannot come to, good ; 

But break, my heart, for I must hold my tongue I 

Enter Horatio, Bernardo, and Marcbllus. 

Hor. Flail to your lordship ! 

Bam. I am glad to see you well : 

Horatio, — or I do forget myself. 

Hor. The same, my lord, and your poor servant 
ever. 

Ham. Sir, my good friend; I’ll change that 
name with you. 

And what make you from Wittenberg, Horatio 1 — 
Marcelius ? 

Mar. My good lord, 

Ham. I am very glad to see you ; good even, 
sir,^ — 

But, what, in faith, make you from Wittenberg ? 
Hot, a truant disposition, good my lord. 

Ham. I would not hear your enemy say so ; 

Nor shall you do mine ear that violence, 

To make it truster of your own report 
Against yourself : I know, you are no truant. 

But what is your affair in Elsinore ? 

We’ll teach you to drink deep, ere you depart. 

Hor, My lord, I came to see your father’ s funeral. 
Ham', I pray thee, do not mock me, fellow- 
student ; 

1 think, it was -to see my mother’s wedding. 

Hor. Indeed, my lord, it follow’d hard upon. 
Ham. Thrift, thrift, Horatio! the funeral-bak’d 

meats 

Did coldly furinsh forth the marriage tables. 
'Would I hud met my dearest foe in heaven 


Or ever I |;^ad seen that day, Horatio ! — 

My father, — Methinks, I see my father. 

Hor. Where, 

My lord ? 

Ham. In my mind’s eye, Horatio. 

Hor. I saw him once, he was a goodly king. 
Ham. He was a man, take him for all in all, 

I shall not look upon his like again. 

Hor, My lord, I think I saw him yesternight. 
Ham. Saw ! who 

Hor. My lord, the king your father. 

Ham, The king my father ! 

Hor. Season your admiration for a while 
With an attent ear ; till 1 may deliver, 

Upon thd^^witness of these gentlemen, 

This marvel to you. 

Ham, For God’s love, let me hear. 

Hor. Two nights together had these gentlemen, 
Marcelius* and Bernardo, on their watch, 

In the dead waist and middle of the night, 

Been thus encounter’d. A figure like your father, 
Armed at point, exactly, cap-a-pie, 

Appears before them, and, with solemn march, 
Goes slow and stately by them : thrice he walk’d, 
By their oppress’d and fear-surprised eyes, 

Within his truncheon’s length ; whilst they, distill’ d 
Almost to jelly with the act of fear, 

Stand dumb, and speak not to him. This to me 
In dreadful secresy impart they did : 

And I, with them, the third night kept the watch : 
Where', as they had deliver’d, both in time, 

Form of the thing, each word made true and good, 
The apparition comes : I knew your father ; 

These hands are not more like. 

Ham. But where was this ? 

Mar, My lord, upon the platform where we 
watch’d. 

Ham. Did you not speak to it ? 

Hor. My lord, I did . 

But answer made it none : yet once, methouglit, 

It lifted up its head, and did address 
Itself to motion, like as it would speak : 

But, even then, the morning cock crew loud ; 

And at the sound it shrunk in haste away, 

And vanish’d from our sight. 

Bam. ’Tis very strange. 

Hor. As I do live, my honour’d lord, ’tis true ; 
And we did think it writ down in our duty, 

To let you know of it. 

Harn. Indeed, indeed, sirs, but this tj^oubles me. 
Hold you the watch to-night ? 

All. We do, my lord. 

Ham. Arm’d, say you ? 

AU. Arm’d, my lord. 

Ham. From top to toe ? 

All. My lord, from head to foot. 

Ham. Then saw you not 

His face ? 

Hor. O, yes, my lord ; he wore kjs beaver up. 
Ham. What, look’d he frowningly ? 

Hor. A countenance more 

Ig sorrow than in anger. 

Ham. Bale;, or red ? 

Hot. Nay, very pale. 

Ham. And fix’d his eyes upon you ? 

Hor. Most constantly. 

Ham. I would, I had been there. 

Hor. It would have much amaz’d you. 

Ham. Very like, 

Very like : Stay’d it long t 
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Hor. While one with moderate haste, might tell 
Mar. Ber. Longer, longer. [a hundred. 

Hot. Not when I saw it. 

Ham. His beard was grizzl’d ? no? 

Hot. It was, as I have seen it in his life,- 
A sable silver’d. 

Ham. I ■will watch to-night ; 

Perchance, ’twill walk again. 

jjor. I warrant, it wnll. 

Ham. If it assume my noble father’s person, 

I’ll speak to it, though hell itself should gape, 

And bid me hold my peace. I pray you all, 

If you have hitherto conceal’d this sight, 

Let it be tenable in your silence still ; 

And whatsoever else shall hap to-night, 

Give it an understanding, but no tongue ; 

I will requite your loves : So, fare you well : 

Upon the platform, ’twixt eleven and tw^elve. 

I’ll visit you. 

All Our duty to your honour. 

Ham. Your loves, as mine to you : Farewell. 
lExeunt Horatio, Marcellus, and Bernardo. 
My father’s spirit in arms I all is not well ; 

I doubt some foul play ; ’wmuldthe night were come 1 
Till then sit still, my soul : Foul deeds will rise, 
Though aU the earth o’er whelm them, to men’s eyes. 

[Exit 


SCENE HI. — A Room, in Polonius’ House. 

Enter Laertes and Ophelia: 

Laer. My necessaries are embark’d ; farewell: 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit. 

And convoy is assistant, do not sleep. 

But let me hear from you. 

Oph. Do you doubt that? 

Laer. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour. 
Hold it a fashion and a toy in blood : 

A violet in the youth of primy nature, 

Forward, not permanent, sweet, not lasting. 

The perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 

No more. 

Oph* No more hut so ? 
r Laer. Thirfc it no more ; 

Fey' nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews, and hulk ; but as this temple waxes, 

The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withaf. Perhaps, he loves you now ; 
And now no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch 
The virtuej)f his will : hut, you must fear, 

His greatness weigh’d, his will is not his own ; 

For he himself is subject to his birth : 

He may not, as unvalued persons do, 

Carve for himself ; for on his choice depends 
The safety and the health of the whole state ; 

And therefore must his choice be circumscrib’d 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body, 

Whereof he is the fiead : Then if he says, he loves 
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it, [you, 
As he in Ms particular aet and place 
May give his saying deed ; which is no further, 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal- c 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain, 

If with too credent ear you list his songs : 

Or lose your heart ; or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster’d importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 

And keep you in the rear of vour affection, 

Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 


If she unmask her beauty to the moon : 

Virtue itself ’scapes not calumnious strokes : 

The canker galls the infants of the spring, 

Too oft before their buttons be disclos’d ; 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

Be wary then : best safety lies in lear ; 

Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 

Oph. I shall the effect of this good lesson keep, 
As watchmen to my heart : But, good my brother, 
Do not, as some ungracious pastors do, 

Show me the steep and thorny way to heaven ; 
Whilst, like a puff’d and reckless libertine, 
Himself the primrose path of dalliance treads, 

And recks not his own read. 

Laer. O fear me not. 

I stay too long ; but here my father comes. 


A double blessing is a double grace ; 

Occasion smiles upon a second leave. 

Bol. Yet here, I^aertes ! aboard, aboard, for shame ; 
The wind sits in the shoulder of your sail, 

And you are staid for : There, my blessing with you ! 

[Zapinp Ms hand on Laertes’ head. 
And these few precepjg in thy memory 
Look thou chanicter. ■ Give thy thoughts no tongue. 
Nor any unproportion’d thought his act. 

Be thou familiar, hut by no means vulgar. 

The friends thou hast, and their adoption tried, 
Grapple them to tby soul with hooks of steel ; 

But do not dull tby palm with entertainment 
Of each new-hatch’d, unfledg’d comrade. Beware 
Of entrance to a quarrel : but, being in. 

Bear it that the opposer may beware of thee. 

Give ^very man thine ear, but few tby voice ; 

Take each man’s censure, but reserve thy Judgment. 
Costly thy habit as thy purse can buy, 

But not express’d in fancy : rich, not gaudy : 

For the apparel oft proclaims the man ; 

And they in France, of the best rank and station, 
Are most select and generous, chief in that. 
Neither a borrower, nor a lender be : 

For loan oft loses both itself and friend ; 

And borrowing duUs the edge of husbandry. 

This above all, — To thine ownself be true ; 

And it must follow, as the night the day, 

Thou canst not then he false to any man^l 
Farewell ; my blessing season this in thee ! 

Laer. Most humbly do I take my leave, my lord. 
PoL The time invites you ; go , your servants tend . 
Laer. Farewell, Ophelia : and remember well 
WTiat I have said to you. 

Oph. 'Tis in my memory lock’d, 

And you yourself shall keep the key of it. 

Laer. Farewell. [Exit Laertes. 

Pol. What is’t, Ophelia, he hath said to you? 
Oph. So please you, something touching the 
lord Hamlet. 

PoL Marry, well bethought ; 

’Tis told me, he hath very oft of late 
Given private time to you ; and you yourself 
Have of your audience been most free and houn- 
If it be so, (as so ’tis put on me, [teous : 

And that in way of caution,) I must tell you, 

You do not understand yourself so clearly, 

As it behoves my daughter, and your honour : 
What is between you ? give me up the truth. 

Oph. He hath, my lord, of late, made many 
Of his affection to me. [tenders 


Enter Polonius. 
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Pol. Affection ? pull ! you speak like a green girl, 
Dnsifted in sucli perilous circumstance. 

Do you believe bis tenders, as you call tliem ? 

Oph, I do not know, my lord, what I should think. 
Pol. Marry, 111 teach you : think yourself a 
baby i 

That you have ta'en these tenders for true pay, 
M'hich are not sterling. Tender yourself more 
' dearly; 

Or, (not to crack the wind of the poor phrase, 
"Wronging it thus,) youll tender me a fool. 

Oph. My lord, he hath importun’d me with love, 
In honourable fashion. 

Pol. Ay, fashion you may call it ; go to, go to. 
Oph. And hath given countenance to his speech, 
my lord, 

With almost all the holy vows of heaven. 

Pol. Ay, springes to catch woodcocks. I do know. 
When the blood burns, how prodigal the soul 
Lends the tongue vows : these blazes, daughter. 
Giving more light than heat, — extinct in both, 
Even in their promise, as it is a making, — 

You. must not take for fire. From this time, 

Be somewhat scanter of your maiden presence ; 

Set your entreatments at a higher rate, 

Than a command to parley. For lord Hamlet, 
Believe so much in him. That he is young ; 

And with a larger tether may he walk, 

Than may be given you : In few, Ophelia, 

Do not believe his vows : for they are brokers 
Not of that dye which their investments show, 

But mere implorators of unholy suits, 

Breathing like sanctified and pious bonds. 

The better to beguile. This is for all, — 

I would not, in plain terms, from this time forth, 
Have you so slander any moment’s leisure, 

As to give words or talk with the lord Hamlet. 
Look to’t, I charge you ; come your ways. 

Oph. I shall obey, my lord. 


From our aschieveraents, though perform’d at height, 
The pith and marrow of our attribute. 

So, oft it chances in particular men. 

That for some vicious mole of nature in them, 

As, in their birth, (wherein they are not guilty, 
Since nature cannot choose his origin,) 

By the o’ergrowth of some complexion, 

Oft breaking down the pales and forts of reason ; 
Or by some habit, that too much o'er-leavens 
The form of plausive manners ; — that these men, — 
Carrying, I say, the stamp of one defect ; 

Being nature’s livery, or fortune’s star, — 

Their virtues else (he they as pure as grace, 

As infinitig as man may undergo,) 

Shah, in the general censure take corruption 
From that particular fault ; The dram of base 
Doth all the noble substance often dout, 

To his own scandal. 

Enter Ghost. 

Hor. Look, my lord, it comes ! 

Ham. Angels and ministers of grace defend us ! — 
Be thou a spirit of health, or goblin damn’d, 

Bring with thee airs from heaven, or blasts from hell, 
Be thy intents wicked, or charitable, 

Thou com’st in such a questionable shape, 

That I will speak to thee ; I’ll call thee, Hamlet, 
King, father, royal Dane : O, answer me : 

Let me not burst in ignorance ! but tell, 

Why thy canoniz’d hones, hearsed in death, 

Have burst their cerements ! why the sepulchre, 
Wherein we saw thee quietly in-urn’d, 

Hath op’d his ponderous and marble jaws, 

To cast thee up again 1 What may this mean, 

That thou, dead corse, again, in cdmplete steel, 
Revisit’ st thus the glimpses of the moon, 

Making night hideous ; and we fools of nature, 

So horribly to shake our disposition, 

With thoughts beyond the reaches of our souls ? 
Say, why is this ? wherefore ? what should we do ? 

Hor. It beckons you to go away with it, 

As if it some impartment did desire 
To you alonev 

Mar. * Look, with what courteous action ' 
It waves you to a more removed ground : 

But do not go with it. 

Hor. No, by*no means. 

Ham, It will not speak ; then I will follow it. 

Hor. Do not, my lord. 

Ham. Why, what should Ife the fear ? 

I do not set my life at a pin’s fee ; 

And, for my soul, what can it do to that, 

Being a thing immortal as itself ? 

It waves me forth again ; — I’ll follow it. 

Hor. What, if it tempt you toward the flood, 
. ray lord, 

Or to the dreadful summit of ^he cliff, 

That beetles o’er his base into the sea ? ' 

And there assume some other horrid form, 
Which might deprive your sovereignty of reason, 
And draw you into madness ? think of it : 

I'Ke very place puts toys of desperation, 

Without more motive, into every brain, 

That looks so many fathoms to the sea, 

And hears it roar beneath. 

Ham. It waves me still : — 

Go on, I’U follow thee. 

Mar. You shall not go, my lord. 

Ham. Hold off your hands, 

iJor. Be rul’d, you shall not go. 


• SCENE TSf.—The Platform. 

Enter Hamlet, Horatio, and Marcellos. 

Ham. The air bites shrewdly ; it is very cold. 
Hor. It is a nipping and an eager air. 

Ham. What hour now } 

Hor. I think, it lacks of twelve. 

3far. No, it is struck. 

Hor, Indeed ? I heard it not ; it then draws near 
the season, 

Wherein the spirit held his wont to walk. 

[_A flourish of trumpets, and ordnance shot 
off, within. 

What does this mean, my lord ? 

Ham. The king doth wake to-night, and takes 
his rouse, 

Keeps wassel, and the swaggering up-spring, reels ; 
And, as he drains his draughts of Rhenish down, 
The kettle-drum and trumpet thus bray out 
The tiiumph of his pledge. 

Hor. Is it a custom ? 

Ham. Ay, marry, is’t : 

But to my mind, — though I am native here, 

And to the mariner born,— it is a custom 
More honour’d in the breach, than the observance. 
This heavy-headed revel, east and west. 

Makes us traduc’d, and tax’d of other nations : 
They clepe us, drunkards, and with swinish phrase 
Soil our addition ; and, indeed, it takes 
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Ham. My fate cries out, 

And makes eacli petty artery in this body 
As hardy as the Nemeaa lion’s nei*ve. — 

[Ghost beckons. 

Still am 1 call’d unhand me, gentlemen ;— 

[Breaking from them. 

By heaven. I’ll make a ghost of him that lets me : 

I say, aviT’ay : — Go on, I’ll follow thee. 

[Exeunt Ghost and Hamlet. 
Hot. He waxes desperate with imagination. 
Mar. Let’s follow; ’tis not fit thus' to obey him. 
Hot. Have after -To what issue will this come ? 
Mar. Something is rotten in the state ofDenmark. 
Hor. Heaven will direct it. 

Mar. Nay, let’s follow him. 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE V.— more remote Fart of theHlatform. 

Re-enter Ghost and Hamlet. 

Ham. Whither wilt thou lead me ? speak, I’ll 
go no fm'ther. 

Ghost. Mark me. 

Ham. I will. 

Ghost. My hour is almost come, 

When I to sulphurous and tormenting flames 
Must render up myself. 

Ham. Alas, poor ghost ! 

Ghost. Pity me not, but lend thy serious hearing 
To what I shall unfold. 

Ham. Speak, I am bound to hear. 

Ghost, So art thou to revenge, when thou shalt hear. 
Ham. What ? 

Ghost. 1 am thy father’s spirit ; 

Doom’d for a certain term to walk the night ; 

And, for the day, confin’d to fast in fires. 

Till the foul crimes, done in my days of nature, 
Are burnt and purg’d away. But that I am forbid 
To tell the secrets of my prison-house, 

I could a tale unfold, whose lightest word 
'Would harrow up thy soul ; freeze thy young blood ; 
Make thy two eyes, like stars, start from their spheres; 
Thy knotted and combined locks to p^art, 

■^And each particular hair to stand on'end, 

I Like quiUs upon the fretful porcupine : 

' But this eternal blazon must not be 
To ears of flesh and blood : — List, list, O list ! — 

If thou didst ever thy dear father love, 

Ham. O heaven ! 

Ghost. Fevenge his foul and most unnatural 
Ham. Murder? [murder. 

Ghost. Murder most foul, as in the best it is ; 
But this most foul, strange, and unnatural. 

Ham. Haste me to know it ; that I, with wings 
as swift 

As meditation, or the thoughts of love, 

May sweep to my r<?,venge. 

Ghost. . I find thee apt ; 

And duller sh-rflld’st thou he than the fat weed 
That rots itself in ease on Lethe wharf, 

Would’st thou not stir in this. Now, Hamlet, hear ; 
’Tis given out, that sleeping in mine orchard, ^ 
A serpent stung me ; so the w^hole ear of Denmark 
Is by a forged process of my deatli 
Bauldy abus’d : but know, thou noble youth, 

The serpent that did sting thy father’s life, 

Now wears his crown. 

Ham. 0, my prophetic soul ! my uncle ! 

Ghost. Ay, that incestuous, that adulterate beast, 
Yfith witchcraft of his wit, with traitorous gifts, 


(O wicked wit, and gifts, that have the power 
So to seduce !) won to his sliameful lust 
The will of my most seeming virtuous queen : 

O, Hamlet, w'hat a falling-off was there! 

From me, whose love was of that dignity, 

That it went hand in hand even with the vow 
I made to her in marriage ; and to decline 
Upon a wretch, whose natural gifts were poor 
To those of mine ! 

But virtue, as it never will be mov’d, 

Though lewdness court it in a shape of heaven ; 

So lust, though to a radiant' angel link’d, 

“Will sate itself in a celestial bed, 

> And prey on garbage. 

But, soft ! methmks, I scent the morning air ; 
Brief let me he : — Sleeping within mine orchard. 
My custom always of the afternoon. 

Upon my secure hour thy uncle stole, 

With juice of cursed hebenon in a vial, 

And in the porches of mine ears did pour 
The leperous distiiment : whose eflect 
Holds such an enmity with blood of man, 

That, swift as quicksilver, it courses through 
The natural gates and alleys of the body ; 

And, with a sudden vigour, it doth posset 
And cm’d, like eager droppings into milk, 

The thin and wholesome blood : so did it mine ; 
And a most instant tetter bark’d about, 

Most lazar-like, with vile and loathsome crust, 

All my smooth body. 

Thus was I, sleeping, by a brother’s hand, 

Of life, of crown, of queen, at once despatch’d : 
Cut off even in the blossoms of my sin, 
Unhousel’d, disappointed, unanel’d ; 

No ree^koning made, but sent to my account 
With aU my imperfections on my head : 

0, horrible 1 O, horrible 1 most horrible ! 

If thou hast nature in thee, bear it not ; 

Let not the royal bed of Denmark be 
A couch for luxury and damned incest. 

But, howsoever thou pursu’st this act. 

Taint not thy mind, nor let thy soul contrive 
Against thy mother aught ; leave her to heaven, 
And to those thorns that in her bosom lodge. 

To prick and sting lier. Fare thee well at once I 
The glow-worm shows the matin to be near, 

And ’gins to pale his uneffectual fire : 

Adieu, adieu, adieu I remember me. [Exit. 

Ham. O all you host of heaven 1 0 earth ! What 
else? 

And shall I couple hell? — O fye ! — Hold, hold, 
my heart ; 

And you, my sinews, grow not instant old, 

But bear me stiffly up ! — Remember thee ? 

Ay, thou poor ghost, while memory liolds a seat 
In this distracted globe. Remember thee ? 

Yea, from the table of my memory 
I’ll wipe away all trivial fond records, 

All saws of books, all forms, all pressures past, 
Tha,t youth and observation copied there : 

And thy commandment all alone shall live 
Within the book and volume of my brain, 

' Unmix’d with baser matter : yes, by htjaven. 

0 most pernicious woman ! 

O villain, villain, smiling, damned villain ! 

My tables, — meet it is, 1 set it down, 

I That one may smile, and smile, and be a villain ; 
At least, I am sure, it may be so in Denmark : 

[ Writing 

So, uncle, there you are. Now to my word ; 
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SCENE V. 


Mar. » Nor I, my lord, in faith, 

Ilam. Upon my sword. 

Mar. We have sworn, my lord, already. 

IJam. Indeed, upon my sword, indeed. 

Ghost .''[Berieath.] Swear. 

Ham. Ha, ha, boy ! say’st thou so ? art thou 
there, true-penny ? 

Come on, — ^you hear this fellow in the cellarage, — 
Consent to swear. 

Hor. Propose the oath, my lord. 

Ham. Never to speak of this that you have seeuy 
Swear by my sword. 

Ghost. [Beneath.'] Swear. 

Ham. Hie et ubique 9 then we’ll shift our 
ground : — 

Come hither, gentlemen, 

And lay your hands again upon my sword : 

Swear by my sword, 

Never to spdak of this that you have heard. 

Ghost. {Beneath.] Swear by his sword. 

Ham. Well said, old mole ! can’st work i'the 
earth so fast ? 

A worthy pioneer ! — Once more remove, good 
friends. [strange! 

Hot. O day and night, but this is wondrous 
Ham. And therefore as a stranger give it welcome. 
There are more things in heaven and earth, Horatio, 
Than are dreamt of in your philosophy. 

But come ; 

Here, as before, never, so help you mercy ! 

How strange or odd soe’er I bear myself, 

As I, perchance, hereafter shall think meet 
To put an antic disposition on — 

That you, at such times seeing me, never shall 
With arms encumber’d thus, or this head-shake, 

Or by pronouncing of some doubtful phrase, 

As, Well, well, we know ; — or. We could, and if 
we would ; — or, If we list to speak ; — or, There 
be, an if they might ; — 

Or such ambiguous giving out, to note 
That you know aught of me This do you swear, 
So grace and mercy at your most need help you ! 
Ghost. \_Beneath.] Swear. 

Ham. Rest, rist, perturbed spirit I So, gentlemen, 
With all my love I do commend me to you ; 

And what so poor a man as Hamlet is 
May do, to ejipress his love and fr^nding to you, 
God willing, shall not lack. Let us go in together ; 
And still your fingers on your lips, 1 pray. 

The time is out of joint ; — O cursed spite I# 

I That ever I was born to set it right ! 

Nay, come, let’s go together. ^ {Exmnt. 


It is, Adieu, adieu ! remember me. 

1 have sworn’ t. 

Hor. {Within.] My lord, my lord,— — 

Mar. {Within.] Lord Hamlet, 

Hor. [ Within.] 'Heaven secure him ! 

Ham.. So be it ! 

Mar. [ Within.] Illo, ho, ho, my lord I 
Ham. liillo, ho, ho, boy I come, bird, come. 

* Enter Horatio and Marcellus. 

Mar. How is’t, my noble lord } 

Hot. What news, my lord? 

Ham. O, wonderful ! , 

Hor, Good my lord, tell it. 

Ham. No ; 

You will reveal it. 

Hor. Not I, my lord, by heaven. 

Mar. Nor I, my lord. 

Ham. How say you then ; would heart of man 
once think it ?— ! 

But you’ll be secret, 

Hot. Mar. Ay, by heaven, my lord. 

Ham. There’s ne’er a villain, dwelling in all 
But he’s an arrant knave. [Denmark, 

Hor. There needs no ghost, my lord, come from 
the grave. 

To tell us this. 

Ham. Why, right ; you are in the right ; 

And so, without more circumstance at all, 

I hold it fit, that we shake hands, and part : 

You, as your business, and desire, shall point you; — 
For every man hath business and desire, 

Such as it is, — and for my own poor part, 

Look you, I will go pray. 

Hor. These are but wild and whirling words, 
my lord. ^ 

Ham. I am sorry they offend you, heartily ; yes, 
’Faith, heartily. 

Hor, There’s no offence^ my lord. 

Ham. Yes, by St. Patrick, hut there is, Horatio, 
And much offence too. Touching this vision here, — 
It is an honest ghost, that let me tell you ; 

For your desire to know what is between us, 
O’er-master it as you may. And now, good friends, 
As you are friends, scholars, and soldiers, 

Give me one poor request. 

Bor. What is’t, my lord ? 

We will. 

Ham. Never make known what you have seen 
to-night. 

Hot. Mar. My lord, we will not. 

Ham. “ Nay, but swear’t. 

Hor. In faith, 

My lord, not I. 


Inquire me f 
And how, an 
What compa 
By l!his enco 
That they dc 
Than yonr ps 
Take you, as 
As thus,—/ 
And, in part 
Rey. Ay, 
Pol. And, 
BtUs if t he , 


SCENE I . — A Room in Polonius’ House. 

„ Enter Poronius and Hbynaldo. 

Pol. Give him this money, and these notes, Rey- 
naldo. 

Rey. I will, my lord. 

PoL You shall do marvellous wisely, good Rey- 
Before you visit him, to make inquiry [naldo. 
Of his behaviour. 

Rey. My lord, I did intend it. 

Pol. Marry, #^ell said : very well said. Look 
you, sir, 
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Addicted so mid so ; — and there put on him 
What forgeries you please ; marry, none so rank 
As may dishonour him ; take heed of that ; 

But, sir, such wanton, wild, and usual slips, 

As are companions noted and most knowil 
To youth and liberty. 

Rep. As gaming, my lord. 

Pol. Ay, or drinking, fencing, swearing, quar- 
Drabbing : — You may go so far. [rolling, 

Rey. My lord, that would dishonour him. ^ 

Pol. ’Faith, no ; as you may season it in the 
charge. 

You must not put another scandal on him. 

That he is open to incontinency ; 

That’s not my meaning : but breathe nis faults so 
quaintly, 

That they may seem the taints of liberty : 

The flash and out-break of a flery mind ; 

A savageness in unreclaimed blood, 

Of general assault. 

Eeij. But, my good lord, 

Pol. Wherefore should you do this ? 

Rep. Ay, my lord, 

I would know that. 

Pol. Marry, sir, here^s my drift ; 

And, I believe, it is a fetch of warrant : 

You laying these slight sullies on my son, 

As ’twere a thing a little soil’d i’the working, 
Mark you, 

Your party in converse, him you would sound, 
Having ever seen, in the prenominate crimes. 

The youth you breathe of, guilty, be assur’d, 

He closes with you in this consequence ; 

Good sir, or so ; or friend, or gentleman , — 
According to the phrase, or the addition, 

Of man, and country. 

Rey. Very good, my lord. 

Pol. And then, sir, does he this, — He does— 
What was I about to say By the mass, I was about 
To say something ; — Where did I leave ? 

Rey. At, closes in the consequence. 

Pol. At, closes in the consequence, — Ay, marry; 
He closes with you thus : — I know the gentleman; 
I saw him yesterday, or Pother 
Or then r then; with such, or such ; and, as you 
There was he gaming ; there overtook in his rouse : 
There falling out at Lnnis ; or, perchance, 

I sate him enter such a house of sale, 

( Videlicet, z. brothel,) or so forth.— - 
See youj:iow ; 

Your tait of falsehood takes this carp of truth : 

And thus do we of wisdom and of reach, 

With windlaces,* and with assays of bias. 

By indirections -find directions out ; 

So. by my former lecture and advice, 

Shall you my son : You have me, have you not ? 
Rey. My.k.dvl have. 

Pol., God be wi’ yon ; fare you well. 

ey. G/t"" my lord, 

. ^ol. Ob .^rve your inclination in yourself. 
jKa?/. I shall, my lord. 

FoL And let him ply his music. r 

Rey, Well, my lord. 

[EseU, 

Enter Ophjelia. 

PoL Farewell! — How now, Ophelia? what’s 
the matter ? 

Oph. O, my lord, my lord, I have been so 
affrighted ! 

PoL With what, in the name of heaven ? 


Oph. My lord, as I was sewing in my closet, 
Lord Hamlet, — with his doublet all unbrac’d *, 

No hat upon his head ; his stockings foul’d, 
Ungarter’d, and down-gyved to Ms ancle ; 

Pale as his shirt ; his knees knocking each other ; 
And with a look so piteous in purport, 

As if he had been loosed out of hell, 

To speak of horrors, — ^lie comes before me. 

PoL Mad for thy love ? 

Oph. My lord, I do not know ; 

But, truly, I do fear it. 

PoL What said he ? 

Oph. He took me by the wrist, and held me hard ; 
Then goes he to the length of all his arm ; 

And, with his other liancl thus o’er his brow, 

He falls to such perusal of my face, 

As he would draw it. Long stay’d he so ; 

At last, — a little shaking of mine arm, 

And thrice his head thus waving up and down, — 
He rais’d a sigh so piteous and profound, 

As it did seem to shatter all his bulk, 

And end his being : That done, he lets me go : 
And, with his head over his shoulder turn’d. 

He seem’d to find his way without his eyes ; 

For out o’doors he went without their helps, 

And, to the last, bended their light on me. 

PoL Come, go with me ; I will go seek the king. 
This is the very ecstasy of love ; 

Whose violent property foredoes itself, 

And leads the will to desperate undertakings, 

S s oft as any passion under heaven, 

That does afflict our natures. 1 am sorry, — 
What, have you given him any hard words of late 
Oph. No, my good lord ; but, as you did com- 
I dy repel his letters, and denied [mand, 

His access to me. 

Pol. That hath made him mad. 

I am sorry, that with better heed, and judgment, 

I had not quoted him : I fear’d, he did but trifle, 
And meant to wreck thee ; but, be shrew my 
It seems, it is as proper to our age [jealousy ! 
To cast beyond ourselves in our opinions, 

As it is common for the younger sort 
To lack discretion. Come, go we to the king : 
This must be known ; which, being kept close, 
might move 

More grief to hide, than hate to utter love. 

Come. lExcunt. 


SCENE II . — A Room in the Castle. 

Enter King, Queen, Kusencrantz, Guildenstern, and 
Attendants. 

Ring. Welcome, dear Rosencrantz, and Guil- 
denstern ! 

Moreover that we much did long to see you, 

The need, we have to use you, did provoke 
Our hasty sending. Something have you heard 
Of Hamlet’s transformation ; so I call it, 

Since not the exterior nor the inward man 
Resembles that it was ; What it should be, 

More than his father’s death, that tlius hatli put 
So much from the understanding of himself, [him 
I cannot dream of : I entreat you both, 

That, — ^being of so young' days brought up with 
him ; 

And, since, so neighbour’d to his youth and hu- 
mour, — 

That you vouchsafe your rest here^in our court 
Some little time ; so by your companies 
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To draw Mm on to pleasures ; and to gather, 

So much as from occasion you may glean, 
Whether aught, to us unknown, afflicts him thus, 
That, open’d, lies within our remedy. 

Queen, Good gentlemen, he hath much talk’d 
of you ; 

And, sure I am, two men there are not living, 

To whom he more adheres. If it will please you 
Tt) show us so much gentry, and good will, 

As to expend your time with us awhile, 

For the supply and profit of our hope, 

Your visitation shall receive such thanks 
As fits a king’s remembrance. 

Bos. Both your majesties 

Might, by the sovereign power you have of us, 

Put your dread pleasures more into command 
Than to entreaty. 

Guil. But we both obey ; 

And here give up ourselves, in the full bent, 

To lay our service freely at your feet, 

To be commanded. 

King. Thanks, Uosencrantz, and gentle Guil- 
deu|tern. 

Queen. Thinks, Guildenstern, and gentle Ro- 
sencrantz : 

And I beseech you instantly to visit 

My too much changed son. — Go, some of you, 

And bring these gentlemen where Hamlet is. 

Guil. Heavens make our presence, and our 
Pleasant and helpful to him ! [practices. 

Queen. Ay, amen! 

[Exeunt Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, 
and some Attendants. 

Enter Polonius. 

PoL The embassadors from Norway, my^ood 
Are joyfully return’d. pord. 

King. Thou still hast been the father of good 
news. 

Pol, Have I, my lord ? Assure you, my good 
I hold my duty, as I hold my soul, [liege, 

Both to my God, and to my gracious king : 

And I do think, (or else this brain of mine 
Hunts not the trail of policy so sure 
As it hath us’d to do,) that I have found 
The very cause of Hamlet’s lunacy. 

Kmg. 0, speak of that ; that do I long to hear. 
PoL Give first admittance to the embassadors ; 
My news shall be the fruit to that great feast. 
King. Thyself do grace to them, and bring them 
in. [Exit Polonius. 

He tells me, my dear Gertrude, he hath found 
The head and source of all your son’s distemper. 

Queen. I doubt, it is no other but the main ; 
His father’s death, and our o’erhasty marriage. 
Re-enter Polonius, with Voltimand and Cornelius. 
King. Well, we shall sift him. — ^Welcome, my 
, good friends 1 

Say, Voltimand, what from our brother Norway 
VoU. Most fair return of greetings, and desires. 
Upon our first, he sent out to suppress 
His nephew’s levies ; which to him appear’d 
To be a preparation ’gainst the Polack ; 

But, better look’d into, he truly found 

It was against your highness : Whereat griev’d, — 

That so his sickness, age, and impotence, 

Was falsely borne in hand, — sends out arrests 
Qn Fortinbras ; which he, in brief, obeys ; 
Receives rebuke from Norway ; and, in fine, 
Makes vow befcftre his uncle, never more 
To give the assay of arms against your majesty. 


Whereon oid Norway, overcome with joy, 

Gives him three thousand crowns in annual fee ; 
And his commission, to employ those soldiers, 

So levied as before, against the Polack : 

With ah entreaty, herein further shown, 

[Gives a^paper 

That it might please you to give quiet pass 
Through your dominions for this enterprise ; 

On such regards of safety, and allowance. 

As therein are set down. 

King. It likes us well ; 

And, at our more consider’d time, we’ll read, 
Answer, and think upon this business. 

Mean tim^ we thank you for your well- took labour : 
Go to your rest ; at night we’ll feast together : 
Most welcome home ! 

[Exeunt Voltimand and Cornelius. 
Pol. ^ This business is well ended. 

My liege, and madam, to expostulate 
What majesty should be, what duty is, 

Why day is day, night, night, and time is time, 
Were nothing but to waste night, day, and time. 

.^herefbre,— since hrevityis the soul of wit, 

|And tediousness the limbs and outward flourishes,-— 
T will be brief : Your noble son is mad } 

Mad call I it : for, to define true madness, 

What is’t, but to be nothing else but mad : 

But let that go. 

Queen. More matter, with less art. 

Pol. Madam, I swear, I use no art at all. 

That he is mad, ’tis true : ’tis true, ’tis pity ; 

And pity ’tis, ’tis true : a foolish figure ; 

But farewell it, for I will use no art. 

Mad let us grant him then : and now remains, 
That we find out the cause of this effect ; 

Or, rather say, the cause of this defect ; 

For this effect, defective, comes by cause : 

Thus it remains, and the remainder thus. 

Perpend. 

I have a daughter ; have, while she is mine ; 

Who, in her duty and obedience, mark, 

Hath given me this : Now gather, and surmise. 

— To the celesLiaL and mysouVs idol., the most 
heauvtjied Ophelia., 

That’s an ill phrase, a vile phrase ; heaul^jied is a 
vile phrase ; but’ you shall hear. — Thus : — 

In her excellent white. bosom, tJmse, &c. — 

Queen. Came this from Hamlet to her ? 

PoL Good madam, stay awhile ; I will be faith- 
ful.— • , 

Doubt thou, the stars are fire; '[Reads. 

Doubt, that the sun doth xfiove; 

Doubt truth to be a liar ; 

But never doubt, I love. 

O dear Ophelia, I am ill at these numbers ; "J 
have no^art to reckon my groans : but that I love 
thee best, O most best, believe it. 

Thine evermore, most d. lady] wV- ’ ' 
this machine is to Harl 
This, in obedience, hath my daughtei shown me : 
And more above, hath his solicitings, 

As they fell out by time, by means, and place, 

All given to mine ear. 

King, But how hath she 

Receiv’d his love ? 

PoL What do you think of me ? 

King. As of a man faithful and honourable. 
Po/. I would fain prove so. But what might 
you think, 

When I had seen this hot love on the wing, 

3 L 
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extremity for love ; very Dear this. I’ll speak to 
him again. — What do you read, rny lord ? 

Ham. Words, words, words ! 

Pol. What is the matter, my lord ? 

Ham. Between who 

! PoL I mean, the matter that you rear!, my lord. 

! Ham. Slanders, sir : for the satirical rogiie says 
here, that old men have grey beards ; that their 
faces are wrinkled ; their eyes purging thick ambmy 
and plum-tree gum ; and that they have a plentiful 
lack of wit, together with most weak hams : All of 
which, sir, though I most powerfully and potently 
believe, yeti hold it not honestly to have done it thus 
set down; for yourself, sir, shall be as old as I am, 
if, like a crah, you could go backward, 

PoL Though this be madness, yet there’s method 
in it. [Aside.] Will you walk out of the air, my 
lord } 

Ham. Into my grave ? 

PoL Indeed, that is out o’ the air. How p!*eg- 
nant sometimes his replies are ! a happine.ss tliat 
often madness hits on, which reason and sanity could 
not so prosperously be delivered of. I will leave 
him, and suddenly contrive the means of meeting 
between him and my daughter. — My honourable 
lord, I will most humbly take my leave of you. 

Ham. You cannot, sir, take from me any thing 
that I will more willingly part withal ! except my 
life, except my life, except my life. 

PoL Fare you well, my lord. 

Ham. These tedious old fools 1 

Ji:nte7’ Rose.vcrantz and Guilvenstetin. 

PoL You go to seek the lord Hamlet ; there he is. 

i?gs. God save you, sir ! .Poloniijs. 

[Exit Po.noN:nTs. 

GtdL My honour’d lord ! — 

Ros. My most dear lord I — 

Ham. My excellent good friends ! Plow dost thou, 
Guildenstern ? Ah, Roseiicrantz ! Good lads, how 
do ye both ? 

Ros. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Guil. Happy, in that we are not over-happy ; 
On fortune’s cap we are not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the soles of her shoe } 

Ros. Neither, my lord. 

Ham. Then you live about her waist, or in the 
middle of her favours ? 

G?nL ’Faith, her privates we. 

Ham. In the secret parts of fortune? O, most 
true ; she is a strumpet. What news ? 

Ros. None, my lord ; but that the world’s grown 
honest. 

Ham. Then is dooms-day near : hut your news 
is not true. Let me cprestion more in particular : 
What have you, my good friends, deserved at the 
hands of fortune, that she sends you to prison 
hither? 

GuiL Prison, my lord ? 

Ha7n. Denmark’s a prison. 

Ros, Then is the world one. 

Ham. A goodly one ; in which there are many 
confines, wards, and dungeons ; Denmark being 
one of the worst. 

Ros, We think not so, my lord. 

Ham. Wliy, then ’tis none to you ; for there is 
nothing either good or had, but thinking makes it 
so: to me it is a prison. 

Ros. Why, then your ambitiem makes it one ; 
’tis too narrow for your mind. 


(As 1 perceiv'd it, 1 must tell you 

Before my daughter told me,) what might you, 

Or my dear majesty yoim queen here, think, 

If I had play’d the desk, or table-book ; 

Or given my heart a working, mute and dumb ; 

Or look’d upon this love with idle sight ; 

What might you think ? no, I went round to work. 
And my young mistress thus did I bespeak : 

Lord ilainUt is a prmce out of thy sphere ; 

This must not be : and then I precepts gave her, 
That she should lock herself from his resort, 
Admit no messengers, receive no tokens. 

Which done, she took the fruits of my advice ; 
And he, repulsed, (a short tale to makes,) 

Fell into a sadness ; then into a fast ; 

Thence to a watch ; thence into a weakness ; 
Thence to a lightness ; and, by this declension, 
Into the madness wherein now he raves^ 

And' all we mourn for. 

King. Do you think, Tis this ? 

Queen, It may be, very likely. 

PoL Hath there been such a time, (I’d fain 
know that,) 

That J have positively said, ’ Tis so, 

When it prov'd otherwise ? 

King. Not that I know. 

PoL Take this from this, if this be otherwise : 

IPo'iniing to his head and shoulder. 
If circumstances lead me, I will find 
Where truth is hid, though it were hid indeed 
Within the centre. 

King. Plow may we try it further ? 

PoL You know, sometimes he walks for hours 
Here in the lobby. [together, 

Queen. So he does, indeed. 

Pol. At such a time FIl loose my daughter to 
Be you and I behind an arras then ; [him : 

Mark the encounter : if he love her not, 

And be not from his reason fallen thereon, 

Let me be no assistant for a state, 

But keep a farm, and carters. 

King. We will try it. 

Enter Hajvilet, readiwK 

Queen. But, look, where sadly the poor wretch 
comes reading. 

Pol. Away, beseech you, both away ; 

I’ll board him presently : — 0, give me leave. — 

lExeimt King, Queen, and Attendants. 
How doFo my good lord Plamlet ? 

Ham. Well, god-’a-mercy. 

Pol. Do you inow me, my lord ? 

Haw,. Excellent well ; you are a fishmonger. 
PoL Not I, my lord. 

Ham, Then I would you were so honest a man. 
Pol. Plonest, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir'; to be honest, as this world goes, 
is to be one^an picked out of ten thousand. 

PoL Tnat’s very true, my lord. 

Ham, For if the sun breed maggots in a dead 

dog, being a god, kissing carrion, Have you a 

daughter? 

Pol. I have, my lord. 

Ham, Let her not walk V the sun : conception 
is a blessing ; but as your daughter may conceive, 

' — friend, look to’t. 

PoL How say you by that ? [Aside.] Still harp- 
ing on my daughter : — yet he knew me not at 
first ; he said I was a fishmonger : Pie is far gone, 
far gone: and tndy in my youth I suffered much 
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Mam. 0 God ! I could be bounded 


- - in a nut- 

slieU., and count myself a king of infinite space ; 
were it not that I have bad dreams. 

Gull. Which dreams, indeed, are ambition ; for 
the very substance of the ambitious is merely the 
shadow of a dream. 

Mam. A dream itself is but a shadow. 

Truly, and I hold ambition of so airy and 
light a quality, that it is but a shadow's shadow. 

Mam. Then are our beggars, bodies ; and our 
monarchs, and outstretch’d heroes, the beggars’ 
shadows : Shall we to the court ? for, by my fay, 
I cannot reason. 

Eos. GidL We’ll wait upon you. 

: I will not sort you with 
for, to speak to you like 
I am most dreadfully attended, 
!U way of friendship, what make 


^ Mam. He that plays the king, shall be welcome ; 
his majesty shall have tribute of me : the adven- 
tuious knight shall use his foil, and target : the 
lover shall not sigh gratis ; the humorous man shall 
end his part in peace : the clown shall make those 
laugh, whose lungs are tickled o'the sere ; and the 
lady shall say her mind freely, or the blank verse 
shall halt for't. — What players are they ? 

Eos. Even those you were wont to take such 
delight in, the tragedians of the city. 

Mam. How chances it, they travel ? their resi- 
dence, both in reputation and profit, was better 
both ways. 

Eos. I ^hink, their inhibition comes by the means 
of the late innovation. 

Ham. Do they hold the same estimation they 
did when I was in the city Are they so followed ? 

Eos. No, indeed, they are not. 

Ham. How comes it? Do they grow rusty ? 

Eos. Nay, their endeavour keeps in the wonted 
pace : But there is, sir, an aiery of children, little 
eyases, that cry out on the top of question, and 
are most tyrannically clapped for't : these are now 
the fashion ; and so herattle the common stages, 
(so they call them) that many, wearing rapiers, 
are afraid of goose quills, and dare scarce come 
thither. 

Mam. What, are they children ? who maintains 
them ? how are they escoted ? W^iil they pursue 
the quality no longer than they can sing will they 
not say afterwards, if they should grow themselves 
to common players, (as it is most like, if their 
means are no better,) their writers do them wrong, 
to make them exclaim against their own succession? 

^ Eos. 'Faith, there has been much to do on both 
sides ; and the nation holds it no sin, to tarre them 
on to controversy: there was, for a while, no 
money bid for argument, unless the poet and the 
player went to cuffs in the question. 

Ham. Is it possible ? 

Guil. Op there has been much throwing about 
of brains. 

Mam, Do t%e boys carry it away? 

^ Eos. Ay, that they do, my lord ; Hercules and 
his load too. 

Mam. It is not very strange for my uncle is 
king of Denmark ; and those, Siat would make 
mouths at him while my father lived, give twenty, 
forty, fifty, an hundred ducats a-piece, fftr his pic- 
ture in little. 'Sblood, there is something in this 
more than natural, if philosophy could find it out. 

[.Flouris}i*of trumpets willdn. 

Guil. There are the players. 

Mam. Gentlemen, you are welcome to Elsinore. 
Your hands. Come then ; the appurtenance of 
welcom<ris fashion and ceremonjr ; let me comply 
with you in this garb ; lest my extent to the.players, 
which, I tell you, must show fairly ou*v£iird, should 
more appear like entertainment than yours. You 
,are welcome : but my uncle-father, and aunt-mo- 
thqf, are deceived. 

Guil. In what, my dear lord ? 

Ham. I am but mad north-north- west : when 
the wind is southerly, I know a hawk from a hand- 
saw.' /■ "" ' 

PoLONius. 

Po?. Well be with you, gentlemen ! 

Ham. Hark you, Guildenstern, — and you too; 
—at each ear a hearer ; that great baby” you see 
there, is not yet out of his swaddling clouts. 
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Mam. No such matter 
the rest of my servants : 
an honest man. 

But, in the beatei 
you at Elsinore ? 

Eos. To visit you, my lord, no other occasion. 

Mam. Beggar that I am, I am even poor in 
thanks ; but I thank you : and sure, dear friends, 
my thanks are too dear, a half-penny. Were you 
not sent for ? Is it your own inclining ? Is it a 
free visitation ? Come, come ; deal justly with me : 
come, come ; nay, speak. 

Guil. What should we say, my lord ? 

Ham. Any thing — but to the purpose. You 
were sent for ; and there is a kind of confession in 
your looks, v^j-hich your modesties have not craft 
enough to colour : I know, the good king and queen 
have sent for you. 

Eos. To what end, my lord ? 

Ham, That you must teach me. But let me 
conjure you, by the rights of our fellowshf|), by 
the consonancy of our youth, by the obligation of 
our ever-preserved love, and by what more dear a 
better proposer could charge you withal, be even and 
direct with me, whether you were sent for, or no ? 

Eos. What say you ? [To Guildenstern. 

Mam. Nay, then I have an eye of you ; \^Aside.^ 
— if you love me, hold not off. 

Guil. My lord, we were sent for. 

Mam. I will tell you why ; so shall my anticipa- 
tion prevent your discovery, and your secrecy to the 
king and queen moult no feather. I have of late, 
(but, wherefore, I know not,) lost all my mirth, 
foregone all custom of exercises : and, indeed, it 
' goes so heavily with my disposition, that this goodly 
frame, the earth, seems to me a steril promontory ; 
this most excellent canopy, the air, look you, this 
brave o'erhangiug firmament, this majestical roof 
fretted with golden fire, why, it appears no other 
thing to me, than a foul and pestilent congregation 
of vapours. What a piece of work is man ! How 
noble in reason ! how infinite in faculties ! in form, 
and moving, how express and admirable ! in action, 
how like an angel ! in apprehension, how like a 
god! the beauty of the world! the paragon of 
animals ! And yet, to me, what is this quintessence 
of dust ? man delights not me, nor woman neither ; 
though, by your smiling, you seem to say so. 

Eos. My lord, there is no such stuff in my 
thoughts. 

Mam. Why did you laugh, then, when I said, 
Man delights not me? 

Eos. To think, my lord, if you delight not in 
man, what lenten entertainment the players shall 
receive from you: we coted them on the way ; 
and hither are they coming, to offer you service. 
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Ros. Happily, lie’s the second tinfe come to 
them ; for, they say, an old man is twice a child. 

Ham. I will prophesy, he comes to tell me of 
the players ; mark it. — You say right, sir ; p’Mon- 
day morning ; ’twas then, indeed. 

Pol. My lord, I have news to tell you. 

Ham. My lord, I have news to tell you. When 
Roscius was an actor in Rome, 

Pol. The actors are come hither, my lord. 

Ham. Buz, buz! 

Pol. Upon my honour, 

Ham. Then came each actor on his ass, 

Pol. The best actors in the world, either for tra- 
gedy, comedy, history, pastoral, pastortl-comical, 
historical - pastoral, tragical - historical, tragical- 
comical, historical-pastoral, scene individable, or 
poem unlimited : Seneca cannot be too heavy, nor 
Plautus too light. For the law of writ, and the 
liberty, these are the only men. 

Ham. O Jephthah, judge of Israel, — what a 
treasure hadst thou ! 

Pol. What a treasure had he, my lord ? 

Ham. Why — One fair daughter, and no more, 
The which he loved passing well. 

Pol. Still on my daughter, lAside. 

Ham. Am I not i’the right, old Jephthah ? 

Pol. If you call me Jephthah, my lord, I have 
a daughter, that I love passing well. i 

Ham, Nay, that follows not. 

Pol. What follows then, my lord ? 

Ham. Why, As hy lot, God wot, and then, you 
know, It came to pass, As most like it was, — The 
jfirst row of the pious chanson will show you more : 
for look, my abridgment comes. 

Enter Four or Five Players. 

You are welcome, masters ; welcome, all : — I am 

glad to see thee well : — welcome, good friends 

0, old friend 1 Why thy face is valanced since I 
saw thee last j Com’st thou to beard me in Den- 
mark.^ — What! my young lady and mistress! 
By’r-Lady, your ladyship is nearer to heaven, than 
when I saw you last, hy the altitude of a chopine. 
Pray God, your voice, like a pier? of uncurrent 
gold, be not cracked within the ring. — Masters, 
you are all welcome. Well e’en to’t like French 
falconers, fly at py thing we see ; We’ll have a 
speech straight: Come, give us a taste of yoim 
quality ; come, a passionate speech. 

1 Play^i. What speech, my lord ? 

Ham. i heard thee speak me a speech once, — 
but It was never acted; or, if it was, not above 
once ; for the play, I remember, pleased not the 
million; ’twas caviare to the general: but it was 
(as 1 received it, and others, whose judgrnents, in 
such matters, cried in the top of mine,) an excel- 
lent play ; well digested in the scenes, Set down 
with as m^ch modesty as cunning. I remember, 
one said, tJiere were no sallets in the lines^ to make 
the matter savoury ; nor no matter in the phrase, 
that might indite the author of affection ; bnt called, 
it, an honest method^ as wholesome as sweet, ^nd 
by very^ much more handsome than fine. One 
speech in it I chiefly loved : ’twas AEiieas’ tale 
to Dido ; and thereabout of it especially, where he 
speaks of Priam’s slairghter : If it live in your 
memory, begin at this line ; let me see, let me 
see : — 

'‘The rugged Pyrrhus, like the PI yrcanian beast,” 
— -'tis not so ; it begins with Pyrrhus. I 


“The rugged Pyrrhus, — he whose sable arms. 
Black as his purpose, did the night resemble, 
When he lay couched in tlie ominous horse, 
Hath now this dread and black (3omplexion 
smear’d 

With heraldry more dismal ; head to foot 
Now is he total gules ; horridly trick’d 
With blood of fathers, mothers, daughters, sons ; 
Bak’d and impasted with the parching streets^ 
That lend a tyrannous and a damned light 
To theirlord’s murder : Roastedin wrath, andfire, 
And thus o’er-sized with coagulate gore, 

With eyes like carbuncles, the hellish Pyrrhus 
Old grandsire Priam seeks ; ” — So proceed you. 
Pol. ’PYre God, my lord, well .spoken; with 
good accent, and good discretion. 

1 Play. “ Anon he finds him 
Striking too short at Greeks ; his antique sword, 
Rebellious to his arm, lies where it Mis, 
Repugnant to command : Unequal match’d, 
Pyrrhu.s at Priam drives ; in rage, strikes wide : 
But with the whiff and wind of liis fell sword 
The unnerved father falls. Then senseless Ilium, 
Seeming to feel this blow, with flaming top 
Stoops to his base ; and with a hideous crash 
Takes prisoner Pyrrhus’ ear ; for, lo ! his sword, 
Wliich was declining on the milky head 
Of reverend Priam, seem’d i’ the air to stick : 
So, as a painted tyrant, Pyrrhus stood ; 

And, like a neutral to his will and matter, 

Did nothing. 

But, as we often see, against some storm, 

A silence in the heavens, the rack stand still, 

The bold winds speechless, and the orb below 
As^hush as death : anon the dreadful thunder 
Doth rend the region : So, after Pyrrhus' pause, 
A roused vengeance sets him new a work ; 

And never did the Cyclops’ hammers fall 
On Mars’s armour, forg’d for proof eterne, 

With less remorse than Pyrrhus’ bleeding sword 
Now falls on Priam. — 

Out, out, thou strumpet, Fortune ! All you gods. 
In general synod, take away her power ; 

Break all the spokes and fellies from her wheel, 
And bowl the round nave down the hill of heaven, 
As low as to the fiends ! ” 

Pol. This is too long, 

IIa,m. It shafl to the barber’s, with your beard. 
— Pr’ythee, say on: — tie’s for a jig, or a tale of 
bawdry, or he sleeps : — say on : come to Hecuba. 

1 Play. “But who, ah woe! had seen the 

mobled queen” 

Ham. The mobled queen ? 

Pol. That’s good ; mobled queen is good. 

1 Play. “ Run barefoot up and down, threat’ning 
the flames 

With bisson rheum ; a clout upon that head, 
Where late the diadem stood ; and, for a robe. 
About her lank and all o’er-teemed loins, 

A blanket, in the alarm of fear caught up ; 

Who this had seen, with tongue in venom steep’d, 
’Gainst fortune’s state would treason have pro- 
nounc’d : 

But if the gods themselves did see her then, 
When she saw Pyrrhus make malicious sport* 

In mincing with his sword her husband’s limbs ; 
The instant burst of clamour that she made, 
(Unless things mortal move them not at all,) 
Would have made milch the^burning eye of 
And passion in the gods.” [heaven. 
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Pol. Look, whether he has not turn'd his colour, 
and has tears in's eyes. — Pr’ythee, no more. 

Ham. 'Tis well; I’ll have thee speak out the* 
rest of this soon. — Good my lord, will you see the 
players well bestowed ? Do you hear, let them be 
W' ell used ; for they are the abstract, and brief chro- 
nicles, of the time : After your death you were 
better have a bad epitaph, than their ill report while 
you live. 

Pol, My lord, I will use them according to their 
desert. 

Ham. Odd's bodikia, man, much better : Use 
every man after his desert, and who shall ’scape 
whipping! Use them after your own honour and j 
dignity : The less they deserve, the more merit is 
in your bounty. Take them in. 

Pol. Come, sirs. 

lExit PoLONiTTs ^vith some of the Players. 

Ham. Follow him, friends : we’ll hear a play 
to-morrow. — Dost thou hear me, old friend ; can 
you play the murder of Gonzago ? 

1 Pla^. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. We'll have it to-morrow night. You 
could, for a need, study a speech of some dozen or i 
sixteen lines, which I would set down, and insert | 
in't? could you not I 

I Pla]/. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. Very well. — Follow that lord ; and look 
you mock him not. [Exit Player.] My good 
friends, [To Ros. and Guil.] I’ll leave you till 
night : you are welcome to Elsinore. 

Mos. Good my lord I 

[ Ea:eunt Bos^:ncrantz and Guildenstern. 

Ham. Ay, so, God be wi' you : — Now I am alone. 
O, what a rogue and peasant slave am I ! ^ 

Is it not monstrous, that this player here, 

But in a fiction, in a dream of passion, 

Could force his soul so to his own conceit, 

That from her working, all his visage wann'd ; 

Tears in his eyes, distraction in's aspect, 

A broken voice, and his whole function suiting 
With forms to his conceit ? And all for nothing ! 
For Hecuba ! 

What's Hecuba to him, or he to Hecuba, 

That he should weep for her ? What would he do, 
Had he the motive and the cue for passion. 

That I have? He would drown the stage with tears, 
And cleave the general ear, with horrid speech ; 


Make mad 4;he guilty, and appal the free, 
Confound the ignorant ; and amaze, indeed, 

The very faculties of eyes and ears. 

Yet I, 

A dull and muddy-mettled rascal, peak, 

Like John a-dreams, unpregnant of my cause, 

And can say nothing ; no, not for a king. 

Upon whose property, and most dear life, 

A damn’d defeat was made. Am I a coward ? 
Who calls me villain creaks my pate across ? 
Plucks off my beard, and blows it in my face ? 
Tweaks me by the nose? gives me the lie i'the 
throat, 

As deep as to the lungs ? Who does me this ? 

Ha! ' 

Why, I should take it : for it cannot be, 

But I am pigeon-liver’ d, and lack gall 
To make oppression bitter ; or, ere this, 

I should have fatted all the region kites 
With this slave’s offal : Bloody, bawdy villain ! 
Remorseless, treacherous, lecherous, kindless villain ! 
Why, what an ass am I ? This is most brave ; 
That I, the son of a dear father murder'd, 
Prompted to my revenge by heaven and hell, 

Must, like a whore, unpack my heart with words, 
And fall a cursing, like a very drab, 

A scullion ! 

Fye upon’t ! foh 1 About my brains 1 Humph ! I 
have heard. 

That guilty creatures, sitting at a play. 

Have by the very cunning of the scene 
Been struck so to the soul, that presently 
They have proclaim’d their malefactions ; 

For murder, though it have no tongue, will speak 
With most miraculous organ. I’ll have these 
players. 

Play something like the murder of my father. 
Before mine uncle : I’ll observe his looks ; 

I’ll tent him to the quick ; if he do blench, 

I know my coui’se. The spirit that I have se 4 Hi, 
May be a devil : and the devil hath power 
To assume a pleasing shape ; yea, and perhaps, 
Out of my weakness, and my melancholy, 

(As he is very potent with such spirits,) 

Abuses me to damn me : I'll have grounds 
More relative than this : The play’s the thing, 
Wherein I’ll catch the conscienc^^ of the king. 


ACT III. 

SCENE I . — A Room in the Castle. Ros. "Niggard of question; but, of our demands, 

Enter King, Queen, Polonius, Ophelia, Kosencrante, Most fi^e in his reply. 

Guildenstern. Queen. Did yoif assay him 

King. And can you, by no drift of conference, To any pastime? 

Get from him, why he puts on this confusion ; Ros. Madam, it so fell out, that ceriS-in players 

Grating so harshly all his days of quiet We o’er-raught on the way : of these we told him ; 

With turbulent and dangerous lunacy ? *And there did seem in him a kind of joy 

Ros. He does confess, he feels himself distracted ; To*hear of it ; They are about the court ; 

But from what cause he will by no means speak. And, as I think, they have already order 
Guil. Nor do we find him forward to be sounded ; This night to play before him. 

But, with a crafty madness, keeps aloof, ^ , Pol. 'Tis most true : 

When we would bring him on to some confession And he beseech'd me to entreat your majesties. 

Of his true state. To hear and see the matter. 

Queen. Did he receive you well ? King. With all my heart; and it doth much 

Ros. Most lf!\e a gentleman. content me 

Guil. But with much forcing of his disposition. To hear him so inclin'd. 
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Good gentlemen, give him a further edge, 

And drive Ms purpose on to these delights. 

Eos. We shall, my lord. 

lExeimt Eosenceantz and Guildenstjsrn. 
King. Sweet Gertrude, leave 'us too : 

For we have closely sent for Hamlet hither ; 

That he, as ’tuyere by accident, may here 
Affront Ophelia : 

Her father, and myself (lawful espials,) 

Will so bestow ourselves, that, seeing, unseen, 

We may of their encounter frankly judge ; 

And gather by him, as he is behav’d, 

If ’t be the affliction of his love or no. 

That thus he suffers for. ^ 

Queen. I shall obey you : 

And, for your part, Ophelia, I do wish. 

That your good beauties be the happy cause 
Of Hamlet’s wildness ; so shall I hope your virtues 
Will bring him to his wonted way agairij 
To both your honours. 

Oph. Madam, I wish it may. 

lExit Queen. 

Pol. Ophelia, walk you here : — Gracious, so 
please you. 

We will bestow ourselves : — Read on this book ; 

iTo Ophelia. 

That show of such an exercise may colour 
Your loneliness. — We are oft to blame in this,^ — 
*Tis too much prov’d, that, with devotion’s visage, 
And pious action, we do sugar o’er 
The devil himself. 

King. O, ’tis too true ! how smart 

A lash that speech cloth give my conscience ! 

The harlot’s cheek, beaiitied with plast’ring art, 

Is not more ugly to the thing that helps it, 

Than is my deed to my most painted word : 

O heavy burden ! 

PoL I hear him coming; let’s withdraw, my 
lord. [Exeunt King and Polonius. 

^ Enter Hamlet. 

Plam. To be, or not to be, that is the question : — 
Whether ’tis nobler in the mind, to suffer 
^ The sling and arrows of outrageous |prtune ; 

Or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 

And, by opposing, end them? — To die, — to 
sleep, — 

No more ; — and, TSy a sleep, to say we end 
The heart-ach, and the thousand natural shocks 
That flesh is heir to, — ’tis a consummation 
Devoutly fo be wish’d. To die ; — to sleep ; — 

To sleep ! perchance to dream ; — ay, there’s the 
rub ; -I 

For in that sleep of death what dreams may come, 
When we have shuffled off this mortal coil, 

Must give us pause ; there’s the respect, 

That makes calamity of so long life ; e 
For who would he^r the v^hips and scorns of time, 
The oppressor^ wrong, the proud man’s contumely, 
The pangs despis’d love, the law’s delay, 

The insolence of office, and the spurns 
That patient merit of the unworthy takes, 

When he himself might his quietus make 
With a bare bodkin ? who would fardels bear, 

To grunt and sweat under a weary Hfe ; 

But that the dread of something after death, — 

The undiscover’d country, from whose bourn 
No traveller returns, — puzzles the will ; 

And makes us rather bear those ills we have, 

Than fly to others that we know not of? 

Thus conscience does make cowards of us all ; 


And thus the native hue of resolution 
Is sickbed o’er with the pale cast of thought ; 
-And enterprises of great pith and moment, 

With this regard, their cum.'uts turn awry, 

And lose the name of action. — Soft yem, now ! 

The fair Ophelia : — Nymph, in thy orisons 
Be all my sins remember’d. 

Oph. Good my jord. 

How does your honour for this many a day ? * 

Ham. I humbly thank you ; well. 

Oph. My lord, I have remembrances of yours, 
That I have longed long to re -deliver ; 

I pray you, now receive them. 

Ham. No, not I ; 

I never gave you aught. 

Oph. ACy honour’d lord, you know right well, 
you did ; 

And, with them, words of so sweet breath compos’d 
As made the things more riclx : tlieir perfume lost, 
Take these again ; for to the noble mind, 

Rich gifts wax poor, when givers prove unkind. 
There, my lord. 

Ham. Ha, ha ! are you honest ? 

Oph. My lord ? 

Ham. Are you fair ? 

Oph. What means your lordship ? 

Ham. That if you be honest, and fair, you 
should admit no discourse to your beauty. 

Oph. Could beauty, my lord, liave better com- 
merce than with honesty ? 

Ham. Ay, truly ; for the power of beauty will 
sooner transform honesty from what it is to a 
bawd, than the force of honesty can translate beauty 
into his likeness ; this was sometime a paradox, 
but n 5 »w the time gives it proof, I did love you 
once. 

Oph. Indeed, my lord, you made me believe so. 

Ham. Y’ou should not have believed me: for 
virtue cannot so inoculate our old stock, but we 
shall relish of it : I lov’d you not. 

Oph. I was the more deceived. 

Ham. Get thee to a nunnery ; Whywould’stthou 
be a breeder of sinners ? I am myself indifferent 
honest ; but yet I could accuse me of such things, 
that it were better my mother had not borne me: 
I am very proud, revengeM, ambitious ; with more 
offences at my beck, then I have thoughts to put 
them in, imagination to give them shajje, or time 
to act them in : What should such follo%vs as 1 do 
crawling between earth and heaven ? We are arrant 
knaves, ai) ; believe none of us : Go thy ways to a 
nunnery. Wliere’s your father ? 

Oph. At home, my lord. 

Ham. Let the doors be shut upon him ; that he 
may play the fool no where hut in’s own house. 
Farewell. 

Oph. O, help him, you sweet heavens ! 

Ham. If thou dost marry, I’ll give thee this 
plague for thy dowry ; Be thou as chaste as ice, as 
pure as snow% tliou shalt not escape calumny. Get 
thee to a nunnery; farewell: Or, if tlioiiwilt needs 
marry, marry a fool ; for wise men Jenow well 
enough, what monsters you make of them. To a 
nunnery, go ; and quickly too. Farewell. 

Oph. Heavenly powers, restore him I 

Ham. 1 have heard of your paintings too, well 
enough ; God hath given you one face, and you 
make yourselves another ; you jig, you amble, and 
you lisp, and nick-name God’s creatlurcs, and make 
your w’antonaess your ignorance: Go to, IMl no 
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more ot t ; it hath made me mad. I say, we will 
have no more marriages: those that are married 
already, all but one, shall live ; the rest shall keei^ 
as tliey are. To a nunnery, go. [,Eocit Hamlet. 

Oph. O, what a noble mind is here overthrown ! 
The courtier's, soldier’s, scholar’s, eye, tongue, 
sword : 

The expectancy and rose of the fair state, 

•'IlL ... ..1 . p 1 . . ’ 


the word tq^the action : with this special observance, 
that you o'erstep not the modesty of nature ; for 
any tiling so overdone is from the purpose of play- 
ing, w^hose end, both at the first, and now, w^as, and 
is, to Imld, as ’twere, the mirror up to nature; to 
show virtue her own feature, scorn her own image, 
and the very age and body of the time, his form and 
pressnre. Now this, overdone, or come tardy off, 
though it make the unskilful laugh, cannot but 
make the judicious grieve ; the censure of which 
one, must, in your allowance, o’erweisrii a whole 


Mie glass of fashion, and the mould of form, 

The observ’d of all observers ! quite, quite down ! 
And I, of ladies most deject and wretched. 

That suck’d the honey •of his music vows, 

Now see that noble and most sovereign reason, 
Like sweet bells jangled, out of tune and harsh ; 
That unmatch’d form and feature of blown youth, 
Blasted with ecstasy : 0, woe is me I 
To have seen what I have seen, see what I see I 
Re-enter King and Polonius. 

Kmff, Love ! his affections do not that way tend ; 
Nor what he spake, though it lack’d form a little, 
Was not like madness. There’s something in his 




Will you two help to hasten them ? 

Both. Ay, my lord. 

[^Exeunt Rosenceai^tz and GuiLDBNSTEaN. 
Ham. What, ho ; Horatio ! ^ 

Enter Horatio. 

Hor. Here, sweet lord, at your service. 

Ham. Horatio, thou art e’en as just a man 
As e’er my conversation cop’d withal. 

Hot. O, my dear lord, — 

Ham. Nay, do not think I flatter : 

For what advancement may I hoj^e from thee, 

That no revenue hast, but thy good spirits, 

To feed, and clothe thee 1 Why should the poor 


be flatter’d.^ 

No, let the candied tongue lick absurd pomp 


SCENE II.— -A Hall in the same. 

Enter Hajvilet, and certain Players. 

Ham. Speak the speech, I pray you, as I pro- 
nounced it to you, trippingly on the tongue : but 
if you mouth it, as many of our players do, I had as 
lief the town-crier spoke my lines. Nor do- not saw 
the air too much with your hand, thus ; but use aU 
gently : for in the very torrent, tempest, and (as I 
may say) whirlwind of your passion, you must ac- 
quire and beget a temperance, that may give it 
smoothness. O, it offends me to the soul, to hear 
a robustious peri wig-pated fellow tear a passion to 
tatters, to very rags, to split the ears of the ground- 
lings ; who, for the most part are capable of nothing 
but inexplicable dumb shows, and noise : I would 
have such a fellow whipped for o’erdoing Ter- 
magant ; it out-herods Herod ; pray you, avoid it. 

1 Flay. I warrant your honour. 

■Ham. Be n<it too tame neither, but let your own 
discretion be your tutor : suit the action to the word, 


And crook the pregnant hinges of the knee, 

Where thrift may follow fawning.'^ Dost thou hear ? 
Since my dear soul was mistress of her choice. 

And coiild of men distinguish her election, 

She hath seal’d thee for herself : for thou hast been 
As onef in suffering all, that su%rs nothing ; 

A man, that fortune’s buffets and rewards. 

Hast ta’en with equal thanks : and blffss’4 are those. 
Whose blood and judgment are so well co-mingled, 

. That they are not a pipe for fortune’s finger 
To* sound what stop she please : Give me that man 
That is not passion’s slave, and I will wear him 
In my heart’s core, ay, in my heart of heart, 

As I do thee.— Something too much of this. — 
There is a play to-night before the king ; 

One scene of it comes near the circumstance, 
Which I have told thee of my father’s death. 

I pr’ythee, when thou see’st that act a-foot, 

Even with the very comment of thy soul 
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poison in the King’s eci'/*.?, and exit. The Queen retims ; 
finds the Iving dead, and makes passionale aciion. The 


Observe my uncle ; if his occulted guilt? 

Do not itself unkennel in one speech, 

It is a damned ghost that we have seen ; 

And my imaginations are as foul 
As Vulcan's stithy. Give him heedful notS : 

For I mine eyes will rivet to his face ; 

And, after^ we will both our judgments join 
In censure of his seeming. 

ffor. Well, my lord : 

If he steal aught, the whilst this play is playing, 
And scape detecting, I will pay the theft* 

Ham. They are coming to the play ; I must be 
Get you a place. [Hie : 

Danish march. Afiourish. King, Queei^., Polonius, 

Ophelia, Rosencrantz, Gxjildenstern, and others. 
King, How fares our cousin Hamlet ? 

Ham, Excellent, i’faith ; of the camelion’s dish : 
I eat the air, promise-crammed : You cannot feed 
capons so. 

King. I have nothing with this answer, Hamlet; 
these words are not mine. 

Ham, No, nor mine now. My lord, — you 
played once in the university, you say ? 

[To POLONIUS. 

Pol. That did I, my lord ; and was accounted a 
good actor. 

Ham, And what did you enact ? 

Pol. I did enact Julius Caesar: I was killed i' the 
Capitol ; Brutus killed me. 

Ham. It was a brute part of him, to kill so 
capital a calf there. — Be the players ready ? 

Ros. Ay, my lord ; they stay upon your patience. 
Queen, Come hither, my dear Hamlet, sit by me. 
Ham. No, good mother, here's metal more at- 
tractive. 

Pol. 0 ho ! do you mark that ? {To the King. 
Ham. Lady, shall I lie in your lap } 

{Lt/ing down at OPHELXA’s/ccf. 

Oph. No, my lord. 

I mean, my head upon your lap ? 

Oph. Ay, my lorA 

Ham. Do you think, I meant country matters.^ 
Oph. I think nothing, my lord. ^ 

Ham. That's a fair thought to lie between 
maid's legs. 

Oph. What is, my lord ? 

Ham. Nothing^' 

Oph. You are merry, my lord. 

Ham. Who, I.^^ 

Oph. Ay, my lord. 

Ham. 0 ! your only jig-maker. Wliat should a 
man do, but he merry ? for, look you, how cheer- 
fully my mother looks, and my father died within 
these two hours. 

Oph. Nay, 'tis twice two months, my lofd. 

Ham, So long? Nay, then let the dev^l wear 
Mack, for I'll havG a suit of sables. O heavens ! 
die two month^s ago, and not forgotten yet! Then 
there's hop^, a'great man’s memoi-y may outlive his 
life half a year: But, by’r-lady, he must build 
churches then ; or else shall he suffer not thinking 
on, with the hobby-horse ; whose epitaph is, Pot 
0, for 0^ the hohhy>-}ioTse is forgot. 

Trumpets sound. The dumb-show follows. 

Enter a King and a Queen, verg lovingly ; the Queen em- 
hracing \im, and he her. She kneels, and makes show of 
protestation unto Mm. He takes her up, and declines 
his head upon her neck : lays him down upon a hank of 
flowers : she, seeing him asleep, leaves him. Anon comes 
in a fellow, takes of his crown, kisses it, and pours 


^ poisoner, with some two or three mutes, comes in again, 
seeming to lament with her. The dead body is carried 
away. The poisoner woos the Queen with gifts ; she 
seems loath and unwilling awhile, but, in the end, ac- 
cepts h is love. lExeu nt. 

Oph. What means this, my lord ? 

Ham. Marry, this is miching mallecho ; it means 
mischief. 

Op)h. Belike, this show imports the argument of 
the play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Ham. We shall know by this fellow : the players 
cannot keep counsel ; they'll tell all. 

Oph. Will he tell ns what this show meant ? 
Ham. Ay, or any sliow that you'll show him : 
Be not you ashamed to show, he’ll not shame to 
tell you what it means. 

Oph. You are naught, you are naught ; I'll mark 
the play. 

Pro. For us, and for our tragedy, 

Here stooping to your clemency, 

We heg yotir hearmcj patiently. 

Ham. Is this a prologue, or the posy of a ring.^ 
Oph. 'Tis brief, my lord. 

Ham. As woman’s love. 

Enter a King and a Queen. 

P. King. Full thirty times hath Phoebus' cart 
gone round 

Neptune's salt wash, and Tellus' orbed ground; 
And thirty dozen moons, with borrow'd sheen, 
About the world have times twelve thirties been ; 
Since love our hearts, and Hymen did our hands, 
Unite^ commutual in most sacred bands. 

P. Queen. So many journeys may the sun and 
moon 

Make us again count o’er, ere love be done ! 

But, woe is me, you are so sick of late, 

So far from cheer, and from your former state, 
That I distrust you. Yet, though I distrust, 
Discomfort you, my lord, it nothing must : 

women fear too much, even as they love ; 

And women's fear and love hold quantity ; 

In neither aught, or in extremity. 

Now, what my love is, proof hath made you know ; 
And as my love is siz’d, my fear is so. 

Where love is great, the littlest doubts are fear ; 
Where little fears grow great, great love grows there. 
P. King. 'Faith, I must leave thee, love and 
shortly too ; 

My operant powers their functions leave to do ; 
And thou shalt live in this fair world behind, 
Honour'd, belov’d ; and, haply, one as kind 

For husband shalt thou 

P. Queen. O, confound the rest ! 

Such love must needs be treason in my breast : 

In second husband let me be accurst ! 

None wed the second, but who kill'd the first. 
JTawz. That’s wormwood, 

P. Queen. The instances, that second marriage 
move,. 

Are base respects of thrift, but none of love ; 

A second time I kill my husband dead, 

When second husband kisses me in bed. 

P. King. I do believe, you think what now you 
speak ; 

But, what we do determine, oft we break. 

Purpose is but the slave to memoi-yq 
Of violent birth, but poor validity : 
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Which now, like fruit unripe, sticks on the tree ; 
But fall, unshaken, when they mellow be. 

Most necessary 'tis, that we forget 
To pay ourselves what to ourselves is debt : 

“What to ourselves in passion we propose, 

The passion ending, doth the purpose lose. 

The violence of either grief or joy 
Their own enactures with themselves destroy : 
Where joy paost revels, grief doth most lament ; 
Grief joys, joy grieves, on slender accident. 

This world is not for aye ; nor ’tis not strange. 
That even our loves shouM with our fortunes change 
For ’tis a question left us yet to prove, 

Whether love lead fortune, or else fortune love. 
The great man down, you mark, his favourite flies 
The poor advanc’d makes friends of enemies. 

And hitherto doth love on fortune tend : 

For who not needs, shall never lack a friend : 

And who in want a hollow friend doth try, 
Directly seasons him his enemy. 

But, orderly to end where I begun, — 

Our wills, and fates, do so contrary run, 

That our devices still are overthrown ; 

Our thoughts are ours, their ends none of our own : 
So think thou wilt no second husband wed ; 

But die thy thoughts, when thy first lord is dead. 
P. Queen, Nor earth to me give food, nor hea- 
ven light ! 

Sport and repose lock from me, day, and night 1 
To desperation turn my trust and hope ! 

An anchor’s cheer in prison be my scope ! 

Each opposite, that blanks the face of joy, 

Meet what I would have well, and it destroy ! 

Both here, and hence, pursue me lasting strife. 

If, once a widow, ever I be wife 1 ^ 

Ham. If she should break it now,. 

[To Ophelia. 

P . King, 'Tis deeply sworn. Sweet, leave me 
here a while ; 

My spirits grow dull, and fain I would beguile 
The tedious day with sleep. [Sleeps. 

P. Queen. Sleep rock thy brain, 

And never come mischance between us twain ! 

[Exit. 

Ham. Madam, how like you this play ? 

Queen, The lady dothprotest too much, methinks. 
Ham, O, but she’ll keep her word. 

King. Have you heard the argument? Is there 
no offence in’t ? 

Ham. No, no, they do but jest, poison in jest ; 


Come;— — • — 

The croaking raven 

Doth bellow for revenge. 

Lw. ^Thoughts black, hands apt, drugs fit, and 
time agreeing ; • 

Confederate season, else no creature seeing ; 

Thou mixture rank, of midnight weeds collected, 
With Hecat’s ban thrice blasted, thrice infected, 
Thy natural magic and dire property, 

On wholesome life usurp immediately. 

[Pours the poison into the sleeper’’ s ears. 

Ham, He poisons him i’the garden for his estate. 
His name’s Gonzago ; the story is extant, and writ- 
ten in very choice Italian : You shall see anon, how 
the murdeTer gets the love of Gonzago’s wife. 

Oph. The king rises. 

Ham, What! frighted with false fire ! 

Queen. How fares my lord ? 

Pol. Give o’er the play. 

King. Give me some light : — away ! 

Pol. Lights, lights, lights ! 

[Exeunt all hut ELamlet and Hobatio. 

Ham. Why, let the strucken deer go weep, 

The hart ungalled play : 

For some must watch, while some must sleep ; 
Thus runs the world away. — 

Would not this, sir, and a forest of feathers, (if the 
rest of my fortunes turn Turk with me,) with two 
Provencial roses on my razed shoes, get me a fel- 
lowship in a cry of players, sir } 


Hor. You might have rhymed. 

Ham, O good Horatio, I’ll take the ghost’s word 
r a thousand pound. I)idst perceive ? 

PXor. Very well, my lord. ^ 

Ham. Upon the talk of the poisoning, 

Hor, I did very well note him. 

•Come, some music j come, the 


Ham. Ah, ha !• 
recorders. — ^ 

For if the king like not the comedy, 

Why then, belike, — he likes it not, perdy. 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guiw^bnstebn. 

Come, some music. 

Guil. Good my lord, vouchsafe me a word with 
you. - 

Ham. Sir, a whole history. 

Guil. The king, sir, — ^ 

Ham. Ay,. sir, what of him ? 

Guil. Is, in his retirement, marvellous distem- 
pered, 

H a?n.jj^ith drink, sir ? 

Gmf. *No, my lord, with cholef. 

Ham. Your wisdom should show itself more 
richer, to signify this to the doctor ; fbr,?for me to 
put him to his purgation, would, perhaps, plunge 


him into more choler. 

Guil. Good my lord, put your discourse into 
some frame, and start not so wildly from^my 
affair. 

Ham. I am tame, sir pronounce. 

Guil. The queen, your mother, in most great 
affliction of spirit, hath sent me to you. 

Ham, You are welcome. 

GwiL Nay, good my lord, this courtesy is not 
of the right breed. If it shall please you to make 
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Ham. Or, like a whale ? 

Pol. Very like a whale. 

L Ham. Then will I come to my mother by and by. 

I — They fool me to the top of my bent. — I will 
come by and by. 

Pol. I will say so. [Exit Polonius 

Ham. By and by is easily said — Leave me, friends. 

[Exeunt Ros. Guil. Hor., <§-(?. 
’Tis now the very witching time of night ; "" 

When churchyards ya’w n, and hell itself breathes out 
Contagion to this world: Now could I drink hot 
And do such business as tlire bitter day [blood, 
Would quake to look on. Soft ; now to my mother.— 
O, heart, lose not thy nature ; let not ever 
The soul of Nero enter this firm bosom : 

Let me be cruel, not unnatural : 

I will speak daggers to her, but use none ; 

My tongue and soul in this be hypocrites : 

How in my words soever she be shent, 

To give them seals, never, my soul, consent ! 

[Exit. 


I me a wholesome answer, I will do yoir?r mother s 
1 commandment : if not, your pardon, and my re- 
I turn, shall be the end of my business. 

I Ham. Sir, I cannot. 

Gm/. Wliat, my lord ? 

Ham. Make you a wholesome answer : my wit s 
■ diseased : But, sir, such answer as I can make, you 
I shall command ; or, rather, as you say, my mother : 
i therefore, no more, but to the matter ; My mother, 

I Then thus she says ; Your beh^our hath 

I struck her into amazement and admiration. 

Ham. 0 wonderful son, that can so astonish a 
mother !— But is there no sequel at the heels of 
this mother’s admiration ? impart. 

Ros. She desires to speak with you in her closet, 

' ere you go to bed. 

i Ham. We shall obey, were she ten times our 
I mother. Have you any further trade wuth us ? 

Ros. My lord, you once did love me. 

Ham. And do still, by thesepickers and stealers. 

Ros. Good my lord, what is your cause of dis- 
temper ? you do, surely, but bar the door upon your 
own liberty, if you deny your griefs to your friend. 

Ham. Sir, I lack advancement. 

Ros. How can that be, when you have the voice 
of the kin g himself for your succession in Den- 
mark ? 

Ham. Ay, sir, but, While the grass grows,-— 
the proverb is something musty. 

Enter the Players, with recorders. 

O, the recorders : — let me see .one. — To withdraw 
with you “W^hy do you go about to recover the 
wind*of me, as if you would drive me into a toil ? 

Guil O, my lord, if my duty be too bold, my 
love is too unmannerly. 

Ham. I do not well understand that. Will you 
play upon this pipe ? 

^il. My lord, I cannot. 

Mam. I pray you. 

Guil. Believe me, I cannot. 

Ham. I do beseech you. 
r* Guil. I know no touch of it, m 3 %lord. 

Ham. ’Tis as easy as lying : govern these ven- 
tages with your fingers and thumb, give it breath 
with your mouth, and it will discourse most elo- 
quent music. Hook you, these are the stops. 

Gull. But these cannot I command to any utter- 
ance of harmony ; I have not the skill. 

Ham. ’^hy, look you now, how unworthy a 
thing you make of me. Y ou would play upon me ; 
you would seen! to know my stops ; you would 
pluck out the heart of my mystery ; you would 
sound me from my lowest note to the top of my 
compass : and there is much music, excellent 
voice, in this little organ ; yet cannot yonrmake it 
speak. ’Sblood, 'do you think, I am easier to be 
played bn Jibs'! a pipe ? Call me what instrument 
you will, though you can fret me, you cannot play 
upon me. 

Polonius. 


God bless you, sir ! 

Pol. My lord, the queen would speak with you, 
and presently. 

Ham.. Do you see yonder cloud, that’s almost 
in shape of a camel ? 

Pol. By the mass, and ’tis like a camel, indeed. 
Ham. Methinks, it is like a weasel. 

Pol. It is backed like a weasel. 


SCENE III . — A Room in the same. 


Enter King, Rosbncbantz, and Guildenstbrn. 

King. 1 like him not ; nor stands it safe with us, 
To let his madness range. Therefore, prepare you ; 

I your commission will forthwith despatch. 

And he to England shall along with you : 

The terms of our estate may not endure 
Hazard so near ns, as doth hourly grow 
Out of his lunes. 

Guil. We will ourselves provide : 

Most holy and religious fear it is, 

To k-^ep those many many bodies safe, 

That live and feed upon your majesty. 

Ros. The single and peculiar Life is bound, 

With all the strength and armour of the mind, 

To keep itself from ’noyance ; but much more 
That spirit, upon whose weal depend and rest 
The lives of many. The cease of majesty 
Dies not alone ; but, like a gulf, doth draw 
What’s near it, with it : it is a massy wheel, 

Fix’d on the summit of the highest mount, 

To whose huge spokes ten thousand lesser things 
Are mortis’d and adjoin’d ; which, when it falls, 
Each small annexment, petty consequence, 

Attends the boist’rous ruin. Never alone 
Did the king sigh, but with a general groan. 

King. Arm you, I pray you, to this speedy voyage ; 
For we will fetters put upon this fear, 

Which now goes too free-footed. 

Ros. Guil. We will haste us. 

[Exetmt Rosencrantz and Guildenstbrn. 
Enter Polonius. 

Pol. My, lord, he’s going to his mother’s closet ; 
Behind the arras I’ll convey myself, 

To hear the process ; I’ll warrant, she’ll taxhimhome. 
And, as you said, and wisely was it said, 

’Tis meet, that some more audience than a mother, 
Since nature makes them partial, should o’erhear 
The speech of vantage. Fare you well, my liege : 
I’ll call upon you ere you go to bed, 

And tell you what I know. 

King. ‘ Thanks, dear my lord. 

[Exit Polonius. 

O, my offence is rank, it smells to heaven ; 

It hath the primal eldest curse upon’t, 

A brother’s murder 1 — Pray can I liot, 

Thpilgh inclination be as sharp as will ; 









SCENE IV. 


dn Other Room in the same. 
Enter Quekn and Polonius. 

FoL He will come straight. Look, you lay home 
’ to him : 

Tell him his pranhs have been too hroad to bear with ; 
A.ucl that your grace hat^i screened and stood between 
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My stronger guilt defeats my strong intent : 

Andj like a man to double business bound, 

I stand in pause where I shall first begin, 

And both neglect. What if this cursed hand 
Were thicker than itself with brother’s blood ? 

Is there not rain enough in the sweet heavens. 

To wash it white as snow ? Whereto serves mercy. 
But to confront the visage of offence ? 

An*?i what’s in prayer, but this two-fold force,— 

To be forestalled, ere we come to fall, 

Or pardon’d, being down ? Then I’ll look up ; 

My fault is past. But, O, what form of prayer 
Can serve my turn ? Forgive me my foul murder ! — 
That cannot be ; since I am still possess’d 
Of those effects for which I did the murder. 

My crown, mine own ambition, and my queen. 

I May one be pardon’d, and retain the offence } 

In the corrupted currents of this world, 

Offence’s gilded hand may shove by justice ; 

And oft ’tis seen, the wicked prize itself 
Buys out the law : But ’tis not so above : 

There is no shuffling, there the action lies 
In his true nature ; and we ourselves compell’d. 
Even to the teeth and forehead of our faults. 

To give in evidence. What then } what rests ? 

Try what repentance can : What can it not ? 

Yet what can it, when one can not repent ? 

O wretched state ! O bosom, black as death ! 

O limed soul ; that, struggling to be free, 

Art more engag’d ! Help, angels, make assay ! 

Bow, stubborn knees ! and, heart, with strings of steel. 
Be soft as sinews of the new-born babe ; 

All may be well ! IRetires and kneels. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham.. Now might I do it, pat, now he is prating ; 
And now I’ll do’t; — and so he goes to heaven : 

And so am I reveng’d that would be scann’d : 

A villain kills my father ; and for that, 

I, his sole son, do this same villain send 
To heaven. 

Why, this is hire and salary, not revenge. 

He took my father grossly full of bread : 

With all his crimes broad blown, as flush as May ; 
And, how his audit stands, who knows, save heaven ? 
But, in our circumstance and course of thought, 

’Tis heavy with him * And am I then reveng’d. 

To take him in the purging of his soul. 

When he is fit and season’d for his passage ? 

No. , 

Up, sword ; and know thou a more horrid hent ; 
When he is drunk, asleep, or in his rage ; 

Oy in the incestuous pleasures of his bed ; , 

At gaming, swearing ; or about some act 
That has no relish of salvation in’t : 

Then trip him, that his heels may kick at heaven : 
And that his soul may be as damn’d, and black, 

As hell, whereto it goes. My mother stays : 

This physic but prolongs thy sickly days. lEscit 
The Kma rises, and advances. 

Ring. My words fly up, my thoughts I’emain below ; 

I W ords without thoughts, never to heaven go. [.Exit. 


Much heat and him. I’ll silence him e’en here. 
Pray yon, be round with him. 

* Queen. I’ll warrant you ; 

Fear me^not ; — withdraw, I hear him coming. 

hides himself. 

Enter Hamlet. 

Ham. Now, mother ; what’s the matter ? 

Queen. * Hamlet, thou hast thy father much 
offended. 

Ham. Mother, you have my father much offended. 
Queen. Come, come, you answer with an idle 
tongue. 

Ham. Go, go, you question with a wicked tongue. 
Queen. M^y, how now, Hamlet ? 

Ham. What’s the matter now ? 

Queen. Have you forgot me ? 

Ham. No, by the rood, not so : 

You are th^ queen, your husband’s brother’s wife ; 
And — ’would it were not so ! — you are my mother. 

Nay, then. I’ll set those to you that can 
speak. 

Ham. Come, come, and sit you down; you shall 
not budge ; 

You go not, till I set you up a glass 
Where you may see the inmost part of you. 

Queen. What wilt thou do ? thou wfilt not murder 
Help, help ho ! [me? 

Pol. {Behind. What, ho ! help ! 

Ham. How now ! a rat ? [Draws. 

Dead, for a ducat, dead. 

[Hamlet makes a pass through the arras. 
Pol. {Behind.'] O, I am slain. {Falls, and dies. 
Queen. O me, what hastjjh^u done ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not ; 

Is it the king ? 

[Lifts up the arras, and dr atvs forth Polomiiis. 
Queen. O, what a rash and bloody deed is this I 
Ham. A bloody deed ; — almost as bad, good 
mother, 

As kill a king and marry with his brother. 

Queen. As kill a king ! 

Ham. Ay, lady, ’twas my word,- — 

Thou wretched;^ rash, intruding fool, farewell ! 

[To PoLomrs. 

I took thee for thy better ; take thy fortune : 

Thou find’st, to be too busy, is some danger. — 
Leave wringing of your hands : Pes^ce, sit you down, 
And let me wring your heart : for so I shall, 

If it be made of penetrable stuff ; 

If damned custom have not braz’d it so, ^ 

That it be proof and bulwark against sense. 

Queen. What have I done, thafthou dar’st waf 
thy tongue 

In noise so rude against me ? 

Ham.^ Such an act, 

That blurs the grace and blush of modesty; 

Calls vmue, hypocrite ; takes off the rose 
From the fair forehead of an innocent love; 

And sets a blister there ; makes marriage? vows 
As false as dicers’ oaths : O, such a deed 
As from the body of contraction plucks 
Thd* very soul ; and sweet religion makes 
A rhapsody of words : Heaven’s face doth glow ; 
Yea, this solidity and compound mass, 

With tristful visage, as against the doom, 

Is thought-sick at the act. 

Queen. Ah me, what act, 

That roars so loud, and thunders in the jndex ? 

Ham. Look here upon this picture, and on this ; 
The counterfeit presentment of two brothers. 
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See, what a grace was seated on this brow : 
Hyperion’s curls ; the front of Jove himself; 

An eye like Mars, to threaten and command ; 

A station like the herald Mercury,^ ^ 

New-lighted on 5 heaven -kissing hill ; 

A combination, and a form, indeed.. 

Where every god did seem fo set his seal, 

To give the world assurance of a man : ” 

This was your husband. — Look you now, what 
follo ws : 

Here is your husband ; like a mildew’d ear, 
Blasting his wholesome brother. Have you eyes ? 
Could you on this fair mountain leave to feed, 

And batten on this moor ? Ha ! have yo^ eyes ? 
You cannot call it love : for, at your age, 

The hey-day in the blood is tame, it’s humble, 

And waits upon the judgment ; And what judgment 
Would step from this to this ? Sense, sure, you have, 
Else, could you not have motion: But sure, that 
sense 

Is apoplex’d : for madness would not err ; 

Nor sense to ecstasy was ne’er so thrall’d, 

But it reserv’d some quantity of choice. 

To serve in such a difference. What devil was’t, 
That thus hath cozen’d you at hoodman-blind ? 
Eyes without feeling, feeling without sight, 

Ears without hands or eyes, smelling sans ail, 

Or but a sickly part of one true sense 
Could not so mope. 

O shame I where is thy blush ? Rebellious hell, 

If thou canst mutine in a matron’s bones, 

To flaming youth let virtue be as wax, 

And melt in her owrr^j^ ; proclaim no shame, 
When the compulsive ardour gives the charge ; 
Since frost itself as actively doth burn, 

And reason panders will. 

Queen, O Hamlet, speak no more : 

Thou turn’st mine eyes into my very soul ; 

And there I see such black and grained spots, 
AiS^rrill not leave their tinct. 

Ham, Nay, but to live 

In the rank sweat of an enseamed bed ; 

Stew’d in corruption ; honeying, a^d making love 

Over the nasty stye ; 

Queen, 0, speak to me no more ; 

These words, like daggers, enter in mine ears ; 

No more, sweet Hamlet. 

Ham. A murderer and a villain : 

A slave, that is not twentieth part the tythe 
Of your precedent lord : — a vice of kings : 

A cutpurse of the empire and the rule ; 

That from a sheF the precious diadem stole, 

And put it in his pocket ! 

Queen, No more. 

Enter Ghost. 

Ham. ^ A king 

Of shreds and^patches : — 

Save me, Snd hover o’er me with your wings, 

You heavenly guards I — What would your gracious 
figure? 

Queen. Alas I he’s mad. 

Ham. Bo you not come your tardy son to chide, 
That, laps’d in time and passion, lets go by 
The important acting of your dread command ? 

O, say. 

Ghost. Bo not forget : This visitation 
Is but to vjhet thy almost blunted purpose. 

But, look 1 amazement on thy mother sits : 

O, step between her and her fighting soul j 



Conceit in weakest bodies strongest works : 

Speak to her, Hamlet. 

Ham. How is it with you, lady ? 

Queen. Alas, how is it with you ? , 

That you do bend your eye on vacancy, 

And with the incorporai air do hold discourse ? ' 

Forth at your eyes your spirits wildly peep ; 

And as the sleeping soldiers in the alarm. 

Your bedded hair, like life in excrements. 

Starts up and stands on end. O gentle son, 

Upon the heat and flame of thy distemper 
Sprinkle cool patience. Whereon do you look ? 
Ham. On him ! on him ! — Look you, how pale 
he glares ! 

His form and cause conjoin’d, preaching to stones, 
Would make them capable. — Do not look upon me ; 
Lest, with this piteous action, you convert 
My stern effects : then what I have to do 
Win want true colour ; tears, perchance, for blood. 
Queen. To whom do you speak this ? 

Ham. Do you see notliing there ? 

Queen. Nothing at all ; yet all, that is, I see. 
Ham. Nor did you nothing hear ? 

Quee7i. No, nothing, but ourselves. 

Ham. Why, look you there ! look, how it 
steals away ! 

My father, in his habit as be liv’d ! 

Look, where he goes, even now, out at tlie portal 1 

lEMt Ghost. 

Queen. This is the very coinage of your brain : 
This bodiless creation ecstasy 
Is very cunning in. 

Ham. Ecstasy ! 

My pulse, as yours, doth temperately keep time, 
And^makes as healthful music : It is not madness, , 
That I have utter’d : bring me to the test, I 

And I the matter will re-word ; which madness | 
Would gambol from. Mother, for love of grace, I 
Lay not that flattering unction to your soul, i 

That not your trespass, but my madness, speaks : 

It will but skin and film the ulcerous place ; 

Whiles rank corruption, mining all within., 

Infects unseen. Confess yourself to heaven ; 

Repent what’s past : avoid what is to come ; 

And do not spread the compost on the weeds, 

To make them ranker. Forgive me this my virtue : i 
For in the fatness of these pursy times, { 

Virtue itself of vice must pardon beg ; j 

Yea, curb and woo, for leave to do him good. | 

Queen. O Hamlet ! thou hast cleft my heart In, 
twain. I 

Ham. O throw away the worser part of it, j 
And live the purer with the other half. " | 

Good night : but go not to my uncle’s bed ; 

Assume a virtue, if you have it not. 

That monster, custom, who all sense doth eat 
Of habit’s devil, is angel yet in this ; j 

That to the use of actions fair and good 
He likewise gives a frock, or livery, 

That aptly is put on : Refrain to-night : 

And that shall lend a kind of easiness 
To the next abstinence : the next more easy : 

For use almost can change the stamp of nature, 

And either curb the devil, or throw him out 
With wondrous potency. Once more, good night ; { 
And when you are desirous to be biess’d, | 

I I’ll blessing beg of you.— For this same lord, i 
[Pointing to Folonius. ■ 
I do repent : But Heaven hath pfeas’d it so, — i 
To punish me with this, and this with me, 
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That I must be their scourge and minister. 

I will bestow him, and will answer well 
The death I gave him. So, again, good night ! 

I must be cruel, only to be kind ; 

Thus bad begins, and worse remains behind. — 
But one word more, good lady. 

Queen. What shall I do } 

Ham. Not this, by no means, that I bid you do : 
Let the bloat king tempt you again to bed ; 

Pinch wanton on your cheek ; call you, his mouse ; 
And let him, 'for a pair of reechy kisses, 

Or padling in your neclif with his damn’d fingers, 
Make you to ravel all this matter out, 

That I essentially am not in madness. 

But mad in craft. ’Twere good, you let him know ; 
For who, that’s but a queen, fair, sober, wise, 
Would from a paddock, from a bat, a gib, 

Such dear concernings hide ? who would do so } 
No, in despite of sense, and secrecy. 

Unpeg the basket on the house’s top, 

Let the birds fly ; and, like the famous ape, 

To try conclusions, in the basket creep, 

And break your own neck down. 

Queen. Be thou assur’d, if words bemade of breath, 


And breathpof life, 1 have no life to breathe 
What thou hast said to me. 

Ham. I must to England ; you know that } 
Queen. Alack, 

I had forgot ; ’tis so concluded on*: 

Ham. There’s letters seal’d : and my two school- 
fellows, — 

Whom I will trust, as I will adders fang’d, — 
They bear the mandate ; they must sweep my way, 
And marshal me to knavery : Let it work ; 

For ’tis the sport, to have the engineer 
Hoist with his own petar : and it shall go hard, 
But I will delve one yard below their mines, 

And blow them at the moon : O, ’tis most sweet, 
When in one line two crafts directly meet. — 

This man shall set me packing. 

I’ll lug the guts into the neighbour room : — 
Mother, good night. — Indeed, this counsellor 
Is now mosh still, most secret, and most grave, 
Who was in life a foolish prating knave. 

Come, sir, to draw toward an end with you : 

Good night, mother. 

[Exeunt severally ; Hamlet dragging in Poxonius. 




SCENE l.---The same. 

Enter King, Queen, Rosencrantz, and Guildenstbrn. 
King. There’s matter in these sighs ; these pro- 
found heaves ; 

You must translate ; ’tis fit we understand them : 
Where is your son ? 

Queen. Bestow this place on us a little while. — 
[To Rosencrantz and Guildenstbrn, who go out. 
Ah, my good lord, what have I seen to-nigm; ! 
King. What, Gertrude? How does Hamlet? 
Queen. Mad as the sea, and wind, when both 
contend 

Which is the mightier : In his lawless fit, 

Behind the arras hearing something stir, 

Whips out his rapier, cries, A rat! a rat ! 

And, in this brainish apprehension, kills 
The unseen good old man. 

King. 0 heavy deed ! 

It had been so with us, had we been there : 

His liberty is full of threats to all ; 

To you yourself, to us, to every one. 

Alas ! how shall this bloody deed be answer’d ? 

If will be laid to us, whose providence 
Should have kept short, restrain’d, and out of haunt, 
This mad young man : but, so much was our love. 
We would not understand what v/as most fit ; 

But, like the owner of a foul disease, 

To keep it from divulging, let it feed 
Even on the pith of life. Where is he gone ? 

Queen. To draw apart the body he hath kill’d : 
O’er whom his very madness, like some ore, 
Among a mineral of metals base, 

Shows itself pure ; he weeps for what is done. 

King. O, Gertrude, come away ! 

The sun no sooner shall the mountains touch, 

But we will ship him hence : and this vile deed 
We must, with aU our majesty and skill, 

Both countenance and excuse. — Ho ! G uildenstem ! 

Enter Rosencrantz and Guildenstbrn. 

Friends both, go join you with some further aid : 


Hamlet in madness hath Polonius slain, 

And from his mother’s closet hath he dragg’d him : 
Go, seek him out ; speak fair, and bring the body 
Into the chapel. I pray yom^ste in this. 

'‘'^^^^^xeunt Ros. and Guil. 
Come, Gertrude, we’ll call up our wisest friends ; 
And let them know, both what we mean to do. 
And what’s untimely done : so, haply, slander,— 
Whose whisper o’er the world’s diameter, 

As level as the cannon to his blank, 

Transports his poison’d shot,— may miss our name. 
And hit the woundless air. — O come away ! 

My soul is full of discord, and dismay. [Exeunt. 


SCENE 11. 


■Another Room in the same. / 
Hamlet. 

Ham. Safely stowed, — [F,os. ^c. within. 

Hamlet I lord Hamlet !] But soft, — what noise ? 
who calls on tiamlet ? O, here they come. 

Enter Rosencrantz avtd Guildenstbrn. 

Ros. What have you done, my lord, with the 
dead body ? ' 

Ham. Compounded it with dust, whereto ’tis kin. 

Ros, 'Tell ns where ’tis ; that we may take it 
And bear it to the chapel. [thence, 

Ha'irB Bo not believe it. <5 

Ros. Believe what? 

Ham. That I can keep your couiiseh and not 
mine own. Besides, to be demanded of a sponge ! 
— what replication should be made by the son of 
a Mug? 

Ros. Take you me for a sponge, my lord ? 

Ham. Ay, sir j that soaks up the king’s coun- 
tenance, his rewards, his authorities. But such 
officers do the king best service in the end ; He 
keeps them, like an ape, in the comer of his jaw ; first 
mouthed, to be last swallowed ; When he needs 
what you have gleaned, it is but squeezing you, and, 
sponge, you shall be dry again. 
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Ros. I understand you not, my lordf 

Nam. I am glad of it : A knavish speech sleeps 
in a foolish ear. 

Ros. My lord, you must tell us where fJie body 
is, and go with us to the king. 

Ham. The body is with the king, but the king is 
not with the body.. The king is a thing- 

Gzii/. A thing, my lord.^ 

Ham. Of nothing: bring me to him. Hide fox, 
and all after. {.Exeunt. 


SC.ENE III . — Anothef Room in the same. 


Enter King, attended. r 
King. I have sent to seek him, and to find the 
body. 

How dangerous is it, that this man goes loose ? 

Yet must not we put the strong law on* him : 

He’s lov’d of the distracted multitude, 

Wlio like not in their judgment, but their eyes ; 
And, where ’tis so, the offender’s scourge is weigh’d, 
But never the offence. To bear all smooth and 


This sudden sending him away must seem 
Deliberate pause : Diseases, desperate grown, 
By desperate appliance are reliev’d, 

Enter Rosencrantz. 


Or not at all How now ? what hath befallen ? 

Ros. Where the dead body is bestow’d, my lord, 
We cannot get from him. 

King. But where is he ? 

Ros. Without, milord ; guarded, to know 
your pleasuT’^' 

King. Bring him before us. 

Ros. Ho, Guildenstern ! bring in my lord. 

Enter Hamlet and Guildenstern. 


King. Now, Hamlet, where’s Polonius ? 

Ham. At supper. 

*^ng. At supper ? where ? 

Ham. Not where he eats, but where he is eaten : 
a certain convocation of politic worms are e’en at 
him. Your worm is your only emp^pr for diet ; we 
fat all creatures else, to fat us ; and we fat ourselves 
for maggots : Your fat king, and your lean beggar, 
is but variable service ; two dishes, but to one table; 
that’s the end. 

King. Alas, alas! 

Ham. A man may fish with the worm that hath 
eat of a ISng ; and eat of the fish that hath fed of 
that worm. 

King. What dost thou mean by this ? 

Ham. Nothing, but to show you how a king may 
go a progress through the guts of a beggar, ■ 
Where is Polonius 

Ham. In heaven; send thitherto see>ifyour 
messenger find hifn not there, seek him i’the other 
place yourself^ But, indeed, if you find him not 
within this month, you shall nose him as you go up 
the stairs into the lobby. 

King. Go seek him there. [To Attendants.' 

Ham. He will stay till you come. / 

Attendants, 

King. Hamlet, this deed, for thine especial 
safety, — 

Which we do tender, as we dearly grieve 
For that which thou hast done, — -must send thee 
hence 

With fiery quickness : Therefore, prepare thyself ; 
The bark is ready, and the wind at help, 


The associates tend, and every thing is bent 
For England. 

Ham. For England 

King. Ay, Hamlet. 

Ham. Good. 

King. So is it, if thou knew’st our purposes. 
Ham. I see a cherub, that sees them. — But, 
come ; for England !— Farewell, dear mother, r 
King. Thy loving father, Hamlet. 

Ham. My mother : Father and mother is man 
and wife ; man and wife is one fleslf ; and so, my 
mother. Come, for England. {Exit 

King. Follow him at foot ; tempt him with speed 
aboard ; 

Delay it not. I’ll have him hence to-night : 

Away : for every thing is seal’d and done 

That else leans on the affair : Pray you, make haste. 

{Exeunt Ros. and, Guil, 

And, England, if my love thou hold’st at aught, 
(As my great power thereof may give thee sense ; 
Since yet thy cicatrice looks raw and red 
After the Danish sword, and thy free awe 
Pays homage to us,) thou may’st not coldly set 
Our sovereign process ; which imports at full, 

By letters conjuring to that effect, 

The present death of Hamlet. Do it, England ; 
For like the hectic in my blood he rages, 

And thou must cure me : Till I know ’tis done, 
Howe’er my haps, my joys will ne’er begin. {Exit 


SCENE IV . — A Plain in Denmark. 


Enter Fortinbra.s, and l^orcc.^, marching. 

Fg^r. Go, captain, from me greet the Danish 
Tell him, that, by his licence, Fortinbras [king ; 
Craves the conveyance of a promis’d march 
Over his kingdom. You know the rendezvous. 

If that his majesty would aught with us, 

We shall express our duty in his eye, 

And let him know so. 

Cap. I will do’t, my lord. 

For. Go softly on. 

{Exeunt Fortinbras and Forces. 


Enter Hamlet, Rosencrantz, Guildenstern, 

Ham. Good sir, whose powers are these ? 

Cap. They are of Norway, sir. 

Ham. How purpos’d, sir, 

I pray you } 

Cap. Against some part of Poland. 

Ham. 

Commands them, sir } 

Cap. The nephew to old Norway, Fortinbras. 
Ham. Goes it against the main of Poland, sir, 
Or for some frontier ? 

Cap. Truly to speak, sir, and with no addition, 
We go to gain a little patch of ground. 

That hath in it no profit but the name. 

To pay five ducats, five, I would not farm it ; 

Nor 'will it yield to Norway, or the Pole, 

A ranker rate, should it be sold in fee. 

Ham. Why, then the Polack never will defend it. 
Cap, Yes, ’tis already garrison’d. 

Nam. Two thousand souls, and twenty thousand 
ducats, 

Will not debate the question of this straw : 

This is the irnposthume of much wealth and peace ; 
That inward breaks, and shows no ^ause without 
Why the man dies. — I humbly thank you, sir. 

Cap. God be wi’you, sir. {Exit Oaptaiu. 
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-ffo.9. Wiirt please you go, my lord ? 

Ilam. I will be with you straight. Go a little 
before. {Exeunt Ros. and Guil. 

H ow all occasions do inform against me, 

4iid spur my dull revenge I What is a man, 
if his chief good, and market of his time, 

Be but to sleep and feed ? a beast, no more. 

Sure, he, that made us with such large discourse, 
Looldng before, and after, gave us not 
That capability and godlike reason 
To fust in us unus’d. Now, whether it be 
Bestial oblivion, or some*craven scruple 
Of thinking too precisely on the event, — 

A thought, which, quarter’d, hath but one part 
wisdom, 

And, ever, three parts coward, — I do not know 
Why yet I live to say, Thu thing* s to do ; 

Sith I have cause, and will, and strength, and 
means. 

To do’t. Examples, gross as earth, exhort me : 
'Witness, this army of such mass, and charge, 

Led by a delicate and tender prince ; 

"Whose spirit, with divine ambition puff’d. 

Makes mouths at the invisible event ; 

Exposing what is mortal, and unsure, 

To all that fortune, death, and danger, dare, 

Even for an egg-shell. Rightly to be great, 

Is, not to stir without great argument ; 

But greatly to find quarrel in a straw, 

When honour’s at the stake. How stand I then, 
That have a father kill’d, a mother stain’d, 
Excitements of my reason, and my blood, 

And let all sleep ? while, to my shame, I see 
The imminent death of twenty thousand men, 

That, for a fantasy, and trick of fame, ^ 

Go to their graves like beds ; fight for a plot 
Whereon the numbers cannot try the cause, 

Which is not tomb enough, and continent. 

To hide the slain — O, from this time forth. 

My thoughts be bloody, or be nothing worth ! 

{Exit. 


So full of heartless jealousy is guilt, 

It spills itself, in fearing to be spilt. 

Re-enter Horatio, toith Ophelia. 

Oph. Where is the beauteous majesty oi 
Denmark } ■*' 

Queen, How now, Ophelia? 

Oph. How should I your true love know 
^ From another one ? 

By his eocMe hat and staff, 

And his sandal shoon ? {Singing* 

Queen, Alas, sweet lady, what imports this song? 
Oph. Say yon ? nay, pray you, mark. 

■ He is dead and gone, lady, {Sings. 

^He is dead and gone ; 

At his head a grass-green turf, 

At his heels a stone. 

0,ho! 

Queen. Nay, but Ophelia, 

Oph, * Pray you, mark. 

White his shroud as the mountain snow. 

{Sings, 

Eiiter King. 

Queen. Alas, look here, my lord. 

Oph. Larded all with sweet flowers ; 

Which bewept to the grave did go, 

With true-love showers. 

King, How do you, pretty lady ? 

Oph. Well, God’ield you ! They say the owl was 
a baker’s daughter. Lord, we know wdiat we are, 
but know not what we may be. God be at your 
table ! 

King. Conceit upon her father. 

Oph. Pray, let us have p?»-rords of this : but 
when they ask you what it means, say you this : 

Good morrow, ’tis Saint Valentine’s day 
All in the morning betime. 

And I, a maid at your window, 

To be your Valentine : 

Then up he rose, and don’d his clothes, 

And dupp’d the chamber-door ; 

Let in the maid, that out a maid 
Never departed more. 

King. Pretty Ppbelia I 

Oph. Indeed, without an oath, I’ll make an end 
on’t : 

By Gis, and by Saint Charity, 

Alack, and fye for shame ! 

Young men will do’t, if they come to’t j 
By cock, they are to blame. 

Q,uoth she, before you tumbled me, 

You promised me to wed ; 

He answers. 

So would I ha’ done, by yonder sun, 

An thou hadst not come to my bed. 

King. How long hath she been thus ? 

Oph. I>hope, all will be well, must be pa- 
tient : but I cannot choose but weep, to think, they 
should lay him i’the cold ground : “"My^ brother 
shah, know of it, and so I thank you for your good 
counsel. Come, my coach ! Good night, ladies ; 
good-'night, sweet la^es ; good night, good night. 

[Exit. 

King. Follow her close ; give her good watch, 
I pray you. {Exit Horatio. 

O ! this is the poison of deep grief ; it springs 
All from her father’s death : And now, behold, 

O Gertrude, Gertrude, 

When sorrows come, they come not single spies, 
But in battalions ! First her father slain ; 


SCENE V. — Elsinore. A Room in the Castle. 
Enter Queen and Horatio. 

Queen. 1 will not speak with her. 

Hot. She is importunate ; indeed, distract ; 

Her mood will needs be pitied. 

Queen. What would she have ? 

Hot. She speaks much of her father ; says, she 
hears, 

There’s tricks i’the w’^orld ; and hems, and beats 
her heart ; 

Spurns enviously at straws ; speaks things in doubt. 
That carry but half sense ; her speech is nothing, 
Yet the unshaped use of it doth move 
The hearers to collection ; they aim at it. 

And botch the words up fit to their own thoughts ; 
Which, as her winks and nods, and gestures yield 
them, . 

Indeed would make one think, there might be 
thought, 

Though nothing sure, yet much unhappily. 

Queen, ’Twere good she were spoken with ; for 
she may strew 

Dangerous conjectures in ilLbreeding minds : 

Let her come in. Horatio, 

To my sick soul,, -as sin’s true nature is, 

Each toy seems prologue to some great amiss : 
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ACT IV 


' ' ' 


Next your son gone ; and he most ^iplent author 
Of his own just remove : The people muddied, 
Thick and unwholesome in their thoughts and^ 
whispers, 

For good Polonius^ death; and we have^done but 
greenly, 

In hugger-mugger to inter him : Poor Ophelia, 
Divided from hefself, and her fair judgment ; 
Without the which we are pictures, or mere beasts. 
Last, and as much containing as all these, 

Her brother is in secret come from France : 

Feeds on his wonder, keeps himself in clouds, 

And wants not buzzers fo infect his ear 
With pestilent speeches of his father's death ; 
Wherein necessity, of matter beggar' d,** 

' Will nothing stick onr person to arraign 
In ear and ear. O my dear Gertrude, this, 

Like to a murdering piece, in many places 
Gives me superfluous death. ’ [si noise witUn. 
Queen, Alack! what noise is this? 

Enter a Gentleman. 

King. Attend ; 

Where are my Switzers ? let them guard the door : 
What is the matter ? 

Gent Save yourself, my lord ; 

The ocean, overpeering of his list, 

Eats not the flats with more impetuous haste, 

Than young Laertes, in a riotous head, 

O’erbears your officers ; *rhe rabble call him, lord ; 
And as the world were now but to begin. 

Antiquity forgot, custom not known. 

The ratifiers and props of every word, 

They cry, Choose shall he king ! 

Caps, hands, and tongues, applaud it to the clouds, 
Laertes shall be king^ Laertes king / 

Queen. H ow cheerMly on the false trail they cry ! 
O, this is counter, you false Danish dogs. 

King. The doors are broke. ZNoise within. 

Enter Laertes, armed ,• Danes following. 

Laer. Where is this king ? — Sirs, stand you all 
without. 

Ban. No, let’s come in. 

Laer. I pray you, give me leave. 

Dan. We will, we will. 

{Diey retire without the door. 
Laer. I tha^k you : — keep the door. — O thou 
Give me my father. [vile king, 

Queen, Calmly, good Laertes. 

Laerr^ That drop of blood, that’s calm, proclaims 
me bastard ; 

Cries, cuckold, ^to my father ; brands the harlot 
Even here, between the chaste unsmirched brow 
Of my true mother. 

Kmg. What is the cause, Laertes, r. 

That tby rebelliou looks so giant-like ? — 

Let him go, Geijtrude ; do not fear our jHerson ; 
Thereis such divinity doth hedge a king, 

That tr^^son can but peep to what it would, 

Acts little of his will.— Tell me, Laertes, 

Why thou art thus incens'd ; — Let him go, Ger- 
Speak, man. [trude ; — 

Laer. Where is my father 
King. Dead. 

Queen. But not by Mm. 

King. Let him demand his fill. 

Laer, How came he dead ? I'll not be juggled 
with : 

: To hell, gffiegiance ! vows, to the blackest devil t, 

I Conscience, and grace, to the profoundest pit 1 


I dare damnation : To this point I stand,— 

That both the worlds I give to negligence, 

Let come what comes ; only I’ll be reveng'd 
Most throughly for my father. 

Khig. Who shall stay you ? 

Laer. My will, not all the world’s : 

And, for my means, I’ll husband them so well, 
They shall go far with little. 

King. Good Laertes, • 

If you desire to know the certainty 
Of your dear father’s death, is't writ in your revenge; 
That, sweepstake, you will draw both friend and foe, 
Winner and loser. 

Laer. None but his enemies. 

King. Will you know them then ? 

Laer. To his good friends thus wide I’ll ope ray 
And, like the kind life-rend’ring pelican, [arms ; 
Repast them with my blood. 

King. Why, now you speak 

Like a good child, and a true gentleman. 

That I am guiltless of your father's death, 

And am most sensibly in grief for it, 

It shall as level to your judgment 'pear, 

As day does to your eye. 

Danes. [ Within.'] Let her come in. 

Laer. How now 1 what noise is that } 

Enter Opkbua, fantastically dressed with straws and 
fowers. 

O heat, dry up my brains ! tears, seven times salt, 
Burn out the sense and virtue of mine eye ! — 

By heaven, thy madness shall be paid with weight, 
Till our scale turn the beam. O rose of May ! 
Dear maid, kind sister, sweet Ophelia ! — 

O heavens, is’t possible, a young maid’s wits 
ShCuld be as mortal as an old man's life ? 

Nature is fine in love *. and, where 'tisffine, 

It sends some precious instance of itself 
After the thing it loves. 

Oph. They horo him barefao’d on the bier ; 

Hey no nonny, nonny hey noimy ; 

And in liis grave rain’d many a tear 
Fare you well, my dove ! 

Laer. Hadst thou thy wits, and didst persuade 
It could not move me thus. [I'evenge, 

Oph. You must sing, Down a-down, an pou 
call Mm a-down-a. 0, how the wheel becomes it ! 
It is the false steward, that stole his master's 
daughter. 

Laer. This nothing 's more than matter. 

Oph. There's rosemary, that’s for remembrance ; 
pray you, love, remember : and there is pansies, 
that’s for thoughts. 

Laer. A document in madness ; thoughts and 
remembrance fitted, 

Oph. There's fennel for you, and columbines : — 
there’s rue for you ; and here's some for me : — wc 
may call it, herb of grace, o’ Sundays: — you may 
wear your rue with a difference. — There's a daisy : 
— I would give you some violets ; but they withered 
ail, when my father died : — ^They say, lie made a 
good end,— 

For bonny sweet Kobin is all my joy,— ISings. 

Laer. Thought and affliction, passion, hell itself, 
She turns to favour, and to prettiness. 

Oph. And, will he not come again ? [Sings. 

And will he not come again ? 

No, no, he is dead. 

Go to thy death-hod, 

He never will come again. 
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SCENE VII. 


His beard was as white as snow, 

All flaxen was his poll : 

He is gone, he is gone, 

And we cast away moan ; 

God ’a mercy on his soul ! 

And of all Christian souls ! I pray God. God be 
wi” you ! 'iEaiit Ophelia. 

Laer, Do you see this, O God ? 

Kmg, Laertes, I must commune with your grief, 
Or you deny me right. Go but apart, 

Make choice of whom your wisest friends you will, 
And they shall hear and judge ’twixt you and me : 
If by direct or by collateral hand 
They And us touchM, we will our kingdom give, 
Our crown, our life, and all that we call ours. 

To you in satisfaction ; but, if not, 

Be you content to lend your patience to us, 

And we shall jointly labour with your soul 
To give it due content. 

Laer. Let this be so ; 

His means of death, bis obscure funeral, — 

No trophy, sword, nor hatchment, o'er his bones, 
No noble rite, nor formal ostentation, — 

Cry to be heard, as 'twere from heaven to earth, 
That I must cail't in question. 

King. So you shall ; 

And, where the offence is^ let the great axe fall. 

I pray you, go with me. lExeimt. 


SCENE'VII. 


-Another Room in the same. 
Enter Kihg and Laehtes. 

King. Now must your conscience my acquittance 
• seal, • 

And you must put me in your heart for friend ; 
Sith you have heard, and with a knowing ear, 

That he, which hath your noble*father slain, 
Pursu'd my life. 

Laer, It well appears ; but tell me, 

Why you proceeded not against these feats, 

So crimeful and so capital in nature, 

As by your safety, greatness, wisdom, all things 
You mainN were stirr’d up. [else, 

King, * O, for two special reasons ,■ 

Which may to you, perhaps, seem much unsinew’d, 
But yet to me they are strong. The queen, his 
mother, 

Lives almost by his look^ ; and for myself, 

(My virtue, or my plague, be it either which,) 

She is so conjunctive to my life and soul, 

That, as the star moves not but in his sphere, 

I could not but by her. The other m'otive, 

Why to a public ’count I might not go. 

Is the great love the general gender bear him : 
Who, dipping all his faults in their affection, 

Work like the spring that turneth wood to stone, 
Convert his gyves to graces ; so that my arrows, 
Too slightly timber'd for so loud a -wind, 

Would have reverted to my bow again, 

And not where I had aim'd them. 

Laer. And so have I a noble father lost ; 

A sister driven into desperata^i^rms ^ 

Whose worth, if praises mdy^o back again, 

Stood challenger on mount of all the age 
Tor her perfections :• — ^But my revenge will come. 
King. Break not your sleeps for that : you must 
not think, 

That we are made of stuff so flat and dull, 

That we can let our beard be shook with dang^iPi.* 
And think it pastime. You shortly shall hear m ore ; 


SCENE Yl.-— Another Room in the same. 

Enter Horatio, and a Servant. 

Rfor. What are they that would speak with me ? 

Serv. Sailors, sir ; 

They say, they have letters for you. 

ILor. Letthemcoinein,— 

Servant. 

I do not know from what part of the world 
I should be greeted, if not from lord Hamlet, 
j&wicr Sailors. 

I Sail. God bless you, sir. 

ATor. Let him bless thee too. 

3 Sail. He shall, sir, au't please him. There's 
a letter for you, sir ; it comes from the ambassador 
that was bound for England ; if your name be 
Horatio, as I am let to know it is. 

Ilor. [Reads.] Horatio, when thou shalt ham 
overlooked this, give these fellows some means to 
the king ; they have letters for him. Ere we were 
two days old at sea, a pirate of very warlike ap- 
pointment gave us chace : Finding ourselves too 
slow of sail, we put on a compelled valour ; and in 
ihl grapple I hoarded them : on the instant, they 
got clear of our ship ; so I alone became their pri- 
soner, They have dealt with me, like thieves of 
mercy ; hut they knew what they did ; I am to do 
a good turn for them. Let the king have the letters 
I have sent ,* and repair thou to me with as much 
haste as iho^l would' st fly death. J have words to 
speak in thine ear, will make thee dumb ; yet are 
they much too light for the bore of the matter. 
These good fellows will bring thee ivliere I am. 
Rosenerantz and Guildenstern hold their course 
for England; of them I have much to tell thee. 
Farewell, 

He that thou knowest thine, Hamlet. 
Come, I will give you way for these your letters : 
And do't the speedier, that you may direct me 
To him from whdUa you brought them, iExmnt. 
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And notbing is at a like goodness still ; 

For goodness, growing to a pleurisy, 

Dies in iiis own too imicli : That we would do, 

We should do when we would ; for this looiild 
changes, , 

And hath abatements and delays as many, 

As there are tongues, are hands, are accidents ; 
And then this should is like a spendthrift sigh, 
That hurts by easing. But, to the ([uick o’ihe ulcer : 
Hamlet comes back : what would you luidertake, 
To show yourself indeed your father's son 
More than in words ? 

Laer. To cut his throat i’tho church. 

King. No place, indeed, should murder sane- 
tuarize ; 

Revenge should have no bounds. But, good Laertes, 
Will you do this, keep close within your chamber: 
liamlet, return’d, shall know you arc come home : 
We'll put on those shall praise your excellence, 
And set a double varnish on the fame 
The Frenchman gave you ; bring you, in fine, to- 
gether, 

And wager o'er your heads : he, being remiss, 

Most generous, and free from ail contriving, 

Will not peruse the foils ; so that, with ease, 

Or with a little shuffling, you may choose 
A sword unbated, and, iu a pass of practice, 
Re([uite him for your father. 

Laer, I will do't : 

And, for the purpose, I'll anoint my sword. 

1 bought an unction of a mountebank, ,4'' 

So mortal, that but dip a knife in it, 

Where it draws blood, no cataplasm so rare, 
Collected from all simples that have virtue 
Under the moon, can save the thing from death, 
Tha^ is blit scratch'd withal : I'll touch my point 
"With this contagion ; that, if I gall him slightly. 

It may be death. 

King. Let's further think of this ; 

Weigh, what convenience, both of time and means, 
May fit us to our shape : if this should fail, 

And that our drift look through our bad per- 
formance, 

’Twere better not assay'd ; therefore this project 
Should have a back, or second, that might hold, 

If this should blast in proof. Soft let me see : — 
We’ll make a solemn wager on your cunnings, — 

1 ha’t. 

When in your motion you are hot and dry, 

(As make your bouts more violent to that end,’) 
And that he calls for drink. I'll have pre.ferr’d him 
A chalice for the nonce ; whereon but sipping, 

If he by chance escape your venom'd stuck, ^ 
Our purpose may hold there. But stay, what noise ? 

Enter Q,ujb£n 

How noviT, sweet queen } 

Queen. One woe doth tread upon another’ s.hecl, 
So fast they follow : — Your sister’s drown’d, Laertes. 
Laer. Drown’d! O, where? 

Quren. There is a willow grows ascaunt the brook, 
That shows his hoar leaves in the glassy stream ; 
Therewith fantastic garlands did siie make 
Of crow-flowers, nettles, daisies, and long purples, 
That liberal shepherds give a grosser name, 

But our cold maids do dead men's lingers call them ; 
There on the pendent boughs her coronet weeds 
Clambering to hang, an envious sliver broke 
When down her weedy trophies, and herself, 

Fell in the weeping brook . H er cloth es spread wi d e ; 


Kmff. If it be so, Laerte|, 

As how should it be so ? how otherwise ?•— 

Will you be rul’d by me ? 

Laer. Ay, my lord ; 

So you will notro'er-rule me to a peace. 

King. To thine own peace. If he be now re- 
turn’d, — 

As checking at his? voyage, and that he jpeans 
No more to undertake it, — I will work liim 
To an exploit now ripe in my device. 

Under the which he shall not choose but fall ; 

And for his death no wind of blame shall breathe ; 
But even his mother shall imeharge the practice, 
And call it, accident. 

Laer. My lord, I will h-». rul’d : 

The rather, if you could devise it so, 

That I might be the organ. 

King. It falls right. 

You have been talk’d of since your travel much, 
And that in Hamlet’s hearing, for a quality 
Wherein they say you shine : your sum of parts 
Did not together pluck such envy from him. 

As did that one ; and that, in my regard, 

Of the unworthiest siege. 

Laer. W'hat part is that, my lord ? 

King. A very riband in the cap of youth, 

Yet needful too ; for youth no less becomes 
The light and careless livery that it wears, 

Than settled age his sables, and his weeds, 
Importing health and graveness. — Two months 
since, 

Here was a gentleman of Normandy, — 

1 have seen myself, and serv'd against, the French 
And they can well oiTS^rseback : but this gallant 
Had witchcraft in't ; he grew unto his seat ; 

And to such wond’rous doing brought his horse, 
As he had been incorps’d and demi-natur’d 
With the brave beast : so far he topp'd my thought, 
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And, mermaid-like, a while they bore her up : 
Which time, she chanted snatches of old tunes ; 
As one incapable of her own distress, 

Or like a creature native and indued 
Unto that element : but long it could not he, 

Till that her garments, heavy with their drink, 
Pull the poor wretch from her melodious lay 
To muddy death. 

Laer. Alas 1 then, she is drowaM? 

Queen. Drown’d, drown’d. 

Laer. Too much of water hast thou, poor Ophelia, 


And therefore I forbid my tears : But yet 
It is our trick ; nature her custom holds, 

Let shame say what it will : when these are gone, 
The wom^n will be out, — Adieu, mv lord ! 

I have a speech of fire, that fain wotdd blaze, 

But that this folly drowns it. IBxit 

King. Let’s ^llow, Gertrude ; 

How much f had to do to calm his rage ! 

Now fear I, this will give it start again ; 

Therefore, let’s follow. IBjceunt. 
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'Bam; There'S another: Why mayenot that he 
the scull of a lawyer ? Where be his quiddits now, 
his quillets, Ms cases, his tenures and his tricks? 
why does he suffer this rude knave now^to knock 
him about the'’'sconce with a dirty shovel, and will 
not tell him of his action of battery ? Humph ! 
This fellow migly: be in^s time a great buyer of 
land, with his statutes, his recognizances, his fines, 
his double vouchers, his recoveries: Is this the 
fine of his fines, and the recovery of his recoveries, 
to have his fine pate full of fine dirt? will his 
vouchers vouch him no more of his purchases, and 
double ones too, than the length and breadth of a 
pair of indentures ? The very conveyances of his 
lands will hardly lie in this box ; and must the 
inheritor himself have no more ? ha ? 

Hot. Not a jot more, my lord. ^ • 

Ham. Is not parchment made of sheep-skins ? 

Hot. Ay, my lord; and of calves-skins too. 

Ham. They are sheep, and calves, which seek out 
assurance in that. 1 will speak to this fellow : — 
Whose grave’s this, sirrah ? 

1 Clo. Mine, sir. — 

0, a pit of clay for to he made '[Sings. 

For such a guest is meet. 

Ham. I think it be thine, indeed ; for thou liest 
in’t. 

1 Clo. You lie out on’t, sir, and therefore it is 
not yours : for my part, I do not lie in’t, yet it is 
mine. 

Ham. Thou dost lie in’t, to be in’t, and say it 
is thine ; ’tis for the dead, not for the quick ; there- 
fore thou liest. 

1 Clo. ’Tis a quick^lie, sir ; ’twill away again, 
from me to you. 

Ham. What man dost thou dig it for ? 

1 Clo. For no man, sir. 

Ham. What woman, then ? 

1 Clo. For none neither. 

"^Ham. Who is to be buried in ’t ? 

1 Clo. One that was a woman, sir ; but, rest her 
soul, she’iTdead. 

Ham. How absolute the knavg^ is ! we must 
speak by the card, or equivocation' will undo us. 
By the lord, Horatio, these three years I have 
taken note of it ; the age is grown so picked, that 
the toe of thei* peasant comes so near the heel of 
the courtier, he galls his kibe.-— How long hast 
thou been a grave- maker ? 

1 Clor^ Of all the days i’the year, I came to’t 
that day that our last king Hamlet overcame For- 
tinbras. m 

Ham. How long’s that since ? 

1 Clo. Cannot you tell that ? every fool can tell 
that : It was that very day that young Hamlet was 
horn : he that is mad, and sent into En^and. 

Ham. Ay, ma^ry, why was he sent into’ England? 

1 Ch* Why, because he was mad : he shall re- 
cover his wits there ; or, if he do not, ’tis no great 
matter there. i 

Ham. Why? ^ * 

1 Clo. ’Twill not be seen in him there ; there the 
men are all as mad as he. 

Ham. How came he mad ? 

1 Clo. Very strangely, they say. 

Ham^ How strangely ? 

i Clo. ’Faith, e’en with losing his wits. 

. Mam. Hjpon what ground ? 

I Clo. Wiy, here in Denmark ; I have been 
sextoii here, man, and boy, thirty years. 

Ham. How long will a man lie i’the earth ere 
he rot ? 

1 Clo. ’Faith, if he be not rotten before he die, 
(as we have many pocky corses now-a-days, that 
will scarce hold the laying in,) he will last you 
some eight year, or nine year : a tanner will last 
you nine year. 

Ham. Why he more than another ? 

1 Clo. Why, sir, his hide is so tanned with his 
trade, that he will keep out water a great while ; 
and your water is a sore decayer of 'your whoreson 
dead body. Here’s a scfill now hath lain you i’the 
earth three-and-twenty years. 

Ham. Whose was it ? 

1 Clo. A whoreson mad fellow’s it was ; Whose 
do you think it was ? 

Ham. Nay, I know not. 

1 Clo. A pestilence on him for a mad rogue I he 
poured a fiagon of Rhenish on my head once. 
This same scull, sir, was Yorick’s scull, the king’s 
jester. 

Ham. This ! [Takes the scull. 

1 Clo. E’en that. 

Ham. Alas, poor Yorick ! — I knew him, Ho- 
ratio ; a fellow of infinite jest, of most excellent 
fancy : he hath borne me on his back a thousand 
times ; and now how abhorred in my imagination 
it is ! my gorge rises at it. Here hung those lips 
that I have kissed I know not how oft. Where 
be your gibes now ? your gambols ? your songs ? 
your flashes of merriment, that were wont to set 
the table on a roar ? Not one now, to mock your 
own grinning ? quite chap-fallen ? Now get you 
to my lady’s chamber, and tell her, let her paint 
an inch thick, to this favour she must come ; make 
her laugh at that.—Pr’ythee, Horatio, tell me one 
thing. 

Hot. What’s that, my lord ? 

Ha7n. Dost thou think, Alexander looked o’this 
fashion i’the earth ? 

Hot. E’en so. 

Ham. And smelt so? pah I 

[Throws down the scull. 

Hot. E’en so, my lord. 

Ham. To what base uses we may return, 
Horatio ! Why may not imagination trace the 
noble dust of Alexander, till he find it stopping a 
bung-hole? 

Hot. ’Twere to consider too curiously, to con- 
sider so. 

Ham. No, faith, not a jot ; but to follow him 
thither with modesty enough, and likelihood to lead 
it : As thus : Alexander died, Alexander was buried, 
Alexander returneth to dust ; the dust is eartli. ; of 
earth we make loam: And why of that loam, 
whereto he was converted, might tliev not stop a 
beer-barrel ? 

1 Imperious Cjssar, dead, and turn’d to clay, 

Might stop a hole to keep the wind away ; 

0, that the earth, which kept the world in awe, 

Should patch a wall to expel the winter’s flaw 1 
But soft I but soft 1 aside ; — Here comes the king, 

Enter Priests, ^c. in procession / tfte co7'psc of Ophelia ; 

Laertes, and Mourners following j King, Queen, their 

Trains^ ^c. 

The queen, the courtiers : Who is this they follow ? 
And with such maimed rites I This doth betoken. 
The corse, they follow, did with desperate hand 
Fordo its own life. ’Twas of soffle estate : 

Couch we a while, and mark. [Metiring with Horatio. 
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Laer. What ceremony else ? 

Ham, That is Laertes, 

A very noble youth : Mark. 

Laer, What ceremony else ? 

1 Priest, Her obsequies have been as far enlarg’d 
As we have warranty : Her death was doubtful ; 
And, but that great command o’ersways the order, 
She should in ground unsanctified have lodg’d 
Til^ the last trumpet ; for charitable prayers, 
Shards, flints, and pebbles, should be thrown on her, 
Yet here she is allowed her virgin crants, 

Her maiden s'trewments^ and the bringing home 
Of bell and burial. 

Laer. Must there no more be done ? 

1 Priest. No more be done! 

We should profane the service of the dead, 

To sing a requiem, and such rest to her, 

As to peace-parted souls. 

Laer, Lay her i’the earth ; — 

And from her fair and unpolluted flesh 
May violets spring ! — I tell thee, churlish priest, 

A minist’ring angel shall my sister he, 

When thou liest howling. 

Ham. What, the fair Ophelia ! 

Queen. Sweets to the sweet ; Farewell ! 

[Bcattering flowers, 

I hop’d thou should’st have been my Hamlet’s wife; 
1 thought, thy bride-bed to have deck’d, sweet maid, 
And not have strew’d thy grave. 

Laer. O, treble woe 

Fall ten times treble on that cursed head, 

Whose wicked deed thy most ingenious sense 
Depriv’d thee of! — Hold off the earth a while, 

Till 1 have caught her once more in mine arms : 

[Leaps into the grave. 

Now pile your dust upon the quick and dead ;• 

Tin of this flat a mountain you have made, 

To o’er-top old Pelion, or the skyish head 
Of blue Olympus. 

Ham. [Advancing.'] What is he, whose grief 
Bears such an emphasis ? whose phrase of sorrow 
Conjures the wand’ring stars, and makes them stand 
Like wonder- wounded hearers ? this is I, 

Hamlet the Dane. [Leaps into tJie grave. 

Laer* The devil take thy soul ! 

[Grappling with 7tim. 

Ham. Thou pray’st not well. 

I pr’ythee, take thy Angers from my throat ; 

For, though I am not splenetive and rash, 

Yet have I in me something dangerous, 

Which let thy wisdom fear : Hold off thy hand. 
King. Pluck them asunder. 

Queen. Hamlet ! Hamlet ! 

JAIL Gentlemen, 

Hor. Good my lord, be quiet. 

[The Attendants part them, and they cane out 
of the grave. 

' Ham. Why, I will flglit with him upon this 
Until my eyelids will no longer wag. [theme. 
Queen. O my son ! what theme ? 

Ham. I lov’d Ophelia ; forty thousand brothers 
Could not, with all their quantity of love, 

Make up my sum. — ^\^7^hat wilt thou do for her ? 
King. O, he is mad, Laertes. 

Queen. For love of God, forbear him. 

Ha?n. ’Zounds, show me what thou’lt do : 
Woul’t weep? woul’t fight? woul’tfast? woul’t tear 
'Woul’t drink up Esil ? eat a crocodile ? [thyself? 
I’ll do’t.-— Dost thou come here to whine ? 

To outface me wfth leaping in her grave ? 


Be buried quick with her, and so will I ; 

And, if thcfu prate of mountains, let them throw 
Millions of acres on us ; till our ground, 

Singeing his pate against the burning zone, 

Make (isa like a wart ! Nayi an ^ou’it mouth, 
I’ll rant as well as thou. 

Queen. This is mere madness : 

And thus a while the fit will wo»k on him ; 

Anon, as patient as the female dove, 

When that her golden couplets are disclos’d, 

His silence will sit drooping. 

Ham. Hear you, sir; 

What is the reason, that you use me thus ? 

I lov’d you ever : But it is no matter ; 

Let Hercules himself do what he may, 

The cat will mew, and dog will have his day. [P-rit. 
King. I pray thee, good Horatio,- wait upon 
him. — [ExifEDnATio. 

Strengthen ^our patience in our last night’s speech ; 

[To Laertes. 

We’ll put the matter to the present push. — 

Good Gertrude, set some watch over your son. — 
This grave shall have a living monume,nt : 

An hour of quiet shortly shall we see ; 

Till then, in patience our proceeding be. [Exeunt. 


SCENE II. — A Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Hamlet and Horatio. 

Ham. So much for this, sir : now shall you see the 
You do remember all the circumstance ? [other ; 

Hor. Remember it, my lord I 

Ham. Sir, in my heart there was a kind of fighting, 
That would not let me sle^iynmethought, I lay 
Worse than the mutines in the bilboes. Rashly, 
And prais’d be rashness for it, — Let us know, 

Our indiscretion sometimes serves us well, 

When our deep plots do pall ; and that should 
There’s a divinity that shapes our ends, [teach us, 
Rough-hew them how we will. 

Hot. That is most cerTam. 

Ham. Up from my cabin, ^ 

My sea-gown scarf’d about me, in the dark 
Grop’d I to fip4 out them : had my desire ; 
Finger’d their packet ; and, in fine, withdrew 
To mine own room again : making so bold, 

My fears forgetting manners, to unseal 

Their grand commission ; where Mound, Horatio, 

A royal knavery ; an exact command, — 

Larded with many several sorts of reasoi^, 
Importing Denmark’s health, and England’s too, 
With, ho ! such bugs and goblins in my life,— . 
That, on the supervise, no leisure 1)ated, 

No, not to stay the grinding of the axe, 

My hea4 should be struck off. 

Hor. Is’t possible ? 

Ham. JHere’s the commission > read it at more 
But wilt thou hear now how I did proceed.^* [leisure. 

Hor. Ay, ’beseech you. ^ * 

Ham, Being thus benetted round with villanies, 
Or I could make a prologue to my brains, 

'The^ had begun the play ;• — I sat me down ; 
Devis’d a new commission ; wrote it fair : 

I once did hold it, as our statists do, 

A baseness to write fair, and labour’d much 
How to forget that learning ; but, sir, now 
It did me yeoman’s service ; Wilt thou know 
The effect of what I wrote ? 

Hor. Ay, good-my lord. 

Ham. An earnest conjuration from the king, — 


r 




902 HAMLET, PKINCE OF DENMARK. ■ act v. 


As England was lus faithful tributary ; 

As love between them like the palm miglit flourish ; 
As peace should still her wheaten garland wear, 
And stand a comma ’tween their amides ; 

And many sucli^like as’s of great charge, -n 
That on the view and knowing of these contents, 
Without debatement further, more or less, 

He should the beai'ers put to sudden death, 

Not shriving-time allow’d. 

j/or. How was this seal’d ? 

Ilam, Why, even in that was heaven ordinant ; 

I had my father’s signet in my purse, 

Which was the model of that Danish seal : 

Folded the writ up in form of the other ; 
Subscrib’dit; gave’tthe impression; plac-’d it safely, 
The changeling never known ; Now, the next day 
Was our sea-fight ; and what to this was sequent. 
Thou know’st already. 

Bor. So Guildenstern and Rosencraatz go to’t. 
jfiTam. Why, man, they did make love to this 
employment ; 

They are not near my conscience ; their defeat 
Does by thejr own insinuation grow : 

’Tis dangerous, when the baser nature comes 
Between the pass and fell incensed points 
Of mighty opposites. 

Bor. Why, what a king is this ! 

Bam. Does itnot, think thee, stand me nowupon? 
He that hath kill’d my king, andwhor’d my mother; 
Popp’d in between the election and my hopes ; 
Thrown out his angle for my proper life. 

And with such cozenage ; is’t not perfect conscience. 
To quit him with this arm? and is’t not to be 
To let this canker nature come [damn’d, 

In further evil ? 

Bor. It must he shortly known to him from 
What is the issue of the business there. [England, 
Bam. It will be short ; the interim is mine ; 
And a man’s life’s no more than to say, one. 

But I am very sorry, good Horatio, 
flaaT to Laertes I forgot myself ; 

For by tlnMmage of my cause, I see 

The portraiture of his : I’ll count his favours ; 

But, sure, the bravery of his grief put me 
Into a towering passion. 

Bor. Peace ; who comes here ? 

^ EnUr OsRic. 

Osr. Your lordship is right welcome back to 
Denmark. 

Bam.^1 humbly thank you, sir.-— Dost know 
this water-fly ? 

Bor, No, my good lord. 

Ham. Thy state is the more gracious ; for ’tis a 
vice to know him ; He hath much land, and fertile : 
let a beast be lord of beasts, and his crib shall stand 
at the king’s me^ : ’Tis a chough ; but^as I say, 
spacious in the }jOssessioii of dirt. 

Osr.* Swee^ lord, if your lordship were at leisure, 
I should!^ impart a thing to you from his majesty. 

Bam. I wiE receive it, sir, with aU diligence of 
spirit ; Your bonnet to Ms rightuse ; ’tisfortheheai 
Osr. I thank your lordship, ’tis very hot. 

Ham. No, believe me, ’tis very cold ; the wind 
•is northerly. 

Osr. It is indifferent cold, my lord, indeed. 
Bam. But yet, methinks, it is very sultry, and 

hot ; or my complexion 

Osr. Exceedingly, my lord ; it is very sultry, — 
as ’twere, — I cannot tell how. — My lord, his ma* 


jesty bade me signify to you, that he has laid a, great 
wager on your head ; Sir, this is the matter, — ^ 

Ham, I beseech you, remember 

[HAmlet moves him to put on his hat. 

Osr. Nay, good my lord ; lor my ease, in good 
faith. Sir, here is newly come to court, Laertes : 
believe me, an absolute gentleman, full of most 
excellent differences, of very soft society, and great 
showing: Indeed, to speak feelingly of liim, he is^jhe 
card or calendar of gentry, for you shall lind in him 
the continent of what part a gentleman would see. 

Bam, Sir, his definement suffers lio perdition in 
you ; — though, I know, to’divide liim inventorially, 
would dizzy the arithmetic of memory ; and yet 
but raw neither, in respect of his quick sail. But, 
in the verity of extolment, I take him to be a soul 
of great article ; and his infusion of such dearth 
and rareness, as to make true diction of him, his 
semblable is his mirror ; and, who else would trace 
him, his umbrage, nothing more. 

Osr. Your lordship speaks most infallibly of him. 

Bam. The concernancy, sir ? why do we wrap 
the gentleman in our more rawer breath ? 

Osr. Sir ? 

Bor. Is’t not possible to understand in another 
tongue? You will do’t, sir, really. 

Bam. What imports the nomination of this gen- 
tleman ? 

Osr. Of Laertes ? 

Bor. His purse is empty already ; all his golden 
words are spent. 

Bam. Of him, sir. 

Osr. I know, joxL are not ignorant 

Ba7)i. I would, you did, sir ; yet, in faith, if you 
did, it would not much approve me ; — ^^Well, sir, 

(hr. You are not ignorant of what excellence 
Laertes is 

Bam. I dare not confess that, lest I should com- 
pare with him in excellence ; but, to know a man 
well, wmre to know' himself. 

Osr. I mean, sir, for his weapon ; but in the 
imputation laid on him by them, in his meed he’s 
unfellowed. 

JF/am. What’s his wmapon ? 

Osr. Rapier and dagger. 

Bam. That’s two of his weapons : but, wrell. 

Osr. The king, sir, hath wagered with him six 
Barbary horses ; against the which he hasimpawned, 
as I take it, six. French rapiers and poniards, with 
their assigns, as girdle, hangers, and so : Three of 
the carriages, in faith, are very dear to fancy, very 
responsive to the hilts, most delicate carriages, and 
of very lil>eral conceit. 

Bam. What call you the carriages ? 

Bor. I knew, you must be edified by the mar- 
gent, ere you had done, 

Osr. The carriages, sir, are the hangers. 

Ham. The phrase v^ould be more german to the 
matter, if we could carry a cannon by our sides ; I 
would, it might be hangers till then. But, on : Six 
Barbary horses against six French swords, their 
assigns, and three liberal conceited carriages ; that’s 
the French bet against the Danish : Why is this 
impawned, as you call it ? 

Osr. 'The king, sir, hath laid, that in a dozen 
passes between yoursell* and him, he shall not ex- 
ceed you three hits ; he hath laid, on twelve for 
nine ; and it would come to immediate trial, if your 
lordship would vouchsafe the answer. 

Bam. How, if I answer, no ? , 
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Osr. I mean. 


Roughly awake, I here proclaim was madness. 
Was’t H^ilet wrong’d Laertes ? Never, Hamlet 
If Hamlet from himself be ta’en away. 

And, when he’s not himself, does wrong Laertes, 
Then Paralet does it not, Hnmlet denies it. 

Who does it then ? His madness* If’t be so, 
Hamlet is of the faction that is wrong’d ; 

His madness is poor Hamlet’s *enemy. 

from a purpos’d evil 
your most generous thoughts, 

rnrr avrrttir av> i-K/i 


person in trial. 

_ Sir, I will walk here in the hall : If 
please his majesty, it is the breathing time of df 
with me : let the foils be brought, the gentlem? 
willing, and the king hold his purpose, I will w: 
for him, if I can; if not, I will gain nothing h 
my shame, and the odd hits. 

^ Osr. Shall I deliver you so ? 

Mam. To this effect, sir ; after what douris 
your nature will. 

O^r. I commend my duty to your lordship. [JE’xi 

Mam. Yours, yours*.— He does well to commer 
it himself ; there are no tongues else for’s turn. 
Mor. This lapwing runs away with the shell o 


His madness 
Sir, in tlKs audience, 

Let my disclaiming i 

Free me so far in y'^ ^ 

That I have shot my arrow o’er the house, 

And hurt my brother. 

Laer. I am satisfied in nature, 

Whose ij^otive, in this case, should stir me most 
To my revenge : but in my terms of honour, 

^ I stand aloof ; and will no reconcilement, 

Till by some elder masters, of known honour, 

I have a 'goice and precedent of peace. 

To keep my name ungor’d : But till that time, 

I do receive your offer’d love like love. 

And will not wrong it. 

Mam. I embrace it freely ; 

And will this brother’s wager frankly play.— 

Give us the foils ; come on. 

Laer. Come, one for me. 

Mam. I’ll be yonr foil, Laertes ; in mine igno- 
rance 

Your skill shall, like a star in the darkest night, 
Stick fiery off indeed. 

You mock me, sir. 

Mam. No, by this hand. 

King. Give them the foils, young Osric. Cousin 
You know the wager ? ^ [Hamlet, 

Mam. ^ very well, my lord ; 

Your grace hath laid the odds o’the weaker side. 
King. I do not fear it : I have seen you both : 


his head. 

Ham. M.Q did comply with his dug, before he 


sucked it. Thus has” he (and many more of the 
same breed, that, I know, the drossy age dotes on,) 
only got the tune of the time, and outward habit 
of encounter, a kind of yesty collection, which 
carries them through and through the most fond 
and winnowed opinions ; and do but blow them to 
their trial, the bubbles are out. 

Enter a Lord. 

Lord. My lord, his majesty commended him to 
you by young Osric, who brings back to him, that 
you attend him in the hall : He sends to know, if 
your pleasure hold to play with Laertes, or that you 
will take longer time. 

Ham. I am constant to my purposes, they follow 
the king’s pleasure: if his fitness speaks, mine is 
ready ; now, or whensoever, provided I be so able 
as now. 

Lord. The king, and queen, and all are coming 

Ham. In happy time; fa own. 

Lord. The queen desires you, to use some gentle 
entertainment to Laertes, before you fall to play. 

Ham. She well instructs me. lExit Lord. 

Hor. You will lose this wager, my lord. 

M am. I do not think so ; since he went into 
France, I have been in continual practice ; I shall 
win at the odds. But thou would’st not think, how 


be now ; if it be not now, yet it wnll come : the 
readiness is all : Since no man, of aught he leaves, 
knows, what is’t to leave betimes ? Let be. 

Enter King, Queun, Laertes, Lords, Osmc, and 
AttendsmtswithfoUs, ^-c. 

King. Come, Hamlet, come, and take this hand 
from me. 

iThe King puts the hand (i/Laertes into that of 
. Hamlet. 

Mam. Give me your pardon, sir : I have done you 
But pardon it, as you are a gentleman. [wrong ; 
lliis presence knows, and you must needs have 
How i am punish’d with a sore distraction, [heard, 
What 1 have done, 

That might yfc nature, honour, and exception, 


.-<1 ' w . 

Ham, Come on, sir. 

Laer. Come, my lord. lEheyfplay, 

Ham.. One. 

Laer. ^ No.* 

Mam. ’Judgment. 

Osr. A hit, a very palpable hit. 

^Laer. Wei]., — again. 

King. Stay, give me drink : Hamlet, this pearl is 
ere’s to thy health. — Give him the cup. [thine ; 

[Trumpets sound ; and cannon shot off within. 
Mam. I’ll play this bout first, set it by awhile, 
ome — Another hit ; What say you ? [They play. 

Laer. A touch, a touch, I do confess. 

King. Our son shall win. 

Queen. He’s fat, and scant of breath. — 
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Here, Hamlet, take my napkin, rub thy brows : 
The queen carouses to thy fortune, Hamiet. 

Ham. Good madam,' 

King. Gertrude, do not drink. 

Queen. I will,^y Itfrd ; — I pray you pardon me. 
King. It is the poison’d cup ; it is too late. [.Aside. 
Ham. I dare not drink yet, madam ; by and by. 
Queen. Come, let me wipe thy face, 

Laer. My lord, Til hit him now. ^ 

King. 1 do not think it. 

Laer. And yet it is almost against my conscience, 

[Aside. 

Ham. Come, for the third, Laertes : You do but 
I pray you, pass with your best violence ; [dally ; 
I am afeard, you make a -wanton of me. ^ 

Laer. Say you so ? come on. [Thegplag. 

Osr. Nothing neither way. 

Laer. Have at you now. 

[Laertes womids Hamlet ; then^ in scuffling, they 
change rapiers, and Hamlet wounds Laertes. 

King. Part them, they are incens’d. 

Ham. Nay, come again. [The falls. 

Osr. ^ Look to the queen there, ho I 
Hor. They bleed on both sides : — How is it, my 
Osr. How is’t, Laertes ? [lord.^ 

Laer. Why, as a woodcock to my own springe, 
I am justly kill’d with mine o-wn treachery. [Osric ; 
Ham. How does the queen ? 

King. She swoons to see them bleed. 

Queen. No, no, the drink, the drink, — O my 
dear Hamlet ! — 

The drink, the drink ; — I am poison’d ! [Dies. 

Ham. O viUany 1 — Ho ! let the door be lock’d : 
Treachery ! seek it d^t. [Laertes 

Laer. It is here, Hamlet: Hamlet, thou art slain ; 
No medicine in the world can do thee good, 

In thee there is not half an hour’s life ; 

The treacherous instrument is in thy hand, 

XJnbated, and envenom’d : the foul practice 
Hath turn’d itself on me ; lo, here I lie, 

N^erto rise again ; Thy mother’s poison’d ; 

I can no more ; the king, the king’s to blame. 

Ham. Tiii^point 

^Envenom’d too !— Then, venom, to tfey work. 

the King. 

Osr. Treason I treason ! 

King. 0, yet defend me, friends, I am but hurt. 
Ham. Here, thou incestuous, murd’rous, damned 
Drink off this potion -Is the union here ? [Dane, 
Follow my mother. [Ejng dies. 

Laer. He is justly serv’d ; 

It is a poison temper’d by himself. — 

Exchange forgiveness with me, noble Plamlet : 

Mine and my father’s death come not upon thee * 
Nor thine on me ! [Dies. 

Ham. Heaven make thee free of it ! I follow thee. 

I am dead, Horatio^ ;-~Wretched queen, adieu I—* 
You that look pale^and tremble at this chaime * 

That are but mptes or audience to this act, * 

Had I burtime, (as this fell sergeant, death, 

Is strict in his arrest,) 0, I could tell you — 

But let it be Horatio, I am dead ; ' 

Thou liv’st ; report me and my cause atis-ht 
To the unsatisfied. 

Hot. . Never believe it ; 

I am more an antique Roman than a Dane,— 

Here’s yet some liquor left. 

Ham. thou’rt a man,— 

Give me the .^up ; let go ; by heaven ITIhaveit— 
u God 1— Horatio, what a wounded name, 


Things standing thus unknown, shall live behind 
If thou didst ever hold me in thy heart, [me } 
Absent thee from felicity awhile, 

And in this harsh world draw thy breath in pain, 
To tell my story.— [March afar of, and shot within. 

What warlike noise is this ? 

Osr. Young Fortinbras, with conquest come 
To the ambassadors of England gives [from Poland 
This warlike volley. J 

■ Hafu. ^ O, I die, Horatio ; 

The potent poison quite o’er-crows my. spirit ; 

I cannot live to hear the news-from England : 

But I do prophesy, the election lights 
On Fortinbras ; he has my dying voice; 

So tell him, with the occurreuts, more or less, 
Which have solicited, — The rest is silence. [.Da'A% 
Hor. Now cracks a noble heart Good night 
sweet prince : ’ 

And flights of angels sing thee to thy rest ! 

Why does the drum come hither ? [March within. 
Enter Fortinbras, the English Ambassadors, and otliers. 
Fort. Where is this sight ? 


Hor. 


What is it, you would ! 


^ wuuia see r 

It aught of woe, or wonder, cease your search. 

Fort. This quarry cries on havoc !— O proud 
mat feast is toward in thine eternal cell, [death ! 
That thou so many princes, at a shot, 

So bloodily hast struck ? 

I Amh. ^ The sight is dismal ; 

And our affairs from England come too late : 

The ears are senseless, that should give us hearing, 
To tell him, his commandment is fulfill’d, 

That Rosencrantz and Guildenstern are dead 

Where should we have our thanks 

Not from his mouth, 
Had lir the ability of life to thank you ; 

He never gave commandment for their death. 

But since, so jump upon this bloody question, 

You from the Polack wars, and you from England, 
Are here arriv’d ; give order, that these bodies 
High on a stage be placed to the view j 
And let me speak, to the yet unknowing world, 
How these things came about : So shall you hear 
Of carnal, bloody, and unnatural acts ; 

Of accidental judgments, casual slaughters ; 

Of deaths put on by cunning, and forc’d cause ; 
And, ill this upshot, purposes mistook 
Fall’n on the inventors’ heads : all tins can I 
Truly deliver. 

Fort. Let us haste to hear it, 

And call the noblest to the audience. 

For me, with sorrow I embrace my fortune ; 

I have some rights of memory in this kingdom, *■ 
Winch now to claim my vantage doth invite me, 
Hor. Of that I shall have also cause to speak, 
And from his mouth whose voice will draw on more : 
But let this same be presently perform'd, 

Even while men’s minds are wild ; lest more mis*" 
On plots, and errors, happen. [chance, 

•D 1 captains 

Bear Hamlet, hke a soldier, tb the stage ; 

For he was likely, had he been put on, 

To have prov’d moat royaHy : and, for his passage, 
Ihe soldier s music, and the rites of war, 

Speak loudly for him,— 

Take up the bodies : — Such a sight as this 
Becomes the field, but here shows much amiss. 

Go, bid the soldiers shoot. [A dead March. 

[Exeunt, bearing off the de^d bodies after 
which, a peal of ordnance is shot off. 
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PERSONS REPRESENTED, 


Duke oe Venice. Clown, Servant to Othello. 

Brabantio, a Senator. Herald# 

Two other Senators. 

Gratiano, Brotlier fo Brabantio. Desdemona, Daughter to Brabantio, and Wife to 

Lodovjco, Kinsman to Brab.antio ^ Othello. * 

Othello, the Moor. Eahlia, Wife to Iago. 

Cassio, Ms Lieutenant. Bianca, % Courtezan, Mistress to Cassio. 

Iaqo, his Ancient. 

Roderigo, a Venetian Gentleman. Officers, Gentlemen, Messengers, Musicians, Sailors, 

Montano, predecessor in the government Attendants, &:c. 

of Cyprus. ^ 

SCENE , — For the First Act, in Venice ; during the rest of the Play, at a Sea-Fort in Cyprus. 


SCENE — 1. Venice. A Street. 

Enter Rodbrigo and Iago, 

Rod, Tusli, never tell me, I take it much un- 
kindly, 

That thou, Iago, — who hast had my purse, • 

As if the strings were thine, — should'st know of this. 

Iago. ’Sblood, but you will not hear me 
If ever I did dream of such a matter, 

Abhor me. 

Rod. Thou told^st me, thou didst hold him in 
thy hate. 

Iago, Despise me, if I do not. Three great ones 
of the city. 

In personal suit to make me his lieutenant. 

Oft capp'd to him ; — and, by the faith of man, 

I know my price, I am worth no worse a place : 
But he, as loving his own pride and pm-poses, 
Evades them, with a bombast circumstance, 
Horribly stuff'd with epithets of war ; 

And, in conclusion, nonsuits 
My mediators ; for, certes, says he, 

J have already chose my officer. 

And what was he ? 

Forsooth, a great arithmetician, 

One Michael Cassio, a Florentine, 

A fellow almost damn'd in a fair wife ; 

That never set a squadron in the field, 

Nor the division of a battle knows 
More than a spinster ; unless the bookish theorick. 
Wherein the toged consuls can propose 
As masterly as he : mere prattle, without practice, 
Is all his soldiership. But, he, sir, had the election : 
And I, — of whom his eyes had seen the proof 
At Rhodes, at Cyprus ; and on other grounds 
Christian and heathen, must be be-lee’d and calm'd 
By debitor and creditor, this counter- caster ; 

He, in good time, must his lieutenant be, 

And I, (God bless the mark !) his Moor-ship's 
ancient. 


Rod, By heaven, I rather would have been his 
I hangman. 

Iago. But there's no rem#^y, 'tis the curse ot 
service ; ^ 

Preferment goes by letter, and affection, 

Not by the old gradation, where each second 
Stood heir to the first. Now, sir, be judge yourself, 
Whether I in any just term am affia'd 
To love the Moor. 

Rod, I would not follow him 

Iago, 0, sir, content you ; 

I follow him to serve my turn upon jwak : 

We cannot alj^be masters, nor all masters 
Cannot be truly follow'd. You shall mark • 

Many a duteous and knee-crooking knave. 

That, doting on his own obsequious bondage, 

Wears out his time much like his master's ass, 

For nought but provender ; and^ when he is old, 
cashier'd ; 

Whip me such honest knaves : Others#there are, 
Who, trimm'd in forms and visages of duty, 

Keep yet their hearts attending jn themselves ; 
And, throwing but shows of service on their lords, 
Do well thrive by them, and, when they have lin'd 
their coats, 

Do themselves homage ; these fellows have some 
• soul, • 

And such a one do I profess myself. 

For, sir, * 

It is as sure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moor, I would not he Iago : 

Itf following him, I follow but myself ; 

Heaven is my judge, not I for love and duty, 

But seeming so, for my peculiar end ; 

For when my outward action doth demonstrate 
The native act and figure of my heart 
In compliment extern, 'tis not long after 
But I will wear my heart upon my sleeve 
For daws to peck at : I am not what'l am. 
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Rod. Wliat a full fortune does the thick lips owe, 
If he can carry’ t thus 1 , 

Jago. Call up her father, 

Rouse him : make after him, poison his delight, 
Proclaim him in the streets ; incense her kinsmen, 
And, though he in a fertile climate dwell, 

Plague him with flies ; though that his joy be joy, 
Yet throw such changes of vexation on’t, 

As it may lose some colour. 

Rod. Here is her father’s house ; I’ll call aloud, 
logo. Do ; with like timorous accent, and dire yell, 
As when, by night and negligence, the fire 
Is spied in populous cities. 

Rod. Whatlio ! Brabantio ! signior Brabantio, ho ! 
logo. Awake ! wfliat, ho ! Brabantio ! thieves ! 
thieves ! thieves ! 

Look to your ..house, your daughter and your bags 
Thieves ! thieves ! 

Brabantio, above, at a udndow. 

Bra. What is the reason of this terrible summons ? 
What is the matter there ? 

Rod. Signior, is all your family within } 
logo. Are your doors locked ? 

Bra. Why ? wherefore ask you this ? 

lago. ’Zounds, sir, you are robb’d; for shame, 
put on your gown ; 

Your heart is burst, you have lost half your soul ; 
Even now, very now, an old black ram 
Is tupping your white ewe. Arise, arise ; 

A-wake the snorting citizens with the bell, 

Or else the devil will make a grandsire of you : 
Arise, I say. 

Bra. WhaC ha-g^ you lost your wits ? 

Rod. Most reverend signior, do you know my 
Bra. Not I ; what are you ? [voice ? 

Rod, My name is — Roderigo. 

Bra. The worse w-elcome. 

I have charg’d thee, not to hannt about my doors : 
In honest plainness thou hast heard me say, 
Mv^daClghter is not for thee ; and now, in madness, 
Being full of su pper and distempering draughts. 
Upon malicToiTs bravery, dost thou come 
To start my quiet. « 

Rod. Sir, sir, sir, sir, — — 

Bra. But thou must needs be sure, 

My spirit, and my place, have in them power 
To make this bitten: to thee. 

Rod, Patience, good sir. 

Bra. What tell’st thou me of robbing? this is 
Ydhice ; 

My house is not a grange. 

Rod. nr Most grave Brabantio, 

In simple and pure soul I come to you. 

lago. ’Zounds, sir, you are one of thos§, that 
will not serve God, if the devil bid you. Because 
w^e come to do you ^service, you think we ^e ruf- 
fians ; You’ll have* your daughter covered with a 
Barbary h'orse ; you’ll have your nephews neigh to 
you : you’u have coursers for cousins, and gennets 
for germans. 

Bra. What ,|»rofane wretch art thou ? ^ 

lago. I am one, sir, that comes to teh you, your 
daughter and the Moor are now making the beast j 
with two backs. " 

Bra. Thou art a villain, 

lago. You are — a senator. 

Bra. This thou shalt answer; I know thee, 
Rodgrip. [you, 

Rod. Sir, I will answer anything. But I beseech 


I If ’t be your pleasure, and most wise consent, 

(As partly, I find, it is,) that your fair daughter, 
At this odd-even and dull watch o’the night; 
'Transported — with no w^orse nor better guard, 

But with a knave of common hire, a gondolier, 

To the gross clasps of a lascivious Moor, — 

If this be known to you, and your allowance, 

We then have done you bold and saucy wrongs ; 
But, if you know not this, my manners tell me, 0 . 
We have your wrong rebuke. Do not believe, 
That, from the sense of all civility, 

I thus wmuld play and trifie^with your reverence : 
Your daughter, if you have not given her leave, 

I say again, hath made a gross revolt ; 

Tying her duty, beauty, wit, and fortunes, 

In an extravagant and wheeling stranger, 

Of here and every where : Straight satisfy yourself : 
If she be in her chamber, or your house, 

Let loose on me the justice of the state 
For thus deluding you. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, ho 1 

Give me a taper ; — call up all my people 
This accident is not unlike my dream ; 

Belief of it oppresses me already : — 

Light, I say ! light ! lExU,from above- 

lago. Farewell ; for I must leave you . 

It seems not meet, nor wholesome to my place, 

To be produc’d (as, if I stay, I shall,) 

Against the Moor : For, I do know, the state,—. 
However this may gall him with some check, — 
Cannot with safety cast him ; for he’s embark’d 
With such loud reason to the Cyprus wars, 

(Which even now stand in act,) that, for their souls, 
Another of his fathom they have not, 

To lead their business : in which regard j 
Thougti, I do hate him as I do hell pains, 

Yet, for necessity of present life, 

I must show out a fiag and sign of love, 

Which is indeed but sign. That you shall surely 
find him, 

Lead to the Sagittary the rais’d search ; 

And there will I be with him. So, farewell. iExU. 

Enter, below, Brabantio, and Servants torches* 
Bra. It is too true an evil ; gone she is ; 

And what’s to come of my despised time, 

Is nought but bitterness.— Now, Roderigo, 

Where didst thou see her ?— 0, unhappy girl ! 
With the Mbor, say’st thou ?— Who would be a 
father? 

How didst thou know ’twas shei’ — O, thoudeceiv’st 
me 

Past thought ! — ^What said she to you?— Get mort^ 
tapers ; 

Raise all my kindred. — Are they married, think you? 
Rod. Truly, I think, they are. 

Bra. O heaven !— How got she out ! — O treason 
of the blood 1 — 

Fathers, from hence trust not your daughters’ minds 
By what you see them act. — A re there not charms, 
^ By which the property of youth and maidhood 
May be abused ? Have you not read, Roderigo, 

Of some such thing ? 

Rod. Yes, sir ; I have indeed. 

Bra. Call up my brother.— O, that you had had 
her ! — 

Some one way, some another. — Do you know 
Where we may apprehend her and the Moor ? 

Rod. I think I can discover him if you please 
, To get good guard, and go along with me. 
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SCENE ir. 


Bra, Pray you, lead on. At every house I'll call 


Cas. Ancient, what makes he here ? 

’Faith, he to-night hath boarded a land 
If it prove lawful prize, he’s made for ever, [carack ; 
Cas. I do not understand. 

, He’s married. 

Cas, » To who .p 

Re-enier Othei/LO. 

Marry, to — Come clptain, will you go ? 
0^/^. ^ Have with you. 

Cas, Here comes another troop to seek for you. 

Enter Brabantio, Roderigo, and Officers of Night with 
torches and weapons, 

lago. It is Brabantio : — General, be advised ; 


I may con^fnand at most ; — -Get weapons, ho ! 
And raise some special officers of night. — 
On, good Roderigo ; — Hi deserve your pains. 


[^Exeunt. 


SCENE II. — The same. Another Street, 

JEnter Othello, Iago, and Attendants. 

^ Iago. Though in the trade of war I have slain men, 
Yet do I hold it very stuff o’the conscience. 

To do no contriv’d* nfurder ; I lack iniquity 
Sometimes, to do me service ; Nine or ten times 
1 had thought to have yerk’dhim here under the ribs. 
, Olh. ’Tis better as it is. 

Nay, but he prated, 

And spoke such scurvy and provoking terms 
Against your honour, 

That, with the little godliness I have, 

I did full hard forbear him. But, I prav, sir, 

Are you fast married } for, be sure of this, 

That the magnifico is much beloved ; 

And hath, in his effect, a voice potential 
As double as the duke’s ; he will divorce you ; 

Or put upon you what restraint and grievance 
The law (with alibis might, to enforce it on,) 

Will give him cable. 

0th. X^et him do his spite : 

My services, which I have done the signiory, 

Shall out-tongue his complaints, ’Tis yet to know, 
(Which, when I know that boasting is an honour, 

I shall promulgate,) I fetch my life and being 
From men of royal siege ; and my demerits 
May speak, unbonneted, to as proud a fortune 
As this that I have reach’d : For know, Iago, 

T ^ 


juuo giueo XU OCilSR, 

That thou hast practis’d on her with foul charms ; 
Abus’d her delicate youth with drugs, or mineralsj 
That waken motion I’ll have it disputed on ; 
’Tis probable, and palpable to thinking. 

I therefore apprehend and do attach theep * 

For an abuser of the world, a practiser 
Of arts inhibited and out of warr^CT?— 

Lay hold u^on him ; if he do resist, 

Subdue him at his peril. * 

0th. Hold your hands, 


Both you of my inclining, and the rest : 

Were it my cue to fight, I slu^ld have know- 
Without a prompter. — - - 
To answer this your charge ? 

To prison : till fi 


^ m it 

“Where will you that I go 

To prison : till fit time 
Of law, and course of direct session, 

Call thee to answer. • 

0th. What if I do obey } 

How may the duke be therewith satisfied ; 

Whose messengers are here about my side, 

Upon some present business of the state, 

To cring me to him. * 

Off, ’Tis true, mgst worthy signior, 

The duke’s in council; and your nohie seif, 

I am sure, is sent for. 

^ -Sm. How! the diike in council! 

In this time of the night ! — Bring him aw^ay : 
Mine’s not an idle cause : the duke himself, 

Or any of my brothers of the state, 

Cannot but feel this wrong, as ’twere their own : 
For if such actions may have passage free, 
Bond-slaves, and pagans, shall our statesmen be. 

^ lExmnL 


r 
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SCENE HI. — The same. A Council-chamber. 

The Dxr&E,and Senators, at a tables Officers at- 

tending. 

Duhe. There is ?)o composition in these news, 
That gives them credit. 

1 Sen. Indeed, they are disproportion^d ; 

My letters say, a hunedred and seven galleys. 

Duhe. And mine, a hundred and forty. 

2 Sen. And mine, two hundred : 

But though they jump not on a just account, 

(As in these cases, where the aim reports, 

^Tis oft with difference,) yet do they all confirm 
A Turkish fleet, and bearing up to Cyprus. 

Duke. Nay, it is possible enough to judgment ; 
I do not so secure me in the error, 

But the main article I do approve 
In fearful sense. 

Sailor. [ Within.'] What ho ! what ho ! what ho ! 

Enter an Officer, with a Sailor. 

Ojf. A messenger from the galleys. 

Duke. Now ? the business ? 

Sail. TheTurfosh preparation makes for Rhodes ; 
So was I bid report here to the state, 

By signior Angelo. 

Duke. How say you by this change ? 

1 Sen. This cannot be, 

By no assay of reason ; *tis a pageant, 

To keep us in false gaze : When we consider 
The importancy of Cyprus to the Turk ; 

And let ourselves again but understand, 

That, as it more concerns the Turk than Rhodes, 
So may he with more facile^question bear it, 

For that it stands not in sucn warlike brace, 

But altogether lacks the abilities 
That Rhodes is dress'd in : if we make thought of 
this, 

We must not think, the Turk is so unskilful, 

To leave that latest which confirms him first ; 
^Negfcctmg an attempt of ease, and gain, 

To wake, an d wa ge, a danger profitless. 

Duke. all confidence, he’s not for Rhodes. 

Here is more news. 

Jg'wier a Messenger. 

Mess. The Ottomites, reverend and gracious, 
Steering with due course toward tne isle of Rhodes, 
Have there injoiuted them with an after fleet. 

1 Sen. Aj,[ so I thought : — How many, as you 
guess 

Mess. Of thirty sail: and now do they re-stem 
Their backward coprse, bearing with frank ap- 
pearance 

Their purposes toward Cyprus. — Signior Montano, 
Your trusty and most valiant servitor, ^ 
With his free duty, recommends you thus, 

And prays you to heheve him. 

Duke. 'Tis certain then for Cypnis. — 

Marcus Lueehese,^is he not in town ? 

1 Sen. He's now in Florence. 

Duke. Write from us ; wish him post-post-haste : 

despatch. ' 

1 Sen. Here comes Brabantio, and the valiant 
Moor. 

Enter Bbabantio, Othello, Iaoo, Roderigo, and Officers. 

i) must straight employ 

jou 

Against the gerferal enemy Ottoman. 


I did not see you ; welcome, gentle signior. 

[Ta Bbabantio. 

We lack'd your counsel and your help to-night. 

^ Bra. So did I yours : Good your grace, pardon 
me ; 

Neither my place, nor aught I heard of business, 
Hath rais'd me from my bed ; nor doth the general 
care 

Take hold on me ; for my particular grief 
Is of so flood-gate and o'erbearing nature, 

That it engluts and swallows other sorrows, 

And it is still itself. 

Duke. Why, that’s the matter? 

Bra. My daughter ! 0, my daughter ! 

Sen. Dead ; 

i Bra. Ay, to me ; 

She is abus'd, stol'n from me, and corrupted 
^«By spells and medicines bought of mountebanks : 
For nature so preposterously to err, 

Being not deficient, blind, or lame of sense, 

Sans witchcraft could not 

Duke. Whoe'er he be, that, in this foul pro- 
ceeding, 

Hath thus beguil’d your daughter of herself, 

And you of her, the bloody book of law 
You shall yourself read in the bitter letter, 

: After your own sense ; yea, though our proper son 
Stood in your action. 

i Bra. Humbly I thank your grace. 

Here is the man, this Moor ; whom now, it seems, 

: Your special mandate, for the state affairs, 

Hath hither brought. 

Duke <1* Sen. We are very sorry for it. 

Duke. What, in your own part, can you say to 
this } {To Othello. 

Bra. Nothing, but this is so. 

0th. Most potent, grave, and reverend signiors, 
My very noble and approved good masters, — 

That I have ta'en away this old man's daughter, 

It is most true ; true, I have married her ; 

The very head and front of my offending 
Hath this extent, no more. Rude am I in my 
speech, 

And little bless' d with the set phrase of peace ; 

For since these arms of mine had seven years’ pith, 
Till now some nine moons wasted, they have us'd 
Their dearest action in the tented field ; 

And little of this great world can I speak, 

More than pertains to feats of broil and battle ; 
And therefore little shall I grace my cause, 

In speaking for myself ; Yet, by your gracious 
patience, 

I will a round unvarnish'd tale deliver . 

Of my whole course of love; what drugs, what 
What conjuration, and whatniighty magic, [charms, 
(For such proceeding I am charg’d withal,) 

I won his daughter with. 

Bra. A maiden never bold ; 

Of spirit so still and quiet, that her motion 
Blush'd at herself ; And she, in spite of nature, 

Of years, of country, credit, every thing,' — 

To fall in love with what she fear'd to look on ? 

It is a judgment maim'd, and most imperfect, 

That will confess — perfection so could err 
Against all rules of nature ; and must be driven 
To find out practices of cunning hell, 

Why this should be. I therefore vouch again, 
That with some- mixtures powerful o'er the blood, 
Or with some dram conjur’d to this effect, 

He wrought upon her. 
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To vouch this, is no proof 


And I IdvM her, that she did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I have us’d ; 

Here comes the lady, let her witness it. 

• Enter Desdbmona, Iago, ang. Attendants. 

Duke. I think, this tale would win my daughter 
Good Brabantio, ^ [too 

Take uj^this mangled matter %.t the best : 

Men do their broken weapons rather use, 

Than their bare hands. 

Bra. I pray you, hear her speak ; 

If she confess, that she was half the wooer, 
Destruction on my head, if my bad blame 
Light on the man ! — Come hither, gentle mistress ; 
Do you perceive in all this noble company, 

Where most you owe obedience ? 

My noble father, 

1 do perceive here a divided duty : 

To you, I am bound for life, and education ; 

My life, and education, both do learn me 
How to respect you : you are the lord of duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter; But here’s my 
husband ; • 

And so much duty as my mother show’d 
To you, preferring you before her father, 

So much I challenge that I may profess 
Due to the Moor, my lord. 

Bra. God be with you ! — I have done : — 


Without more certain and more overt test, " 
Than these thin habits, and poor likelihoods 
Of modern seeming, do prefer against him. 

1 Sen. But, Othello, speak ; 

Did you by indirect and forced courses 
Subdue and poison this young maid’s affections ? 
Qr came it by request, and such fair question 
As soul to soul affordeth .* 

I do beseech you, 
Send for thb lady to the Sagittary, 

And let her speak of me before her father ; 

If you do find me foul in her report, 


The trust, the office, I do hold of you, 

Not only take away, but let your sentence 
Even fall upon my life. 

I^uke. Fetch Desdemona hither, 

Oth. Ancient, conduct them : you best know the 
place. — [Eaieunt Ia-qo and Attendants. 

And, till she come, as truly as to heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood. 

So justly to your grave ears I’ll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love, 


Oth. Her father lov’d me ; oft invited me ; 
Still question’d me the story of my life. 

From year to year ; the battles, sieges, fortunes. 
That I have pass’d. 

I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 

To the very moment that he bade me tell it. 
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances, 

Of moving accidents, by flood and field j 
Of hair-breadth scapes i’the imminent deac 
breach ; ^ 

Of being taken by the insolent foe, 

And sold to slavery ; of my redemption thence, 
And portance in my travel’s history ; 


Come hither. Moor : 

I here do give thee that with all my heart. 
Which, but thou hast already, with all ray 
1 would keep from thee^Foryour sake, j( 
I am glad at soul I have no other child ; 
For thy escape would teach me tyranny, 


To hang clogs on them. — I have done, my lord. 
Duke. Let me speak like yourself ; and lay a 
sentence, 

Which, as a grise, or step, may help these h^e^s 
Into your favour. 

When remedies are past, the griefs •err^nded, 

By seeing % worst, which late on hopes depended. 
To mourn a mischief that is past and gone, * 
Is the next way to draw new mischief on. 

What cannot be preserv’d when fortune takes, 
Patience her injury a mockery makes. 

The robb’d, that smiles, steals something from the 
thief; 

He robs himself, that spends a bootless grief. 

Bra. So let the Turk of Cyprus us beguile ; 

We lose it not, so long as we c^n smile. 

He bears the sentence well, that nothing bears 
But the free comfort which from thence he hears : 
But he bears both the sentence and the sorrow, 
That, to pay grief, must of poor patience borrow. 
These^entences, to sugar, or lb gall, 

Being strong on both sides, are equivocal ; 

But words are words ; 1 never yet did Isear, 

That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the ear. 

I humbly beseech you, proceed to the affairs of state. 

• Duke. The Turk with a most mighty preparation 
makes for Cyprus :-*-Othello, the fortitude of the 
place is best known to you ; And though we have 


She swore, — In faith, ’twas strange, 
strange ; 

’'Twas pitiful, ’twas wondrous pitiful 


She wish’d, she had not heard it ; yet she wish’d 
That heaven had made her such a man: she thank’d 
me ; 

And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story, 

And that wodid woo her. Upon this hint, I spake ; 
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Hatli made the flinty and steel conch of 
My thrice-driven bed of down ; I do agnize 
A natural and prompt alacrity, 

I find in hardness ; and do undertake ^ ^ 

These present waiQ against the Ottomites. 

Most humbly therefore bending to your state, 

I crave fit disposition for my wife ; _ 

Due reference of place, and exhibition ; 

With such accommodation-^ and besort, 

As levels with her breeding. 

Dulie, If you please, 

BeT at her father^s. 

Bra, ril not have it so. 

Oth. Nor I. ^ 

Bes. Nor I ; I would not there reside, 

To put my father in impatient thoughts, 

By being in Ins eye. Most gracious duke, 

To my unfolding lend a gracious ear ; ^ 

And let me find* a charter in your voice, 

To assist ray simpleness. 

Duke. What would yon, Besdemona.?^ 

Des. That I did love the Moor to live with him, 
My downright Violence and storm of fortunes 
May trumpet to the world ; my hearths subdued 
Even to the very quality of my lord : 

1 saw Othello’s visage in his mind ; 

And to his honours, and his valiant parts, 

Did 1 my soul and fortunes consecrate. 

So that, dear lords, if I be left behind, 

A moth of peace, and he go to the war, 

The rights for which I love him, are bereft me, 

And I a heavy interim shall support 
By his dear absence ;'^Let me go with him. 

0th* Your voices, lords* — ’beseech you, let lier 
Have a free way. [will 

Youch with me, heaven ; I therefore beg it not, 

To please the palate of my appetite ; 

Nor to comply with heat, the young affects, 

In my distinct and proper satisfaction ; 

|< 3 -But-to he free and bounteous to her mind ; 

And heaven defend your good souls, that you think 
I will your<we?bus and great business scant, 

For she is with me : No, when iight-^ing'd toys 
Of feather’d Cupid seel with wanton dulness 
My speculative and active instruments, 

That my disports corrupt and taint my business, 
Let housewives make a skillet of my helm, 

And all indign andTbase adversities 
Make head against my estimation ! 

Duke. B<r it as you shall privately determine, 
Either for her stay, or going : the affair cries— 
haste, 

And speed must answer it ; you must hence to- 
night. 

Des. To night, my lord ? 

Duke* This night. 

0th, ^ W'ith all m/heart. 

Duke* At nin^e i’the morning here we’ll meet 
Othello, leave some officer behind, [again. 

And he shall our commission bring to you ; 

With such things else of quality and respect, 

As doth import you. 

Oth. Please your grace, my ancient ; 

A man he is of honesty and trust : 

To his conveyance I assign my wife, 

With what else needful your good grace shall think 
To be sent after me. 

Duke* . . Let it be so. 

Good night to every one. — And, noble signior, 

. . CTu Bbabantio. 


If virtue no delighted beauty Tack, 

Your son-in-law is far more fair than black. 
t I Sen. Adieu, brave Moor! use Desdernona well 

Bra* Look to her, Moor; have a quick eye to 
She has deceiv’d her father, and may thee, [see ; 

\_Exeimt Duice, Senators, Officers, 

Oth. My life upon her faith. — Honest lago, 

My Desdernona must I leave to thee ; ^ 

I pr’ythee, let thy wife attend on her ; 

And bring them after in the best advantage.—- 
Come, Desdernona, I have but. an hour 
Of love, of worldly matters and direction, 

To spend with thee : we must obey the time. 

[_Exemit Othello and Desdemona. 

Rod. lago. 

lago. What say’ st thou, noble heart ? 

Hod. "What wilt I do, thinkest thou 

lago. Why, go to bed, and sleep. 

Rod. I will incontinently drown myself. 

lago. Weil, if thou dost, I shall never love thee 
after it. Why, thou silly gentleman I 

Rod. It is silliness to live, when to live is a tor- 
ment ; and then have we a prescription to die, when 
death is our physician. 

lago. O villanous ! I have looked upon the 
world for four times seven years I and since I could 
distinguish between a benefit and an injury, I 
never found a man that knew how to love himself. 
Ere I would say, I would drown myself for the 
love of a Guinea-hen, I would change my human- 
ity with a baboon. 

Rod. What should I do I confess, it is a 
.shame to be so fond ; but it is not in virtue to 
amend it. 

lago Yirtue ? a fig ! ’tis in ourselves, that we 
are thus, or thus. Our bodies are our gardens ; to 
the which, our wills are gardeners : so that if we 
will plant nettles, or sow lettuce ; set hyssop, and 
weed up thyme ; supply it with one gender of herbs, 
or distract it with many ; either to have it steril 
with idleness, or manured with industry ; why, the 
power and corrigible authority of this lies in our 
wills. If the balance of our lives had not one scale 
of reason to poise another of sensuality, the blood 
and baseness of our natures would conduct us to 
most preposterous conclusions : But we have reason 
to cool our raging motions, our carnal stings, our 
•unbitted lusts ; whereof 1 take this, that you call — - 
love, to be a sect or scion. 

Rod. it cannot be. 

lago. It is merely a lust of the blood, and a per- 
mission of the will. Come, be a man : Drown thy-, 
self? drown cats and blind puppies. I have pro- 
fessed me thy friend, and I confess me knit to thy 
deserving with cables of perdurable toughness ; X 
could never better stead thee than now. Put money 
in thy purse ; follow these wars ; defeat thy favour 
with an usurped beard ; I say, put money in thy 
purse. It cannot be, that Desdernona should long 
continue her love to the Moor, — put money in thy 
'purse ; — nor he his to her ; it was a violent com- 
mencement, and thou shalt see an answerable se- 
questration ; — put but money in thy purse. — These 
Moors are changeable in their wills.; — fill thy purse 
with money ; the food that to him now is as luscious 
as locusts, shah be to him shortly as bitter as cok>- 
quintida, , ■ She must change for youth *, when she 
is sated with his body, she will find the error of her 
choice. — She must have change, she "must : there- 
fore put money in thy purse, — If thou wilt needs 
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SCENE I. 


Rod, I am changed. I'll sell all my land. 
lago. to ; farewell ! put money enough in 
your purse. Roderigo. 

Thus do I ever make my fool my purse : 
lor I i^ine own gain'd knowledge should profane, 
If I would time expend with suc}#a snipe, 

But for my sport and profit. I hate the Moor ; 
And it is thought abroad, that '^twixt my sheets 
He has dime my office : I know not if't be true ; 
But I, for mere suspicioman that kind, 

Will do, as if for surety. He holds me well ; 

The better shall my purpose work on him. 

Gassio's a proper man : Let me see now ; 

To get his place, and to plume up my will ; 

A double knavery,— How ? how ?— Let me see 
After soffie time, to abuse Othello's ear, 

That he is too familiar with his wife : — 
lie hath a person, and a smooth dispose, 

0 be suspected ; fram'd to make women false. 

The Moor is of a free and open nature, 

That thinks men honest, that but seem to be so ; 
And will as tenderly be led by the nose. 

As asses are. 

I have’t it is engender'd Hell ^nd night 
Must bring this monstrous birth to the world's 

lExit. 


ing. Make ail the money thou canst : If sancti- 
mony and a frail vow, betwixt an erring barbarian 
and a supersubtie Venetian, be not too hard for my 
wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou shalt enjoy her; 
therefore make money. A pox of drowning thy- 
self! it is clean out'of the way : seek thou rather 
to be hanged in compassing *thy joy, than to be 
di-Qwned and go- without her. 

'Rod. Wilt thou be fast to my hopes, if I depend 
'on, the issue,? , , 

I ago. Tho\ art sui:e of me ; — Go, make money : 
— I have told thee often, and I re-tell thee again 
and again, I hate the Moor : My cause is hearted; 
thine hath no less reason : Let us be conjunctive 
in our revenge against him : if thou canst cuckold 
him, thou dost thyself a pleasure, and me a sport. 
There are many events in the womb of time, which 
wilibe delivered. Traverse; go; provide thy money. 
We will have more of this to-morrow. Adieu. 
Rod. Where shall we meet i’the morning ? 
lago. At my lodging. 

Rod. ru be with thee betimes. 

lago. Go to ; farewell. Do you hear, Roderigo ? 

Rod. What say you ? 

lago. No ijiore of drowning, do you hear ? 


SCENE I 


d Sea-pori Town in Cyprus. A 
Platform. 

Enter Montano and Tivo Gentlemen. 

Mon, What from the cape can you discern sea? 
I Gent. Nothing at all: it is a high-wrought 
I cannot, 'twixt the heaven and the main, [flood ; 
Descry a sail. 

Mon. Methinks, the wind hath spoke aloud at 

A fnllior Klncf no’oi. . 


Like a full soldier. Let's to the sea-side, ho ! 

As well to see the vessel that's come in. 

As to throw out our eyes for brave Othello ; 

Even till w^e make the main, and the aerial blue, 
An indistinct regard. • • 

^ Gent. Come, let's .sp : 

For every minute is expectancy 
Of more arriv<fn.ce. 

Enter Cassio. 

Cas. Thanks to the valiant of this warlike isle, 
That so approve the Moor; O, let the heavens 
Give him defence against the ele^hents. 

For I have lost him on a dangerous sea ! 

Mon. Is he well shipp'd ? 

Cas. His bark is stoutly timber'd, and his pilo 
Of very expert and approv'd allowance ; 

Therefore my hopes, not surfeited to death, 

Stand in bold cure. 

[ A sail, a sail, a sail ! 


A fuller blast ne'er shook our battlements ; [land ; 
If it hath niffian'd so upon the sea, 

What ribs of oak when mountains melt on them, 
Can hold the mortise ? what shall w e hear of this ? 

2 Gent. A segregation of the Turkish fleet : 

For do but stand upon the foaming shore, 

The chiding billow seems to pelt the clouds ; 

The wind-shak'd surge, with high and monstrous 
Seems to cast water on the burning Bear, [main. 
And quench the guards of the ever-fixed pole : 

I never did like molestation view 
On th' enchafed flood. 

Mon, If that the Turkish fleet 

TBe not inshelter'd and embay'd, they are drown'd ; 


It is impossible to bear it*out. 

Enter a Third Gentleman. 

3 Gent, News, lord ! our wars are done ; 

The desperate tempest hath so bang’d the Turks, 
That their designment halts : A noble ship ofVenic 
Hath seen a grievous wreck and sufferance 
On most part of their fleet. 

Mon. How 1 is this true ? 

3 Gent. The ship is here put in, 

A Veronese ; Michael Cassio, 

Lieutenant to the warlike Moor, Othello, 

Is come on shore : the Moor himself’s at sea, 

And is in full commission here for Cyprus. 

* Mon. I am glad on't ; 'tis a worthy governor. 

3 Gent. But this same Cassio, — though he speali 
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,Oiie tliat excels the quirks of blazoniog^pens, 

And in the essential vesture of creation^ 

Does hear all excellency.— How now? who has 
put in? 

Re-e^ter Second Gentleman. 

2 Gent. ’Tis one lago, ancient to the general. 
Cas. He has had most favourable and happy 


Tempests themselves, higih seas, and howling winds, 
The gutter’d rocks, and congregated sands, 

Traitors ensteep’d to clog the guiltless keel, 

As having sense of beauty, do omit 
Their mortal natures, letting go safely by 
The divine Desdemona, 

Mon. What is she ? ^ 

Cas. She that I spake of, our great captain's 
captain, * 

Left in the conduct of the bold lago ; 

Whose footmg.here anticipates our thoughts, 

A se’nnight’s speed. — Great Jove, Othello guard, 
And sweU his sail with thine own powerful breath ; 
That he may bless this bay with his tall ship, 
Make love's qhick pants in Desdemona’s arms, 
Give renew’d fire to our extincted spirits, 

And bring all Cyprus comfort 1—0, behold, 

Enter Desdemona, Erdlia, Iago, Roderigo, and 
Attendants. 

The riches of the ship is come on shore ! 

Te men of Cyprus, let her have your knees : — 
Hail to thee, lady I and the grace of heaven, 
Before, behind thee, and on every hand, 

Enwheel thee round 4 

Des. 1 thank you, valiant Cassio. 

What tidings can you tell me of my lord ? 

Cas. He is not yet arriv'd ; nor know I aught 
But that he’s well, and will be shortly here. 

Des. 0, but I fear How lost you company ? 
Cas. The great contention of the sea and skies 
Parted our fellowship : But, hark ! a sail. 

[Cry within, A sail, a sail ! Then guns heard. 
2 Gent.J^l^j give their greeting to the citadel ; 
This likewise is a friend. 

T Cas. See for tKo news. — 

{Exit Gentleman. 

Good ancient, you are welcome ; — Welcome, mis- 
tress : — {To Emilia. 

Let it not gall yojfx patience, good Iago, 

That I extend my manners ; ’tis my breeding 
That gives me this hold show of courtesy. 

{Kissing her. 

Iago. Sir, would she give you so much of her 
As of her tongue die oft bestows on me, [lips, 
You’d have enough. 

Des. Alas, she has no speech. 

Iago. In faith, too much ; 

I find it still, when X have list to sleep : 

Marry, before youf ladyship, I grant, 

She puts her topgue a little in her heart, 

And chides with thinking. 

Emil. You have little cause to say so. 

Iago. Come on, come on ; you are pictures o|it 
of doors, 

Bells in your parloui’s, wild cats in your kitchens, 
Saints in your injuries, devils being offended, 
Players in your housewifery, and housewives in 
your beds. 

Des. O, fye upon thee, slanderer ! 

Iago. Nay, it is true, or else I am a Turk ; 

You rise to play, and go to bed to work. 


Emil. You shall not wii'te my praise. 

Iago\ No, let me not. 

Des. What would ’st thou write of me, if thou 
should’ st praise me ? 

Iago. O gentle lady, do noif put me to’t ; 

For I am nothing, if not criticad. 

Des. Come on, assay : — Tliene’s one gone to the 
Iago. Ay, madam. [harbour ? 

Des. I am not merry ; but I do Beguile * 
The thing I am, by seeming otherwis&^ 

Come, how would’ st thou praise me?^ 
logo. I am about it; but, •indeed /‘my ’invention 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from frize, 
It plucks out brains and all : But my muse labours, 
And thus she is deliver’d. 

If she be fair and wise,— fairness, and wit, 

The one’s for use, the other useth it. 

Des. Well prais’d ! How if shebe black and witty ? 
Iago. If she be black, and thereto have a wit, 
She’ll find a white that shall her blackness fit. 

Des. Worse and worse. 

Emil. How, if fair and foolish ? 

Iago. She never yet was foolish that was fair ; 
For even her folly help’d her to an heir. 

Des. These are old fond paradoxes, to make 
fools laugh i’the alehouse. What miserable praise 
hast thou for her that’s foul and foolish ? 

Iago. There's none so foul, and foolish there- 
unto, 

But does foul pranks which fair and wise ones do. 

Des. O heavy ignorance! — thou praisest the 
worst best. But what praise could’ st thou bestow 
on a deserving woman indeed? one, that, in the 
authority of her merit, did justly put on the vouch 
of very malice itself? 

Iago. She that was ever fair, and never proud ; 
Had tongue at will, and yet w^as never loud ; 

Never lack’d gold, and yet went never gay ; 

Fled from her wish, and yet said, — tiow I may ; 

She that, being anger’d, her revenge being nigh, 
Bade her wrong stay, and her displeasure fly : 

She that in wisdom never was so frail. 

To change the cod’s head for the salmon's tail ; 

She that could think, and ne'er disclose her mind, 
See suitors following, and not look behind ; 

She was a wight, — if ever such wight were, — 

Des. To do what ? 

Iago. To suckle fools, and chronicle small beer, 
Des. O most lame and impotent conclusion ! — 
Do not learn of Mm, Emilia, though he be thy 
husband. — How say yon, Cassio ? is he not a most 
profane and liberal counsellor? , 

Cas. He speaks home, madam : you may relish, 
him more in the soldier, ■than in the scholar. 

Iago. [Aside.} He takes her by the palm : Ay, 
well said, whisper : with as little a web as this, will 
I ensnare as great a fly as Cassio. Ay, smile upon 
her, do ; I will gyve thee in thine own courtship. 
You say true ; ’tis so, indeed : if such tricks as 
these strip you out of your lieutenantry, it had 
been better you had not kissed your three fingers 
so oft, which now again you are most apt to play 
the sir in. Very good ; well kissed ! an excellent 
courtesy 'tis so, indeed. Yet again your fingers 
to your lips ? would, they were clyster-pipes for 

your sake! [Tmmpei.} The Moor, I know 

his trumpet. % 

Cas. 'Tis truly so. 

Des. Let’s meet him, and receive him. 

Cas. Lo, where he comes ! 
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SCENE I. 


Enter Othello mid Attendants. 


wnjr, none; why, none: A slippery and subtle 
knave ; a finder out of occasions ; that has an eye 
can stamp and counterfeit advantages, though 
true advantage never present itself : A devilish 
knave I^besides, the knave is handsome^ voung ; 
and hath all those requisites in hi^, that folly and 
l^peen minds look after: A pestilent complete 
knave ; and the woman hath fojind him already. 

Rod. Pcannot believe that in her ; she is full of 
most blessed condition. • 

lago. Blessed fig's end ! the wine she drinks is 
made of grapes : if she had been blessed, she would 
never have loved the Moor: Blessed pudding! 
Didst thou not see her paddle with the palm of 
his hand ? didst not mark that ? 

Rod. Yes, that I did; but that was but courtesy* 

^ lago. Lechery, by this hand; an. index, and 
obscure prologue to the history of lust and foul 
thoughts. They met so near with their lips, that their 
breaths embraced together. Villaffous thoughts, 
Boderigo ! when these mutualities so marshal the 
way, hard at hand comes the master and main 
exercise, the incorporate conclusion : Pish I™ But, 
sir, be you ruled by me : I have brought you from 
Venice. Watch you to-night ; for the command, 

1 11 lay’t upon you : Cassio knows you not ; — 111 
not be far from you : Do you find some occasion 
to_ anger Cassio, either by speaking too loud, or 
tainting his discipline ; or from what other course 
you please, which the time shall more favourably i 


0th. O my fair warrior ! * 

. My dear Othello ! 

0th. It gives me wonder great as my content. 
To see you here before me. 0 my soul's joy ! 

If after every tempest: come such calms, 

May the winds blow till they have waken'd death 
And let the labouring bark climb hills of seas, 
Olf mpus-high ; and duck again as low 
As hell’s from heaven ! If it were now to die^ 
'Twere now fc be most happy ; for, I fear, 

My soul hath her content so absolute. 

That not another comfort like to this 
Succeeds in unknown fate. 

. The heavens forbid, 

But that our loves and comforts should increase, 
Even as our days do grow ! 

0th, Amen to that, sweet powers !— 

I cannot speak enough of this content. 

It stops me here ; it is too much of joy : 

And this, and. this, the greatest discords be, 

[Kissing Mr 


That e'er our hearts shall make ! 

O, you are well tun’d now ! 
But Fll set down the pggs that make this music, 
As honest as I am. • [Aside. 

0th. Come, let’s to the castle. — 

News, friends ; our wars are done, the Turks are 
drown'd. 

How do our old acquaintance of this isle ? 

Honey, you shall be well desir’d in Cyprus ; 

I have found great love amongst them. O my sweet, 

I prattle out of fashion, and I dote 

In mine own comforts.— I pr’ythee, good lago, 

Go to the bay, and disembark my coffers : 

Bring thou the master to the cjitadei ; • 

He is a good one, and his worthiness 

Does challenge much respect.—Come, Desdemona, 


Provoke him, that he maf : for, even out of that, 
will I cause these of Cyprus to mutiny; whose 
qualification shall come into no true taste again, but 
by the ctisplanting of Cassio. So shall you have a 
shorter journey to your desires, by the means I shall 
then have to prefer them; and the impediment most 
profitably removed, without the which ther»we^ 
no expectation of our prosperity. 

brifig'^t to any 
oie by and by at * 


Rod. I will do this, if I 
opportunity. 

lago. I warrant thee. M 
the citadel : I must fetch his necessaries ashore. 
Farewell. 

Rod. Adieu. [E’o;?:? 

lago. That Cassio loves her, 1 3o well believe it j 
That she loves him, 'tis apt, and of great credit : 
The Moor — howbeit that I endure him not ; 

Is of a constant, loving, noble nature, — 

And, I dare think, he’ll prove to^esdemona 
A most dear husband. Now I do love her too ; 
Not out^of absolute lust, (though, peradventure, 

I stand accountant for as great a sin,) 

But partly led to diet my revenue, 

For thafi do suspect the lusty Moor 
Hath leap'd into my seat ; the thoijght Whereof 
Doth, like a poisonous mineral, gnaw myinwards 
And nothing can or shall content my soul, 

Till I am even with him, wife for wife ; 

Or* failing so, yet that 1 put the Moor 

At least into a jealousy so strong 

That judgment cannot cure. Which thing to do, - 


If this poor trash of Venice, whom I trasli 
For his quick hunting, stand the putting o 
I'll have our Michael Cassio on the hip ; 
Abuse him to the Moor in the rank gai^,- 
For I fear Cassio with my night-cap too 5 


r 
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ACT Jl. 


-Make the Moor thank me, love me, and reward me, 
For making liim egregiously an ass, 

And practising upon his peace and quiet ^ 

Even to madness. *Tis here, but yet confus d ; _ 
Knavery’s plain ^ce is never seen, till iis’d.^ iEont. 


SCEI7E II.— Street. . 

Enter a Herald, with a 'pre^lamation ; People following. 

Her. It is Othello’s pleasure, our noble and 
valiant general, that, upon certain tidings now 
arrived, importing the mere perdition of the Turk- 
ish fleet, every man put himself into triumph : 
some to dance, some to make bonfires, jpach man 
to what sport and revels Ins addiction leads liim ; 
for, besides these beneficial news, it is the celebra- 
tion of his nuptials; So much was his pleasure 
should be proclaimed. All offices are .open ; and 
there is full liberty of feasting, from this present 
hour of five, till the bell hath told eleven. Heaven 
ble-ss the isle of Cyprus, and our noble general, 
Othello ! ^ lExeimt. 

SCENE IIL— yi Hall in the Castle. 

Enter Othello, Desdemona, Cassto, and Attendants. 

0th. Good Michael, look you to the guard to- 
night : 

Let’s teach ourselves that honourable stop, 

Not to out-sport discretion. 

Cas. lago hath direction what to do ; 

But, notwithstanding, with my personal eye 
Will I look to’t. ^ 

Oth, lago is most honest. 

Michael, good night : To-morrow, with our enrliest, 
Let me have speech with you. — Come, my dear 
love, 

The purchase made, the fruits are to ensue ; 

iTo Deshemona. 

Tiiat profit’s yet to come ’twixt me and you. — 

Good night. [Exeimt Oth. Des. and Attend. 

Enter Iago. ^ 

- (T) 

Cas. Welcome, lago : We must to the watch. 

lago. Not this hour, lieutenant; ’tis not yet ten 
o’clock ; Our general cast us thus early, for the 
love of his Desdemona ; whom let us not therefore 
blame ; he hath not yet made wanton the night witli 
her : and she is sport for Jove. 

Cas. Sice’s a most exquisite lady. 

lago. And, I’ll warrant her, full of game. 

Cas. Indeed, ^^he is a most fresh and delicate 
creature. 

lago. What an eye she has I methinks it sounds 
a parley of provocation. 

Cas. An inviting eye ; and yet methinks right 
modest. ' ■ 

lago. ^And, ^hen she speaks, is it not an alarm ! 
to love 1 

Cas. She is, indeed, perfection. 

lago. Well, happiness to their sheets! Come,‘ 
lieutenant, I have a stoop of wine: and Here 
without are a brace of Cyprus gallants, that 
would fain have a measure to the health of the 
black Othello. 

Cas. Not to-night, good lago ; I have very poor 
and unhappy brains for didnking : I could well 
wish courtesy would invent some other custom of 
j entertainment, I ^ . 


lago. O, they are our friends ; but one cup ; I’ll 
drink for you. 

Cas. I have drunk but one. cup to-niglit, and 
that was craftily qualified too, and, behold, what 
innovation it makes here : I am unfortunate in the 
infirmity, and dare not task iny weakness with any 

more. 

lago. What, man 1 ’tis a night of revels ; the 
gallants desire it. 

Cas. W^Iiere are they ? 

Jago. Here at the door; I pray yoi3wcall them in. 
Cas. ni do it ; but it dwlikcs\ne: [A.r. 7 . ' 

lago. If I can fasten but one cu]> upon him, I 
With that which he liath drmik touiigiit already, i 
Hc’ii be as full of quarrel ;uul ofieuce 
As my young mistress’ dog. Now, my sick fool, I 
Roderigo, 

■Whom love has turn’d almost the wroiig side 1 
To Desdemona hath to-night carous’d [ourward,. i 
Potations pottle dc'op ; and he’s to W'ateh : 

Three lads of Cyprus, — noble swelling sj.)irits, j 
That hold their honours in a vrary distance, ! 

The very elements of this wjirlike isle, — ' 

Have I to-night fiiister’d with fiowing cups, 1 

And they watch too. Now, ’inongst this tlock of | 
drunkards, • I 

Am I to put our Cassio in some action 
That may oliend the isle : — But here they come : 

If consequence do hut approve my dream, 

My boat sails freely, both with wind and stream. 
Re-enter Cassto, icith him, Montano, and Gontlemon. ■ 
Cas. ’Fore heaven, they have given me a rouse i 
already. j 

Mon. Good faith, a little one; not past a pint, ' 
as X a soldier. i 

lago. Some wine,*ho I I 

And let jnc the canakin clink, clink ; 'iSings. 1 

And lot me the eanakiir clink : | 

A soldier’s a man ; i 

A life’s but a span ; I 

Yv^'liy then, let a soldier drink. 

Some wine, boys ! 'iWinehrovghtin, i 

Cas. ’Fore heaven, an excellent song. 
lago. I learned it in England, where (indeed) 
they are most potent in potting : your Bane, your 
German, and your swag-bellied Hollander, — .Drink, 
ho ! — are nothing to your English. 

Cas. Is your Englishman so expert in his 
drinking.^ | 

lago. Why, he drinks you, with facility, your 
Dane dead drunk ; he sweats not to overthrow your 
Alrnain ; he gives your Hollander a vomit, ere the 
next pottle can be filled. 

Cas. To the health of our general. 

Mon. I am lor it, lieutenant ; and I’ll do you 
justice. 

lago. O sweet England ! 

King Stephen was a worthy peer, 

His breeches cost him but a crown ; 

Ho held them sixpence all too dear, 

With that he call’d the tailor—lown. 

He was a wight of high renown, 

And thou art but of low degree: 

’Tis pride that pulls the country down, 

Then take thine aiild cloak about thee. 

Some wine, ho ! 

' Cas. Why, this is a more exquisite song than 
the other- , ■ ... I 

Jago.^ Will you hear it again ^ 
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Cas. No ; for I hold Mm to be unworthy of his 
place, that does those things.— Well, — Seaveids 
above all ; and there he souls that must be saved^ 
and there be souls must not be saved. 
lago. It’s true, good lieutenant. 

Cas. For mine own part, — no offence to the 
general, nor any man of quality, — I hope to be 
saved..; 

And so do I too, lieutenant. 

:./^Cas. Ay,' but,' by your leave, not before me ; the 
lieutena^ ii^o be saved before the ancient. Let’s 
have no more of this'; Set’s to our affairs. — Forgive 
us our sins I — Gentlemen, let’s look to our business. 
Do hot think, gentlemen, I am drunk ; this is my 
ancient this is my right hand, and this is my 
left hand : — I am not drunk now ; I can stand well 
enough, and speak well enough. • 

J!//. Excellent well. 

you must not think 
then that I am drunk. [_Eocit. 

come, let’s set I 


Nay, goo^d lieutenant, — alas, gentlemen, — 

Help, ho ! — Lieutenant, — sir, — Montano, — sir;— 
Help, masters ! — Here’s a goodly watch, indeed ! 

[Bell rings. 

Who’si that that rings the Hell — Diablo, ho ! 

' The town will rise : God’s will, lieutenant ! hold ; 
You will be sham’d for ever. 

• Enter Othello and Attenflauts. 

0th. •What is the matter here ? 

Mon. I bleed still, I am hurt to the death ; — he 
0th. Hold, for your lives- [dies. 

I ago. Hold, hold, lieutenant, — sir, Montano, — • 
gentlemen, — 

Have ycgi forgot all sense of place and duty ? 

Hold, Hold ! the general speaks to you ; hold, for 
, shame ! 

0th. Why, how now, ho ! from whence ariseth 
4his ? 

Are we turn’d Turks ; and to oursHves do that, 
Which Heaven hath forbid the Ottomites } 

For Christian shame, put by this barbarous brawh 
He that stirs next to carve for his (jwn rage, 

Holds his soul light ; he dies upon his motion. — 
Silence that dreadful bell, it frights the isle 
From her propriety. — ^What is the matter, mas- 
ters } — 

Honest lago, that look’st dead with grieving, 

Speak, who began this } on thy love I charge thee. 
Jago. I do not know ; — friends all but now, even 
now, ^ 

In quarter, and in terms like bride and groom 
Devesting them for bed : and' then, but now, 

(As if some planet had |fnwitted men,) 

Swords out, and tilting one at another’s breast, 

In opposition bloody. I cannot speak 


Cas. Why, very well, then 
then that I am drunk. 

Mon. To #he platform, masters 
the watch. 

Xago. You see this fellow, that is gone before ;— 
He is a soldier, fit to stand by Cjesar 
And give direction : and do but see his vice ; 

’Tis to his virtue a just equinox, 

The one as long as the other : ’tis pity of him. 

I fear, the trust Othello puts him in, 

On some odd time of his infirmity, 

Will shake this island. 

Mon. But is he often thus ? 

lago. ^Tis evermore the prologue to his sleep : 
He’ll watch the horologe a double set, 

If drink rock not his cradle. 

Mon* It were well,^ 

The general were put in minj^ of it, 

Perhaps, he sees it not ; or his good nature 
Prizes the virtue that appears in Cassio, 

And looks not on his evils ; Is not this true ? 

Enter Rodeiugo. 

lago. How’’, now, Roderigo ? [Aside. 

I pray you, after the lieutenant ; go. 

[Exit Roderigo. 

Mon. And ’tis great pity, that the noble Moor 
Should hazard such a place, as his own second, 
With one of an ingraft infirmity : 

It were an honest action, to say 
So to the Moor. 

lago. Not I, for this fair island : 

I do love Cassio well ; and would do much 
To cure him of this evil. But hark ! what noise ? 
^ * [Cry within, — Help ! help ! 

Re-enter Cassio, dfiving in Roderigo, 

Cas. You rogue ! you rascal ! 

3Xon, What’s the matter, lieutenant? 

Cas. A knave ! — teach me my duty ! 

I’ll beat the knave into a twiggen bottle. 

Rod. Beat me ! 

Cas. Dost thou prate, rogue ? 

[Striking Roderigo.* 
Mon. Nay, good lieutenant ; 

[Staying him. 

I pray you, sir, hold your hand. 

Cas, Let me go, sir, 

Or Pil knock you o’er the mazzard. 

Mon. Come, come, you’re drunk. 

Cas. Drunk ! [They fight. 

Jago. Aw£»y, I say ! go out, and cry — a mutiny, 
[Aside to Rod. who goes out. 


In mouths of wisest censure ; What’s the mattei 
That you unlace your reputation thus, 

And spend your rich opinion, for the name 
Of a night-brawler ? give me ai^wer to it. 

Mon. Worthy Othello, I am hurt to danger ; 
Your officer, lago, can inform you — 

While I spare speech, which somethinf now offem 
Of all that I do know : nor know I aught [me 
By me that’s said or done amiss this night ; 
Unless self-charity be sometime a vice ; 

And t« defend ourselves it be a sin, 

When violence assails us. 

Otl^ Now, by heaven, 

My blood begins my safer guides to rule ; 

And passion, having my best judgment holiied, 
Assays to lead the way ; If I once stir, 

Or do but lift this arm, the best of you 
§liall sink in my rebuke. Give me to know 
How this foul rout began, who set it on ; 

And he that is approv’d in tMs offence, 

Though he had twinn’d with me, both at a birthj 
Shall lose me. — What ! in a town of war, 

Yet wild, the people’s hearts brimful of fear, 

To manage private and domestic quarrel, 

In night, and on the court and guard of safety t 
’Tis monstrous. — lago, who began it ? 

■ 3 N 2 . , 
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. Mon. If partially affiii’d, or leagu’d office, 

Thou dost deliver more or less than truth, 

Thou art no soldier. 

lago. Touch me not so near : 

I had rather have^this tongue cut from my Ciouth, 
Than it should do offence to Michael Cassio : 

Yet, I persuade myself, to speak the truth 

Shall nothing wrong' him — Thus it is, general. 
Montano and myself bein^ in speech, 

There comes a fellow, crying out for help ; 

And Cassio following him with determin’d sw^ord, 
To execute upon him : Sir, this gentleman 

Steps in to Cassio, and entreats his pause ; 

Myself the crying fellow did pursue, 

Lest by his clamour, (as it so fell out,) ^ 

The town might fall in fright : he, swift of foot, 
Outran my purpose ; and I return’d the rather 

For that I heard the clink and tall of swords. 

And Cassio high in oath ; which, till to-rright, 

I ne’er might say before ; When I came back, 

(For this was brief,) I found them close together, 

At blow, and thrust ; even as again they were, 
When you yourself did part them. 

More of this matter can I not report ; — 

But men are men : the best sometimes forget : — 
Though Cassio did some little wrong to him, — 

As men in rage strike those that wish them best, — 
Yet, surely, Cassio, I believe, receiv’d, 

From him that fled, some strange indignity, 

Which patience could not pass. 

Oih. ^ I know, lago, 

Thy honesty and love doth mince this matter, 
Making it light to Cgssio : — Cassio, I love thee ; 
But never more be officer ef mine. — 

JUnier Desdemona, attended. 

Look, if my gentle love be not raised up ; — 

I’ll make thee an example. 

Des. What’s the matter, dear ? 

0th. All’s well now, sweeting ; Come away to 
Sir^ foi* your hurts, [bed. 

Myself will be your surgeon : Lead him off. 

..... [To Montano, who is led off. 

lago, look with care about the town ; 

And silence those whom this vile hrawT distracted. — 
Come, Desdemoua ; ’tis the soldiers’ life, 

To have their balmy slumbers wak’d with strife. 

[Exewnt allhutlAoo and QA.f^Bio. 

lago. What, arr you hurt, lieutenant? 

Cas. Ay, past all surgery. 

Jago. Maj-ry, heaven forbid ! 

Cas. Keputation, reputation, reputation! 0, I 
have lost my reputation ! I have lost the immortal 
part, sir, of myselfj and what remains is bestial.— 
My reputation, lago, my reputation. 

lago. As I am an honest man, I thought you had 
received some bodily wound ; there is more offence 
in that than in repudiation. Reputation is idle 
and most false imposition ; oft |ot vrithout merit, 
and lost vgthout''deservmg : You have lost no re- 
putation at all, unless you repute yourself such a 
loser. What, man I there are ways to recover the 
general again : you are but now cast in his mood, 
a punishment more in policy than in malice ; even I 
so as one would heat his offenceless dog, to affright 
an imperious lion : sue to him again, and he is 
yours. 

Cas. I will rather sue to be despised, than to 
deceive so good a commander, with so slight, so 
drunlcen, and^so indiscreet an officer. Drunk ? and 
speak parrot ? and squabble ? Swagger ? swear ? and 

discourse fustian with one’s own shadow ? — 0 thou 
invisible spirit of wine, if thou hast no name to be 
^nown by, let us call thee — devil! 

lago. What was he that you followed with vour 
sword ? What had he done to you ? 

Cas. I know not. 
lago. Is it possible ? 

Cas. I remember a mass of things, but nothing 
distinctly ; a quarrel, but nothing wherefore.— 0, 
that men should put an enemy in their mouths, to 
steal away their brains I that we shoqM, jsith joy, 
revel, pleasure, and applause, transform burseives 
into beasts ! 

lago. Why, but you are now well enough : How 
came you thus recovered ? 

Cas. It hath pleased the devil, drunkenness, to 
give place to the devil, wrath : one unperfectiiess 
shows me another, to make me frankly despise 
myself. 

lago. Come, you are too severe a moraler : As 
the time, the place, and the condition of this 
country stands, I could heartily wish this had not 
befallen ; but, since it is as it is, mend it for your 
own good. 

Cas. I will ask him for my place again ; he shall 
tell me, I am a drunkard ! Had I as many mouths 
as Hydra, such an answer would stop them all. To 
be now a sensible man, by and by a fool, and pre- 
sently a beast 1 O strange ! — Every inordinate cup 
is unblessed, and the ingredient is a devil. 

lago. Come, come, good wine is a good familiar 
creature, if it be well used ; exclaim no more 
against it. And, good lieutenant, I think, you 
think I love you. 

Cas.^ I have well approved it, sir, — 1 drunk ! 
lago. You, or anym‘'m living, may be drunk at 
some time, man. I’ll tell you what you shall do. 
Our general’s wife is now the general;— I may say 
so in this respect, for that he hath devoted and 
given up himself to the contemplation; mark, and 
denotement of her parts and her graces : — ^confess 
yourself freely to her; importune her ; sheffi help 
to put you in your place again : she is of so free, 
so kind, so apt, so blessed a disposition, that she 
holds it a vice in her goodness, not to do more than 
she is requested ; This broken joint, between you 
and her husband, entreat her to splinter; and, my 
fortunes against any lay worth naming, this crack 
of yoxir love shall grow stronger than it was before. 
Cas. You advise me well. 
lago. I protest, iu the sincerity of love, and 
honest kindness. 

Cas. I think it freely ; and, betimes in the morn--^ 
ing, I will beseech the wirtuous Desdemona to 
undertake for me : I am desperate of my fortunes, 
if they check me here. 

Xugo. You are in the right. Good night, lieute- 
nant; I must to the watch, 

Cus. Good night, honest lago. [Exit Cassio'. 

lago. And what’s he then, that says,— I play 
the villain ? 

When this advice is free, I give, and honest, 

Probal to thinking, and (indeed) the course 

To win the Moor again ? For ’tis most easy 

The inclining Desdemona to subdue 

In any honest suit ; she’s fram’d as fruitful 

As the free elements. And then for her 

To win the Moor, — ^were’t to renounce his baptism, 
All seals and symbols of redeemed si*i, — 

His soul is so enfetter’d to her love. 




OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


SCENE i: 


That she may make, unmake, do what she list, 

ICvert as lipir a-nr>pHf» almU • 


pains : ajid so, with no money at all, and a litll 
more wit, return to Venice, [tience !- 

I lago. How poor are they, that have not pa 
What wound did ever heal, ^ but by degrees ? 
Thou«know’st, we work by wit,^and not by witch. 
And wit depends on dilatory time. [craft 

Does’t not go well ? Cassio hath beaten thee, 

And tho^, by that small hurt, hath cashier’d Cassio 
Though other things grow fair against the sun, 
Yet fruits, that blossom’first, will first be ripe : 
Content thyself a while.— By the mass, ’tis morning : 
Pleasure, and action, make the hbursseem short— 
Retire thee ; go where thou art billeted : 

Away, I say, thou shalt know more hereafter : 

Nay, got thee gone. \_Exit Ron.] Two things are 
to be done, — 

My wife must move for Cassio to hsr mistress ; 

I’ll set her on ; 

Myself,^ Ishe while, to draw the Moor apart, 

And bring him jump when he may Cassio find 
Soliciting his wife Ay, that’s the way ; 

Dull not device by coldness and delay. ^Eaiit. 


Even as her appetite shall play the god * 

With his weak function. How am I then a villain 
To counsel Cassio to this parallel course, 

Directly to bis good,^ Divinity of hell ! 

When devils will their blackest sins put on, 

They do suggest at first with heavenly shows. 

As I do now : for while this honest fool 
Hies Desdemona to repair his fortunes , 

And she for him pleads strongly to the Moor, 
pestilence into his ear, — 

That she repeals him for her body’s lust ; 

And, by how much she strives to do him good. 

She shall undo her credit with the Moor. 

So will I turn her virtue into pitch ; , 

And out of her own goodness make the net, 

That shall enmesh them all— How now, Roderigo.^ 
Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I do follow here in the chace, not like a 
hound that hunts, but one that fills up the cry. 
My money ii? almost spent ; I have been to-night 
exceedingly well cudgelled ; and, I think, the issue 
will be — I shall have so much experience for mv 


ACT III 


Before we parted. I have made bold, lago. 

To send in to your wif» : My suit to her 
Is, that she will to virtuous Desdemona 
Procure me some access. « 

^ , I’hfsend her to you presently ; 
And I’ll devise a mean to draw the Moor 
Out of the way, that your converse and business 
May be more free. fE^-it. 

Cas. I humbly thank you for’t. I never knew 
A Florentine more kind and honest. 

Enter Emilia. • « « 

Emil. Good morrow, good lieutenant : I am sorry 
For your displeasure ; but all will ^ooiTbe well. 
The general, ^nd his wife, are talking of it ; * 

And she speaks for you stoutly : The Moor replies, 
That he, you hurt, is of great fame in Cyprus, 

And great affinity ; and that, in wholesome wisdom, 
He might not but refuse you : ]jut, he protests, he 
loves you : 

And needs no other suitor, hut his likings, 

To take the safst occasion by the froift, 

To bring you in again. 

Cas. Yet, Hheseech you, — 

If you think fit, or that it may be done,— 

Give nje advantage of some brief discourse 
With Desdemona alone. 

Emd. Pra,jr you, come in ; 

I will De.stow yon where you shall have time 
To speak your bosom freely. • 

Cas, I am much boiihd to yon. 

^Exeunt 


c as. Masters, play nere, 1 will content your pains, 
Something that’s brief; and bid — good-morrow, 
general. IMusic, 

Enter Cim. • 

Clo. Why, masters, have your instraments been 
at Naples, that they speak i’the nose thus ? 

1 Mus. How, sir, how! 

Clo. Are these, I pray you, called wind instru- 
ments ? 

1 Mus. Ay, marry, are they, sir. 

Clo. O, thereby hangs a tale. 

1 Mus, Whereby hangs a tale, sir ? 

Clo, Marry, sir, by many a wind instrument that 
I know. But, masters, here’s money for you; and 
the general so Ukes your music, that he desires 
you, of all loves, to make no more noise with it. 

1 Mus, Well, sir, we will not. 

Clo. If you have any music that may not be 
heard, to’t again : but as they say, to hear music, 
the generaPdoes not greatly care. 

« 1 Mus. We have none such, sir. 

Clo. Then put up y®ur pipes in your hag, for 
I’ll away : Go : vanish into air ; away. 

\_Exeunt Musicians. 

Cas. Dost thou hear, my honest friend.? 

Clo. No, I hear not your honest friend ; I hear 
you. 

Cas. Pr’ythee, keep up thy quillets. There’s a 
poor piece of gold for thee : if the gentlewoman 
that attends the general’s wife, be stirring, tell her,’ 
there’s one Cassio entreats her a little favour of 
speech : Wilt thou do this ? 

Clo. She is stirring, sir ; if she wiR stir hither, 

I shall seem to notify unto her. [Exit. 

Enter Iago. 

Cas. Do, good my friend. — In happy time, lago. 

lago. You»have not been a-hed then 

Cas. Why, no ; the day had broke 


SCENE 11 . — A Room in the Castle. 
Enter Othello, Iago, and Gentleman. 
0th. These letters give, lago, to the pilot 
And, by him, do my duties to the state : 
That done, I wiR be walking on the works ; 
Repair there to me. ** 

lago. WeR, my good lord, I’l 





OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE, 


That he , hath left part of his grief with me ; 

I suffer with him. Good love, call him back. 

. 0//i. Not now, sweet Desdemona ; some other 
D^s. But shall' t be shortly ? [time. 

0^/i. The sooner, sweet, for you. 

i)e5. Shall't be to-night at Supper ? 

Ot/i. * No, not to-night. 

Df^s. To-morrow dinner then ? 

0/^. I shall not dine at hom€ ; 

I meet the captains at the citadel. 

Des. Why then, to-morrow night j/or .TSesday 
morn; * 

OrTuesday noon, or night ; or Wednesday morn ; — 

I pray thee, name the time ; but let it not 
Exceed three days : in faith he's penitent ; 

And yet his trespass in our common reason, 

(Save that, they say, the wars must make examples 
Out of their best,) is not almost a fault 
To incur a private check : When shall he come ? 
Tell me, Othello. I wonder in my soul, 

What you could ask me, that I shoulchdeny, 
Orstandsomammering on. What ! Michael Cassio, 
That came a wooing with you ; and many a time, 
When I have spoke of you dispraisingly 
Hath ta'en your part ; to have so much to do 
To bring him in! Trust me, I could do much,— 
Oi(^. Pr’ythee, no mor : let him come when he 
I will deny thee nothing. [will ; 

Des. Why, this is not a boon ; 

'Tis as I should entreat yon wear your gloves, 

Or feed on nourishing dishes, or keep you warm 
Or sue to you to do peculiar profit 
To your own person : Nay, when I have a suit, 
Wherein I mean to touch your love indeed, 

It shall^be Ml of poise and difficulty, 

And fearful to be granted. 

0^/is I will deny thee nothing. 

Whereon, T do beseech thee, grant me this, 

To leave me but a little to myself. 

Des. Shall I deny you.^^ no : Farewell, my lord. 
Farew^ell, my Desdemona : I will come to 
thee straight. 

Dw*. Emilia, come : — Be it as yonr fancies teach 
Whatever you be, 1 am obedient- [you ; 

[Kiii, with Emilia. 
0th. Excellent wretch 1 Perdition catch my soul, 
But I do love thee ! and when I love thee not, 
Chaos is come again. 

lago. My noble lord, 

0th. W'hat dost thou say, lago } 

lago. Did Michael Cassio, when you woo'd my 
Know of your love ? [lady, 

Olh. He did, from first to last : Why dost thou-* 
ask } 

lago. But for a satisfaction of my thought ; 

No further harm. 

0th. MBiy of thy thought, lago ? 

lago. I did not think, he had been acquainted 
with her. ■ 

Otk. O, yes ; and went between us very oft. 

. lago. Indeed ? 

Oih. Indeed I ay, indeed ; — Discern'st tliou 
Is he not honest 1 [aught in that ? 

lago. Honest, my lord.^ 

0th. Ay, honest 

lago. My lord, for aught I know. 

Oih. What dost thou think ? 

Xago. Think, my lord ? 

Ot/i. Tl^nk, my lord ! 

By heaven, he echoes me, . 


0th. This fortification, gentlemen,- 
see't ? 

Gent. Well wait upon your lordship. 


[Exeunt, 


SCENE III, — Before the Castle. 

Enter Dbsdemona, Cassio, and Emilia. 

Bes. Be thou assur’d, good Cassio, I will do 
AH my abilities in thy behalf. 

BmiL Good madam, do ; I know, it grieves my 
As if the case were his. [husband, 

Bes. O, that’s an honest fellow. — Do not doubt, 
But I will have my lord and you again [Cassio, 
As friendly as you were. 

Cas. Bounteous madam, 

Whatever shall become of Michael Cassio, 

He’s never any thing hut your true servant. 

Bes. O, sir, I thank you : You do lovehny lord : 
You have known him long; and be you well assur’d, 
He shall in strangeness stand no further off 
Than in a politic distance. 

Cas. - Ay, but, lady, 

That policy may either last so long, 

Or feed upon such nice and waterish diet, 

Or breed itself so out of circumstance, 

That, I being absent, and my place supplied, 

My general will forget my love and service. 

Bes. Do not doubt that ; before Emilia here, 

I give thee warrant of thy place ; assure thee, 

If I do vow a friendship, I’Al perform it 
To the last article : my lord shall never rest ; 

I’ll watch him tame, s^nd talk him out of patience ; 
His bed shall seem a sclioc^, his board a shrift ; 

I’ll intermingle every thing he does 

With Cassio’s suit : Therefore be merry, Cassio ; 

For thy solicitor shall rather die, 

Than give thy cause away. 

Enter Othello and Iago, at a distance. 

Emil? Madam, here comes 

My lord. ^ ^ 

Madam, rii take my leave. 

-r Bes. ^ Why, stay, 

And hear me speak. 

Cas. Madam, not now ; I am very ill at ease, 
‘Unfit for mine own purposes, 

Bes. c Well, well, 

Do your discretion. [Exit Cassio. 

lago. ^ Ha ! I like not that. 

oih. What dost thou say } 
lago. Nothing, my lord ; or if — Iknownotwhat. 
0th. Was not tbit Cassio, parted from my wife 
lago. Cassio, my lord ? No, sure, I cannot think 
That he would steal away so guilty-like, n [it, 
Seeing you coming, 

0th. do believe ’twas he, ^ 

Bes. How now, my lord ? 

I have been talking with a suitor here, 

A man that languishes in your displeasure. 

Oih. W^ho is’t you mean ? 

Bes. Why, your lieutenant Cassio. Good my lord, 
If I have any grace, or power to move you, 

His present reconciliation take ; 

For, if he fee not one that truly loves you, 

That errs in ignorance, and not in cunning, 

I have no judgment in an honest face ; 

I pr’ythee, cadi him back. 

0th. ' « , Went he hence now ? , 

Bes. Ay, sooth ; so humbled, . 
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As if there were some monster in his thought 
Too hideous to be shown.—— Thou dost mean, some- 
thing; 

I heard thee say but now,— Thou lik’dst not that* 
When Cassio left my wife ; What did'st not like ? 
And when I told thee— he was of my counsel 
In my whole course of wooing, thou criedst, Indeed 9 
And did'st contract and purse thy brow together, 
2i.s if thou then liad'st shut up in thy brain 
Sorne horrible conceit : If thou dost love me,- 
ShovC^e fty thought. 

lord, you know I love you. 

0th. I think thou dost ; 

And, — ^^for I know thou art full of love and honesty, 
And weigh’ st thy words before thou giv’st them 
breath, — 

Therefore these stops of thine fright me the more n 
For such things, in a false disloyal knave, 

Are tricks of custom ; but, in a man that’s Just, 
They are close denotements, working from the heart, 
That passio^i cannot rule. 

I ago. For Michael CassiOj — 

I dare be sworn, I think that he is honest. 

Oih. I think so too. 

Men should be what they seem ; 
Or, those tlM be notj ’would they might seem none ! 

Oih. Certain, men should be what they seem. 

^ Why then, 

I think, that Cassio is an honest man. 

0th. Nay, yet there’s more in this : 

I pray thee, speak to me as to thy thinkings, 

As thou dost ruminate ; and give thy worst of 
The worst of words. [thoughts 

Good my lord, pardon me ; 
Though I am bound to every act of duty, 

I am not bound to that all ^laves are free to. 

Utter my thoughts ? Why, say, they are vile and 
false, — 

As where’s that palace, whereunto foul things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breast so pure, 
But some uncleanly apprehensions 
Keep leets, and law- days, and in session sit 
With meditations lawful H 
Oih. Thou dost conspire against thy friend, lago, 
If thou but think’sthim wrong’d, and mak’st his ear 
A stranger to thy thoughts. 

•^<^' 90 . I do beseech you,— 

Though I, perchance, am vicious in my guess, 

As, I confess, it is my nature’s plague 
To spy into abuses ; and, oft my jealousy 
Shapes faults that are not, — I entreat you then, 
From on^hat so imperfectly conjects, 

» You’d take no notice ; nor build yourself a trouble 
Out of liis scattering an^ unsure observance : — ^ 

It were not for your quiet, nor your good, 

Nor for say manhood, honesty, or wisdom, 

To let you know my thoughts. 

0th. What dost thou mean ? 

lago. Good name, in man, and woman, dear my 
Is the immediate Jewel of their souls ; [lord, 
Who steals my purse, steals trash ; ’tis something, 
nothing ; [sands ; 

’Twas mine, ’tis his, and has been slave to thou- 
But he, that filches from me my good name, 

.Robs me of that, which not enriches him, 

And makes me poor indeed. 

Oih. By heaven, I’ll know thy thought. 
lago. You cannot, if my heart were in your hand ; 
Nor shall ns^t, whilst ’tis in my custody. 

Of/;.. H.a! 


O, beware, my lord, of Jealousy ; . 

- It is the green-ey’d monster, which doth mock 
The meat it feeds on : That cuckold lives in bliss, 
Who, certain of his fate, loves not his wronger ; 
But,«0, what damned minutes ^ells he o’er. 

Who dotes, yet doubts ; suspects, yet strongly loves ! 
' Oih. O misery I 

Poor, and content, is rich, and rich enough ; 
But riches, fineless, is as poor as winter, 

To him that ever fears lie shall be poor : 

Good heaven, the souls of all my tribe defend 
From jealousy ! • 

Oih. Why ! why is this.^ 

Think’st thou, I’d make a life of jealousy, 

To foliow still the changes of the moon 

With fresh suspicions ? No ; to be once in doubt, 

« Is — once to be resolv’d ; Exchange me for a goat, 
When I shall turn the business of my soul 
To such»exsufflicate and blown surmises. 

Matching thy inference. ’Tis not to make me 
jealous, 

To say — my wife is fair, feeds well, loves company, 
Is free of speech, sings, plays, an^i dances well ; 
Where virtue is, these are more virtuous : 

Nor from mine own weak merits will I draw 
The smallest fear, or doubt of her revolt ; 

For she had eyes, and chose me : No, lago ; 

I’ll see, before I doubt ; when I doubt, prove ; 

And, on the proof, there is no more but this, — 
Away at once with love, or jealousy. 

lago. I am glad of ^is; for now I shall reason 
To show the love and duty that I bear you 
With franker spirit : there%e, as I am bound. 
Receive it from me i—J. speak not yet of proof. 
Look to your wife ; oServe her well with Cassio ; 
Wear your eye — thus, not jealous, nor secure : 

I would not have your free and noble nature, 

Out of self-bounty, be abus’d ; look to’t ; 

I know our country disposition well ; 

In Venice they do let heaven see the pranks 
They dare not show their husbands ; tffeir 
conscience 

Is — not to leave undone, but keep*" unknown. 

I Oih. Dosfthou say so ? * 

lago. She did deceive her father, marrying you ; 
And, when she seem’d to shake, and fear your looks, 
She lov’d them most. 

Oih. And so she ^id. 

Why,- go to, then ; 
She that so young, could give out such a seeming, 
To seel her father’s eyes up, close as*oak. 

He thought, ’twas witchcraft : — But I am much 
to blame ; ♦ 

I humbly do beseech you of your pardon, 

For tw much loving you. • 

Oih. ^ I am bound to thee for ever. 

/ a^o. I see, this hath a little dash’d your spirits, i 

OiJA Not a jot, not a jot. * 

lago, * Trusfr me, Ffear it has. 

I hope, you will consider, what is spoke 
Comes from my love But, I do see you are 
• mov’d 

I am to pray you, not to strain my speech 
To grosser issues, nor to larger reach, 

Than to suspicion. , 

Oih. I will not. 

Should you do so, my lord, 

My speech should fall into such vile success 
As my thoughts aim nojt at. Cassib’s my worthy 
My lord, I see you are mov’d. [friend : — 
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'Oth. No, not much ii^ov’d: — 

I do not think hut Desdemona’s honest. 
lago. Long live she so ! and long live you to 
think so ! 

Oth. And yet, how nature erring from itsdlf,— 
lago. Ay, there’s the point ; — As,— to be bold with 
Not to affect many proposed matches, [you, — 

Of her own clime, cohiplexion, and degrecc 
Whereto, we see, in all thipgs nature tends : 

Fob I one may smell, in such, a will most rank, 
Foul disproportion, thoughts unnatural.— 

But, pardon me ; 1 do not in position, 

Distinctly speak of her ; though I may fear. 

Her will, recoiling to her better judgment, 

May fall to match yon with her country forms, 

And (happily) repent. 

Oth. ' Farewell, farewell : 

If more thou dost perceive, let me know more ; 

Set on thy wife to observe : Leave me, la'go. 
lago. My lord, I take my leave. LGoing. 

Oth. Why did I marry?— This honest creature, 
doubtless, 

Sees and knows cnore, much more, than he unfolds. 
lago. My lord, I would, I might entreat your 
honour 

To scan this thing no further ; leave it to time : 
And though it be fit that Cassio have his place, 
(For, sure, he fills it up with great ability,) 

Yet, if you please to hold him off awhile, 

You shall by that perceive him and his means : 
Notes if your lady strain hift' entertainment 
With any strong or vehement importunity ; 

Much will be seen in .^hat. In the mean time, 

Let me be thought too busy, in my fears, 

(As worthy cause I have, to fear — I am,) 

And hold her free, I do beseech your honour. 

Oth. Fear not my government. 

lago. I once more take my leave. {.Exit. 

Oth. This fellow’s of exceeding honesty, 

^nd knows all qualities, with a learned spirit, 

Of human dealings : If I do prove her haggard, 
Though tha^. hec-jesses were my dear heart-strings, 
Fd whistle her off, and let her down the wind, 

To prey at fortune. Haply, for I am black ; 

And have not those soft parts of conversation 
That chamberers have : Or, for I am declin’d 
Into the vale of years ; — yet that’s not much 
She’s gone ; I am fhus’d ; and my relief 
Must he — to loath her. O curse of marriage. 

That we can .call these delicate creatures ours, 

And not their appetites 1 I had rather be a toad, 
And live upon the vapour of a dungeon, 

Than keep a corner In the thing I love. 

For others’ uses. Yet ’tis the plague of great ones ; 
Prerogativ’d are they less than the base ; 

^Tis destiny unshunnable, like death ; 

Even then this forkejF plague is fated to us, 

When we dp quicken. Desdemopa comes : 

Enter Dksdejmona and Emilia. 

If she be false, O then heaven mocks itself I— 

I’ll not believe it. « 

Bes. How now, my dear Otheho ? 

Your dinner, and the generous islanders 
By you invited, do attend your presence. 

Oth, I am to blame. [well } 

Des. Why is your speech so faint ? are you not 
Oth. I have a pain upon my forehead here. 

Faith, ^ that’s with watching ; ’twill away 
again: • 


Let me b^it bind it hard, within this hour 
It will be well. 

P Oth. Your napkin is too little ; 

[iA' puls the handkerchitf from him, and 
it drops. 

Let it alone. Come, I’ll go in'with you. 

Bes. I am very sorry that you are not well. 

lExeunt Oth. and Djss, 

Emil I am* glad I have found this napkin ; 

This was her first remembrance from the Moor : 

My wayward husband hath a hundred 

Woo’d me to steal it : but she so loves the token, 

(For he conjur’d her, she would ever keep it,) 

That she reserves it evermore about her, 

To kiss, and talk to. I’ll have the work ta’en out, 
And give it lago ; 

^ What he’ll do with it, heaven knows, not I; 

I nothing, but to please his fantasy. 

Enter Iago. 

lago. How now ! what do you liere^lone ? 

Emil. Do not you chide ; I have a thing for you. 
Jago. A thing for me ^ — it is a common thing. 
Emil. Ha ! 

lago. To have a foolish wife. 

Emil. 0, is that all ^ What will you give me now 
For that same handkerchief? 
lago. What handkerchief? 

Emil. What handkerchief? 

Why, that the Moor first gave to Desdemona ; 

That which so often you did bid me steal. 
lago. Hast stolen it from her ? 

Emil. No, faith ; she let it drop by negligence ; 
And, to the advantage, I, being here, took’t up. 
Look, here it is. 

lagol A good wench ; give it me. 

Emil. What will ymi do with it, that you have 
been so earnest 
To have me filch it ? 

lago. Why, what’s that to you ? 

ISnatching it, 

Emil. If it be not for some purpose of import, 
Give it me again : Poor lady ! she’ll run mad, 
When she shall lack it. 

lago. Be not you known of t ; I have use for it. 
Go, leave me. [A'xii Emilia. 

I will in Cassio’s lodging lose this napkin, 

And let him find it ; Trifles, light as air, 

Are, to the jealous, confirmations strong 
As proofs of holy writ. This may do something. 
The Moor already changes with my poison : — 
Dangerous conceits are, in their naturer^'poisons, 
Which, at the first, are scarce found to distaste ; ^ 

But, with a little act upon^the blood, ^ 

Burn like the mines of sulphur. — I did say so : — 

Enter Othjello. . 

Look, where he comes 1 Not poppy, nor mandragora. 
Nor all the drowsy syrups of the world, 

Shall ever medicine thee to that sweet sleep 
Which thou ow'dst yesterday. 

' Oth. Ha ! ha ! false to me 

To me ? 

lago. Why, how now, general ? no more of that. 
Oth. Avaunt I be gone! thou hast set me on 
the rack : — 

I swear, ’tis better to be much abus’d, 

Than but to know’t a little. 

. lago. Flow now, my lord ? 

Oth. What sense had I of her stolen hours of lust ? 

I saw it not, thought it not, it harm’d not me : 


mmo». 
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Were t]|ey as prime as goats, as hot as monkeys, 
As salt as wolves in pride, and fools as gross 
As ignorance made drank. But yet, X say, 

If imputation, and strong, circumstances, — 
Whi^h lead directly to the do(w of truth, — 

Will give you satisfaction, you may have it. 

0th. Give me a living reason she^s disloyal. 
Jagc^ I do not like the office : 

But, sith I am entered ^n this cause so far, — 
Prick’d to it by foolish honesty and love,' — 

I will go on. I lay with Cassio lately ; 

And, being troubled with a raging tooth, 

I could not sleep. 

There are a kind of men so loose of soul, 

That ki their sleeps will mutter their affairs ; 

One of this kind is Cassio : 

In sleep I heard him say, — Sweet Desdemona, 

Let us be wary, let us hide our loves / 

And thSn, sir, would he gripe and wring my hand, 
Cry, — 0, sweet creature I and then kiss me hard. 
As if he pluck’d up kisses by the roots. 

That grew upon my lips : then laid his leg 
Over my thigh, and Sigh’d, and kiss’d ; and then 
Cried, — Cursed fate I that gave thee to the Moor * 
0th. O monstrous ! monstrous ! 
lago. Nay, this was but his dream. 

0th, But this denoted a foregone conclusion ; 
’Tis a shrewd doubt, though it be but a dream. 

lago. And this may help to thicken other .proofs, 
That do demonstrate thinly. 

0th. • ril tear her all to pieces. 

lago. Nay, but be wise ; yet we see nothing done ; 
She may be honest yet. Till me but this, — 

Have you not sometii^^s seen a handkerchief, 
Spotted with strawberries, in your wife’s hand ? 
Oih. I gave her such a one ; ’twas my first gift. 
lago. I know not that : but such a handkerchief, 
(I am sure it was your wife’s,) did I to-day 
See Cassio wipe his beard with. 

0th. If it be j^hat, — ^ 

lago. If it be that, or any that was hers, 

It speaks against her, with the ofiier proofs. 

Oih. O, that the slave had forty thousand lives ; 
One is too poor, too weak for my revenge ! • 

Now do I see, ’tis true. — Look here, lago ; 

All my fond love thus I do blow to heaven : 

’Tis gone. — 

Arise, black vengeance, from tfcy hollow cell ! 
Yield up, O love, thy crown, and hearted throne, 
To tyrannous hate ! swell, bosom, witJi thy fraught, 
For ’tis of aspicks’ tongues, 
lago. Pray, he content. 

0th. blood, lago, blood ! 

lago. Patience, I say ; your mind, perhaps, may 
* change. 

0th. Never, lago. Like to the Pontick sea, 
Who^e icy current and compjilsive course 
Ne’er feels retirmg ebb, but keeps daemon 
To the Propontick, and the HelXesponi; 

Even so my bloody thoughts, with violent pace, 
Shall ne’er look back, ne’er ebb to humble love, 
#Till that a capable and wide revenge 
Swallow them up — ^Now, by yond’ marble heaven. 
In the due reverence of a sacred vow ^Kneels. 
I here engage my words. 

lago. Do not rise yet. — 

IKneels. 

Witness, you ever-burning lights abpve! 

You elements that clip us round about 
Witness, that hei'e lago doth give up 


1 slept the next night well, was free and^erry ; 

I found not Cassio’s kisses on her lips : 

He that is robb’d, not wanting what is stolen, ^ 
Let him not know it, and he’s not robb’d at all. 
lago. I am .sorry to hear this. 

Oih. I had been* happy, if the general camp, 
Pioneers and all, had tasted her sweet body^ 

So I had nothing known : O now, for ever, 
1B*arewell the tranquil mind ! farewell content ! 
Farewell the plumed troop, and the big wars, 
Thaf'tolilkambition virtue 1 O, farewell ! 

Farewell the neighing steed, and the shrill trump, 
The spirit-stirring drum, the ear-piercing fife, 

The royal banner ; and all quality, 

Pride, pomp, and circumstance of glorious war ! 
And O you mortal engines, whose rude throats 
The immortal Jove’s dread clamours counterfeit, * 
Farewell ! Othello’s occupation’s gone I 

lago. Is it possible ?-— My lord, 

oih. Villain, be sure thou prove my love a whore ; 
Be sure of give me the ocular proof; 

[Taking hUn hg the throat. 
Or, by the worth of mine eternal soul, 

Thou hadst been better have been born a dog. 

Than answer my wak’d wrath. 

Jago. ' Is it come to this ? 

0th. Make me to see it; or (at the least) so prove it, 
That the probation bear no hinge, nor loop, 

To hang a doubt on ; or, woe upon tby life ! 

Jago. My noble lord, 

0th, If thou dost slander her, and torture me, 
Never pray more : abandon all remorse ; 

On horror’s head horrors accumulate : 

Do deeds to make heaven weep, all earth amaz’d, 
For nothing qanst thou to damnation add^ 

Greater than that. • 

Jago. O grace ! 0 heaven defend me 1 

Are you a man ? have you a soul, or sense ? — 

God be wi’ you ; take mine office. — O wretched fool, 
That liv’st to make thine honesty a vice !-— 

0 monstrous world! Take note, take note, O world, 
To be direct and honest, is not safe. — 

1 thank you for this profit ; and, from hence, 

I’ll love no friend, since love breeds such offence. 

0th. Nay, stay : — Thou should’st be honest. 
Jago. I should be wise ; for honesty’s a fool, 
And loses that it works for. 

0th. By the world, 

I think my wife be honest, and think she is not ; 

I think that thou art just, and think thou art not ; 
I’ll have some proof: Her name, that was as fresh 
As Dian'^visage, is now begrim’d and black 
As mine own face. — If there be cords, or knives. 
Poison, cv fire, or sufFodating streams, 

I’ll not endure it. — Would, I were satisfied ! 

lago.’^ see, sir, you are eaten up with passion : 

I do repent me, that I put it to you. 

You would be satisfied ^ 

0th. Would ? nay, I will. 

Jago. Mid may: But, how.^ how satisfied, my 
lord ? 

Would you, the supervisor, grossly gape on? 
Behold her tupp’d ? 

0th. Death and damnation ! O I 

Jago. It were a tedious difficulty. I think, 

To bring them to that prospect : Damn them then, 
If ever mortal eyes do see them bolster. 

More than their own ! What then? how then ? 
What shall 4 say ! Where’s satisfaction ? 

It is impossible, you should see this, 






^ ''EnUr OtiibijLO. 

OtK Well, my good lady ; — {^AsideJ] O, hard- 
ness to dissemble ! — 

Mow do you, Desdemona? 

Des. Well, my good lord. 

0th. Give me your hand : This hand is moist, 
my lady. 

Bes. It yet has felt no age, nor known no sorrow. 
OtK This argues fruitfulness, and liberal heart; 
Hot, hot, and moist ; This hand of yours requires 
A sequester from liberty, fasting and prayer, 

Much castigation, exercise devout ; 
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The execution of his wit, hands, heart, 

To wrong’d Othello’s service ! let him command, 
And to obey shall be in me remorse, 

What bloody work soever. ^ 

0th. ^ I greet tby love, 

Not with vain thanks, but with acceptance boun- 
And will upon the ins^tant put thee to’t; [fceous, 
Within these three days let me hear thee say. 

That Cassio’s not alive. 

laqo. My friend is dead; 'tis done at your 
But let her live. [request : 

0th. Damn her, lewd minx ! O, damn her ! 
Come, go with me apart ; I will withdraw, 

To farnish me with some swift means of death 
For the fair devil. Now art thou my lieutenant. 

Ia(jo. I am your own for ever. iExetmt. 


SCENE ISf.— The same. 


jBater Desdkmona, Emilia, and Clown. 

Des. Do you know, sirrah, where lieutenant 
Gassio lies ? ^ 

Clo. I dare not say, he lies any where. 

Bes. Why, man ? 

Clo. He is a soldier ; and for me to say a soldier 
lies, is stabbing. 

Des. Go to ; Where lodges he ? 

Clo, To tell you where he lodges, is to tell you 
where i lie. 

Bes. Can any thing be m^de of this ? 

Clo. I know not where he lodges ; and for me 
to devise a lodging, and say — he lies here, or he 
lies there, were to lie in my pwn thi’oat. 

Bes. Can you inquire him out, and be edified 
by report ? 

Clo. I will catechize the world for him ; that is, 
make questions, and by them iinswer. 

Bes. Seek him, bid him come hither ; tell him, 
I have moved my lord in his behalf, and hope, all 
vvTii’Tje wQjlL 

Clo. To do tins Is within the compass of man’s 
wit ; and therefore I will attempt the doing it. 

^ <1^. 'lExit. 

Bes. Where should I lose that handkerchief, 

Emil. I know not, madam. [Emilia? 

Bes. Believe me, I had rather have lost my 
purse ^ 

Full of crusadoes. And, but my noble Moor 
is true of mind, and made of no such baseness 
I As jealous crdatures are, it were enough 
' To put him to ill thinking. 

Emil. c; Is he not jealous ? 

I Bes. Who, he ? I think, the sun, where he was 
I Drew all such humours from him. ^ ^ ^ 
i Emil. Look, where he comes. 

Bes. I will not leaye him now, till Cassio 
I Be call’d to Mm. — How is’t with you, my loni ? 


For here’^ a young and sweating devil here, 

That commonly rebels. ’Tis a good handv 
A- frank one. 

Bes. You may, indeed, say so ; 

J’or ’twas that hand that gave away my heart. 

0th. A liberal hand : The hearts of old, gave 
hands ; 

But our new heraldry is — hands, not hearts. 

Bes. I cannot speak of this. Come now, you'r 
promise. 

0th. What promise, chuck ? ,y^you. 

Bes. I have sent to bid Caksio come spiak with 
0th. I have a salt and sullen rheum ofiends me ; 
Lend me thy handkerchief. 

Bes. Here, my lord. 

0th. That which I gave you. 

Bes, I have it not about me. 

0th. Not? 

Bes. No, indeed, my lord. 

0th. That is a fault : 

That handkerchief n 

Did an Egy ptian to my mother give ; 

She was a charmer, and could almost read 
The thoughts of people : she told her, while she 
kept it, 

’Twould make her amiable, and subdue Tny father 
Entirely to her love ; but if she lost it, 

Or made a gift of it, my father’s eye 

Should hold her loathly, and his spirits should hunt 

After new fancies : She, dying, gave it me ; 

And bid me, when my fate would have me wive, 

To give it her. I did so : and take heed oft, 
Make it a darling like your precious eye ; 

To lose or give’t away, were such perdition, 

As nothjxig else could match. 

Bes. Is it possible ? 

0th. ’Tis true : There’s magic in the web of it: 
A sibyl, that bad number’d in the world 
The sun to make two hundred compasses, 

In her prophetic fury sew’d the work : 

The worms were hallow’d, that did breed the silk ; 
And it was dy’d in mummy, which the skilful 
Conserv’d of maiden’s hearts. 

Bes. Indeed ! is’t true ? 

Oih. Most veritable : therefore look to’t well. 
Bes. Then ’would to heaven, that I had never 
0th. Ha 1 wherefore ? [seen it. 

Bes. Why do you speak so startingly and rash ? 
0th. Is’t lost? is’t gone? speak, is it out of the 
Des. Heaven bless us ! [way ? 

0th. Say you ? 

Bes. It is not lost ; But what an if itwere ? 
0th, Ha ! 

Bes. I say, it is not losf. 

Oih, Eetch’t, let me see it. 

Bes, Why, so I can, sir, but I will no^now ; 
This is a trick, to put me from my suit ; 

I pray, let Cassio be receiv’d again. 

0th. F’etch me that handkerchief: my mind 
Bes. Come, come ; [misgives. 

You’ll never meet a more sufficient man. 

0th. The handkerchief, 

Des. X pray, talk me of Cassio. 

0th. The handkerchief, 

Bes. A man that, all his time, 

Hath founded his good fortune on your love ; 

Shar’d dangers with you ; 

0th. ,, The handkerchief, 

Bes. In sooth, 

You are to blame. 
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Arraigning his unkindness with my soul ; 

But now, I find, I had suborn’d the witness, 

And he's indited falsely. 

Emil Pray heaven, it be state matters, as yoi 
And ?io conception, nor no jeaj^us toy, [thiDk 
Concerning you. 

Des, Alas, the day ! I never gave him cause. 
Emil^ But jealous souls will not be answer’d so 
They are not ever jealous for the cause, 

But jealous for they are jealous : ’tis a monster, 
Begot upon itself, born on itself. 

! Des. Heaven keep that monster from Othello’s 
Evnil. Lady, amen. [mind 

Des. I will go seek him.— Cassio, walk here- 
If I doifind him fit, I’ll move your suit, [about : 
And seek to effect it to my uttermost. 

Cas. I humbly thank your ladyship. 

iExeunt Desdemona and Emilia. 

Enter Bianca. . 

Bian, Save you, friend Cassio ! 

Cas. What make you from home } 

it with you, my most fair Bianca } 

Bian. And I was 

What! keep a week ^ . 

Eight score eight hours ? and lovers’ absent hours. 
More tedious than the dial eight score times ? 

O weary reckoning I 

Cas^ Pardon me, Bianca ; ^ 

^Jiave this while with leaden thoughts been press’d : 

Strike off this score of absence. 

Take me this work opk 


, Is not this man jealous 

Des. I ne er saw this before. 

Sure, there’s some wonder in this handkerchief ; ^ 
I am most unhappy in the loss of it. 

Emi/. ’Tis not a year or two shows us a man : 
They are all but stomachs, and we all but food ; 
They eat us hungerly, and when they are full, 
'they belch us. Look you I Cassio, and my bus- 


% % Enter l^GO and Cassio, 
lago. There is no other way ; ’tis she must do’t ; 
And, lo, the happiness I go, and importune her. 

How now, good Cassio? what’s the news 
with you ? 

Cas. Madam, my former suit : I do beseech you, 
That, by your virtuous tneans, I may again 
Exist, and be a member of his love, 

Whom I, with all the duty of my heart, 

Entirely honour ; I would not be delay’d : 

If my offence be of such mortal kind, 

That neither service past, nor present sorrows, 

Nor purpos’d merit in futurity, 

Can ransome me into his love again, 

But to know so must be my benefit ; 

So shall I clothe me in a forc’d concent, 


I ’faith, sweet love, I was coming -to your house. 

going to your lodging, Cassio. 
away ? seven days and nights t 

More tedious than the dial eight score times ? ' 

0 weary reckoning I 

Cas* Pardon me, Bianca ; ^ 

1 have this while with leaden thoughts been press’d ; 
But I shall, in a more*continuate time, 

Strike off this score of absence. Sweet Bianca, 

lGivmgherI>msomiONA'shandJiercliie/ 

Eian. O, Cassio, whence came this : 


And shut myself up in some other course, 

To fortune’s alms. 

^ ^ Alas ! thrice-gentle Cassio, 

My advocation is not now in tune ; 

My lord is not my lord ; nor should I know him, 
Were he in favour, as in humour, alter’d. 

So help me, every spirit sanctified, 

As I have spoken for you all my best, 

And stood within the blank of his displeasire, 

i?. ■, ■ awliils be patient 


What 1 can do, 1 will 
Than for myself I dar 
lago. Is my lord angry ? 

Emil. ^ ^ He went hence but novc 

And, certainly, in strange unquietness. 

lago. Can he be angry ? I have seen the cannoa 
When it hath blown his ranks into the air ; 

And, like the devil, from his very arm 
Puff d his own brother And can he be angry ? 
Something of moment, then : I will go meet him 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. 

I pr’ythee, do so. — Something, sure o 


’ake it, and do’t ; and leave nwe for ^is time. 
Bian. Leave you ! wherefore ? 

Cas. I do attend here on the general ; 

.nd think it no addition, nor my wish, 

0 have him see me woman’d. 

Bian. * Why^ I pray you r 

Cas. Not that I love you not. 

Bilhi. But that you do not love me. 

pray you, bring me on the way a little • 
nd^iay, if I shall see you s^tpn at night. 

Cas. ’Tis but^a little way that I can^ bring you, 
or I attend here: but I ’ll see ]fou soon. 

Bia7i. ’Tis very good ; I must be circumstaiic’d. 

[^BxeunU 
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ACT IV. 


SCENE I. — The same. 

Enter Othello and Iago. 
lago. Will you think so? 

Of.h. * Think so, lagQ-? 

Iago. . What, 

To kiss in private ? 

Otk, An unauthorized kiss. 

Iago. Or to be naked with her friend abed, 

An hour, or more, not meaning any harm ? 

Oih. Naked abed, Iago, and not mean harm ? 

It is hypocrisy against the devil : ^ 

They that mean virtuously, and yet do so, 

The devil their virtue tempts, and they tempt 
heaven. 

Iago. So they do nothing, Tis a venial slip : 

But if I give my wife a handkerchief, 

0th. What then ? 

Iago. Why, then ’tis hers, my lord ; and, being 
She may, I think, bestow^t on any man. [hers, 
0th. She is protectress of her honour too ; 

May she give that ? 

Iago. Her honour is an essence that’s not seen ; 
They have it very oft, that have it not ; 

But, for the handkerchief, 

OiJA By heaven, I would most gladly have forgot 
Thou said'st, — O, it comes o’er my memory [it: — 
As doth the raven o’er the infected house. 

Boding to all, — he had my handkerchief. 

Iago. Ay, what of that ? 

0th. That’s not so good, now. 

Iago. What, if I had saici, I had seen him do 
you wrong ? 

Or heard him say, — As knaves be such abroad, 
Who having, by their own importunate suit, 

Or voluntary dotage of some mistress, 

Convinced or supplied them, cannot. choose 

BuTthey must blab, 

0th. ^ ^ Hath he said any thing ? 

Iago. He hath, my lord ; but be you^well assur’d, 
No more than he’ll unswear. 

0th. What hath he said ? 

Iago. ’Faith, that he did, — I know not what he 
0th. What ? what ? [did. ^ 

Iago. Lie — — ^ 
oih. "With her 

Iago. ^ With her, on her ; what you will. 
0th. Lie with her ! lie on her I — ^We say, lie on 
her, when they belie her: Lie with her! that’s 
fulsome. — Handkerchief, — confessions, — ^handker- 
chief. — To confess, and be hanged for his labour. 
— First, tb be hanged, and then to confess : — I 
tremble at it. Nature would not invest herself in 
such shadowing passion, without some instruation. 
It is not words that shake me^thus: — PiSi! — 
Noses, ears^ and lips : — Is it possible ? — Confess 1 
— Handkerchief ! — O devil I — ^ {Falls in a trance. 

Iago. Work on, 

My medicine, work ! Thus credulous fools are caught 
And many worthy and chaste dames, even thus, 

All guiltless meet reproach, — What, ho ! my lord ! 
Enter Oassio. 

My lord, I say, Othello !— How now, Cassio ? 

Cas. What is the matter ? 

Iago. My lord is fallen into an epilepsy j 
This is his secUnd fit ; he had one yesterday. 

Cas. Bub him about the temples. 


Iago. No, forbear : 

The lethargy must have his quiet course : 

If not, he foams at mouth ; and, by and by, 

Breaks out to savage madness. Look, he stirs: 

Do you withdraw yourself a little while, 

He will recover straight ; when he is gone, 

I would on great occasion speak with 

How is it, general ? have you not hurt your head? 
0th. Dost thou mock me ? 

Iago. I mock you! no, by heaven: 

’Would, you would bear your fortunes like a man. 

^ 0th. A horned man’s a monster, and a beast. 

Iago. There’s many a beast then in a populous 
And many a civil monster. [city, 

0th. Did he confess it ? 

Iago. Good sir,Jbe a man ; 

Thifik, every bearded fellow, that’s but yok’d, 

May draw with you : there’s millions now alive, 
That nightly lie in those unproper beds, 

Which they dare swear peculiar ; your case is better, 
O, ’tis the spite of hell, the fiend’s arctr-mock, 

To lip a wanton in a secure couch, 

And to suppose her chaste 1 No, let me know ; 
And, knowing what I am, I know what she shall be. 
Oih. 0, thou art wise ; ’tis certain. 

Iago. Stand yon awhile apart ; 

Confine yourself but in a patient list. 

Whilst you were here, ere while mad with your grief, 
(A passion most unsniting such a man,) 

Cassio came hither : I shifted Mm away, 

And lain good ’sense upon your ecstasy ; 

Bade him anon return, and here speak with me ; 
The which he promis’d. Do but encave yourself* 
And mark the fleers, the gibes, and notable scorns, 
That dwell in every region of his face ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew,— . 

Where, how, how oft, how long ago, and when 
He hath, and is again to cope your wife ? 

I say, but mark his gesture. Marry, patience : 

Or I shall say, you are all iu all in spleen, 

And nothing of a man. 

Qth. Dost thou hear, Iago? 

I will be found most cunning in ray patience ; 

But (dost thou hear ?) most bloody. 

Iago. That’s not amiss ; 

But yet keep time in all. Will you withdraw ? 

Now will I question Cassio of Bianca, 

A housewife, that, by sellmg her desires, p. 

Buys herself bread and clothes : it is a creature, 
That dotes on Cassio, — as ’tis thestrumpe^piague, 
To beguile many, and be beguil’d by one ; — 

He, when he hears of her, cannot refrain 
From the excess of laughter : — Here he comes ; — 
Ee -enter Cassio. 

As he shall smile, Othello shall go mad ; 

And his mibookish jealousy must construe 
Poor Cassio’s smiles, gestures, and light behaviour, 

Quite in the wrong How do you now, lieutenant ? 

Cas. Theworser, that you give me the addition, 
Whose want even kills me. 

Iago. Ply Desderaonawell, and you are sure of’t. 
Now, if tMs suit lay in Bianca’s power, 

{Sf caking loimr. 

How quickly should you speed ? 
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OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


SCENE I. 


C as. Alas, poor caitiff ! 

0th. Look, tow lie laughs already ! IJMde. 
lago. I never knew a woman love man so. 

Cas. Alas, poor rogue I I think iffaith, she level 
me. 

Oik. Now he denies it faintly, and laughs it out. 

iAside. 

lago. Do you hear, Cassio } 

0th. Nom'- he importunes him 

) tell it o'er ; Go to ; well said, well said. lAside. 

gives it out, that you shall marry her : 


Oih. JBow shall I murder him, lago ? 


Jago. Yours, by this hand : and to see how he 
prizes rile foolish woman, y#ur wife ! she gave it 
him, ana he hath given it his whore. 

0th. I would have hJhi nine years a killing : — ■ 
A fine woman ! a fair woman ! a sweet •woman ! 

lago. Nay, you must forget that. 

0th. Ay, let her rot, and perish, and be damned 
to-night ; for she shall not live ; No, my heart is 
turned,to stone ; I strike it, and it hurts my hand. 
O, the world hath not a sweeter creature : she 
might lie by an emperor’s side, and command him 
tasks. 

Iago.*lS^a.y, that’s not your way. 

0th. Hang her ! I do but say what she is ; — So 
delicate with her needle !— an admirable musician ! 
O, she will sing the savageness out of a bear-!— Of 
so high and plenteou^ wit and invention ! 

lago. She’s the worse for all this. ^ 

0th. O, a thousand, a thousand times : — And 
then, of so gentle a condition ! 

lago. Ay, too gentle. 

0th. Nay, that’s certain : But yet the pity of it, 
lago I — O, lago, the pity of it, lago ! 

lago. If you are so fond over her iniquify, give 
her patent to offend^ for, if it touch not you, it 
comes near nobody. 

0th. I will chop her into jesses Cuckold me ! ' 

Jago. O, ’tis foul imher. 

0th. With mine orfeer ! 

Jago. That’s fouler. 

^ 0th. Get me some poison, lago ; this niglit : — 
I’ll not expostulate with her, lest her body and 
beauty unprovide my mind again tliis night, 
lago. ^ . 

lago. Do it not with poison ; strangle Iffer in^r 
bed, even the bed she hath contaminated. 

0th. Good, good ; the justice (S it j^eases : very 
good. ^ * 


Oth. lago beckons me ; now he begins the story. 

[Aside. 

Cas. She was here even now ; she haunts me in 
• every place. I was, the other day, talking on the 
sea-bank with certain Venetians ; and thither comes 
this bauble ; by this hand, she falls thus about my 
neck; 

Oth. Crying, O dear Cassio 1 as it were : his 
gesture imports it. [Aside. 

Cas. So hangs, and lolls, and weeps uyon me ; 
so hales, and pulls me : ha,^ha, ha ! — 

0^/i^. Now he tells, how she plucited him to my 
chamber ; O, I see that nose of yours, but not that 
dog I shall throw it to. [Aside. 

Cas. Well, I must leave her company. 

lago. Before me ! look, where she comes. 

Enter BrANCA. 

Cas. ’Tis such another fitchew ! marry, a per- 
fumed one. — What do you mean by this haunting 
of me ? 

Bian. Let the devil and his dam haunt you ! 
What did you mean by that same handkerchief, you 
gave me even now ? I was a fine fool to take it. I 
must take out the whole work ? — A likely piece of 
work, tlm t.y ou should find it in your chamber, arid 
not kno’^who left it there ! This is some minx’s 
token, and I must take out the work There, — 
give it yo*5ir hobby hors#: wheresoever you had it, 
I’ll take out no work on’ri 

my sweet Bianca } how now ? 

)w now ? 

Oih. By heaven, that should be my handkerchief 1 

[Aside. 

Bian. An you’ll come to supper to-night, you 

ay : an you will not, come when you are nex.t | 

oparedfor. [Escit. 


Gome from the duke : and, see, your wife is with him. 

Enter Lonovico, BesdemonA'* and Attendants. 

Lod. ’Save you, worthy general- 

0th. With all myheart, sir. 

Lod. The duke and senators of Venice greet you. 

• _ [Gives Mm a packet. 

Oth. I kiss the insti’umen^ of their pleasures. 

[OpensHke packet and reads. 
Des. And what’ s the news, good cousiii Lodovico } 
lago. I am very glad to see you, sig’nior ; 
Welcome to Cyprus. 

Lod, I thank you : how does lieutenant 


i,w now, 


This fail you not to do^, as you wilU^ 
[Heads. 


r 



. Lod. He did not call : he's busy in tlie^aper. 

Is there division 'twixt thy lord and Cassio? 

Des. A most unhappy one ; I would do much 
To atone them, for the love I bear to Cassio, 

0th. Mre and brimstone ! 

. Des. My lord ? 

0th. Are you wise ? 

Des. What, is he 'hngry ? 

Lod. ’May be, the letter mov'd Mm ; 

For, as I think, they do colnmand him, home, 
Deputing Cassio in his government. 

Des. By my trdth, I am glad on’t, 

0th. Indeed ? 

Des. My lord ? 

0th. I am glad to see you mad. . 

Des. How, sweet Othello ? 

0th. Devil U iStriking her. 

Des. I have not deserv'd this. 

Lod. My lord, this would not be believ’d in Venice, 
Though I shoulcf swear I saw it : 'Tis very much ; 
Make her amends, she weeps. 

Otii. O devil, devil ! 

If that the earth jjould teem ^ith woman’s tears, 
Each drop she falls would prove a crocodile : — 

Out of my sight ! 

Des. 1 will not stay to offend you. 

iGoirg. 

Lod. Truly, an obedient lady : — 

I do beseech your lordship, call her back. 

Otir, Mistress 

Des. . My lord ? ^ 

0th. What would you with her, sir ? 

Lod. Who, I, my j(:>rd ? 

0th. Ay; you did wish, that I wmuld make her 
turn : ^ 

Sir, she can turn, and turn, and yet go on. 

And turn again ; and she can w^eep, sir, weep ; 

And she’s obedient, as you say, — obedient, — 

Very obedient : — Proceed you in your tears. — > 
Concerning this, sir, — 0 w^ell-painted passion ! 

J'lnh coCimanded home : — Get you aw’^ay : 

I’ll send for you^anon. — Sir, I obey the mandate, 
And will return to Venice ; — Hence, avaunt ! 

Bjssdemona. 

Cassio shaE have my place. And,-— sir, to-night, 

I do entreat that we may sup together. 

You are welcome, sir, to Cyprus. Goatsand monkeys ! 

^ lExit. 

Lod. Is tllis the noble Moor whom our full 
senate 

Call — all-in-all sufficient ! — This the noble nature 
Whom passion could not shake ? whose solid virtue 
The shot of accident, nor dart of chance, 

Could neither graze, nor pierce ? 
lago. " He is much chang’d. 

Lod. Are his wits safe ? is he not light of brain? 
lago. He is that h^^ is ; I may not breatl^e my 
.censure,'^ ■■■.’V. ■ 

Wliathe might ber—if, what he m?ght, he is not, — 

I would to heaven, he were. ^ 

Lod. What, strike his wife ! 

lago. ’Faith, that was not so well ; Yet ’woul(f 
That stroke would prove the worst. ‘ [I knew, 
Lod. Is it his use ? 

Or did the letters work upon his blood, 

And new-create this fault ? 

Alas, alas I 
It is not honesty in me, to speak 
What I have teen and known. You shall observe 
And his own courses will denote him so, [him ; 


That I may save my speech : Do but go after, 

And mark how he continues. 

Lod. I am sorry, that I am deceiv’d in him. 

IBxeunt . 

SCENE II. — A Room in the Ca.slle. 

Enter Othjello and Emilia. 

0th. You have seen nothing, then ? ' 

Emil. Nor ever heard ; nor ever did/i-iiJ^ct. 
0th. Yes, you have seen Classic and, ^i^/jgether. 
Emil. But then I saw no harm ; and then 1 
heard 

Each syllable, that breath made up between them. 
0th. What, did they never whisper ? 

Emil. Never, my lord. 

0th. Nor send you outm' the way ? 

Emil. Never. 

0th. To fetch her fan, her gloves, her mask, iinr 
Emil. Never, my lord. [nothing ? 

Oih. That's strSrige. 

Emil. I durst, my lord, to wager she is honest, 
Lay down my soul at stake : if you think other, 
Remove your thought ; it doth abuse your bosom. 
If any wretch hath put this in your head, 

Let heaven requite it with the serpent's curse ! 

For, if she be not honest, chaste, and true, 

There’s no man happy ; the purest of their wives 
Is foul as slander. 

0th. Bid her come hither : — go. — 

[_ExU Emilia. 

She says enough ; — yet she's a simple bawd, 

That cannot say as much. This is a subtle whore, 
A closet-lock-and-key of villanous secrets : 

And yet.she’il kneel, and pray ; I have seen her clo't, 

'L 

lic-iVJfer Emilia, Desdemona. - 
Des. My lord, what is your will ? 

Oik. Pray, chuck, come hither. 

Des. What is your pleasure ? 

Oth. Let me see 'your eyes ; 

Look in my face. 

Des. What horrible fancy's this ! 

Oth. Some of your function, mistress : 

ITo Emilia. 

Leave procreants alone, and shut the door ; 

Cough, or cry — hem, if any body come : 

Your mystery, your mystery; — nay, despatch. 

; lExit EiAiiLiA. 

Des. Upon my knees, what doth your speech 
Punderstand a fury in your w'ords, [import? 

But not the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou ? ^ 

Des. Your wife, my lord ;^your true 

And loyal wife. 

Oth. Come, swear it, damT),,4^^eIf ; 

Lest, being like one of heaven, the devils themselves 
Should fear to seize tliee : therefore be douhle- 
Swear — thou art honest. [damn'd, 

Des. Heaven doth truly know it. 

, Oth. Heaven truly knows, that thou art false as 
hell. [I false? 

Des. To whom, my lord? with whom? How am 
Oth, 0 Desdemona ! — away ! away I away ! 

Des. Alas, the heavy day I — Why do you w’eep ? 
Am I the occasion of these tears, my lord ? 

If, haply, you my father do suspect, ^ 

An instrument of this your calling back, 

Lay not your blame on me ; if you ha?^e lost him, 
Why, I have lost him too. 
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'll Emil,^ Here is a change indeed !, 

lExit. 

; Ues, lis meet I should be usM so, very meet. 

* How have I been behav’d, that he might stick 

The snaairst opinion on my 'greafst abuse? 

lie~enter Emilia, with Iago. 
lago. What is your pleasur*^ madam ? How is 
It with you? [babes, 

Des. I cannot tell. Those, that do teach young 
Do it with gentle means, and easy tasks : 

He might have chid me so ; for, in good faith, 

I am a child to chiding. 

What’s the matter, lady ? 
^W'i/.^AIaSjJago, my lord hath so bewhor’d her, 

! Thrown such despite and heavy terms upon her, 
m - As true hearts cannot bear. 

Des. Am I that name, Iago ? 

• What name, fair lady? 

t. Des. Such as, she says, my lord did say X was. 

3, Emil. He call’d her, whore ; abeggar, in his drink, 

Could not have laid such terms upon his callet. 
Iago. Why did he so ? 

'Would thou had’st Des. I do not know 1* I am sure,l am none such. 

Iago. Do not weep, do not weep. Alas the day ! 
have I committed ? ^ E7t2iL Has she forsook so many noble matches, 

: most goodly book, Her father, and her country, and her friends, 

iat committed ! To be called — whore ? would it not make one v/een ? 

nmonerl De.9. It is my wretched fortune. ^ 

y cheeks, ^ Iago. Beshrew him fw it ! 

modesty. How comes this trick upon him ? 

hat committed ! Des. » Nay, heaven doth know. 

I tne moon winks ; Emil. I will be bang’d, if some eternal villain, 
it meets, Some busy and insinuating ro§ue, ’ , 

le of earth, Some cogging cozening 4lave, to get some office, | 

imitted ! • Have not devis’d this slander ; I’ll be bang’d, else. | 

, Iago. Fye, there is no such man ; it is impos- ' 

Trnn rlf\ Yna. I 


To try me with affliction ; had he rain’d 
All kinds of sores, and shames, on my bare I 
Steep’d me in poverty to the very lips ; 
Given to ca,ptivity me and my utmost hopes 
I should have found in some'part of my soul 
A drop of patience ; but (alas i) to make me 
A fixed figure, for the time of scorn 
To^ioint his slovf unmoving finger at, — 

O! O! O O ; 

Yet coiS*d l^bear that too ; v/ell, very well : 
But there^vK^'re I hav« garner’d up my hea^ 
Where either I must live, or bear no life ; 
The fountain from the which my current run 
Or else dries up ; to be discarded thence ! 

Or keep it as a cistern, for foul toads ft 
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1 0 do tlie act that might the addition earii, 

"Not the world’s mass of vanity could make me. 

Jago, I pray you, be content ; ’tis but his humour ; 
The business of the state does him offence, 

And he does chide with you. r 

Bes^ If ’twere no other, — 

lago. It is but so, I warrant you. iTrumpefs. 
Hark, how these imstruments summon to supper ! 
And the great messengers of Venice stay*^ ; 

Go in, and weep not : aff things shall he well. 

[^Exeimt Besdemoka and EminiA. 


Enter Roderigo. 


How now, Roderigo ? 

Rod. I do not find, that thou deal’ st ji^Lstly, with 
me. 

lago. What in the contrary ? 

Rod. Every day thou doff’st me with some de- 
vice, lago ; and rather (as it seems to^me now,) 
keep’st from me all conveniency, than suppliest 
me with the least advantage of hope. I will, in- 
deed, no longer endure it : Nor am I yet persuaded, 
to put up in peace what already I have foolishly 
suffered, " 

lago. Will yo.u hear me, Roderigo ? 

Rod, ’Faith, I have heard too much ; for your 
words, and performances, are no kin together. 

lago. You charge me most unjustly. 

Rod. With nought but truth. I* have wasted 
myself out of my means. The jewels you have 
had from me, to deliver to Desdemona, would half 
have corrupted avotarist : You have told me — she 
has received them, and returned me expectations 
and comforts of suaden respect and acquittance ; 
but I find none. ^ 

lago. Well ; go to ; very well. 

Rod. Very well! go to ! I cannot go to, man; 
nor ’tis not very well : By this hand, I say, it is 
very scurvy ; and begin to find myself fobbed in it. 

Ja.go. Very well. 

I tell you, ’tis not very well. I will make 
myself known to Desdemona: If she will retxirn 
me my jewels,! will give over my suit, and repent 
my unlawful solicitation; if not, assUre yourself, I 
will seek satisfaction of you. 

lago. You have said now. 

Rod. Ay, and I have said nothing, but what I 
protest intendmenj: of doing. 

lago, W'hy, how I see there’s mettle in thee ; 
and even, from this instant, do build on thee a bet- 
ter opinion tlian ever before. Give me thy hand, 
Roderigo: Thou hast taken against me *a most 
just exception ; hut yet, I protest^ I have dealt 
most directly in thy affair. 

'It hath not appeared. 

lago. I grant, indeed, it hath not appeared ; and 
your suspicion is not without wit and judgment. 
But, Roderigo, if tllon hast that within thee indeed, 
which I have gr(»ater reason to'’ believe now than 
ever, — I mean, purpose, courgge, and valour, — 
this night show it : if 'thou the next night following 
enjoyest not Desdemona, take me from this wor^d 
with treachery, and devise engines for my life. 

Rod. Well, what is it ? is it within reason, and 
compass ? « 

lago. Sir, there is especial commission come 
from Venice, to depute Cassio in Othello’s place. 

Rod. Is that true ? why^ then Othello and Des- 
clemona return again to Venice. 

Jago. 0, no ; he goes, info Mauritania, and takes 


away with Mm the fair Desdemona, unless his abode 
be lingered here by some accident ; ^herein none 
can be so determinate, as the removing of Cassio. 
Rod. How do you mean^ — removing of him ? 
lago. Why, by making him uncapable of 
Othello’s place ; knocking out his brains. 

Rod. And that you would have me do ? 
lago. Ay ; if you dare do yourself a profit, and 
aright. He sups to-night with a harlot, and Chi - 
ther will I go to him ; he knows not yet of his 
honourable fortune: if you will wat^n^^s going 
thence, (which I will fashion to fad between 
twelve and one,) you may take him at your pleasure : 
I will be near to second your attempt, and he shall 
fall between us. Come, stand not amazed at it, 
but go along with me; I will show you such a 
necessity in his death, tl^, at you shall think yourself 
bound to put it on him. It is now high supper- 
time, and the night grows to -waste : about it. 

Rod. I will hear further reason for this. 
lago. And you shall be satisfied. ^ lExmnt. 


SCENE ITT . — Another Room in the Ca&ile. 


Enter Othkllo, Lonovreo, BESDEMONA«EMrLiA, a7id 
Attendants. 


Lod. I do beseech you, sir, trouble yourself no 
further. 

Otk. O. pardon me; ’twill do me good towMk. 
Lod. Madam, good night ; I humbly thank your 
ladyship. 

Des. Your honour is most welcome. 

0th. Will you walk, sir — 

O, — Desdemona, 

Der. ^ My lord ? ■ 

0th. Get,»you to bed on the instant; I will be 
returned forthwith : dismiss your attendant there ; 
look, it be done. 

Des. I will, my lord. 

{_Exennt Otheli.o, Lodovico, and Attendantsv 
'Emil. How goes it now ? he looks gentler than 
he did. 

Des. He says, he wiU return incontinent ; 

He hath commanded me to go to bed, 

And bade me to dismiss you. 

Emil. Dismiss I el 

Des. It was his bidding ; therefore, good Emilia, 
Give me my nightly wearing, and adieu : 

We must not now displease him. 

Emil. I would you had never seen him ! 

Bcs. So -would not I ; my love do©^Q approve 
him, 4 

That even his stubbornness, his checks j^aiid frowns, 
Pr’ythee, unpin me, — have grace and favour in them. 
Emil. I have laid those sheets yojiJ^de me on 
the bed. 

Des. All’s one Good father ! how foolish are 
our minds !— 

If I do die before thee, pr’ythee, shroud me 
In one of those same sheets. 

Emil. Come, come, you talk. 

Des. My mother had a maid call’d — Barbara; 
She -was in love ; and he, she lov’d, prov’d mad, 
And did forsake her : she had a song of — willow, 
An old thing ’twas, but it express’d her fortune, 
And she died singing it : That song, to-night, 

Will not go from my mind ; I have much to do, 
But to go hang my head all at one side, 

And sing it, like poor Barbara, Pr’ythee, despatch. 



OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


feCENE I. 


I Mm%l. Tile world is ahuge thiiiff; ’Tis j 
For a small vice. 

• Bes. Good troth, I thlak thou would's 
EmiL my troth, I think I should 
undo t, when I had done. Many, f would j 
such a thing for a joint-ring ; nor for measn 
lawn ; nor for gowns, petticoats, »or caps, m 
petty exhibition : but, for the whole world, — 
who would not make her husband a cuckd 
make him a monarch? I should venture n 
tory for’t, » ^ 

Bes, Beshrew me, if I would do such a v 
for the whole world. 

EmiL Wiy, the wrong is but a wrong 


Mnm. j^naii i go tetcn your night-gown?. 

No, unpin me here. 
This Lodovico is a proper man. 

EmiL A very handsome man. 

And he speaks well. 
EmiL I know a lady in Venice, who would have 
walked barefoot to Falestine, for a touch of his 
nether lip. '■ 


"i^hij^^soursa.t sighing by a s3''oamore tree, 

green wiijow ; ISinging. 

Eer hand on her bosom, her hand on her knee, 
rfing willow, willow, willow : 

The fresh sS*eams ran by her, ajnd murmur’d her moans ; 

, . ' ' Sing willow, &c. 

Her salt tears fell from her, and soften’d the stones ; 


Emil. Yes, a dozen ; and as many * [for. 
To the vantage, as would store the world theyplay’d 
But, 1 do think, it is their husbands' faults, 

If wives do fall : Say, that they slack their duties, 
And pour out treasures inft foreign laps ; 


lec noDoay Diame mm, his scorn I approve 

%, that's not next. Hark ! who is'it that knocks ; 
Emil It is the wind. 

Bes. I call’d my^ove, false love ; hut what said he then? 


Sing willow, &c. 

If I court mo women, you’ll couch with 


Bes. I have heard it said so.~0, these men, 
These men ! — 

Dost thou in conscience think, — ^teU me, Emilia,-— 
That there be women do abuse their husbands 
In such ^ross kind ? ’ ^ * 

Emil. There be some such, no «!^uestion. 

Des. Would'st thou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 

Emil. Why, would not you ? 

No, by this heavenly light 1 
EmiL Nor I neither by this heavenly light ; 

I might do’t as well i’the dark. 

Would'st thou do such a deed for all the 
world ? 


. I.— SireeL 

Enter Iago awd RoDBEroG. 

I ago. Her^, stand behind this bulk ; straight 
will he come : 

Wear thy'p’t^T^rapier bare, and put it home ; 
Quick, quick ; fear nothing ; I'll be at thy elbow ; 
It makes us, or it mars us ; think on that, 

And fix most firm thy resolution. 

Rod. Be near at hand ; I may miscarry in't. 
/ago. Here, at thy hand ; be bold, and take thy 
sword. lEetircs to a Uttle distance. 

Rod. I have no great devotion to the deed ; 

And yet he has given me satisfying reasons 
'Tis but a man gone forth, my sword ; he dies. 

[Goes to Ms stand. 

lago. I have^rubb'd this young quat almost to 
the sense, 

And he grows ang%y. Now whether he kill Cassio, 
Or Cassio Mm, or each do kill the other, 
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OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


Cas. I am maim'd for ever : Help, hp! murder ! 
murder 1 [luUls, 

Enter Othello, at a distance. 

0th. The voice "of Cassio : — lago his 

Rod. O, vilTdin that I am ! [wo- 

Hark ! 'tis even so. 
Cas. 0, help I ho ! light ! a surgeon ! 

0th. Tis he O brave lago, honest, and just, 
That hast such noble ffense of thy friend’s wrong ! 
Thou teachest me, — Minion, your dear lies dead, 
And your fate-hies apace Strumpet, I come : 
Forth of my heart those charms, thine eyes, are 
blotted ; 

Thy bed lust-stain'd, shall with lust’s blood be 
spotted. Othello, 

Enter Lodovico and Gratiano, at a distance. 

Cas. What, ho! no watch? no passage? murder"! 

murder 1 * * . 

Gra. 'Tis"some mischance; the cry is very direful. 
Cas. 0, help ! I 

* Lod. Hark I i 

Rod, ^ ^ wretched villain ! i 

Lod. Two or three groans ; — it is a heavy night : 
These may be counterfeits ; let's think't unsafe 
To come in to the cry, without more help. 

Rod. Nobody come ? then shall I bleed to death. 
Enter Iaoo, with a light. 

.^Lod. Hark! 

Gra, Here's one comes in his shirt, with light 
and weapons.^ 

lago. Who's there ? whose noise is this, that 
Lod, We do Fot know. [cries on murder ? 
lago. Hid you not hear a cry ? 

Cas. Here, here ; for heaven's sake, help me. 
lago. What's the matter ? 

Gra. This is Othello's ancient, as I take it. 

Lod. The same, indeed ; a very valiant fellow. 
lago. What are you here, that cry so grievously ? 
fas. lago ? 0, I am spoil' d, undone by villains ! 
Give me some help. [this ? 

Jag^). O^me, lieutenant 1 what villains have done 
Cas. I think, that one of them is hereabout, 

And cannot make away. ^ 

lago. O treacherous villains ! — 

What are you there ? come in, and give some help. 

ITo ‘Lonovico and Gratiano. 
Rod. O, h&lp me here I 
Cota. “^That's one of them. 
lago^ O murderous slave 1 O villain I 

flAGo stabs Roderigo. 

Rod. O damn’d lago ! O inWman dog ! — 

0 ! O 10 I 

lago. Kill men i’the dark! — ^Where be these 
" bloody thieves ? 

How silent is this town I Ho 1 murder ! murder ! 
What may you he ? are you of good, or evil ? 

Lod. As you shall prove us, praise us. 

Iqgo. Sigrdor Lodovico ? 

Lod. He, sir, 

lago. I cry you mercy ; Here’s Cassio hurt 

By villains. ^ 

Gra. Cassio? 

lago. How is it, brother ? 

Cm. My leg is cut in two. 
lago. Marry, heaven forbid ! 

Light, gentlemen; I'll bind it with my shirt. 

Enter Bianca. 

Bian. What is the matter, ho ? who is't that 
lago. Who is't that cried ? [cried ? 


Rian. O my dear Cassio ! my sweet Cassio ! 

O Cas?J\o ! Cassio ! Cassio ! 

lago. O notable strumpet! — Cassio, may you 
suspect 

Wlio they should be, that liave thus mangled you ? 
Cas. No. 

Gra. 1 am sorry, to finsl you thus : I have been 
to seek you. 

lago. Lend me a garter : So. — 0, for a c]j?dr, 
To bear him easily hence I ^ 

Blan. Alas, lie faints : — O Cassio ! 

Cassio! • * ^ ^ 

I ago. Gentlemen all, I do suspect this trash 
To be a parly in this injury. — 
l^dicnce a while, good Cassio. —Come, come ; 
Lend me a light. — Know we this face, or no ? 

Alas ! my friend, and my dear countryman, 
Roderigo ? no : — Yes, sure ; O lieaveu ! Roderigo, 
Gra. What, of Venice ? 

Jago. Even he, sir ; did you know’- him ? 

Gra. dvnow him ? ay, 

lago. Signior Gratiano ? I cry you g(mtle 
pardon ; 

These bloody accidents must excuse ray manners, 
That so neglected you. 

Gra. I am ghuEto see you. 

lago. How do you, Cassio ? — O, a chair, a chair ! 
Gra. Roderigo ! 

lago. He, he, 'tis he : — O, that's well said ; — 

I the chair ; — [■ri chair brought in. 

Some good man bear him carefully from hence ; 

ITl fetch the general’s surgeon. — For you, mistress, 

{To Bianca. 

Save you your labour. — He that lies slain here, 
^ Cassio, 

Was my dearfriend :^What malice wnis between you ? 
Cas. None in the world; nor do I know the man. 
lago. [To Bian.] W^hat, look you pale?— 0, 
bear him out o’the air. — 

[Cassio and Eon. are borne off. 

, Stay you, good gentlemen — Look you pale, mis- 
tress ? 

Do you perceive the gastness of her eye ? — 

Nay, if you stare, we shall hear more anon : — 
Behold her well; I pray you, look upon her ; 

Do you see, gentlemen ? nay, guiltiness will speak, 
Though tongues were out of use. 

Enter Emilia. 

Ernil. 'Las, what's the matter ; what's the 
matter, husband? 

lago. Cassio hath here been set on In the dark, 
By Roderigo, and fellows that arcfSCdp'd ; 

He's almost slain, and Roderigo dead. ,, 

Emil. Alas, good gentleman ! a.las.-tgood Cassio ! 
lago. This is the fruit of whoring. — Pr'ytliee, 
Emilia, 

Go know of Cassio where he supp'a to-night : — 
What, do you shake at that ? 

Bian. He supp'd at my house ; but I therefore 
shake not. 

lago. O, did he so ? I charge you, go with me. 
Emil. Fye, fye upon thee, strumpet ! 

Bian. I am no strumpet : hut of life as honest, 
As you that thus abuse me. 

Emil. As I ? fob I fye upon thee 

lago. Kind gentlemen, let’s go see poor Cassio 
dress'd : — 

Come, mistress; you must tell us another tale. — 
Emilia, run you to the citadel, a 
j And tell my lord and lady what has happ'd.— 







OTHELLO, THE MOOE OF VENICE. 


SCENE n. 


Will you go on, I pray ! This is the night, [AsMe^ 
That either makes me, or fordoes me quite. 


Oth. . Sweet soul, take heed, 

Take heedf>f perjury : thou’rt on thy death-bed. 

JOes, Ay, but not yet, to die. 

* Olh. ^ Yes, presently: 

Therefore* confess thee freely o?* thy sin ; 

For to deTiy each article with oath, 

Cannot remove, nor choke, the strong conception, 
That I do groan withal. Thou aft to die. 

Des. Then, Lord have mercy on me ! 

* I say, amen. 

Des. And have you mercy too ! — I never did 
Offend you in my life ; never lov’d Cassio, 

But with such general warranty of heaven 
As I might love : I never gave him token. 

Olh. ^By,heaven, I saw my handkerchief in Ms 
hand. 

0 perjur’d woman! thou dost stone myheart, 

And mak’stme call, what I intend to do,— 

A murcTer, which I thought a sacrifice; 

1 saw the handkerchief. 

Des. He found it then ! 

I never gave it him : — Send for him hither, 

And let him confess a tru^i. ^ . 

Oth, He hath confess’d. 

Des, What, my lord ? 

Oth. That he hath us’d thee- 

Des. How.? unlawfully? 

Oth. Ay. 

Des. He’ll not say so. 

Oth. No, his mouth is stopp’S ; 

Honest lago hath ta’en or(Mr for’t. 

Des. My fear interprets then, — ^What, is he dead ? 
Oth. Had all his hairs been %es, my great re- 
Had stomach for them all. [venge 

Des. Alas ! he is betrayed, and I undone. 

Oth. Out, strumpet 1 Weep’st thou for him to 
my face ? 

Des- O, banish me, my lord, but kill me not. 
Oth. Down, strumpet I 

Des. Kill me to-morrow, let me live to-night. 
Oth. Nay, if you strive— — • ‘ 

Des. But half an how. ^ 

Oth. Being done, 

There is no paifte. 

Des. • But while I say one prayer. 

Gth. It is too late. IJSe smothej's her, 

Emil, My lord, my lord! what ho ! 

my lord, my lord • ^ 

OfE. What noise is this? — Not uead t not yet 
I, that am cruel, am yet merciful ; [quite dead?. 

I would not have thee linger in thy pain.-^- 
So, so. 

Emil. [ Within.] What ho, my ford ! my lord ! 
Oth. Who’s there ? i 

Emil. I Within.] O, good my lord, I would speak , 
a word with you. 

Oth. Yes ’tis Emilia: — -by^and by :— She’s 
5ead. 

’Tis like she comes t<? speak of Cassio’s dea^i ; 

The noise was high.— Jia ! no more moving? 

S.till as the grave. Shall she come in ? W ere’ t good ? 

I thi^k, she stirs again :— No. — ^What’s the best ? 

If she come in,, she’ll sure speak to my wife : I 

My wife ! my wife ! what wife ? — I have no wife : , 
O, insupportable ! O heavy hour ! . i 

Methinks it should be now a huge eclipse i 

Of sun and moon ; and that the affrighted globe 
Should yawn at alteration. 

Emil. [^WUhin.]^: I do beseech you Lmay speak 
O, good my lord ! [with you 


SCENE 11 . — A Bedeliamher : Desoemona in 
bed asleep. A Eight burning. 

Enter Othello. 

0/i^. It is the cause, it is the cause, my soul,— - 
Let me not n^e it to you, you chaste stars ! — 

It is the not shed her blood ; 

Nor scar thaJ^wili ter skin •of hers than snow, 

And smooth'as monumental alabaster. 

• [Takes of his sieord. 

Yet she must die, else she’ll betray more men. 

Put out the light, and then put out the light : 

If I quench thee, thou flami|ig minister, 

1 can again thy former light restore, 

Should I repent me : — but once put out thine, 
Thou cunning’ St pattern of excelling nature, 

I know not wher.§ is that Promethean heat, 

That can thy light relume. When I have pluck’d 
I cannot give it -vital growth again, [thy rose, 
It needs must wither : — I’ll smell it on the tree. — 

[Kissing her. 

0 balmy breath? that dost almost* persuade 
Justice to break her sword ! — One more, onemore. — 
Be thus when thou art dead, and I will kill thee, 
And love thee after : — One more, and this the last : 
So sweet was ne’er so fatal. I must weep, 

But they are cruel tears ; This sorrow’s heavenly ; 
It strikes, where it doth love. — She wakes— 

Des. Who’s there ? Othello f 

Oth. Ay, Desdemona. 

Des. Will you come to-bed, my lord? 

Oth. Have you pray’d to-night, Desdemona? 
Des. Ay«jmy lord. 

Oth. If you bethink yourself of any crime 
Unreconcil’d as yet to heaven and grace, 

•Solicit for it straight. 

Des. Alas, my lord, what may you mean by that ? 
Oth. Well, do it, and be brief ; I will walk by : 

1 would not kill thy unprepared spirit ; 

No,— Heaven forfend. — I would not kill thy soul. 
Des. Talk you of killing ? 

Oth. Ay, I do. 

Des. Then, heaven 

Have mercy on me ! 

Oth. Amen, with all my heart I 

Des,. If you say so, I hope you will not kill me. 
Oth. Humph ! 

Des. And<j^i?[ fear you ; for you are fatal then, 
Wh^n your eyes roU so; Why I should fear, 1 
knqw not, • 

Since gniltiness I know not ; but yet, I feel, I fear. 
Oth. Jij^in k on thy sins. 

Des. They are loves I bear to you, 

Oth. Ay, and for that thou diest. 

Des. That death’s unnatural, that kills for 
loving. — ■ 

Alas, why gnaw you so your nether lip ? 

Some bloody passion shakes your very frame : 
These are portents ; but yet, 1 hope, I hope. 

They do not point on me. 

Oth. Peace, and be still ! 

Des. 1 will so : What’s the matter? 

Oth. That handkerchief, which I so lov’d, and 
Thou gav’st to €assio. [gave thee, 

Des. No, by my life and soul ; 
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0th. I had forgot thee O, come in, Emilia 
Soft— by and by : — Let me the curtains; draw. — 
Where art thou } What’s the matter with thee 
jiO’vv {Unlocks the door. 

r. Enter Emilia. 

Emil. O, good my lord, yonder's foul murder 
OUi. What 1 now ? [done. 

Emil. But now, my l^rd ! 

0th. It is the very |!rror of the moon ; 

She comes more near the earth than she was wont ; 
And m.'ikes men mad. 

Emil. CassTo, my lord, has kill’d a young Ve- 
C ail’d— Ro de ri go . [ne tian , 

0th. Roderigo kill’d ! 

And Cassio kill’d ? c « 

Emil. No, Cassio is not kill’d. 

0th. Not Cassio kill’d Then murder’s out Qtf | 
And sweet revenge grows harsh. ^ [tune, 

Des. O, falsely, falsely murder’d 
Emil. Alas ! what cry is that } 

0th. That ! what ? 

Emil. 0 ut, and alas ! that Was my lady’s voice : — 
Help ! help, '•ho ! help !f-0 lady, speak again ! 
Sweet Besdemona 1 O, sweet mistress, speak! 

Des. A guiltless death I die. 

Emil. O, vrho hath done 

This deed? 

Des. Nobody ; I myself ; farewell : 
(Jommend me to my kind lord ; O, farewell. CI>w. 
0th. Why, how should she he murder’d ? 

Emil. Alas, who knows ? 

0th. You heard her say herself, it was not I. 
Emil. She saichso ; I must needs report the truth. 
0th. She’s, like ali^r, gone to burning hell; 
Twas I that kill’d her. 

Emil. O, the more angel she, 

And you the blacker devil ! 

Ot/i. She turn’d to folly, and she was a whore. 
Emil. Thou dost belie her, and thou art a devil. 
0th. She was false as water. 

Emil. Thou art rash as fire, to say 

That ftJie was false ; O, she was heavenly true ! 

0th. Cassio did tup her : ask thy husband else. 
O, I were damn'd beneath all depfii in hell, 

But that I did proceed upon just grounds 
To this extremity. Thy husband knevjf it all. 

Emil. My husband? 

Oih. Thy Wband. 

Emil. That she was false to wedlock ? 

0th. IT Ay, with Cassio. 

Nay, hadi she been true, 

If heaven would make me such another world 
Of one entire and perfect chrysolite, 

I’d not have sold her for it. : 

EmiL My husband ? 

0th. Ay, ’twas he that told me first : 

An honest manjih is, and hates the slime 
That sticks on filthy deeds. ^ 

EmiL ^ My husband ? 

0th. What needs this iterance, woman ? I say, 
thy husband. , « 

Emil. O mistress, villany hath made mock/» with 
My husband say, that she was false ? [love !— 
Otk. He, woman ; 

I say, thy husband : Dost understand the word ? 

My friend, thy husband ; honest, honest lago. 

Emil. If he say so, may his pernicious soul 
Rot half a grain a day ! he lies to the heart; 

She was tdb fond of her most filthy bargain. 

0th. Hal . 


Emil. Do thy worst ; 

This ^eed of thine is no more worthy heaven, 
Than thou wast worthy her. 

Oih.^ Peace ! you were best. 

Emil. Thou hast not half the pow^’er to do me 
As I have to be hurt. O gull ! O dolt ! [harm, 
As ignorant as dirt-! thou hast done a deed,— 

I care not for thy sword ; I’ll make thee known, 
Though I lost twenty lives Help ! help, oh ?tiielp ! 
The Moor has kiE’d my mistress ; M^'der! murder! 
Enter Montano, Gratiano, 

Mon. Wliat is the mattm-!— Hnw now, general? 
Emil. O, are you come, lago ? ¥ 0 *^ have done 
well, - ^ 

That men must lay their murders on your neck. 
Gra. What is the matter ? 

E^nil. Disprove thk villain, if thoube’st a man: 
He says, thou told’st him that his wife was false : 

I know, thou didst not, thou’rt not such a villain : 
Speak, for my heart is full. 

lago. 1 told him what I thought; and told no 
more 

Than what he found himself was apt and true. 
Emil, But did you ever tell him she was false ? 
lago. I did. - 

EmiL You told a lie ; an odious damned lie ; 
Upon rny soul, a lie ; a wicked lie 
She false with Cassio 1 — Did you say with Cassio ? 
logo. With Cassio, mistress ; Go to, charm your 
tongue. 

Emil. I will not charm my tongue ; 1 am botmd 
to speak ; 

My mistress here lies murder’d in her bed. 

All. O heavens forfend 1 
EhiiL And your reports have set the murder on. 
0th. Nay, stare ?i^ot, masters ; it is true, indeed. 
Gra. ’Tis a strange truth. 

3fon. O monstrous act 1 
Emil. Villany, villany, villany ! — 

I think upon’t, — I think, I smell’t ; — 0 vil- 
lany ! — 

I thought so then ; I’ll kill myself for grief. — 

0 villany, villany 1 

lago. What, are you mad? I charge you, get 
you home. 

EmiL Good gentlemen, let me have leave to 
’Tis proper I obey him, but not now : [speak ; 

Perchance, lago, I will ne’er go home. 

Oih. O! O! 0! {Hanging omr his wife. 

Emil. Nay, lay thee down and roar ; 

For thou hast kill’d the sweetest jnno cent. 

That e’er did lift up eye. 

0th. O, she was foul ! — 

^ {Rising. 

1 scarce did know you, uncle : There lies your 

niece, „ 

Whose breath, indeed, these hands have newly 
stopp’d : 

I know this act shows horrible and grim. 

Gra. Poor Desdemona! I am glad thy father’s 
dead ; 

Thy match was mortal to him, and })rjtre grief 
Shore his old thread in twain : did he live now, 
This sight would make Mm do a desperate turn, 
Yea, curse his better angel from his side, 

And fall to reprobation. 

0th. ’Tis pitiful, but yet lago kjiows, 

That she with Cassio hath the act of shame 
A. thousand times committed : Ctssio confess’d it; 
And she did gratify his amorous works 
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OTHELLO, THE MOOR OF VENICE. 


SCENE 11- 


With that recognizance and pledge of love 
Which I first gave her ; I saw it in his hand^ 

It was a handkerchief, an antique token 
My father gave iny mother. 

EmiL 0 heaven ! O heavenly powers ! 
lo^go. • Come, hold your peace. 

Emil.^ ’Twill out, ’twill out ; — I hold my peace, 
No, I will speak as liberal as the air ; [sir ? no ; 
Let h**iaven, and men, and devils, let them all, 

All, all, cry s|ume against me, yet I’ll speak. 
lago. BH, wse, and get you home. 

Emil. % % \ . u I will not. 

V [Iago offers to stab Ms wife. 

Gra. % ^ Fye! 

Y our sword upon a woman } 

EmiL O thou dull Moor ! that handkerchief thou 
speak’ St of, 

I found by fortune, and did*give my husband ; 

For often with a solemn earnestness, 

(More than, indeed, belong’d to such a trifle,) 

He begg’d of me to steal it. 

Iago. Villanous whore ! 

EmiL She give it Cassio ! no, alas ; I found it, 
And I did give’t my husband. 

Iago. Filth, thou liest. 

EmiL By hea^^en, I do not ; I do not, gentlemen : 
O murderous coxcomb ! what should such a fool 
Do with so good a wife } 

[Iaoo stabs Emilia, then runs out 
0th. Are there no stones in heaven. 

But what serve for the thunder — Precious villain ! 
Gra. The woman falls ; sure he has kill’d his wife. 
EmiL Ay, ay : O, lay me by my mistress’ side ! 

• He’s gone, but his wife’s kill’d. 

Mon. ’Tis a notorious villain. Take you this 
weapon, « 

Which I have here recover’d f!>om the Moor : 

Come, guard the door wnthout ; let him 'hot pass, 
But kill him rather ; I’ll after that same villain, 

For ’tis a damned slave. 

{^Exeunt Montano and Gratiano. 
0th. I am not valiant neither, 

But every puny whipster gets my sword : — 

But why should honour outlive honesty ? 

Let it go all. 

EmU. What did thy song bode, lady ? 

Hark, can’st thou hear me ? I will play the swan. 
And die in music ; — Willow, willow, willow . — 
Moor, she w’-as chaste; she lov’d thee, cruel Moor ; 
So come my soul to bliss, as I speak true ; 

So speaking as I think, I die, — I die. [Die;?. 

0th. I h^e. 4 {,nother weapon in this chamber, 

It is a sword of Spain, the ice-brook’s temper 
0,’*her8 it is: — Uncle, I must come forth. 

Gra. [Within.'] If thod attempt it, it wull cost 
thee dear : 

Thou iJSK n«*|^eapon, and perforce must suffer. 

0th. Look in upon me then, and speak with me, 
Or, naked as I am, I will assault thee. 

Re-enter Gratiano. 

Gra, What is the matter ? 

0th, Behold ! I have a weapon ; 

A better never did itself sustain 
Upon a soldier’s thigh : I have seen the day, 

That with this little arm and this good sword, 

I have made my way through more impediments 
Than twenty times your stop : — But, O vain boast I 
Who ean cont«*oi his fate } ’tis not so now. — . 

Be not afraid though you do see me weapon’d ; 
Here is my journey’s end, here is my butt, 


And very sea-mark of my utmost sail. 

Do you go hack dismay’d ? ’tis a lost fear : 

Man but a rush against Othello’s breast, 

A»ncl he retires Where should Othello go 
Now, how^ost thou look now ? O ill-starr’d wench ! 
Pale as thy smock ! when we shall ifteet at compt, 
This look of thine will hurl my soul from heaven, 
And fiends will snatch at it. Col^ , cold, my girl ? 
Even like th^ chastity. — 

O cursed, cursed slave ! — ^Wkip me, ye devils, 
From the possession of this heavenly sight ! 

Blow me about in winds ! roast me in sulphur ! 

Wash me in steep-down gulfs of liquid fire ! 

O Desdemona ! Desdemona ! dead ? 

Dead.^ O! O! O! 

• • 

Enter Lonovico, Montano, Cassio, carried in a chair, and 
• Officers, loith Iago, prisoner. * 

LodWYh^re is this rash and most* unfortunate 
man ? 

0th. That’s he, that was Othello ; here I am. 
Lod. Where is that viper ? bring the villain forth, 
0th. 1 look down towards his feet ; — but that’s 
a fable : • • • 

If that thou be’st a devil, I cannot kill thee. 

[Othello tvounds Iago. 
Lod, Wrench his sword from him. 

Iago. I bleed, sir ; but not kill’d. 

0th. I am not sorry neither ; I’d have thee 
For, in my sense, ’tis happiness to die. [liv« ; 

Lod. O thou Othello, that wast once so good, 
Fall’n in the practice of a #ursed slave, 

What shall be said to thee ? 

0th. Why, any thing : 

An honourable murderer, you. will ; 

For nought I did in hate, but all in honour. i 

Lod. This wretch hath part confess’d his villany : j 
Did you and he consent in Cassio’s death ? j 

0th. Ay. I 

Cas. Dear general, I never gave you cause. 

0th. I do believe it, and I ask your pardon^ J 
Will you,' I pray you, demand that demi-devil, j 
Why he hath thus ensnar’d my.soul amd ho4y ? I 
Iago. Demajjd me nothing : W'hat you know, | 
yo^ know r 

From this time forth I never will speak word. 

Lod. What ? not to pray ? 

Gra. Torments will ope your lips. 

0th. Well, thou dost best. ^ j 

Lod. Sir, you shall understand what hath befalFn, I 
Which, as I think, you know not: Here*s a letter, ; 
Found in the pocket of the slain Roderigo ; i 

And here, another : the one of th^ imports ! 






OTHELLO, THE xMOOR OF VENICE. 


Cas. There is, besides, in Roderigo’s letter,— 
How he upbraids lago, that he made him 
Brave me upon the watch : whereon it came 
That I was cast : And even but now he spake, 
After long seeming' dead, lago hurt him,^ 
iago set him (?q. 

Lod. You must forsake this room, and go with 
Y'our power andryour command is taken off, [us ; 
And Cassio rules in Cyprus. For this slave, — 

If there be any cunnifig cruelty, 

Than can torment him much, and hold him long, 

It shall be his-; You shall close prisoner rest, 

Till that the nature of your fault be known 
To the Venetian state Come, bring him away. 

Oih. Soft ybu ; a word or two, before ypii go. 

I have done the state some service, and they know it ; 
No more cd' that ; — I pray you, in your letters. 
When you shall these unlucky deeds relate, 

Speak of me“ as I am ; nothing extenmite, ^ 

Nor set down aught in malice : then must you speak 
Of one, that lov’d not wisely, but too well ; 

Of one, not easily jealous, but, being wrought, 
Perplex’d in the extreme ; of one, whose hand, 
Like the base J udean, tnrew a pearl away, 

Richer than all his tribe ; of one, whose subdu' d eyes 
Albeit unused to the melting mood, 


Drop tears as fast as the Arabian trees 
Theirroiedichial gum : Set you down tiiis : 

And say, besides, — that in Aleppo once, 

Wliere a malignant and a turban’d Turk 
Beat a Venetian, and traduc’d the state, 

I took by the throat the circumcised dog, 

And smote him — thus. IBtabs Mmsel/. 

Lod. O bloody period ! 

Cra. All, that’s spoke, is nfhrr’d. 

0th. 1 kiss’d thee, ere I kill’d th^e No way- 
hut this , IFcilUng 

Killing myself, to die upt)!! a kissf ^ 

Cas. This did I fear, hut thought he had no 
For he was great of heart. ** [weapon ; 

^ O Spartan dog, 

More fell than anguish, hunger, or the sea ! 

I.ook on the tragic loading of this bed ; [To Iago. 
This is thy work : the object poisons sight 
Let it be hid — Gratiano, keep the house, 

And seize upon the fortunes of the Moor, 

Por they succeed to you. — To yop,, lord governor, 
Remains the censure of this hellish villain ; 

The time, the place, the torture,— 0 enforce it ! 
Myself will straight aboard ; and, to the state, 
This heavy act with heavy heart relate. i£:xe^mt. 





Anthropopliaginian, acanntbal , 
Antick^ the fool of the old farces 
Antiquity y old age 
Antres, caves and dens 
Appareyit, seemingy no.t real, heir ap- 
parent, or next claimant 
Appeal, to accuse 
Appeared, rendered apparent 
Apply, to attend to, consider 
Appointment, preparation 
Apprehension, opinion 
Apprehensive, quick to understand 
Approbation, entry on probation 
Approof, proof, approbation 
Approve, to justify, to make good, to 
establish, to recommend to approba- 
tion 

Approved, ieli, experienced, convicted 
by proof 

Appr overs, ^Gvmns who try 
Aqua-vit(s, brandy, eau-de-vie 
Arl^ate, to determine 
Arch, chief 
Argentine, silvery 
Argier, Algiers 

Argosies, ships of great burthen, gal- 
leons 

Argument, subject for conversation, 
evidence, proof « 

Arm, to take up in the arms ^ 
Aroint, avaunt, begone 
A-roui, successively, one after qpothcr 
Art, practice as distinguished from 
theory, theory 

Articulate, to enter into articles 
Articulated, exhibited m articles 
Artificial, ingenious, artful 
As, as if 

Aspect, countenance 
Aspersion, sprinkling 
Assay, test , 

Assinego, a ho-ass • 

Assurance, conveyance or deed 
Assured, aiRanced 
Astringer, a falconer * 

Ales, instigation from Ate, the mis- 
chievous goddess that incites blood- 
shed 

Atomies, minute ;^articles discernible 
in a stream of sunsMne that breaks 
into a darkened room, atoms 
Atone, to reconcile 
Attasked, reprehended, corrected 
Attended, waited for 
Attent, attentive 
Attorney, deputation 
Attorneyship, the discretional agency 
of another 


I Attornied, supplied bj^ substitution of 
I embassies • • 

Attributive, that which attributes or 
gives 

Avaunt, contemptuous dismission * 
Averring, confirming. 

Audacious, spirited, animated 
Audrey, a corruption of Etheldreda 
Augurs, auguries or prognostications 
Aukward, adverse 

Authentic, an epithet applied to the 
learned 

Awful, reverend, worshipful ^ 
Awless, not produciug awe 


ABATE, to depress, sink, subdue 
ABC-book, a catechism 
Abjects, servile persons 
Able, to qualify or uphold 
Abortive, issuing before its time 
Absolute, highly accomplished, perfect 
Abused, deceived 
Aby, to pay retribution for 
Abysm, abyss 
Accuse, accusation 
Achieve, to obtain 
Acquittance, requital 
Action, direction by mute signs, charge 
or accusation 
Action-taking, litigious 
^ Additions, titles or descriptions 
' Address, to make ready 
Addressed, or addrest, ready 
Advance, to prefer, to raise to honour 
Adversity, contrariety ^ 

Advertisement, admonition 
; Advertising, attentive 
Advice, consideration, discretion, 

I thought 

' Advise, to consider, recollect 
Advised, not precipitant, cool, cau- 
i tious 
I A/eurd, afraid 
I Affect, love 

; Affection, affectation, imwagination, dis- 
j , position, quality 
; AffcctionM, affected 
Affections, passions, inordinate de- 
sires 

Affeered, confirmed 
Afiied, betrothed 
Affm^, joinwd fliy affinity 
Affront, to meet or face 
Affy, to betroth in marriage 
Aglet-baby, a diminutive being 
Agnize, acknowledge, confess 
A-godS^'m. earnest 
Aiery, the nest of an eagle or hawk 
Aim, guess, encouragement, suspicion 
Alder -liefest, most clear of all things 
i Ale, a merry meeting 
! Allow, to approve 
! Alloxcance, approbation 
Amaze, to perplex or confuse 
Ames-ace, the lowest chance of the 
dice 

Amort, sunk and dispirited 
An, as if 
Anchor, anchoret 
Ancient, an eifsign 
Anight, in the ^ight 
i Answer,, retalLition 


Baccare, stand Ijpek, give place 
Bate, misety, calamity 
Batfful, llanefui 
Balked, bathed or piled up 
Balm, the oil of consecration 
Band, bond 

Bandog, village dog or mastiff 
Bank, to sail along the banks 
Banning, cursing 

Banquet, a slight refection, a dissert 
Bans, curses 
Bar, harrier • * 

Barbed, caparisoned 
manner 
Barful, full of impediments 
Barm, yeast 
Barn, or bairn, a child 
Barnacle, a kind Q^shell-fish 
Base, dishonoured ' • 

Base, a rustic game, called prison-base 
Bases, a kind of di-ess u3td by knights 
on horseback 

Basilisks, a species of cannon 
Basta, Spanish, ’tis enough 
Bastard, raisin wine 
Bat, a club or itaff * 

Bate, strife, contention 
Bate, to flutter as a hawk 
Batlet, an instruSnent used by washers 
bf clothes • 

Batten, to grow fat * 

BUtttle, army 
Bavin, brushwood 
JBawcoeft, a joUy cock 
Bay, the spacehetween the main beams 
of a roof 

Bay-Window, bow window, one in a 
recess ■ 

Beak, the forecastle, or the boltsprit 
Beard, to oppose in a hostile manner, 
to set at defiance 
Bearing, carriage, demeanour 


in a warlike 



Caddis, a narrow worsted galloon 

Cade, a barrel 

Cadent, falling 

Cage, a prison 

Cain-coloured, yellow 

Caitif, a prisoner, a slave, a scoundrel 

Calculate, to foretell or propliesy 

CaUver, fi species of musket 

Call, to viSit 

Callel, a lewd woman 

Galling, p.ppellation 

CuZm, qualm 

Canary, a sprightly nimble dance 
Candle^oaisters, those who sit up all 
night to drink 
Canker, the dog-rose 
Canstick, candEjstick 
Cantel, or Cantle, a i)iece of any 
thing 

Cantons, cantos 
Canvas, to sift 

Canvas-climher, a sailor who climbs to 
adjust the sails 
Gap, the top, the principal 
Cap, to salute by taking off the cap 


GLOSSARY. 


Bearing-cloth, a mantle used at christ- 
enings 

Beat, in falconry, to flutter 

Beating, hammering, dwelling upon 

Beaver, helmet in general 

Beck, a salutation made with the head 

Be corned, becoming 

Beetle, to bang over the base 

Being, abode 

Belovigings, endowments 

JBe-tnete, be-measure 

Be-moiled, be-draggled, be-hiired 

Bending, unequal to the weight 

Be^iejit, beneficiaiw 

Bent, the utmost degree of any passion 
Benumbed, inflexible, immoveablo 
Beslirew, curse ^ 

Best, bravest 

Bestowed, left, stowed, or lodged 
Bestraught, distraught or distracted 
Betecm, to give,^to pour out, to permit 
or suffer 

'‘Bewray, hetray; discover 
Bezonian, a term of reproach 
Bid, to invite, to pray 
Biding, place, abiding 
Bigging, a kind fvf43ap 
Bilberry, the wortleberry 
Bilbo, a Spanish blade of peculiar ex- 
cellence 

Bilboes, a species of fetters 
Bill, a weapon carried by watchmen, 
a label, or advertisement, articles of 
accusation 
Bisson, blind 

Blank, the white mark at which an 
arrow is shot 
Blast, burst ^ 

Blear, to deceive 
Blench, to start off '' 

Blent, blended, mixed 
Blind-worm, the slow-wonn 
Blistered, puffed out like blisters 
Blood, ancestry, high spirits, true 
metal, passions, natural propensities' 
Blood-hoUered, daubed with blood 
3k)M>w, “^puffed or swollen 
Blows, swells 
Blunt, stu'pid, iiisensible'' 

^oard, to accost, to address 
‘Bobb, to trick, to make a fool of 
Bird-bolt, a species of arrow 
Bodged, boggled, made bungling work 
Bodkin, a small dagger . 

Bold, confident, to^mbolden 
Boldness, coirMence 
Bolted, sifted, refined 
Bolting-lmUiC tliQ receptacle in which 
the meal is bolted 
Bombard, or bumbar/i, a barrel 
Bombast, the stuffing of clothes 
Bona-7'obas, strumpets 
Bo7id, bounden duty ^ 

Bony, or bonny, hand8ome,good-looking 
Book, paper of conditioffs 
Boot, profit, advantage, something over 
and above - '' 

Bore, demeaned 

Bore, the caliber of a gim, the capacity 
of the barrel 
Bores, stabs or wounds 
Basky, woody 
Bosom, wish, heart’s desire 
Bots, worms in the stomach of a horse 
Bourn, boundary, rivulet 
Bow, yoke 

Brace, armour for the arm, state of 
defence 

Brack, a species’^of hound 


Bfaid, crafty or deceitful 

Brake, a thicket, furze-bush 

Bravl, to make fine or splen®id 

Bravery, sho^vy dress 

Braid, a kind of (lance 

Breach ^ of sea, breaking of the sea 

Breast, voice, surface 

Breath, breathing, voice 

Bi'cathe, to utter 

Breached, inured by constant practice 
Breathing, complimentary 
Breeched, sl^catlied 

Breeching, fiable to school-boy pimish- 
ment 

Bridal, the nuptial feast 
Brief, a short account, letter, or enu- 
meration 

Bringf to sttend or accompany 
Brize, the gad, or horse-fly 
Broached, spittcd,„,traii.sfixcd 
Brock, a b|j,dger 
Brokx, to deal with a pander 
Broken, toothless 

Broker, a matchmaker, a proeui'ess or 
pimp 

Bi'ooch, an ornamental buckle 
Broached, adorned as wStli a brooch 
Brotherhoods, confraternities or cor- 
porations 
Brow, height 

Brownist, the name of a sect 
Bruit, noise, report 
Bruited, I’eported with clamour 
Brush, detrition, deeny 
Buckle, to bend, to yield to pressure 
Blips, bugbears, terrors 
Bulk, the body 
Bumhard. See Bombard 
Bunting, a bird outwardly like a sky- 
lark 

Burgonet, a kind of helmet^ 

Burst, broken 

Bury, to conceal, to keep secret ^ 
Bush, the sign of a public-house 
Busky, woody. See Bosky 
But, only, unless, except 
Butt-shaft, an arrow to shoot at butts 
with 

Buxom, obedient, under good com- 
mand 

JB;/, aeeording to, by means of 
By'rlakin, by our lady kin or little lady 


Capable, T)erceptible, mtelligent, quick 
of apprehension, ample, capacious 
Capiiulaie, to make head 
Capon, uietjqdior for a letter 
Capriclaas, lascivious 
Captious, enpacious or recipient 
Carack, a shi[) of greet bulk 
Gai'honadned, scotched like meat for 
the gridiron 

Card, porliaps a sea -chart 
Care, to -.makG provision, to take^are 
Care, inclination m 

Careires, the motion gf a h(^se 
tiecklace of clSin 
Carl, clown or husbandni/!! 

Carlot, peasant ' m 

Carren, a critic 

Carpet-consideration, on a carpet, a 
festivity 

Carrimy,, import 
Carried, conducted or managed 
Carry, to prev::iil over 
Cart, a chariot 

Case, contemptiiouslv^for skin, outside- 
garb 

Case, to strip naked 
Casques, helmets 
Cassock, a horseman’s great coat 
Cast, to empty, as a pond, to dismiss 
or reject 

Cast, cast up, reckoned 
CasUUan, an opprobrious term 
Castilumo vulgo, a cant term of con- 
tempt 

Cutomw, some kind of sharper 
Catling, a small lute-string made of 
catgut 

Cavaleroes, airy, gay fellows 
Caviare, a delicacy made of the roe of 
sturgeon 

Cautelous, insidious, cautious 
(Jt'aix**; decease, die, to stop 
6’cWtVW'rc,. judgment, opinion 
Censure, to judge 
Censured, sentenced, estimated 
Centuries, companies of an hmidrocl 
men each 

Ceremonies, honorary ornaments, 
tokens of respect 
Ceremonious, superstitious 
Certes, certainly, in truth 
Cess, measure 
Chace, a term at tennis 
Chair, throne 

Chamber, ancient name for London 
Chamber, a species of great gun 
Chambei'CTs, men of intrigue 
Gham%min, an open country 
Chance, fortune 

Am//, a child changed 
^kennel ^ 

Character, description, hand- writing 
Character, to write, to infix stronglj" 
Charactery, the mattejjf^ith.'ndihfii 
letters are made 
Chares, task-work 
Charge, to put to expense 
Charge, commission, employment 
Charge-house, the frco-schooi 
Chariest, most cautious 
Chariness, caution 
Charitable,, dair, endearing 
Charles' s-wain, the ccnstellatlon called 
the Bear 

Charneco, a sort of sweet wine 
Charter, a privilege ^ 

Chaudron, entrails 

Cheater, escheator, as?' officer in lije 
exchequer ; a gamester 



GLOSSARY. 


(7omJWOc?'%, interest, profit • 
Commonly, a comedy 
Compact, made up of * 

Companion, fellow 
Company, companfon 
Comparative, a dealer in coinf)arisons 
Compare, comparison 
Compassed, round 
Compassionate, plaintive 
Competitors, confederates or asaaeeiates 
Complements, accomplishments 
Complexion, humour I 
Comply, to compliment 
Compose, to come to a composition 
Composition, contract or bargain, con- 
sistency, concordancy 
Composture, composition, compost 
Comptible, submissive • • 

Con, to know 

Conceit, fanciful canception, thought 
Concent, connected harmo^ in general 
Conclusion, determination, I'esokition 
Conclusions, experiments 
Concupy, concupiscence 
Condition, temper, character, qualities, 
vocations or inclinations 
Condolement, sorrow 
Conduct, conductor 
Coney-catched, cheated 
Coney -catcher, a cheat, or sharper 
Confession, profession 
Conject, conjecture 
I Conjecture, suspicion 
Confound, to destroy, to expend, to 
consume 

Confounded, worn or wasted 
Consent, to agree 
Consent, conspiracy, 
united voice 
Co7isigned ^sealed 
Consist, to stand upon 
Con&ort, company 
Consort, to keep company with 
Constancy, consistency, stability 
Constant, firm, determined 
Constantly, certainly, without fluctua- 
tion 

Contemptible, contemptuous 
Continent, the thing which contains 
Comments, banks of rivers • 

Contmuate, miinterrupted • 
ConU'action, marriage contract 
different • 

Co7itrive, to spend and wear out 
Control, to confute 
Convc7it, to serve or agree 
Co7ivcnted, cited, summoned 
Co7iversatio7i, familiar 
conduct, behaviour 
Convc7'se, interchange 
Co7ivcrsio7i, change of condition 
Conveidite, convert 

Co7ivey, to perform sleight of hand, to 
manage artfully 
Conveyance, theft, fraud % 

Convince, to overpower, subdue, 
viet 

Co7iviefed, overpowered, baffled 
Convive, to feast , 

Cope, to encounter, to engage 
Cope, covering 

Copped, rising to a cop, or head 
Copy, theme 
Cor agio, an exclamation of encourage- 
.ment . 

Corinthia7i, a weneher 
Corky, dry, withered, husky 
Corners, by-places 
CoTolla^'y, surplus 


I Cou7it, to make account, to reckor 
upon * 

Count Collect , a specious nobleman 
Countenance, false appearance, hypo- 
crisy 

Counterfeit, a likefiess, a portrait 
Counte7'points, counterpanes 
County, coimt, earl 
‘Cower, to sink by lending the hams 
Cowl-stajf^ staff for carrying a large 
tub 

Coy, to soothe or strokd 
Coyed, condescendedjanwillingjy 
Coystiril, a coward cock, a mean or 
drunken fellow * * 

Cozier, a tailor or botcher 
Crab, a wild apple 
Crack, dissolution 
Crack, boy, or ekiM, a boy-child 
Cra7iks, windings 
Crants, chants 
Crare, a small trading vessel 
Craven, a degenerate, dispirited cock 
Craven, mean, cowardly, to make 
cowardly 

Create, compounded, or made u;^ 
Credent, creditable, credible 
Credit, •bcoimt, information, credulity 
Credit, a great light set upon a bea- 
wiU, assent, j con • 

Cj'essive, increasing 
Crest, tim top,*the height 
Crestless, those who have no right 
to arms 

Crisp, curling, winding, curled, bent, 
hollow 
C7'itic, cynie 
C7'itical, censorious 
Cmie, an old worn-out woman 
C7'osses, money stamped wilJi a cross 
C7'ow, to exult over 

C7'Ow-keeper, a scare-crow • 

C7'Own, to conclude 
Cro7V7ied, dignified, adorned * 
Crow7iet, last purpose j 

Jry, a troop or pack 
Cue, in stage cantt last words of the 
preceding speech 
Classes, armour for the ^lighs 
intercourse, | Cullion, a despicable fellow 

Cunni7ig, sagacity, knowledge 
C'wr&, to bend or<lruckle 
Curiosity, finical delicacy, scrupulous- 
ness or eaptiousness , 

Crious, scrupmous 
Curled, ostentatiously dressed 
Currents, occui'^uences 

eon- I Cursed, under the influence of male- t 
diction • *, I 

C^rst, petulant, crabbed, shrewish or 
mischievous, severe, harsh, vehe- 
mently angry # 

Gurstness, ill-humour 

a cur of little value 
Cwriaif, a docked horse 
Gurtle-ax, or oMfZace, a brdad-sword 
Custard-coffin, the crust of a euetard 
or pie > ' ; 

Customer, a common woman 
(Twf, ahorse • j 

Cyprus, a tiansparent stuff I 


Civil, human creature, any thing 
human 

Clack-dish, a be^gar’s-dish • 

Claio, to flatter 

Clear, pure, blameless, innocent, quite, 
fully, perfectly 

Clearest, purest, freest from evil 
Clear-story, a species of windows in a 
church 

Cleave, to unite with closely 
Clerkly, like a scholar 
Cliffi, a key in music 

to shrink or shrivel up 
Clinquant, glittering, shining 
Clip, to embrace, to infold ^ 
Closely, secretly, privately 
Clout, the white mark at which archers 
take aim 

Clown, a licensed jester in families 
Clubs, a popular cry on a street- 
quarrel 

Clutched, grasped 

one who draws with a 


Coach-fellow, 
confedei’ate 
Coasti7ig, conciliatory, inviting 
Cdbloaf, a crusty, imeven loaf 
Cock, coelf-boat 
Cockle, a weed 

Cockled, inshelled like a cockle 
Cock -shu t-ti m e , twilight 
Codlmg, anciently an immature apple 
Coffin, the ^vh^'- of a raised pie 
Cog; to falsify, to lie, to defraud 
^gniza7ice, the badge or token 
Cuigne, Conner * 

Coil, bustle, stir 

CoUcqi^to assemble by observation 
CoUectio7i, C 0 i%llary, consequence 
CoUied, black, smutted with coal 
Collier, formerly a term of the highest 
reproach 
Colour, pretence 
Colourable, sjiecious 
Colours, appearances, deceits 
Colt, to fool, to trick 
i Go-7nart, a joint bargain 
Combmate, betrothed 
Combine, to bind 
Combined, bound by agreement 
; €o7nforiing, aiding 
, CcTTimence, to give a beginning 
I Commended, eoftimitted 
I Conanission, authority, power 








GLOSSARY. 


Bniperp, dominion , sovereign command 
Em/ulation , rivalry, envy, factions con- 
tention 

Emulous, jealous of higher authority 
Encavc, to hide 

Enfeoff, to invest with possession 
Engine, instriiment of war, military 
machine, the rack 
Engross, to fatten, to pamper 
Engrossfnents, accumulations 
Enkindle, to stimulate ^ 

Enmew, to coop up 

to protect as wrai aren't 
Ens earned, greasy 0^ W- 

Ensliield, shielded ^ 

Entertain, to retain in ser’^ejir 
Enterta/inment, the pay of an army, 
admission to office 

Enireatmeuis, the objects of entreaty 
En vg, hatred or malice 
Ephesian, a cant term for a toi)er 
Equipage, stolen goods 
Erewhilc, just now 
Erring, wandering 
Escoted, paid 

Esil, a river so called, or vinegar 
Esperance, the motto of the Percy 
family 

Espials, spies 
Essential, existent, rcaf 
lilsllmate, price 
Estima t ion , con j cetiire 
Eterne, eternal 

Even, calm, eciuahlo, temperate, equal, 
fellow 

Even, to act up to 
Examined, questioned, doubted 
Excrement, the heard 
Excrements, the hair, nails, feathers of 
birds, &c, 

Execute, to employ, to put to use 
Execiuion, cmplojuncnt of exercise 
Executors, executioners 
Exempt, excluded 

Exercise, exhortation, lecture, or con- 
fession 

Exhale, hale or lug out 
Exhibition, allowance 
Exigent, end 

Exorcist, a- person who can raise spirits 
Expect, expectation 
Expedient, expeditious 
Expiate, fully completed 
Expostulate, to inquire or discuss 
Exposture, exposure 
Express, to reveal 
Expulsed, expelled 

Exsufficatc, eoutemptihle, ahominahlo 
Extend, to seize 

Extent, in law, violence in general ^ 
Extern, outward ^ 

rooted out 

Extracting, that which draws away 
from every thing hut i^own cjtrject 
Extravagant, wandering 
Extremes, extravagance of conduct, 
extremities 

Eyases, young nestlings 
Eyas musket, infant lilliputian 
Eye, a small shade of colour 
Eyliads, glances, looks- Sec OeiUads 
Eyne, eyes 


DiscfJurse, reason 
Disdained, disdainful 
Disease^ xmB‘xsmess, discontent^' 
Diseases, sayings 
Disgrace, hardship, 'in jury 
DwZmw6vimpamts, obliterates 
Dispark, to destroy a park 
Disponge, discharge as a sponge 
Dispose, to make terms, to settle matters 
Dispospdon, frame 
Disputable, disputations 
Dispute, to ta]?k over 
Dissemble, to gdoss over 
Dissembling, putting dissimilar things 
together 

Distaste, to corrupt, to change to a 
worse state 

Distemjfr.r, it^toxication 
Distemperature, perturbation 
Distempered, ruffied,i» out of liumonr 
Disii'actions^ detachments, separate 
hodi(w 

Distraught, distracted 
Diverted, turned out of the course of 
nature 

Dividable, divided 

Division, the pauses or parts of musical 
composition 
Divulged, spoken of 
Doctrine, skill 
Doff, see Daff 
Dole, lot, allowance 
Dolphin, the Dauphin of France 
Don, to do on, to put on 
Done, expended, consumed 
Dotant, dotard 
Double, full of duplicity 
Doubt, to fear 
Dout, to do out, extinguish 
Doivle, a feather 

Dotvn-gyved, hanging dow xike what 
confines the fetters roimd the a,nc|L<JS 
Drab, whoring 
Draught, thejakes 
Drawn,, emho welled, exonterated 
Dread, epithet applied to kings 
Drew, assembled 
Dribbling, a term of contempt 
Drive, to fly with impetuosity 
Drollery, a show performed by puppets 
.Z)n<:y5,i^rudges 

DrumUe, to act lazily and stupidly 
Dry, thirsty 

Duedame, due ad me, bring him to me 
Dudgeon, the handle of a dagger 
Due, to endue, to deck, to grace 
Dull, melancholy, gentle, soothing 
Dull, to render callous, insensible 
Dullard, aperson stupidly unconcerned 
Dump, a moumful elegy 
Dup, to do up, to lift up 


Daff, or doff, to do off, to put aside 
Dally, to play or trifle 
Damn, condemn 
Danger, reach or control 
Dank, wet, rotten 
Danskers, natives of'^enmark 
Dare, to challenge or incite 
Dark-house, a house made gloomy by 
discontent 

Darkling, in the dark 
Darraign, to arrange, put in order 
Daub, to disguise 

Dauhery, falsehood £nd imposition 
Day-bed, a couch 
Day-light, broad-day 
Day-woman, dairy-iriaid 
Dear, best, iinpoi'tant, dire " 

Dearn, lonely, solitary 
Death-tokens, spbts appearing on those 
infected by the plague 
Deboshed, debjuiclied 
iPexay, misfortunes 
Deceivable, deceptions 
DecK to cover, a pack | 

Decline, to run throughfrom first to last I 
Declined, the fallch a- \ 

Deem, opinion, surmise | 

Defeat, destruction 

Defeatures, features, change of features 
for the worse 
Defence, art of fencing 
Defend, to forbid 

Defensible, furnishing the means of 
defenee 

Defiance, refusal 
Deformed, deforming 
Deftly, dexterously, wit^i adroitness 
Defy, to refuse, to disdain 
Degrees, steps 

Delay, to let slip I 

Demerits, merits 

D&mise, to grant 

Demurely, solemnly 

Denay, denial 

Denied, disbelieved or contemned 

JDcw'/crjtUe twelfth part of aFrcnchsous 

Dmotement^, indications m.’ discoveries 

Deny, to refuse 

P^epart, to part 

Departing, separation 

Depend, to he in service 

Deprive, to disinherit 

Deracinate, to force up by the roots 

Derogo. ie , dcgnided ,-d'?^astcd 

Descant, a torin in music 

Desert, merit ^ 

Deserved, deserving 
Design, to mark out 
Despatched, bereft 
Desperate, bold, adventurous 
Detected, charged or guilj;y 
Determined, ended 

Dibble, auiustrumont used by gardeners 
Dich, dit or do it ^ ^ 

Dickon, familiarly for Richard 
Die, gaming 

Diet, regimen ^ 

Diet, to oblige to fast 
Diffused, extim'agant, irregular 
Digress, to deviate from the right 
Digression, transgression 
Dint, impression 
Direction, jildgcrient, skill 
Disable, to undeiwalue 
Disappointed, unprepared 
Disclose, to hatch 
Discontenting, d^eontontod 
Discontents, malcontents 


Eager, som.', sharp, harsh 
j£'c:7i?'m;gj?J[ambs just dropt 
Ear, to plough 
Easy, slight, inconsiderahlo 
Eche, to eke out 

Ecstacy, alienation, of mind, madness 
Effects, affects, or affections, actions, 
deeds eftected*^ 

Eftest, deftest, readiest 
Egypt, a gipsy 
Eld, old time, or persons 
Element, initiation, previous practice 
Embossed, inclosed, swollen, puffy 
Emhowelled, exhausted 
Embraced, indulged in 
Eminence, high honours 


Face, to carry a foolish appearance 
Faced, turned up with facings 
Facinorous, wicked 
Fact, guilt 
Factious, active 
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First, noblest, most eminent 
Fit, lyii vision of a song , 

Fitchew, a polecat 
Fitlp, exactly ^ 

Fives, a distemper in horses 
Flap-dragon, a small inflaiAnable sub- 
stance, which topers swallow in a 
glass of wine 
Flap-jacks, pan-cakes 
Flask, a soldier’s powder-horif 
Flatness, lowness, depth 
Flaio, sudden violent gist of wind 
Flayed, stripped 

Flecked, spotted, dappled, streaked 
Fleet, to float 
Fleeting, inconstant 
Flcshment, fin 


Fronted, opposed 
Frontier, forehead 
Frontlet, a forehead cloth 
Frush, to break or bruise 
Frustrate, frustrated 
Fulfilling, filling till there be no r 
for more * 
complete 

FuUams, loaded dice 
Fullest, most complete and perfect 
fumitory 
Furnished, dressed 


‘st act of military service 


Qain-giv^ng, misgiving 
Gainsay, to unsay, deny, contradict 
Gait, way or steps 
Galliard, an ancient dance 
Qalliasses, a speciefof galley^ 
Gallowglasses, heavy armed fooi. 
Gallow, to scare or frighten 
Gallymawfry, a medley 
Game, sport, jest 

Gamester, a frolicsome person, a wantoj 
— 


Fancy-free, exempt from tile power of 
love 

Fang, to seize or gripe 
Fangcd, possessed of fangs 
Fans, ancielit# 

Fantastical, creatures of fancy 
Fap, drunk 
Far, extensively 
Farced, stuffed 

Fashions, far< 4 ens or farcy * 

Fast, dotermmed, fixed 
Fat, dull 

Fate, an action predetermined by fate 
Favour, countenance, features, indulg- 
ence, pai-don, appearance 
Fear, the object of fear, danger 
Fear, to intimidate 
Feared, frightened 
Fearful, timorous, formidable 
Feat, ready, dexterous 
Feat, an exploit 
Feated, formed, made neat • 
Feature, beauty in general, cast and 
make of the face 
Fedcrary, a confederate 
Fee-grief, a peculiar sorrow 
Feeder, an eater, a servant 
Feere, or Pheere, a companion, a hus- 
band 

Feet, footing 
Fell, skin 

Fell-feats, savage practices 

Fellow, companion 

Fence, ^*1x0 art of, or skill in defence 

F codary, an accomplice, a confederate 

Fester, to corrupt 

Festinatcly, hastily 

Festival term, splendid phraseology 

Fet, fetel^fi ^ 

Few, in short, in few words 
* Fico, a fig 

Fielded, Si the field of battle 
Fierce, proud, hasty, vehement, rapid 
insult 

Fights, cloths hung round a ship to 
conceal the men from the enemy 
File, a list 
Filed, defiled 

Filed, gone an equal pace with 
Fills, the shafts 
Filths, common sewers 
Fine, the conclusion 
' Fine, full of fineness, ax-tful 
Fine, to make showy, or specious 
Finelcss, boundless, endless 
Fir ago for Virago 

Fire-drake, '^viil-o’-tho-wisp, or a fire- 
: 'work ■ . 

Firc'Uew, bran-new, new from the forge 
Firk, to chastise 


Foeman, axx enemy in war 
Fain, to thrust in fencing 
Foizon, plenty 
Folly, depravity of mind 
Fond, foolish, or prized by folly 
Fonder, more weak or foolish 
Fondly, foolishly 

Fools’ zanies, baubles with the head of 
a fool 

Foot-cloth, a housing covering the body 
of the horse, and almost reaching to 
the ground 

For, for that, since, because 

Forbid, under interdiction 

Force, p§wer 

Force, to enforce, to mge 

FHUrce, to stuff 

Forced, false 

Fordid, destroyed 

Fordo, to undo, to destroy 

Foredone, overcome 

Forfended, prohibited, forbidden 

Foreign, employed in foreign embassies 

Forepast, ah-eady had ^ 

Fore-slow, to he dilatoiy, to loiter 


Gaping, shouting or roaring 
Garhoils, commotion, stir 
Garish, gaudy, showy 
Garner, to treasure up 
Gasted, frightened 
I Gaudy, a festival day 
! Gawds, baubles, toys 
Gaze, attention * 

Gear, & general word for things or 
mailrers 
Geek, a fool 
General, gend^ality 
Gener^, coigpendious 
Generation, children 
Generosity, high birth 
Generous, most noble 
Gentility, urbanity 

Gentle, noble, high-minded, belonging 


to gentry 

Genpry, complaisance • 

German, akin 

Germins, seeds hegian to sprout 

Gest, a stage or journey 

Gib, a cat • 

Gifts, endowments 

Giglot, a wanton wench * 

Gilder, a coin valued at 1^. Qd. or 25’. 

Gild, gilding, golden money 

Gimmal, a rin^ot’ engiue 

Ging, a gang 

Gird, a sarcasm or gil«, emotion 
Gleek, to joke or scoff, to beguile 
Glimmering, faintly illuminated by 
the stars * • 

Gloze, to expoxmd, to comment upon 
to engj|it or swallow *iip 
Gnarled, knotted 
Good-deed, indeed, in very deed 
Good-den, good evening 
» Good, -life, of a moral or jqvial turn 
Good-jer, gougere, morbus gallieus 
•Gorbellied, fat and corpulent 
Gossips, tattling women who attend 
lyings-in 

Gossomer, the white cobweb-like ex- 
i halations that fly about in hot 
j sunny weather 

, Government, evenness of temper, do- 
I ceney of manners 

species of dice 


Forestall, to prevent by anticipation 
Forgetive, inventive, imaginative 
Forked, horned J*' 

Formal, not out of form, regular, sen- 
sible, in form, in shape 
Former, foi*emost 
Forspent, wasted, exhausted 
Forspoke, contradicted, spoken against 
Forthcoming, in custody 
Forioearicd, worn out 
Foul, homely, not fair 
Fox, a cant word for a swSjX’d 
Foxship, mean, cunning 
Frampold, peevish, fretful, or cross 
Frank, a sty • 

Franklin, a little gentleman or free- 
holder 

Free, artless, free from art, generous 
Fret, the stop of "a musical instrument, 

• which regulates vibration of the 

string 

Friend, a lover, a term applicable to 
both sexes, a paramour 
Friend, friendship 
Friend, to befriend 

Frippery, a shop where old clothes 
were sold 

Frize, a cloth made in Wales 
From, in opposition to 


Gourds, 

Gouts, drops 

Grace, acceptablen^s, favour 
Grace, to bless, to make happy 


'V; 




Gracious, graceful, lovely 
I Grained, furrowed, like the grain of 
I ’wood, dyed in grain or indented 
1 Grainercy, grand mercy, great thanks 
Qruiige, thefa™-kouseof imionastery ; 

a lone house ^ 

Gratillity, gratuity ' 

Gralulate, gratifying, acceptable 
Grave, to entomb r 
Graves, or yreaves, armour for the legs 
Greasily, grossly r 

Greek, a bawd, or pander 
! Green, unripe, not fully formed 
Green ly, awkwardly , Unskilfully 
Greeis, pleases 
Grief, pain, grievances 
Griefs, grievances, w'^ongs ^ 
Grievanees, sorrows, sorrowful affec- 
tions 

I Grieve, to lament for 
I Grisc, a !?tep 
Grossly, palpably r 

Groundlings, the frequenters of the 
pit in the playhouse 
Growing, accruing 
Guard, defence ^ ‘ 

Guard, to fringe or lace 
Guarded, ornamented 
Guards, badges of dignity 
Guerdon, reward 
Guerdoned, rewarded 
Gulled, treacherous 
‘‘^•^uinea^lien, a prostitute 
Gules, red, a term in heraldry 
Gulf, the svvallow, the throat 
Gun-stones, cannon-balls . 

Gurnet, a fish resembling a piper 
Gust, taste, rashness 
Gyve, to catch, to shackle-. r 
Gyves, shackles 


JTack, to become cheap and vulgar 
JTaggard, a species of hawk 
Haggard, wild 

Hair, coiyplexion or character 
Happily, accidentally, fortimately 
Happy, acecmplislred 
Hardimcnt, bravery, stoutness 
Hiirlocks, wild mustard 
Harlo^, a cheat 
Harp, to touch on a passion 
Harrow, to conquer, to subdue 
Harry, to use roughly, to harass 
Having, ostateor foftiSie, promotion, 
allowance of expense 
Haviour, hehavrour 
Hauglit, haughty 
Haughty, high, elevated 
Haunt, colnpany 
Hay, a term in the fencing-sctiool 
Bead, the source, the fou^^-iain 
Head, body of forqes 
Heart, the most valuable' or precious 
part 

iJeat, heated. 

Heat, violence of resentment 

Heavy, Blow f 

Hebenon, henbane 

Hefted, heaved 

Hefts, heavings 

Hell, an ohscm’c dungeon in a prison 
Helmed, steered through 
Benoe, lienccforward 
Henchman, a page of honour 
Bent, seized or taken possession of 
Hereby, as it may happen > 

Hermits, headsmen , ‘ ’ 

Best, behest, command ' 


GLOSSA.EY 

High-fantastical, fantastical to the 
height ^ 

High-repented, repented to the utmost 
Iliglit, called p. 

HUding, a paltry cowardly fellow 

Hint, suggfestion, circumstance 

Hiren, a harlot 

His, often used for its 

Hit, to agree 

Hoist, ffoisted 

Hold, to esteei^i 

Holla, a term 4 J the manege 

Holy, faithful 

Home, completely, iu full extent 
Honest, chaste 
Honesty, liberality 
IIoney-stijtlks^alQi'srQY flowers 
Honour, acquired reputation 
Hoop, a measure 
Hope, to expect ^ 

Horologe, eleCk 
Hox, to^liam-string 
Hull, to drive to and fro upon the 
water without sails or rudder 
Humorous, changeable, humid, moist 
Hungry, stcril, iinprolifle 
Hunt-counter, base tyke, worthless dog 
Hunts-up, the name of a tune, a 
morning song 
Hurly, noise 

Hurtling, merry with impetuosity 
Husbandry, thrift, frugality 
Eusivifc, a jilt 


Ice-brook, a brook of icy qualities in 
Spain 

y fecks, in faith 
Ignomy, ignominy 
Ill-inhabited, ill-lodged r* 
Ill-nurtured, ill-educated 
Images, children, representatives 
Imaginary, produced by the power of 
imagination 

Imhare, to lay open or display to view 
Imnumity, barbarity, aavagencss 
Immediacy, close connexion 
Imp, to supply 
/?H,p^progeny 
Impair, unsuitable 
Impartml, sometimes used for partial 
Impawned, wagered and staked 
Impeach^ ffO bring into question 
Impeachment, reproach or impxita- 
tion, hinderance 
Imperious, imperial 
Imper sever ant, persoverant 
Impeticos, to impettieoat or impocket 
Importance, importunacy 
Importance, the thing imported 
Importing, implying, denoting 
Impose, injimetion, command 
Impositions, commands 
Impossible, incredible or inconceivable 
Impress, t^ compel to seiwe 
Impress, a device or motto 
Impugn, to oppose, to controvert 
Incapable, unintelligent 
Incarnardine, to stain of a red colour 
Incensed, incitedr suggested 
Inclining, compliant 
Inclip, to embrace 
Include, to shut up, to conclude 
Inclusive, enclosed 
Incony, or kony, fine, delieato 
I ncorrect, ill-regulated 
Increase, produce 
Indent, to bargain and article 
Index, something prepai*atory to 


Intligrerent, sometimes for difu^rent, 
imjnvtial 
Indite, io conviet 

entKinee, begimiiiig, prepa- 
ra tbms 

Indn ranee, delay, procrastination 

Jnjliule, exteiif or pitwer 

Ing-i ged, sometimes for unengaged 

Ingraft, roohal, settled 

Inl/ahitahle, not liabitablo #■ 

inherit, iopouBCBs 

Inhibit , to fovlnd ic; . 

hiiioflpi'd, en^cbjsod, eor^fin^l 

Jnkhvrti-inalc, 

Inkle, a kind c)f tape, 'feimvel or 
worsted ' 

J nland, civilised, not rustic 
Insane, that wliieh makes insane 
Inseoncc, to fortify 
r //Avno^avCcngm ven 
Insejxirate, inseparable 
Instance, example, proof 
Instances, motives 
Insult, solicitation 
intend, to protend 
Intending, regarding 
Intendment, intention or disposition 
I n ienible, ineapablo of retaining 
Intention, eagerness ofd^esire 
Tnteid.iveJy, with full attention 
Inferessed, interested 
Inlergaiories, interrogatories 
Interniission, pause, intervening time j 
I n trenchant, that which cannot be cut j 
Intrinse,mtvmBlcate .V 

Invention, imagination 
Inwardness, intimacy, confidence 
Iron, clad in armour 
Irre.galoHS, lawless, lieenlious 
Issues, consequences, conclusions 
IteraU<f!%, citation, or recitation 


Jack, a term of contempt 
Jack-a-lent, it puppet thrown at in Lent 
Jack guardant, a jack in office 
Jaded, treated with contempt, worthless 
Jar, the noise made by the pendulum 
of a clock 
Jatmeing, ja,iintmg 

Jesses, straps of leather by which the 
ha’wk is held on the fist 
Jest, to play a part in a mask 
Jet, to strut sw 

Jovial, belonging to Jove 
Journal, daily 

Jump, to agree with, to put into agi- 
tation ^ ' 

/w-wp, hazard, to venture at 
Jump, imt 

justice, judge ^ 

Jut, to encroach 

Julty, to project -7 , 

Juvenal, a young man 


Kam, awry, crooked 
Keech, a solid lump or mass 
Keel, to cool 

Keep, to restrain, to dwell, to reside 
Keisar, Csesar 

Kernes, light-armed Irish foot 
Key, the key for tuning, a tunin,g- 
hammer 

Kicksy-'micksy, a wife 
Kiln-hole, a place into wkich coals aro 
put under a stove 
Kind, nature, species 
Kindless, unnatural 
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Zither, flexible, yielding • 

Zittlc, miniature 
LivelihSd, appearance of life • 
Livery, a law phrase belonging to the 
feudal temirea • 

Living, estate, property ^ 

Living, speaking, manifest, actual 
XoacA, a small fish 
Loh, looby, a term of contempt 
Lockram, some kind of cheap liijen 
Lodestar, the leading or guiding star 
Lodged, laid by the wind| 

to laugh ® 

iaced a%oman bf Ihe town Loggats, a game ifiayed with pins of 

like a lackey or page wood 

Xap,‘ the ^leanest persons , Xoupfwp', longed for 

Lances, lance-men Longly, longingly 

Land-datnn, to destroy in some way Loof, to bring a vessel clo§ 0 *to tiie wind 
Lands, landing-places Loon, or lown, a base fellow 

time sufiered to slip • Zop, the branches ^ 

Large, licentious Lot, a prize ^ 

Za.w-k?rn, forsaken of his mistress Xoiiery, allotment , 

Latch, to lay hold of Lover, a mistress 

Latched, or leich^d, licked over Lown. See Loon 

Late, lately Lowted, treated with contempt 

Lated, belated, benighted Lowts, clowns 

Latten, thin as a lath Lozel, worthless, dishonest 

Lavoltas, a kind of dances Lubhar. See Libhard 

Laund, lawn • Lullaby, sleeping-house, i. e. cradle 

Lay, a wager ** Limes, lunacy, frenzy 

Leaguer, the camp Lurch, to win 

Leasing, lying Lure, a thing stuffed to tempt the hawk 

Leather-coats, a species of apple Lush, rank, luscious 

Leave, to part with, to give away Licst, inclination, will 

a physician lusty, cheerful, pleasant 

Xeer, feature, complexion Lusty, sm.cy 

court-Ieet, or coiu’t of the manor lascivious 

Legerity, lightness, nimhleness Luxuriously, wantonly 

alleges Luxury, lost 

Leiger, resident Lym, a species of dog 

Xmaj?., lover, mistress ^ * 

Lenten, short and spare « ^ 

Xk’wycy, moral, or conclusion of a poem Mace, a sceptre 

Let, to hinder Mad, wild, inconstant 

X<3^ to desist enriched 

Xe«?ie, death glorying, boasting 

Lewd, ignorant, idle, wicked Magnifico, a chief man or grandee at 

Lewdly, wickedly Venice 

Libhard, or lubhar, a leopard Mailed, wrapped up, covered with 

Liberal, licentious or gross in language Main-top, top of the mainmast # 
Liberty, libertinism " 3Lake, to bar, to shut ^ 

an appearanceof licentiousness 3 Ia,kest, dost 
Lie, to r.gside, to be imprisoned hlalkin, a scullion, a coarse vj^nch 

Liefest, dearest Mall, Mrs. alias IMary Fritb^ or Moll 

Lieger, ambassador at a foreign court Cutpurse 
Lifter, a thief Mallecho, mischief 

Xfp/ii o’iow, a dance tune. Llammering, hesitotlnQ 

Lightly, comijjjpnly, in ordinary course hlarnmcts, puppets 


Measure, means 
hleazeU, lepers 
Medal, portrait 
Meddle, to mix with 
Medicine, a she-physician 
Meed, reward 

Meed, merit, desejfc, excellence 
Meet, a match 
Lleiny, people, domestics 
Memories, meminrials, remembrances 
Llemorized, made memorable 
Memory, fhemorial 

MephostopMlus, the name of a spuut or 
familiar ^ 

Mercatanti, a merchant 
Llerc, exact, entire, absolute 
MeredL, mere ^ 

hLermaid^ivon 
hfesses, degrees about court 
hletal, temper . 

Metaphysical, supernatural 
Mete-yard, nieasuriri|f-yard 
Mewed, confined • • 

Micher, a truant, a lurking thief 
Miching, playing truant, skulking 
, about * 

Rlien, countenance . 
hlince, to walk with affected delicacy 
Minding, calling to remembrance, re- 
minding 
Mineral, a mine 

Minnow, a small river fish, a term of 
contempt 

hlinstrelsy, oflace of minstrel ^ 

Misconceived, miseonceivers 

Miserere, ill-hegotten, illegitimate 

Misdouot, to suspect 

Miser, a miserable creature 

Jfuery, avarice 

Mispri 0 d, mistaken 

hlisprising, despising, or undervaluing 

Llissives, messengers 

Mistaken, misrepresented 

3'Iistcmpered, 

to think ill 

ilXwfrm, the jack in bowling 
Mobled, or mabled, veiled, giossly co- 
vered 

Mode, the f(»m or ^te of4hings 
3Lodel, image, representative, copy 
Modern, trite, common, meanly pretft' 
Jfcdcjfy, moderation ^ 

Module, model, pattern 
Moe or mowe, to make mouths 
hloicty, a portion 


Kindly, naturally 
Kindly, kindred 
Kinged, ruled by 
Kinsman, near relative 
Kirtle, part of a woman’s dres? 
Knave, seiu'-ant * 

Knife, a sword or dagger* 
Knots, figures planted, in box 
Know, to acknowledge 
Kno^ of, consider 


Mollification, pScTfication, softening 
hlome, a dull stupid blockhead 
Momentany, momentiiiy 
Month's mind, a popish a.imiversary 
hlood, anger, resentment, manner 
3foody, melancholy • 

3 loon-caff, an inanimate shapeless mass 
iff oom>fe, valuable • 

iJf ape, to appear stupid 
Moral, secret meaning 
ILorisco, Mooi*or Moorish, or morris 
*'M orris-pike, Mo<p*ish pike 
iIXoriuZ, murderous, fatal • 
'^lortalstaring, thafwhich stares fa- 
tally 

31ortified, ascetic, religious 
Most, greatest 

Motion, a kind of puppet-show 
Motion, divinatory agitgjtion 
hlotioui de-sires 

indignation 

: Llotive, assistant or mover, that which 
contributes to motion 
Mould, earth ** 


Lightness, levity 
%Like, to compare 
Likclihoo(^ similitude « 
Likeness, speeioxis or seeming virtue 
Liking, condition 

a \%ssel used in distilling 


Limheck 

Limbo, a place supposed to be in the 
neighbourhood of heU 
Lime, bird-lime 
Lime, to cement 

Limed, entangled or caught, with bird- 
.lime 

Limit, appointed time 
Limited, ajipointed, regular, orderly 
Limits, estimates, calculations 
Line, genealogy 
Lined, delineated 
Link , a torch of pitch 
Linstock, the staff to which the match 
is fixed wh*a ordnance is fired 
List, the hound or limit 


f 
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Obligations, laonds 

Observed, pai4 rospcctave attention to 
Observing, religiously attentive 
Obsequious, sorioue, as at iuneral ol)^ 
sequies, careful of 
Obsequmtslg, funereally 
Obstacle, obstinate 

Occupation, men. occupied in business 
Occurrents, incidents 
Oe, a circle 

Oeiliad, a cast or glance of th,e eye. 
See Egliacis 

O’erdied, dyed too muebi 
0*er -looked', slighted 


" Mouse, to mammock, to tear to pieces 
Mouse,* Vi, term of endearment 
*Mouse-hunt, a weasel 
Mowe. See Moe 

May, a piece of money or a measure of 
corn 

Much, an expressioi^ of disdain 
Much, strange, wonderful 
Muck-water, drain of a d\mg-hill 
Muffler, a kind of diws for the lower 
part of the face 
Mxditers, muleteers 

softened and dispirited 
MuUipi'>'^'<i’ multitudinous 
Multiplying, multiplied 
Multitudinoiis, full of multitudes 
Mummy, balsamic liquor 
Mundane, worldly 
Mure, a wall 
Murky, dark _ 

Murrain, a plague in cattle , 

Muse, td admire, *«o wonder 
Must, a scramble^ 

Mutine, to rise in mutiny 
Mutines, mutineers 

N^' r 

Napkin, handkerchief 
Napless, threadbare 
Native, formed by nature 
Nature, natural parent 
Nay-word, a watch-word or by- word 
iV'eat, finical 

the mouth 
JVeeZd, needle 
Neif,m 

Nephew, a grandson or any lineal de- 
scendant 

Nether-stocks, stockings'" 

New7iess, innovation r f- 
Newt, th.ee^t ' 

Next, nearest 
Nice, silly, trifling 
Nick, reckoning or count 
Nick, to set a mark of folly on 
Niglited, made dark as night 
Niaht-ru'H, frolic of the night 
Nine men's morris, a game 
Nobility, distincticci, emir.'^.'ncc 
Nobless, nobleness 
Nhddy, fool, a game at cards 
iVoi^e^nmsic 

Nonce, on purpose, for the turn 
Nook-shotten, that which shoots into 
capes 

Northern man, •^ir borCalis, a clown 
Note, notice, information, remark 
Novice, a youtlt^ 

Novum, some game at dice 
Nourish, to nnrse ^ 

Nowl, a h^ad 

Nurture, education * 

Nuthook, a thief 0 


O'erpparted, having too considerable n. 
part 

O'er-ra^plit, over-reached r 
O’er-wrested, wrested beyond the truth 
Of, through r 
OjTcring, the assailant 
Office, service 
Offices, culmai 7 or servants’ apartments 
Old, frequent, more than enough 
Old age, ages past 
Once, sometime 
Oneyers, aecqhntants, bankers 
Opal, a preemus stone of almost all 
colours 

Open, publicly 
Operant, active 

Opinion, obstinacy, conceit, eliarac;ter 
Opposite aeV^'erse, hostile, adversary 
Opposition, combat 
Or, before ^ 

Orbs, circles made by the fairies on tlie 
ground 

Orchard, a garden 

Order, measures 

Ordinance, rank 

Orgulous, proud, disdainful 

Osprey, a kind of eagle 

Ostent, show, ostentation 

Ostentation, show, appearance 

Overblow, to drive away, to Icecp off 

Overture, opening or diseovciy 

Ounce, a small tiger, or tiger-cat 

Ouph, fairy, goblin 

Ousel-cock, the cock blackbird 

Out, be gone 

Out, full, complete 

Outlook, to face down 

Outvied, a term at the game of gleek 

Outward, not in the secret of aifairs 

Oive, to own, possess, govern 

Ox-lip, the great cowslip < 


Pack, to bargain with 
Park, combined, an accomplice 
Packing, plotting, nndorhand con- 
trivance 
Paddock, toad 

Pag 071, a hjose vicious person 
Paijffant, a dumb show 
Paid, ppnished 
Pain, penalty 
Pa?/;u‘, hj*bour, toil 
Palah7'as^-won\s 

Pale, to empale, oncirclo with a crown 
Pall, to wrap, to invest 
Palled, vapid 
Palnw's, holy ijilgrims 
victorious 

Palter, to juggle, or shuffle 
Paper, to write down, or appoint by 
writing ^ 

Paper, written securities 
Pci7'cel, reckon up 

Parcel-gilt, gilt only on certain parts 
Parish-top^ a, largo top formerly kept 
in every village to be wh ped for 
exercise 

Pa7'itor, an apporit , an officer of the 
bishop’s court " 

Parle, parley o 

Parlous, perilous 

Parlous, keen, shrewd 

Part, to depart 

Partake, to participate 

Partaker, accomplice, confederate 

Parted, shared 

Parted, endowed with parts 

Participate, participant, participating 


Pa}'fJzan, a pikii 
Parts, party 
Push, a hvnd 

Push, to strike witli violence 
Pashi'd, ]>ruis(!(l, crushed 
J'ass, to decitle, t“i assure or convey 
Puss, to exceed, to go beyond coininon 
hqw-’uls 

Pa^ft'ad, exccllmg, past all expression 
or bounds 

Pusses, wliat has passed •'*' 

Passing, eminent, (‘gj-cgiQys 
Passion, suflering ^ 

Passionat.e,u\ prey t(t .nioe^’iiful sensa- 
tions ^ 

Passioning, being in a passi(?r 
Passy-measure, a da, nee 
Pasiry, tlie room wliere, pastry was 
made 

Patch, a term of reproach 
Patchcil, in a parti -coloured coat 
i’e///, to walk 
Palhctical, deeply afibeting 
Patient, to mak'e patient--, to compose 
Paiinc, a dish used with the chalice, in 
the administration of the Eucharist 
instance, example 
Pacin, adimcQ 
Paulas, few 
Pay, to beat, to hit ® 
ika/, a word of endearment 
Pedascule, a pedant 
Peer, to come out, to appear 
Peevish, foolish 

Prize, to balance, to keep in suspense, 
to weigh down 

Petting, paltry, petty, inconsiderable 
Pmnons, small flags 
Pc7i.lhesUca, Amaiion 
Perch, a ineasiu’o of five yards and n 
half 

Pe7'd7(Pahlc, hasting 
Perd.y, pa,r Diou, a French oatli 
/Vr/t:ei, cxudairi, well iiifornied 
Per/ectio7is, liver, brain, and heart 
Pen'jure, a perjured poi-son 
Periapts, charms sowed up and worn 
about the neck 

Pei'sgectivcs, eertain optica,! glasses 
Pervet't, to avert 
Pew-fellow, a companion 
Pheerc, see Feere 

Pheeze, to teaac or boat, to comb or 
' .curry' , ' 

Piu 77iaier,t^\Q mornbrano covering the 
substance of the brain 
Pick, to pitch 

Picked, nicely dressed, fopi)iHh 
Pickers, the hands ^ ^ 

Picking, piddling, insignificant ^ 

Pickt-halc.hf^ a plaeo noted flu* brothels 
Piece, a word of contempt for a woman 
Pie/'d, sliavcii 
Piglit, pitched, fixed 
Pilcher, a pilch, the scab])urd 
Pilkd, pillaged 

Pin and ‘wch, disorders of the; eye 
Pmiace., a small shij) of burthen 
Pix, a small chest in which the conse- 
crated host was kept 
Placket, a ].>ctticoat 
Plague, to punish 

Plain song, the chant, m 2 )lnno caniis- 
Plainly, openly 
Plaited, complicated, involved 
Planched, made of brands ^ 

Plant', the foot 
Platf 07 mis, plans, schemas 
Plaztsive, grjicdous, pleasing, popular 
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RacX, to exaggerate 
Rack; to harass hy exactions • 

Rack, the fleeting away of the clouds 

Racking, in rapid motion 

Rag, an opprebrious epithet 

Ragged, rugged ^ 

jRa/ce, to cover 

Ra7ik, rate or pace 

Rank, grown iif to a great height and 
strength 

Rapt, rapttirously affected 
Rapture, a fit 
JRareZy, curiously, jjappily 
Rascal, applied to lean deer 
Rash, heady, thoughtless, quick, violent 
Rash remonstran^, premature disco- 
veiy 0 
Rated, chided 
Ravin, to devour eageidy 
Ravin, ravenous 
Ravined, glutted witjR prey 
Raught, reached • • 

Raw, ignorant, imripe, unskilful 
Rawlg, young and helpless . 

Rayed, bewrayed^ 

Jta^rcduslashed, ra^sjid 
Rear-mmise, a bat 
Reason, discourse 
Reason, to talk, to argue for 
Reheck, an old musical instrument 
Receiving, ready apprehension 
Receipt, receptacle 

Recheate, a soimd by which tl:i|g dogs « 
are called back 

Reck, t^ care for, to mind, to attend to 
Reckless, careless, heedless 
Recollected, stq^ied or often repeated 
iZecortf?, to sing 

RecordOr, a kilid of flute or flageolet 
Recure, to recover 
Red-lattice, the sign of an alehouse 
to bring back 

Reechy, discoloured by smoke, smoky, 
greasy 

Refell, to refute 

Refer, to reserve to ,• 

Regard,look. 

Regiment, g(!^-emm<iit, au^ority 
Regret, exchange of salutation 
Reguerdon, recompense, retura. * 
Relative, nearly related, or connected 
Rememhered, remembering 
Remembrance, admonition 
Remo7'se, pity, ^ndcrness of heart 
iJemot'iow, renioval or rSmoteness 
Removed, remote, sequestered 
iJendgr, to describe • 

Render, a confession, an accoimt 
Re7iege, to renoigice ^ 

Repair, tg renovate i 

Repeal, to recall 


Pleached, folded together Propagate to ndvanco or improve 

Plot, piece or portion Propagution, getting ^ 

Point, !). metal hook fastened to the Proper, w^elMooking, handsome 
hose or breeches Proper-false, proper or fair, and false 

Point, the utmost height or deceitful , 

Point-de-vicc, with tlic utmost possible P7'operUed, taken possession of 
oxnctncHs Properties, incidental necessaries to a 

Points, tags to the laeos theatre 

Poiz^ ■weight or moment Po-operty, due performance « 

Polled, bjircd. cleared Prope7'ty, a thing quite at disposal 

Pomander, arball made of perfumes P7'opose, to image, to imrfine 
Fomcivatcr, a sj^cics of apple Proposmg, conversing ^ 

Poo'r-jolmAufaGyixlcd aild?saltod Propric/y, regular and proper state 

Popinjay, a'^arrot Pro'roguc, to lengthen or prolong 

PopulariT^ plebeian intorcoiise Prova7id, provender 

Port, external pomp, figure P7'ovencial, Provencal, from Provence 

Port, a gate P7'ovmcial, belonging to odte’s i-rovnice 

Po7’fahle, hearable Provost a sheriff or gaoler 

Po'rtaiice, carriage, bchavions* P7'U7%c, to plume ^ 

Possess, to inform, to make to under- Puck, a hobgoblin in fair^mnythology 
stand Puggmg, thievish « 

Possessed, acquainted with, fully m- Pu7i, to pound 
formed * Pwrc 7 ita,?c, stolen goods • 

Possessed, afflicted with madness Purchased, acquired by unjust methods 

Poich, to push violently * Purlieu, border, enclosure 

Patents, potentates Pursuivants, heralds 

Po 7 mcet-hox, a small box for perfumes Put tokno7o, compelled to acknowledge 
Potver, forces, an army » Putter-on, one who instigates 

Practice, unlawful or insidious strata- Putter-out, one who places out money 
gem at interest 

Practise, to employ unwarrantable arts Puttmg- 07 i, spur, incitement 
PT'actisants, confederates in stratagems Puttock, a degenerate species of hawk 
Prank, to adorn, to dress ostentatiously, 
to plume 0 , 

PrecLde7it, original draft Quail, to faint, languish 

Precept, a justice’s warrant fantastical, graceful 

Precisian, a great pretender to sanctity Quamt-mazes, a game running the 
Prefer, to recommend, to advance figure of eight 

Pregnancy, readiness Quaked, throwm into trepidation 

Pregna 7 it, ready, plain, evident-* appo- Qualify, ^ lessen, moderate 
site Quality, confederates 

Prcgna7it e7iemy, the enemy of mankind Quality, profession, condition of life 
P7'emised, sent before the time Quarrel, a quarreller, the cause of a 

Prc 7 i 077 iinate, already named quarrel 

Pre-ordhxance, ordinance already esta- Quarry, the game after it is killed 
blished Quart d’ecu, forth part of a I’rench 

Prese7ice, the presence-chamber, a pub- crown 
lie room Quarter, the allotted posts, station 

Presence, dignity of mien, form, figure Quat, a pimple ^ 

Brest, ready Queasy, squeamish, delicate, u]|settled 

Pretence, design, intention Quell, to murder, to destroy 

Prete7idmto intend, design Qi(C7ieh, to grow cool • 

Pretended, proposed or intended Quern, a hand-mill 

Prevent, to anticipate Quest, inquest or jury, seai*ch, expedi- 

Prick, the point on the dial tion 

Pricks, prickles, skewers QuesUoxi, conversation 

Pride, hirnght^i power Questrist, one who goes in quest of an- 

Pr'iy, to mch other 

•iPrirne, youth, the vigour of life Quests, reports 

Prmc, prmpt • Qnicft, lively, sprightly, living 

Prirner, more urgent, more important Quicke7%, to animate ^ 

P7d7iie7'o, a game at cards Qiiiddits, subtilties 

PrincvpalitTfp'th.e first or principal of Quillets, law chicane 
women Quintain, a post sot up for '^ifirious ex- 

Principals, rafters of a building ercises 

Prbicox, a coxcomb, or spoiled child Quips, reproaches and scoffs 
Prohal, probable ' Qivbx, to play in concert 

Proem, summons QmX quitted . 

Procure, to bring Quit, to requite or answer 

Prodigious, portentous, ominous Quitta7ice, return of tfbligations 

Proface, much good may it do you Quiver, nimble, active 

Profane, love of talk, gross of language Quote, to observe 

Px'ofession, end and purpose of coming 

Progress, a royal journey of state R 

Project, to shape or form Rahato, an ornament for the neck 

Promptux'c, suggestion, temptation Rabbet-sucker, a sucking rabbit 

Prone, sometHnes humble Race, original disposition, inborn qua- 

Prone, foinvard lities, a smack or flavour 

Proof, confirmed state of manhood Rack, 'WTeck 


Reports, repeaters * 

Reproof, confutation 
Repug7i, to resist • 

Reputmg, boasting of 
*Requiem, a mass.rfor the aoul of a per- 
son deceased ^ * 

Jiesolve, to*\ie firmly persuaded, satis- 
i'- -fied. 

1 PmZvc, to dissolve 
i Respect, consideration, caution 
Respective, respectable, respectful, for- 
mal • 

Respective, cool, considerate 
Respectipely, respectfully 
PetoiZerf, handed down 
Retire, to draw bacl^ 
to reverberate 
Revolts, revolters 
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! to enclose 
i Mid, to ciGstroy 
' I split 
I Mk/{jish, wanton 
I Might, just, even 

; Might-draivn, drawr in a right cause 
j Migol, a circle 
j Rih.gcd, environed, encircled 
j Mipe, eon:ic to the iieig^nt 

the hank or shore ^ 

I Rivality, canal rank 
I Rivals, partners 
I Rive, to hurst, to fii":) 

I Road, the Iniven wliore ships ride at 
I anchor 
I Rogues, vagrmits 
I Romage, ruinningc 
I Ronyon, a scurvy woman 
Rood, the cross' 

Rooli, to squat do.ivn 
Ropery, roguery ^ 
jlxope-tricks, abusive language 
Round, rougli, unceremonious 
Rou^ided; ’whispered 
Rounding, whispering 
Roundel, a counti'y-dance ^ 
Roundnre, circle 
Rouse, a draught of jollity 
Royal, due to a king ' 

Royalisic, to make royal 
Royalty, nobleness, supreme excellence 
^ Roynisli, mangy or scabby 
RvdcCeli, the redbreast 
1 Ruff, the folding of the tops of boots 
! Ruffe, to riot, to create disturbance 
' Ruff-ing, rustling 
' Ruin, displeasure producing ruin 
i Rule, a method of life ^ 

I pity, compassion '' 

I ■ ^ S. 

j Sac7'ed, accursed 
j Sacrificial, worsliipping < . 

t Sad, gi’ave or serious 
Sadly, sc^riously 
Sad'Hcss, seriousness 
Safe, to reiyler sa^ ^ 

Sag or swagg, to sink down 
S^,iu, tears 

Saiided, of a sandy colour 
Satisfy, rest with satisfaction 
Savage, silvan, uncultivated, wild 
Savageness, wiidnos? 

Sa'ucy, lascivio^is « ip 
Saw, anciently, not a proverb, but the 
whole tenor (if any discourse 
Say, silk 

Say, a sample, a tast or relish 
Scaffoldagr,-, -tho gallery part of the 
theatre *' 

Scald, a w{)i’d of eontomi]^., poor, filthy 
Scale, to disperse, to put to flight 
Scaled, over-reached ^ ‘ 

Scaling, weighing r 
Scan, an old word of reproach ^ 

Scalable, to scramble'* 
to examine nicely 

Scant, to be defleient in, to contract 
■Scantling, measure, proportion 
Scapes 0 / wit, sallies, irregularities 
Scared, frightened 
Sm^fed, decorated with flags 
Scath, destruction, harm ' ■ 

Scafk', to do an injury 
Scathful, misehievous, destriidtive 
Scoj'ice, a petty fortification, the head 
Scotched, cut sliglftly 

fencers -..v ' 

S'cHj?, a writing, a H$|} 


Sc7'oyUs, scabby fellows 
Scullsfgreat numbers of fishes swim- 
ming together 
Scutched, wliipt, carted 
Seal, to strengthen or comidete 
Seam, lard 

Sear, to stigmatize, to close. See Sere 
Season,' to temper, to infix, to impress 
SeasoFied, established or settled by 
time 

Scat, throne*^. 

Seated, fixed, firmly placed 
Sect, a cutting in gardening 
Securely, with too great confidence 
Seel, to close up 
Seeling, blinding 
Seeming, specious, hypocritical 
Seeming, seemly 
Seen, versed , practEed 
Scld, seldoiiT’ 

Self-hcmity, inherent generosity 
Seinhlahly, in resemblance, alike 
Seniofy, S(niiority >. 

Sennet, a flouiisli or sounding 
Setise, reason, natural afiVetion, feeling, 
sensual passion 
Sensible, having sensation 
Septcntrimi, tlio north 
Sequestration, separated 
Sere or sear, (iry 

Serjeant, a bailiff or sheriffs otliecr 
Serpigo, a kind of tetter 
Ser^ic, to fulfil 
Serve, to accompany 
Set, seated 

Setebos, a species of devil 
SevcQ'a.l, scparatixl, appropriated 
Sewer, an officer who x^laced the dishes 
on the table 
Slumc, to disgrace 
Shame, modesty 

Shay'd-borne, borne by shards or scaly 
wings ■■■•. 

Shards, the wings of a beetle 
Slmuls, broken pots or tiles 
Shai'ked, pickc ,ip a« a shark collects 
his prey 

Sheen, shining, splendour, lustre 
Sheer, pellucid, transpjirent 
Sheyit, ^ ruined, scolded, rebuked, 
ashamed, disgraced 
Shent, tfi reprove liarslily 
Shcrijrffpost, a largo i>ost set up at 
the door of that officer for affixing 
prochunations, &c. 

Shive, a slice 

Shot, shooter 

Shovel-hoard, a game 

Sho'ughs, shocks, a species of dog 

Shouldered, rudely thrust into 

baling the qualities of a shrew 
Sitri/t, confession 

Shrive, to confess, to call to confession 

Sh'iU~up, tir* conclude 

Side-sleeves, long sleeves 

Siege, stool, seat, rank 

Sight, the perforated part of a holraot 

Sightless, unsightlj - 

Sign, to show, to denote 

Silly, simple or rustic 

Silly sooth, plain simple truth 

Sincere, honest 

Shuw, strength 

Single, weak, debile, small, void of du- 
plicity or guile ’ 

Sink-i&^ace, cinque-pace, a dance 
Sir, the designation of a parson 
Sir-reverence, a corruption of sane- 
y<Mr-revcrence 


SWi, since 

Sithenre, tbc'neo . 

Sizes, aI!()Vv'a,n<*Gs of victuals 
Skains-mates, loose companions 
Skirr, to seour, to ride hastily 
Slack, to ncgrect 

to trc'ot as a slave 

Sleave, the ravelled knotfy part of the 
silk , ^ 

Sledded, riding in a, sled (>];..sk’dge 
Slights, arts, sul)ti!c ]traet,a;esr 
Slip^^a^i" Thrivjmce of<i'.^h<'"% start 
igs at ’the same tbiu^ 

Sliver, fo out a ])i('ee or slbf e 
Slo}is, loose breeches, or tro1h.ers, taav- 
dry dress 

Slough, the skin wliich the serpent 
annually throws off 
Wo evv*, iu<)re serious > 

Slubber, to do any tiling cai-elcssly, inv 
per I'cotly, to obscure 
Smiliiuily, with signs of pleasure 
Smirched, soiled or ohfcirrcd 
Smoothed, to stroke, to caress, to fondle 
j Sneap, to check or rebuke, a rebuke 
1 Syieap'iyyg, nipping 
Syicek-np, a oant-plu-aso, “go hang 
yourself” ,, 

Wh///; hasty anger 
Snuffs, dislikes 

Soil, spot, turpitude, rcxiroach 

Solely, alone 

Solicit, oourtship 

Solid f, to excite ^ 

Soliciting, infomiation 

Soli da res, ancient coin 

Sometimes, formerly 

Sooth, truth 

Sooth, sivcetncss 

Sorriectf,, worthless, vile 

Sorry, sorrowful or dismal 

Sort, to choose out 

Sort, a company, a paelc, ranks and 
degrees of men 
Soy% to happen, to agree 
Soid, the lot 

Sort and suit, figure and rank 
Sot, a fool 

Soul-fearing, soul-appalling 
Sound, to declare or publish 
Sound, soimdly 

Sowl, to pull by the cars ** 

Sowter, xierhaps the name of a hound 
Spanned, measured 
Specialty, particular rights 
Sped, tlio fate decided 
S}'>eed, event ^ r- 

Sperr, to shut up, defend by bars, die. 
Splem, humour, caprice, rcscnrw 

ment *' 

Sp>lccy%, violent hurry, tumultuous 
speed 

Spleens, inclination to s}iTIeful mirth 

Spot, stain or disgrace 

Spotted, 110011:0(1 

Sprag or spaeki, ar»t to Ic-'m-a 

Spread, to stand separately 

Sprighted, haunted 

Sprights, spirits 

Springhalt, a disease in(.-idenfc to I'iovkoh 
Sprinqhig, blooming, in the spring of 
life 

Sprightly, ghostly 

Spivrs, the longest and largest root.s of 
trees 

Square, to quan-cl 

'regular .cHjuitablCi’^i'S'^i suitable 
Square, compass, comxnehcasion, or 
complement. , ^ , 



THj:- CHAEACTEES, SENTIMENTS, SIMILES, S] 
DESCEIPTIONS IN StfAltSPEAEE, 


SECTION I— CHARACTERS OF HISTdRICAL PERSONS. 


VtAV. 


PLAY. 


Beaufort, Cardinal, vid. Win- 
chester - 

Buckingham, duke of, treach- 
erous, cruel, mercenary 
in Henry VIIL’s reign, rash, 
choleric - - - 

his charactergiven by Henry 


Arthur, 


a hopeful 
prince, unfortunate 
Alcibiades, banished for in- 
terceding for his friend 
visits Tinion with two Misses 
exhorted to cruelty by him,; 
and the women to lust 
conqfSters Athens 
Antony, Mark, his conference 
with Brutus after Cscsar 
,was murdered 
his reflections on it, wh(;n 
alone . - _ _ 

speaks Csesar’s Funeral 
0.ration - - . 

his eloquence praised hy 


young 


Ring John 


Tim. o/Ath. 


lEen. VIIL 


'VIII. - ' 

condemned - - 

Bullen, Anne, her beauty , 
item - - - 

item - 

item - - 

Brutus, reserved and melan- 
cholic - - . , 

spirited up by Cassiusagainst 
Csesar - - - 

of great authority with the 
people - - 

his self-debate upon Cassar's 
death - - - 

opens himself Jpeely to the 
conspirators 

declares foriteaving Antony 
importuned by bis wife 
Portia - - 

his speec1?*(b the people, to 
justify Caesar’s miu’der 
quarrels with Cassius 
relates the death of Portia 
sees Cffisar’s ghost - 
takes his last farewell of 
Cassius - - - 

resolves to die, and kills 
' liimseV" ' - 
prais’d by Antony 
Banquo, his chai'acter (for the 
rest, uzd;||>MacbethO •> 
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- King. 
585 Cham, 
590 Suf. 

594 2Geat. 


Jul Ccesar 


Jitl. Ccesar 


Cassius ■ . - ... - , ' 

his valour degenerates into 
fondness for Cleopatra 
resolves to leave her - 
his former bravery described 
by Octavius Caesar 
Pompey’s wish, that he may 
live on in love and luxury 
quarJPelsi* with Octavius, 
which ends in a marriage 
with Ootavia 

his genius inj^ior to Octa- 


vius’s - • - 
complains of ^ctavius’s. ill 
treatmeiR to Uetavia 
^eaten at Actium, and de- 
spairs afHr it - - # 

sends to Octavius to treat, 
and is refused - 
grows jealou^'of Cleopatra 
beats Caasar, by land, and 
meets the queen in rapture 


Mdcheih 318 Macbeth 


his fleet revoIting,he quarrels 
again with Cleopatra 
being told she is dead, he 


Constance, a mother pa^ion- , . • 

. .atelyfond - - King John 

Cade, John, a hold crafty 

... 2 Urn. VI. 499 York 

Clifford, hold and revengeful 3 Ben. VI. 

CiEsar, Julius - ' - Rich. III. 556 Prince 

Catharine, queen to Henry * . 

TOB - - - Ren. nil. MO JN'orf. 

pitied by Anne Bullen , — • . 684 

her speech to the king before.- ' 
her divorce - - ' ' — - 50 (j 

praised by the king - _ 587 

recommends her daughter 
and servants to him « 596 3 Gent. 


falls on his sword 
carried to Cleopatra, he dies 
hi'her arms 

Octavius and Ms generals 
lament and praise him 
and Cleopatra 
Ajax, his character 


Blanch, her beauty and virtue Ring John 
Bm-gundy, duke of, a false 

ally . - - 1 Ben. VI. 
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Cromwell, Thomas 

Hen. VJIL 

m5 


l)hrey, ambitious, and given 




Cranmer’s character hy Gar-r 




to superstition 

2 Henri/ VI. 

408 


diner - . ^ - 




%valks in procession for pe- 



by Cromwell r-, " 


600 


nance, and is banished 

— 

495 


by the king 
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Edward IV. amorc|g;;^''brave, 




his speech over princess 




successful 

3 Uenrp VI. 



Elizabeth - 

Coriolanns, brarc, proud, a 

— ■ 
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his two sons 
murdered 

I Rich. III. 

554.-5 
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wnscmner of the populace 

Coriolanns 


1 

Edward, prince of Wales, son 




chides his soldiers when re- 




to Henry VI. 

— ^ 

j 544' 

puls’d - -t - 


660 


Elizabeth, queen, prophetic 

- ^r’ 


1 

his character 


661 

Com. 

cally descri])Gd by Craiunor 

Hen. nil. 



his entry into Rome after a 




complimented by tlie title 


0r 


victory - pt, - 

— 

663 


of tlie vestal queen 

Mids. H.Hr. 

135 

Oberon 

his actions summed W) by 



f. 

Enobarbus, a brave Roman 




Cominius 

__ 

665 

Com. 

captain - - - 

Ant. Sf Cleo. 



approved'- by the tribunes, 



C' 

dies witli grief for de.sertj.ng 



Ijo rails at the populace 

— 

666 


Antony - - - 

— 

731 


banished - - - 

— 

.674 






applies to, and is kindly re- 
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ceived by Aufidiiis - 

— 

.677 


Faulconbriclge, boastful, brave 




not- to be diverted by his 




and enterprising 

King jJan 



friends from invading 
Rome t ” ~ 


681 


Fulvia's death and character 

Ant. Clco. 

711 

Antony 

yields to his mother’s en- 
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treaties - - - 

— 

684 


Glendower - ' ^ - 

1 Henry IV. 

391 


slain hy the envy and trea- 




described by Hotspur 

— 

392 


chery of Aufidius 

— 

686 


Gloucester, Huniidirey, duke 




CiEsar, Julius, suspicious of 




of, gives up his white staff 

2 He/iry VI. 

495 


Cassius 

Jul. CcBsar 

689 

Cffisar 

sees his duchess’s procession 




^iiBfuseth the crown that was 




for penance 


- 


offered - - - 

— 

- 

Case. 

accused to the king by the 




addicted to superstition, g^pd 




queen and others 


496 

r. 

loved flattery - 

— 

693 

Case. Dec. 

arrested for high treason, he 




dissuaded by ^alphuraia 




defends himself 


497 


from going to the senate 

— 

695 


murdered by strangling 

— 

500 

Warwick * 

his contempt of defth r 
firm against those who 


697 

Caesar 

G.ardirier, bishop of Win- 
clCister, flattering an^cruel 

Hen. VIIL 

COO 

King 

wrong him 

— 

Caesar 



assassinated 

— 

- 
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his ghost appears to Brutus 

1 — . 

705 


Henry Y., whilst prince 

Richard II. 

375 

Boling. 

Cassius confers with Brutus 




item - - 

1 Henry IV. 

393 

K. Hen. 

against Caesar - 


688 


Hotspur, {vid. Percy.) - 




hir character 

— 

689 

Caesar 

Henry V. in armour 
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resolves to kill himself, if 




Henry IV. described by Hots- 




Caj^r is mfido king ' 

— 

691 


pur - - - 

— 

397 

Ver. 

his quarrel with Brutus 

— r 

703 


his son, prince Henry 


399 


ill omens stagger him, 




item ■ ■ - ■ - - ■ i 

— 

401 

Ver. 

^ though an Epicurean 

— 

706 


Homy Y., - - . 

2 Henry IV. 

425 

K. Hen. 

presages he should die on 




item . - 

Henry V. 

434- 

Cunt. 

his birth-day 

■ ■ 



Henry VI., meek, religious, 




kills hiniself 


707 


imfortunate 

1 Henry VI. 
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mourned" and pi'aisccl byTi- 




Hemy Yin. vid. Q,. Catharine, 




tinius, Messala and Brutus 

— ■ ■■ 
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Anno Bullon 




Casca’s character 
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690 

Cas. 





Cleopatra, the power of her 

A}it. and 

711 

( Ant. 
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beauty over A^^tony 
hef" character of Antony 

j Cleopatra 

716 

( Eno. 

John, king, dissembling, cruel , 







irresolute, unfortunate - 

King John, 


(T. 

when he had left her'*^ 

— 1 

713 .-J 


Joan, the maid of Oideans 

1 Henry VI. 

463 


her Sailing clo"wn tPo Cydnus 


r) 


raises friends - - I 

_ 

4fil 


described [for the Vest, vid. 




taken prisoner 

■ 'f 



Antony.] - r' - 

— ■ 

716 


condemned to be burned 1 

__ ■' 
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her lamentation* over the 




James I. king, prophetically' 




dead-body of Antony 


734 


described by Cranmer I 

Hen, Vm. 

601 i 


resoli^es to die - 
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Julio Romano, his character 

JVint. Tale 
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3 Cteni. 

visited by^Octaviug - 
affronted, by her treasurer 


736 
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Seleucus 


737 


Lear, king, cholonc, fieklc, 




kills herself with aspicks 
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mad, misorablo 

Lepidus’s character by Antony 

King Lear 






by Fompey 

Jul. Cmsar j 

702 


Douglas 

1 Hen, IV. 

397 

Hotspur 



Duncan, king of Scotland, 
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murdered, vid. Macbeth 
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Mortimer - - - 

1 Henry IV. 

^382 j 
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Margaret, Henry YI.’s queen, 

.... 1 






enraged with her own 




Bdward the Black Prince 

Richard II. 

361 

York 

miseries, exults at others 

Rich. III. 



Eleanor, "wife of duke Hum-i 

r> 



Moor, Sir Thomas 

Men. VIIL 
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Wol. 
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Macbeth, his bravery in battle Ma^di 
hath his greatness foretold 
' byjtfitcJtes - -- _ 

the confii;*^. of his mind 
when’’?ie first intended to 

kill the Y . — 

his tempfjir cteswibed by his 

lady _ 

Lady, res^ves on murdering • 
the king, and encourages 
Macbeth ~ ^ 

he stiiggers in his resolution, 
and is confirmed again by,’* 
his wife - - _ 

his soliloquy before he kills 
the king, and horror after — 

meditates E^nmio’s death, 
and employs murderers — 

Banquo’s ghost appears to 

him - - „ 

consults the witches again — 

his character by Malcolm 
distracted with horror 
despairs on hearing the 
English advance against 
him - , _ __ 

told of his Lady’s death — 

slain Macduff - — 


FAOE. 


PERSON. 


PLAV. 


.described by his mother, the 
duchess of York 


Coriolanus 


Salisbury’s death and cha- 
racter - - . 

Suffolk^ prouS, false, enter- 


1 Henrp^VL 


Talbot 


when prisoner in 


1 Henry VI. 


Talbot 


slam 'Kith |iis son 

Tirrel, James 

Timon of Athens, beggared by 
flatterers 
item 

his last entertainment for 
the parasites 

retires and*shakes off hu- 
manity - - > 

digging for roots, finds gold 
visited by Alcibiades, e 3 ^ 
cites him to cruelty - 
pinched with hunger, his 
reflections on the earth 
compares himself with Ape- 
mantus - 
he gives gold and 


Timon 


encourage- 
ment to the thieves 
visited by his honest steward 
by the poet and paiiiter ’ 

by the senators, entreating 
him to command against 
Alcibiades - 
his death and epitaph i 


Northumberland’s grief for 
•Hotspur 


North. 


Orpheus’s music - - Hen. VIII. 

item - - - 2 

Octavius Caesar, his interview 

with Brutus and Cassius Jul. Ccesar 
[for the rest, vid. Antony 
and Cleopatra.] 


Volumnia, 


a mother of an 
heroic spirit 

instructs Coriolanus to ad- 
dress the people 
diverts him from destroying 
Rome - ~ 

Valeria’s chasti||r praised by 
her husband ' - 


Coriolanus 


Percy, Harry Hotspur 
item - . . 

item - - - 

his deatih 

character, by Lady Percy 
Portia, a Roman lady of an 
heroic spirit, vid. Brutus 


1 Henry IV. 380 

— 394 

— 400 

2 Henry IV. 406 

— 413 


P. Henry 
Mortimer 


Winohestejj/Cardi 
fort’s ehaj?ftctfit, 
his death 
Warwick, 


1 Henry VI. 

2 HenryVI. 
\ 2 and 3 
f Hen. VI. 


Clou, 


brave but incon- 
stant 

Wolsey, Cardinal, his character 
by Norfolk, &c. - 

his po'vvor over the Iring 
upbraided by queenCatherine 


Richard if, his ill conduct \Eiclmrd II. 360 

'■nitem - . - ■■ ■ 

item " - - - • _ 3(32 

ftem - - - I Henry IV. 394 

Richard I., his^character Kmg John 333 
Richard III., ambitious, brave, ^ 3 Hen. VI. 
dissembling, cruel, rnifor- V and 
tunate - - - j jnch. III. 

his birth prodigious 3 Henry VI. 540 

his person and manners de- 
scribed by queen Margaret- Rich. III. 548 


Gaunt. 


N»folk 


his reflection on his fall 
his death related, and mixed! 
character - - j 


2 Henry fv. 
va- > liandZ 
f Hen. VI. 


York, archbishop of 
j duke of, enterprisinsp, 
i liant, unfortimate 


Mortimer 
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Father, an umiatiiralj in York 
Father’s passion on the iJi 
conduct of a daughter 
fondness for his child 
French quack’s airs in Dr. 

Caius 

Fury 


Ally, a perfidious one, in 
Ihirgundy 

Ambition - - - 

covered with ^ecious Jiu- 
Biility 

Ally, jealous of a successful 
friend - - - 

Ambitious wonran in Eleanor 
'Anger, in tho duke of Buck- 
ingham . - - 

its external effects painted 
Affiiction - - - 

Admiration ^ ^ ^ 

Atheistical hardened villain, 
vid. Barnardine 
Avarico and cruelty, vid. Shy- 
lock, Mer. of Veil. - 


1 Henry! VI. 
Hen. rilL 


Wolsey 

r, 

Brutus 


JuL Ccesar 


Ant. <5* Cleo. 
2 Henry VI. 


Gravity afiheted to be thought 

wise - - - Mer.ofVen. 175 

Grief » - - * Richard tUG 

its nature to niuitiply af- 
flictions - - 3(52 

boautifully described in Cor- 
delia - - - Ji 'lriy Rear 836 

at parting of lovers,*" queen « 

Marg. jind SufMk - 2 Henry VI. SOB 

a mother’s, for her son mur- 
dered - - • 3 Henry VI. 540 

'wrought to rage in queen 
Margaret - - Rich. III. 547 ' 

a father’s, an old general, ^ 
for his sons and daughter HI* Andro. 781 
a virtuous wife’s, wronged 
by her husband - Cymbeline 754 
a husband’s, on the murder 
of hjvS wife and children Macbeth 326’ 
a valiant father’s, for^fche 
death of a UJrave son 830 


Hen. VIII. 576 

— Soi 

Tempest 16 

~ 19 


Wolsey 

Ariel 

Prospero 


Bushy 


Q,ween 


JBishop, true to his sovereign, 
Xarlislo - 
a rebel, York 

Boasters, the Dauphin, &c. *5' 
Boaster, the Bastard - i 
described . <■ - 


Richard II. 
2 Henry IV. 
Henry V. 
King John . 


Macduff 


Courtier, a bold plain-dealing, 
Gaunt - - - 

Kent - - - 

an accomplished one, vid. 
Buckingham, Hen. VIII. 
Courtsjiip, G loucester’s to Lady 
Anne - - - 

honouijahle, ^joine^ by a 
father - - 

described - 

a beautiful scene betwixt 
ITiomco and Juliet 
Counsellor, an honest one, 
vid, GoruJtrio •* - 

Child the ^luty owes a 
father - - - 

Country Squice in Slender 
Chastity scandalised, beauti- 
fully painted in Hero 
: ChastifeT, fjid, Valer'JA - 
Courage in old men - 

Courage, - ; - ■■ 

different notions of ’ :t in a 
senator, and a gener^ 

Care, in a merchant # - 

Constancy - - „ - 


Richard 11. 
King Lear 


Richai’d IL 
Rich. III. 

B Henry 1 V. 
1 Henry IV. 
Hm. VIII. 


.Queen 

Richard 


Hop© - - - 

item - - - 

Hostess, Quickly - 
Highwayman, Gadshill 
Horror, its outward effects 
raised in the characters of 
Aaron, Tamora, and Satui-- 
nius - 


Gloster 


Tempest f 
Mids.N.Hr. 


Prospero 

Ego. 


Titus Andr. 


Justices, country, Shallow and 
Silence - - - 

Inconstancy - « 

Jealousy, in Ford 
the rise and growth of it 
charactered in Leontes 
item - - „ 

■ in Posthumus - - , ■ 

tho motives, gro'Wth, and 
fatal effects of it admirably 
shown in Othello ~ 

Joy, excess of, produces tears 
Ingratitude, in Lucullus, Lu- 
cius, Sempi’onius 


2 Henry IV. 
BGen. o/Ver. 

M.jv.o/m, 


JVint. Tate 
Tro. if Gres. 
Cymbeline 


Leo* Ant. 
ifeuchio 


Timm 
Mer, ofVen. 
Ant. 4' Cleo. 


644 1 Sen. Ale. 
mJSal. Sol. 
787 I Cleopatra 


Othello 

M.A.ab.Ho. 


Timon 


Daughters nndutiful, in Gon- 
eril and Regan 

Daughter, dutiful, in Cordelia 
Despair, 


King, of I’ash ill conduct, 
Richard H. 

wiso and valiant, Henry IT. 
weak, choleric, miserable, 
Lear » » - 

meek, religious, unfortunate 
in Henry VI. 

amorous, hravo, successful, 
in Edward lY. 
bold, crafty, cruel, dissem- 
bling in Richard in. 


in the agonies of 
death, eai'dinal Beaufort 
of pardon 


Richard 11. 
UfBHen.IV. 


B Henry VI. 
JVint. Tale 


592 Wolsey 


Fear, arising from an expected 
evil - - - 


\BHenry^IY. 


406 North. 
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Bate, in Henry TIL l- 


Love, expressed by a soldier 
virtuous - - - 

prote5%d. *^4 Ricliard III. 
the' firs^m^ons expressed 
bydierfry Tin. vid. Anne 
B'ullen \ - . 

by Miranda? and I'lsrdmand 
, the crosses ;Df%t ‘ 
appointment protested 
Its nature 

charm to enkindle it - 
in the queen of fairies, beau- 
tifully imagined 
given over 

changed to aversion - 
commended and dispraised 
froward and d?ssc%ibling 
expels all other passions 
its original 
its several offices 
all other passions lost in it 
at first sight m- 
in man and woman com- 
pared - - - 

concealed, beautifully paint- 
ed - ~ 

in a young brave general 
, ' coiMitaj^ in, protested 
quitted by a soldier 
its qualities 
impatient of delay 
Itbm 

impatient of absence 
Lust - - - 

. in a grave minister of state 


Madness, real in Lear, coun- 
terfeit in Edgar 
Melancholy 
several kinds of it 
Mother, lamenting her sons 
item 

Mui’derer, in Exton 
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K. Henry 

3 Henry YI. 

530 

Warwick 

Rich. III. 

509 


Tempest 

11 


Midis. E.JDr. 

132 

Lys. Her. 


133 

Her. 

_ 

- 

llel. 

- 

185 

0 heron 

• - 

139 

Queen 


340 

Dem. 


141 

Lys. 

2Qen.ofVer. 

20 

Val. Pro. 


22 

Juliet 

Mer. of Ven. 

185 

Portia 

AsY. Like It 

213 

Rosalind 


210 

Sil. 

Twel. Eight 

63 

Duke 


68 

Olivia 


70 

Du. &Tio. 




Viola 

Tro. 4* Ores. 

603 

Troilus 

, 

617 

Tr.&Cres 

__ ' 

620 

Pat. 

Rom. <5* Juh 

847' 

Romeo 



854-6 

Jul. & Fr. 


859 

Juliet 

Othello 


Bian. 

M.^. ofWi. 

61 

Song 

Mea.f. Mea. 

95«07 

Ang. 

King Lear 



Com. of Er. 

307 

Abb. 

AsY. Like It 

211 

Jaques. 

Rich. III. 

553 

Duchess 

-» 

565 

Queen 

Richard II. 

378 



Pd^lantry, in Sir Hugh Evans 3f.W.o/ JFi. 
in ArmadopHolofernes, Na- . 
thaniel - - - Love*sL.Losi 


prince Hemy and Lan- 
caster - f> - - 


l^2Hen.2v\ 


Prophet(^, in Joan of Orleans! 1 H^iry VL\ 403 


Tro.^ Cres.\ 618 


Eage, arising . from grief, vid. 

Northimiherland 

arising in a father from the a? 

undut^ulnfiss of his chil- tf 
dren - . - - King Lear 

^in a son for the murder of * 

his fallier, in Richard 3 Henry VI. 520 
Rebel, crafty «and timorous, 

Northumberland - lS^’2Ilen. IV. * 

crafty and resolute, West- 
moreland - - _ 

brave and indiscreet. Hot- , 

spur - - - O — , ‘ 

Revenge, implacable - Mer.ofVen. 189 


Superstition, in Glendower 1 Henry IV. 
Sister, tenderly affectionate, 
vid. Isabel 


Tillain, false, crafty, bold, ^ 

described in Edmimd King Lear 

the murderers of Clarence Kick. ilL 550 
Tirtuous severity of mind Mea. f. Mea. 91 


Wife, lamenting her husband Rich. III. 553 i 
a good one, vid. Catharine, 
queen to Henry Till, 
complaining of the unkind- 
ness of her husband Com. of Er. 296-8 j. 

the ill effects of her jealousy — 307 

complaining of being for- 
saken by her ]j|psband M/Tcheth *323 1 

Womankind, thmr nature 2Gent.Ver. 32 I 

item # " " Mea.f. Mea. I 
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Arviragus, vid. Guiderius 
Anthonio, a ci’ucl, falsa, and 

usurping brs^hcr - Tempest 

Angelo, a severe new governor Mea.f. Mea. 
-Adriana, a peevish, jealous 

wife _ - - Com. of Er. 

Anthonio, a friend - Mer.ofVen. 

Adam, a grateful old servant As Y. Like It 
Sir Andrew Ague-cheek, a 

foolish cowardly loiight j Twel. Eight 
Apemantus, a cynic - . Tim.ofAth. 


Barnardine, an atheistical i 

hardened wretch - Mea.f. Mea. 
Benedick, Beatrice, tvm sa- 
tirical wits - - M.A.ab. Eo. 

Bellarius, fortiAde in disgrace Cymbeline 


Ceres, or the country - Temped 

Clown - - - AsY. Likeit 

item • - - - Tioel.^ight 

Cloten, insolence and folly Cyrr^eline 

Claudius, blood, incest, and ^ 
usurpai^m - - Hamlet 

Cressida, a Miss - - Tro. ^ Ores. 


jJDesdemona, beauty and inno- 
cence sacrificed to jealousy 
Desflemona’s character 
. item - ‘ - ' ■ 

item - - - 

item - - - 

item - - - 

item - - - 

item - - - 


907 Brab. 

908 — 

911 Cassio 

•Ib.&Iago 

lago 

Othello 


Caliban, a savtige man 


Edmund, a crafty, false, enter- . I 

1 prising villam - ^ - * Sing Lear j 
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PAQU. 

Egeiis, a cruel morose father 

Mids.W.Ht 
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r 

FalstaiT, sir Jolirp resolves oi 

i 


an intrigue with Mrs. Fort 



and Mrs. Xhige 

Al.W.o/Wi 

42 

his hillot-doux •f' 

— 

^.44 

settles an assignation witi 



Mrs, Quickly - 
his discovery of it to Ford, 

— 

46 

di.sgiiisod like prook 
his first address to Mi'S. 

_ 

47 

Ford . - - 

surprihod, and^^Cscapcs in a 

— 

51 

basket - - 

bis account of his being 

— 

r* f 

thrown into the Thames 
another assignation with 

“ 

53 

IMrs. QuickTy 

makes a full relation to Ford 

— 

• 

of liis former disappoint- 


r 

mept - - - 

'meets with Mrs. Ford, and 

— ■ 

54 

is again surpj’ised - ^ 

escapes undiscovered in the 

— 

55 

disguise of an old woman 


56 

his soliloquy on this occasion 
a third meeting settled with 


58 

Mrs. Quickly 

relates to Ford his late dis- 


59 

„^pointment 

meets Mrs. Ford in Windsor 


- 

Park 

surprised, and seized hy Mu. 

— 

60 

Ford _ - - 

his course of life 5escrihed 

— 

61 

by prince Henry ^ ^ 

concerts a robbery with the 

IHenrpIV. 

380 

prince - - _ 

In's horse taken from him in 

— 

381 

the adventure - 
insults the prince to conceal 

— 

385 

his own cowardice 
personates the king, to chide 

— 

388 

prince Henry - 
the ta\T 2 rn bilMound <€n his 


390 

pocket - - r - 

his raillery on Bardolph’s red 

_™ a 

391 

rmse - - 

. — 

3li6 

his quarrels with the hostess 

— 


his description of his new- 



raised corfTpany 



his description of fono’tr 
his behaviour in the battle at 

— 

401 

Shrewsburyr' 

wounds Percy after he was 
dead, and assumes themerit 


102-3 

of kifTmg him - 

rails at his page, the prince, 


403 

and tlie mercer i 

reprimanded by the" chief 

} Henrp IV. 

407 ® 

justice 


408 

arrested by Mrs. Qifiekly 



410^ 

pleads bpfore the^chief jus- 


tice • „ 

— 

411 

pacifies Mrsf*'Quic]dy,»^and 


borrows more money 
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examined by the king, ban- 
ters him, and is ordered to 
go to England - 
blames his ovm inactivity 
converses with the grave- 
maker, and moralises on 
the skulls 
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AS Y. Like It 205 Jaques 

2 Qen.ofVer. 23 Spe. 


Lovers parting 
Lover described 
item 
item 
constant 
banished 
in solitude 
Lover described 
Lovers parting 


Apothecary, his poverty and 
shop described 


Romeo 


A Bishop in arms 
Bedlam Beggars 
Beautiful person petitioning 
A Bailiff - - 


Tam. of %c. 
2 Henry IV. 
King Lear 
2Gen.of Ver. 
Com. of Er. 


Petruchio 
West., 
Edgar 
■Proteus 
S. Dro. 


AsY. Like It 
Tro. ^res. 


Commons of England - 
their inconstancy 
Courtier, an unsuccessful one 
Cheats, several sorts - ^ 
Constables and watchmen 
Courtier, humorously de- 
scribed - - - 

Candidate for an office - 


.Messenger, with ill news 
item - - 

with good news 
A Madman 

A Miserable mother in Con- 
stance - - 

Edward IV.’s widow - 
Mermaid - • - , - 

M^ancholyman 


Richard 11. 
2 Henry IV. 
Hen. V HI. 
Com. of Er. 
M.A.ab.No. 


410 

585 

296 

120-5 


King John 342 
Richk III. * 1 565 %ueen 
Mds.H^r. 1.35 Ob. 
Hamlet 883 Hamlet 


As T. Like it 
Coriolaniis 


Touch. 

Cor. 


^ Deform^ person 
A Dying pmson, by poison, 
Icing John 

of old age, in prison, 
Mortimer , - 

by strangling, in 
Humphry %- 
in agonies of despair 
’cajjdinal caufort 
Drunken men 
Dying of grief 
Debtor - % - 

Duellist - . _ 

Death, in a beautiful face 
item - „ « 

item - - _ 


Const. 


News-telle«5 
A Nun 


King John 
Mids.N.Hr. 


346 Hubert 
9S6 The. 


Dulce 


Old man oppressed with cares 
vigorous, from temperance 
in youth ^ 

Old man in the e: 
decay* 

Old men subject to ingratitudel 


>9 iEgeon 


\AsY.Likeit\ 202 


Adam 


3mity of 


Tempest 
AlVswell^c. 
Tim. ofAth. 
Rom. 8f Jul. 


Ariel . 
1 Lord 
Sen. 

Mercutio 

Cap. 

Arv. 

Romeo 


205 Jaques 
'Atli. 640 T«non 


Post-messe»ger 
I see the same describud 
Pedants, in Armado, 3 
femes, Nathaniel 


Henry^IV. 406 Trav. 
Einig J^r 826 JKent 


Cymbeline 
\Rom. 4" JuT. 


Englishmen in preference to 
the French 

described by the French 
ridiculed f orfoilo wingFrench 
fashions 

ridiculed for4iard drinking 


\Rom. Sf Jul.\ 857 Mercutio 


Henry V. 
Henry VI. 


BL Henry A (Quarrelsome person 


Henry VIIL 
Othello 


Soldier, young, brave, an< 
unpolished - 
Soldiers in armour 
Serving-man 

Sea-faring persons in distress 
i Savage man— Caliban 
[ Swimmer 


Tro. ^ Cres. 624 Ulysses 
\ Henry I Vi 397 Yemen 
King Lear Edgar 
Tempest 3 Piosper 


A Foppish courier 
Flatterers of great men 
Fairies - - ' 


Hotspur 

Kent 


1 Henry I V. 
King Lear 
Mids. N.Hr. 


Jnl. Ceesar\ 6.98 'Cassius 





